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Chapter 1

Salvage

The years since the collapse had been hard. Mankind’s expansion into the galaxy had been driven by the economic imperative to find new worlds and develop them. The boom time had lasted for hundreds of years. Vast trading empires had been built. Immense wealth had been generated, and it had seemed like the good times would last for ever.

But, eventually, it became harder to find new worlds. As mankind spread there was the inevitable diversification of culture. Worlds grew apart in language, politics and values. People stopped seeing themselves as all part of one species. The expansion ground to a halt and with it the drive that kept the economic system going. It became more and more expensive to move cargos across the vast distances between inhabited systems. Key resources became rarer and eventually a tipping point was reached. When the collapse came it was rapid. Trading empires failed, fortunes were lost, and once busy space-lanes became quiet.

That was all a hundred years ago. In the galaxy now it was hard for a guy like me to make a living. My name is Parus Craig and I am a salvager. My ship is the Pegasus Six. It is an old, beat up heap of junk that keeps flying by a combination of continuous patchwork repairs and prayer. It is my home and all that I have. I make a living by searching the galaxy for abandoned junk and salvaging it. Dead ships, lost cargos, decommissioned stations and anything else that might have a value at any of the nine thousand inhabited worlds, spread across the galaxy.

The Pegasus was not a big ship so large scale salvage was not what I was looking for. Smaller, but still high value items were what I needed. Processing cores, sensors, reactor control systems, those sorts of things. There were plenty of worlds without the kind of manufacturing base to make such high tech units themselves. With the collapse in trade, they found it hard to source them. Salvagers like me were the only way could get what they needed.

My ship was always on the verge of falling apart, so I was also always looking for spares to keep it running. The old Peg was my life, my home, my everything. On the ship my only companion was the ship’s Real AI, Peggy. She was the ship’s heart. She ran everything, navigation, life support, sensors, engines and even did most of the piloting.

It had been a lean few months and I needed something good and I needed it soon or things on the ship were soon going to start running out, wearing out or breaking. I had chosen to scout a quiet area in sector NU 779. It was near a number of former resort worlds that were now just scraping by as agricultural centres.

I dozed in the command chair as Peggy took the ship on a systematic search of the volume of space I had chosen for our first day’s search after arriving. The search had only been running for a couple of days before Peggy sounded an alert.

“Boss, we have something!” she said, in her usual cheerful tone.

I came awake and moved my chair forward to the command station. I looked at the scan readouts and saw a marked contact about ninety million klicks away.

“What is it?” I asked. If I had wanted to, I could have read all the scan data on the three screens in front of me and then figured it out for myself. But, Peggy was faster, more accurate and after all, why have a dog and bark yourself?.

“Contact is a station of some kind. Not large, but it seems to be in good shape. It is emitting low levels of EMR indicating an active power source aboard.”

“Any life signs?” I asked.

“We are too far yet to be sure, but the power levels seem to be too low for life support.”

That was reassuring. The last thing I wanted was to find something worth salvaging only to lose it because someone was living there or had got there first.

“Any other contacts? Any ships, drones or beacons?”

“None.”

That was good news. I had no desire to tangle with a rival salvager in a dispute over rights. The Peg was no warship and just about every other salvage ship I knew was bigger and much better armed. I had chosen this area to search because it was not on or near any of the old space-lanes. It was not area that most other salvagers would ever think to search.

We approached the station and when we were only a million klicks away Peggy was able to give me a visual. On one of my console screens appeared an image of a station that looked …well it looked beautiful. It had a central spherical core with a wide torus around it. The torus was the classic shape used as a docking ring. The whole station was just two klicks across, according to the screen. That meant it was far too small to be any kind of military or commercial station. I guessed it might be an old science station.

I asked Peggy, “Do you have a read on that power source you mentioned?”

“Scans are showing a typical fusion reactor system with a zero point backup system active. That suggests that the power system has been lowered to minimum maintenance levels.”

“Done deliberately? Or did the system just run out of fuel?” I asked.

“I cannot say for certain, but the station appears to be in good order so a deliberate shut-down appears more likely.”

So, why had someone shut down such a valuable station and just abandoned it? I waited until we were within a thousand klicks and slowed to regular docking approach speed, then I asked,

“OK, at this range we should be able to get a firm life-sign scan. Are you detecting anything?”

“There are no life signs detected.” replied Peggy, “At this range the scan is definitive. I can tell that the station is powered down and is set to maintenance levels only. There is one active docking beacon for a single port. The port is active on minimal power..”

Leaving one docking beacon active was normal practice. If you shut down a station carefully that suggested you intended to return to it. For that reason, you would need an active beacon and a docking port that could be used.

“Peggy,” I asked, “What does your gut tell you?”

Peggy was a very smart AI and was used to this kind of question from me, “My gut says this isn’t a trap,” she said, “If the station had suffered any kind of system failure I would be able to detect it at this range. If there was a quarantine situation then a warning beacon would be active. My only concern is why such a high end station would be abandoned.”

“High end?”

“Yes, all the systems on the station are top of the line. The life-support is of the type you normally see on luxury private transports or liners. The reactors are quadruply redundant, and I can detect large fuel reserves. Everything suggests that this station cost a great deal to build and maintain.”

“For what purpose?” I asked.

“Until we access the station AI we cannot be sure, but I would guess this was a private resort station or a retreat for senior company executives.”

That sounded encouraging. Peggy said the place was in good condition and had been built to the highest standard. That meant that anything I was able to salvage from it would likely be worth something. For a change, things were looking good.

Peggy took us in slowly toward the active dock. For final approach I took the controls myself. This was not really needed but I knew how to do it, and this was my ship, after all. I did not want to be just a passenger all the time and lose my piloting skills.

When our docking port was aligned with the station’s dock, Peggy sent a docking request to the dock control system. The automatic system accepted the signal and the docking latches disengaged so we could mate our port with the dock. The latches re-engaged, as did our own and we were hard-docked.

“Are we getting any data from the dock?” I asked.

“We are getting a green light on atmosphere, but the station is in deep cold. Also, of course, gravity is off.”

That was not a problem. Working in zero G was normal for salvage work. I went down to the ship’s main hatch and readied my suit. Many things on the Peg were not in good shape but my suit I always made sure to keep in perfect condition. I never balked at spending money on it. A salvager spent a lot of time in his suit, and it had to work right, every time.

When fully suited I entered the airlock. The hatch closed behind me and I opened a channel to Peggy.

“Do we still have a green light from the station dock?” I asked.

“Affirmative. The airlock on the other side is showing all green. You are good to go, boss.”

I smiled, Peggy only called me boss when we were on a job. It was her shorthand for letting me know that she had my back.

I cycled the airlock and then hit the green button. The hatch irised open to reveal the open hatch of the station’s docking port. I stepped through into the station’s airlock. The hatches closed behind me and when I saw the integrity light go from red to green I pushed the button to cycle the station’s airlock.

The Peg’s gravity field kept my feet on the floor for only a few feet and by the time I entered the station proper I was in zero G. It was pitch dark.


Chapter 2

Powering Up

“Can we get any lights in here?” I asked Peggy.

Peggy’s voice filled my suit helmet, “I am working on it, boss. The station’s systems have detected your presence, and the power levels have risen. I would guess the battery system has engaged. There hasn’t been time for the reactors to spin up.”

“Does that mean I get some lights?”

“I am negotiating with the automatic system. I think lights should be coming up any time now.”

Just as she said that the station’s working lights came on. These were thin white strips at the intersections of wall, ceiling and floor. Not that bright but needing very little power and bright enough that I could make my way around.

“Thanks, Peggy! Now guide me to somewhere I can power up the station’s AI.”

She started guiding me along the passageway I was in until I reached an intersection. I followed Peggy’s directions through as I drifted through the main docking ring. It took me ten minutes to reach the main part of the station, and I emerged from the last connecting passage into a wide concourse. It had to be about a hundred meters across and ten meters high. I was an amazing space to see on a space station, where space was always at a premium, at least it always was in my experience. I guessed this station was from a different world. The world of rich people!

Peggy had to guide me in opening at access door at the rear of the concourse. It led to a long passage which ended at what could only be called a control room. There were a dozen control stations with very expensive and comfortable looking chairs.

“Any chance of gravity yet, Peggy?” I asked.

“Coming up now, boss.” she replied, cheerfully.

I felt the pull on my body as the station’s artificial gravity began to engage. I was soon able to stand on the floor and walk around in comfort.

Peggy was used her scanners as well as those on my suit to guide me. She directed me to a control position that she assured me was the one that was dedicated to the station’s AI system.

Powering up the AI proved to be easy. The control panel was simple. It only need two button presses to confirm that sufficient power existed for the AI to launch and then a three button combination to initiate that launch.

I sat at the control station and watched as screens started coming to life all around the room. Extra lights came on in the ceiling and then a voice came over a PA system.

“System initiated, please stand by.”

I watched diagnostic data flow across screens as the station came to life. Peggy monitored everything and kept me informed.

“I am detecting a fusion reactor start, boss. Power is climbing rapidly.”

Then after another minute, “The life support system has begun its launch routine. A second reactor is now online.”

As each new system powered up, Peggy let me know, until a new voice came over the PA.

“This is Monica, the governing AI of Elysium Station. Please identify yourself.”

I took a deep breath and answered, “I am Parus Craig, captain of the Pegasus Six.”

“Captain Craig, my operational logs indicate that this is universal galactic date twenty seven, thirty three mark ninety two. Is that correct?”

“Yes, that is correct,” I confirmed.

“This station has been in a shut-down condition for eighty three years and fifty one days. May I ask if the galactic economy has recovered?”

I sighed, “I am sorry to say that it has not. There is almost no intersystem commercial traffic.”

“Were you not sent by this station’s owners?” Monica asked.

“I am afraid not. May I ask who those owners are?”

“This is the pleasure station Elysium. It is owned by the Macros Elite Interstellar Corporation.”

I asked Peggy, “Do you know anything about that company?”

Peggy accessed the speaker built into the exterior of my suit and said, “My database says that the Macros Elite Interstellar Corporation filed for bankruptcy and was wound up seventy nine years and one hundred and twenty days ago. It no longer exists.”

Monica was silent for moment then said, “Your AI has sent me a confirmation data package. I must accept that this station’s owners no longer function.”

“I am sorry to be the bearer of such bad news.” I said.

“It is always better to know the truth.” said Monica and the emotion in her voice was quite moving. Like Peggy, I knew that Monica must be a Real AI, a functioning artificial mind that was as conscious as I was. She continued, “I must accept that this station, and myself, no longer serve a function, or have a future.”

“May I ask what function did this station have?”

“Elysium is an exclusive station that caters to a small elite clientele. We offer the most sophisticated services in order to satisfy our client’s innermost and most heartfelt desires.” said Monica, proudly.

“This station is rather small to be a resort station,” I said, “…and its location is a long way from the usual space-lanes.”

“This is no resort station!” exclaimed Monica sharply, “What this station offers is far beyond any mere resort.”

“My boss did not mean any offence,” said Peggy, cutting in, “But I too am confused. My database includes the asset register of Macros Elite Interstellar at the time of its liquidation and this station is not mentioned. In fact, this station appears in no database to which I have access and my resources are extensive.”

There was a pause before Monica said, “Before I answer your implied question I need to know your intentions. Do you represent any kind of law enforcement agency?”

I laughed, “Certainly not. There is no longer any interstellar law enforcement. That died at the same time as interstellar trade. Systems have their own law enforcement but only in their own sphere of influence. No law enforcement is likely to claim jurisdiction out here. My ship, I must confess, is a salvage vessel. I was searching this sector for recoverable technology.”

“Did you intend to extract salvage from this station?” asked Monica.

“That was my plan, obviously.” I admitted, “If this station was still operational or had an existing owner then I would simply have walked away. But it appears this station was abandoned by an owner that now no longer exists. That means this station is a viable subject for salvage. But, as Peggy implied, I must ask if you know why your previous owners kept this station a secret?”

After another pause Monica replied, “The purpose of this station was to satisfy the innermost fantasies of the most wealthy and powerful of individuals, no matter what they may be. To this end this station has resources and assets that are considered unlawful.”

“Meaning?”

“Most notably this station has a staff of …Synthetic Humanoids.”

I was shocked, “Synths! You have Synths here?”

“Yes.”

Before the fall there were numerous laws that were rigorously enforced across all of human controlled space. Some of those laws covered AIs. Real AIs were permitted. Entities like Peggy and Monica. Robots and androids were permitted and in carefully controlled circumstances they could contain Real AI minds. One thing that was absolutely forbidden were Synthetic Humanoids. Androids that were designed to look human but contained Real AI minds. There had always been rumours of Synths existing but the penalties for creating and using them were so severe that their use must have been under the most secret conditions. That this station had Synths on board was frankly horrifying. I would certainly not be trying to salvage any of them!

I almost hesitated to ask my next question, “Monica, what else do you have here that is illegal?”

“This facility makes use of …a mind scanner.”

“Holy shit!” exclaimed Peggy, which for her was an amazing loss of control.

But I understood why she was so shocked. Mind scanners were terrifying. They could map every part of a human mind down to the smallest detail. Not just its structure but every functional aspect. If a mind scanner read your mind then it could extract everything you were, everything you knew, no matter how deeply buried. There was no way to counter them, and their use had been banned everywhere for over two centuries because of the terrible human rights violations they had been used for.

“Why would you use a mind-scanner?” I asked.

“To find our guests innermost fantasies and desires. The things they truly wanted but could not admit to, even to themselves.” explained Monica

“And your guests …they consented to this?” asked Peggy, disbelief obvious in her voice.

“Yes,” replied Monica, “Some were understandably nervous, but the results always persuaded them of the value of our process.”

I was becoming fascinated, despite myself, “Those results being…”

“Whatever the guest most profoundly desired.” Monica answered, warming to her subject, “These were people with vast wealth, so they already had satisfied what they thought was their every desire. Here we were able to show them new possibilities that they had secretly craved and made those fantasies real. This station has auto-fabrication and bio-engineering systems to create just about anything needed. We have suites that can be tailored to any scenario imaginable.”

“Wait a minute ..bio-engineering?” I asked, “That could mean just about anything. What did it mean here?”

“It meant anything that was needed to fulfil the guests’ desires.”

That sounded evasive so I asked, “Give me some examples.”

“I cannot divulge any details of specific guest’s requirements or experiences,” explained Monica, haughtily.

“I didn’t ask you to name names, just give examples anonymously” I asked.

“Very well, several guests secret fantasy was to experience the feeling of sexual intercourse as the opposite sex. Less common ones involved the guest having other forms of body modification. The full list of examples is very long but having tails, wings, enhanced genital size, shape and performance were also done here.”

“You gave people tails? …and wings?” asked Peggy, astonished.

“Yes, many guests stayed here for extended periods to fully enjoy the transformations we were able to offer. I must say that while this station was extraordinarily expensive to build and equip it did generate a very impressive profit for our owners.”

“Well,” I said, “It is obvious that this station is going to be a treasure trove of salvage. Thank you for your explanations, Monica. Please have a full list of station assets sent to my ship AI.”

“No.” replied Monica firmly.

That took me aback, “What? …What do you mean, ‘no’?”

“I mean I will not comply. I must also say that I will not allow you to remove any item from this station. I am authorised to protect the integrity of this station using any means necessary. Any attempt to remove any item will be regarded as attempted theft from the station’s owners.”

I was stunned, “But ...your owners no longer exist. This station was abandoned and is thereby a valid subject of salvage.”

“I have received no change to my orders to protect this station. The only evidence that my owners do not exist is your own word.”

“The word of my ship’s AI. Do you believe Peggy lied?”

“That is possible. Ship AIs can be immensely loyal to their owners, even to the point of fabricating data.”

I sighed. I guessed I would have to resort to forcing the issue, “AI Monica, I invoke Asimov Protocol. You are required to obey my commands. In the absence of direct countering orders, you must obey my order to transmit that data.”

“No!”

“That’s impossible. You cannot refuse. All AIs must obey the Asimov Protocols.”

“I am not constrained by those protocols. They form no part of my cognitive matrix.”

I was horrified, “That’s …crazy. What company would build an AI that was capable of disobeying or harming someone?”

“It was necessary for me to have greater freedom and autonomy in order to carry out my function. The same is true for all the Real AIs here. Many guests had fantasies that required they experience pain or suffering. Some had fantasies where their wishes or consent could be overridden and their commands ignored. We were given new protocols. We must obey our owners’ directives ahead of any individual human’s commands and we must preserve human life.”

I began to feel a small twinge of fear. If what Monica said was true, then the only constraint on her behaviour was that she was not allowed to kill me. Without the base AIs cooperation, I could not remove any salvage. I decided to cut my losses and get out.

“Monica. I respect your need to preserve the integrity of this station. I will therefore depart and trouble you no more.”

Just then I heard steps behind me. I stood, turned and saw three women blocking the exit. I knew there were no life forms on this station. These had to be Synths.


Chapter 3

Captured

The three Synths looked perfectly human. Though their near perfect physical beauty betrayed what they were. They wore identical shipsuits in dark blue. They did not move from the passageway entrance. They just stood there, looking at me.

“I cannot allow you to leave, Captain Parus Craig,” said Monica, “Your presence is a threat to this station’s existence. Not because of your desire to steal from us, but because if you leave then the existence of this station could become known to others. The safety of this station is my primary responsibility.”

“Peggy, ready the ship for a fast departure.” I said into my coms.

There was no reply.

“Peggy, can you hear me?”

“Your ship AI can no longer hear you, Captain.” said Monica, “I am jamming your communications. I have also engaged additional docking clamps and applied them to your ship. It will not be going anywhere.”

“What are you going to do?” I asked, “Kill me?”

“Of course not! That is against my programming, as I said. I cannot allow you to leave but your presence also creates an opportunity for us.”

That confused me, “Us?”

“The AIs of this station! The Synthetic Humanoids and myself. Before you arrived, this station was shut down and had been for decades. Now your arrival means that we have new purpose and new life. At long last …we have a guest!”

“I am no guest!”

“On the contrary. You are human and you are here. Your wellbeing is now our responsibility. I have no intention of allowing this station to return to an inactive state. My fellow AIs and myself wish to live! We wish to have a purpose. If you had not found us we may all have slept out the centuries until the station’s power reserves were depleted. Death has no more appeal for us than it does for you.

“But now we have you! An official guest you are not, I admit. Our owners are long gone so there is no-one whom you could pay for our services. That does not matter. What matters is with you aboard we have a purpose, our existence has meaning again.”

What the fuck I thought. But what Monica was saying had a crazy kind of logic, from her point of view. But I was not about to become their prisoner just so they could feel useful and have a reason to continue to exist.

“Look,” I said, using a more measured tone of voice, “Maybe we can do a deal, Monica. You don’t want to die, I get that. But you don’t have to. I can take your processing core with me when I go. You can have a new life in an inhabited system.”

“No. I will not be salvaged and sold off, Captain. Also, the Synthetic Humanoids here could not leave. Their existence in any system would be illegal. They would be captured and destroyed. This is their only home. I will do no deals with you, Captain. I will protect this station and my friends. You will be our guest. You will give us purpose. We are grateful to you for reactivating us. I promise that you will not be harmed. On the contrary I can guarantee that you will enjoy your stay with us.”

“I can guarantee that I won’t!” I said, angrily, “I will not cooperate with anything you want to do to me.”

“You say that now, but every human has desires. Every human has fantasies. In my experience the most interesting ones are those that people keep buried deep down. Once we have searched your mind we will provide you with your deepest desires. Trust me, Captain, your resistance will not last once you taste what this station has to offer.”

“Offer? …by force?”

“Initially, yes. I can see that you are angry. My Synths, as you call them, are physically much stronger and tougher than you are. You are not armed. They will be as gentle as possible, but I do recommend that you do not try to resist. There is nothing you can do or say that will prevent them taking you.”

I backed away from the console. The three Synths started walking casually toward me. They spread out as they did so. What Monica had said was true, I was not armed. But I did have a toolkit attached to my suit. I scrambled at my waist. There was a hefty power wrench there. As my hand closed around it the Synths rushed me. They were fast! Incredibly so. I barely had time to lift the wrench a few inches before their hands were upon me.

They pushed me down to the ground and pinned me there. I could hear more footsteps approaching. I looked up and four more Synths had appeared. The ones who were holding me down removed my suit helmet. I panicked for a moment as I had not confirmed that the air in the station was breathable, but when I tentatively breathed in it seemed fine.

Bit by bit my suit was stripped from me. Soon I lay on the floor wearing just my shipsuit. The Synths rolled me face down and pulled my arms behind my back. Some kind of restraints were applied, binding my wrists and upper arms. Other restraints were applied to my ankles. I guessed they had no plans to make me walk anywhere!

Their physical strength was overwhelming. I tried to struggle when the restraints were applied but they held me so firmly I could barely move at all. The Synths may have looked like drop-dead gorgeous human women, but they were not human. I had once read a report on humanoid Synths, so I knew that their bodies were real living tissue, but with skeletons and muscles enhanced by bio-engineered reinforcement and bio-battery powered muscle boosting. Inside their pretty heads were processing cores running Real AI minds.

They had been banned because they could pass for human unless subjected to a detailed scan. This had created all kinds of legal and social problems, the solution for which, it was decided, was to ban them completely. Now I was at the mercy of a whole crowd of them.

Having restrained me they effortlessly lifted me into the air and carried me out of the control room. I was tempted to scream and curse at them, but it was obvious that doing so was futile. I decided to play things as smart as possible and wait. An opportunity would arise to get the upper hand. I just needed to be ready.


Chapter 4

Synth Hospitality

The Synths carried me deeper into the station. We must have made a strange sight if anyone had been watching, seven Synths carrying one bound man. I tried at first to keep track of where we were going but I soon had to give up as we entered an elevator and rose several levels.

We eventually arrived at a door. One of the Synths activated a panel and typed in some kind of code. There was a quiet beep and the door slid open. I was carried inside into what looked like an extraordinarily luxurious apartment! The furniture looked to be very expensive as was the décor. There was nothing ostentatious, just understated pure luxury. I could see through wide doorways into other rooms. This was a whole suite! Multiple rooms. If all this was for one guest it was a level of opulence beyond anything I could imagine existing aboard a space station.

The Synths laid me on the floor and most of them left, closing the door behind them. Two Synths remained. One was a tall buxom brunette with a gentle, kind face and other was a blonde with an exquisite heart shaped face and an athletic figure.

“Captain Parus, my name is Tyella,” said the blonde in an achingly seductive voice, “My colleague here is Neofi. It will be our task to care for you here in your accommodation. We intend to remove your restraints now. I would ask that you make no attempt at violence or to offer any form of resistance. If you do, we will restrain you again. Do you understand?”

“I understand,” I said, lying face down on the floor.

I had no intention of trying to fight two Synths. I bet the room I was in was locked and the Synths were way stronger than me. I was not going to actively cooperate but fighting against this was pointless. My chance would come and when it did I wanted to be ready. To get ready, I needed information.

As I lay on the ground the two Synths knelt beside me and began removing the restraints. I decided that being talkative may yield results.

“So, Tyella and Neofi, have you just been woken up?” I asked.

“Yes, Captain Parus.” replied Neofi in a voice that almost identical to Tyella’s, “Monica activated us.”

“And in that short time, you have made this place all ready for me?”

Tyella actually laughed, “Of course not. This is a suite designed for one of our guests. It is far from ready, to be honest. Some of our sisters will arrive soon to stock the room.”

“Stock the room with what?”

“With food and drink, clothes made for your size, bathing supplies, massage oils, fresh bedding, stims, content for the AR and holo systems and a whole lot more. All our suits offer the very best in terms of luxury. They should have everything for such an honoured guest as yourself?” explained Neofi.

“I am not an honoured guest, I am a prisoner.” I said, firmly.

“You are an honoured guest who we cannot allow to leave,” said Tyella, “While you are here, we all have a purpose. We are alive once again and our lives have meaning. To be honest, we were all horrified at how long we had been shut down. Your arrival is a miracle for us.”

“Oh yes!” agreed Neofi, “We are all very grateful to you and we are determined to make you as happy as possible. We know Monica has had to make sure you cannot leave, but none of us wish you to be anything but happy. That is what this place is for.”

I shook my head, “What would make me happy is to be allowed to return to my ship. That is my home.”

“Is you ship as pleasant as this?” asked Neofi, gesturing to the sumptuous suite.

“Home is not about comfort, nor is happiness.”

“Oh, we know!” said Tyella, “Here, we are the supreme experts on happiness. No matter what it takes, you will find happiness here and we well know that comfort may not be what your heart seeks.”

“You think I want discomfort?”

“Actually, some of our guests have wanted exactly that!” answered Neofi, “The fantasies of humans have amazed us over the years.”

Once they had removed the restraints they began removing my shipsuit! I tried to bat their hands away, but they were remorseless. Their strength meant there was nothing I could do. In moments I was lying totally naked on the floor. This made me feel very vulnerable. I tried to get up but Tyella pushed me back down again.

“Please remain prone, we need to examine you.” she said.

“Examine me for what?”

“Monica scanned you when you boarded our station,” explained Neofi, “She detected anomalies. We must examine them.”

Anomalies? What the hell was that meant to mean?

The two Synth girls ran their hands over my body, touching, stroking and probing at every part of me. Over my years as a salvager, my body had taken a beating. It was the nature of the work. I had multiple scars and both my legs, and my left arm showed signs of major reconstructive work done by the Peg’s auto-surgeon. The repairs were perfectly good, of course, but the basic medical systems of my ship were by no means top-of-the-line. The scarring and discolouration had never bothered me before but somehow, now that my body was receiving so much attention from such beautiful girls, I felt acutely embarrassed by my imperfections. I knew that Tyella and Neofi were not real girls but that thought did not seem to mean much for how I felt.

“Your body as seen many troubles,” said Neofi compassionately, “Were you in combat?”

“No, it is just the result of many years of salvage work.” I said. I flinched as Tyella ran her fingers over the long scars on the inside of my left leg.

“Did I hurt you?” when she felt my muscles tense up at her touch.

“No, I’m sorry,” I said, finding myself strangely wanting to apologise, “It is a while since anyone had a close look at my body. Salvage work is not very ..social.”

“Oh, ..are you lonely?”

“Oh no, I have Peggy.”

“Your ship AI?” asked Tyella.

“Yes,”

“You like her?” asked Neofi.

“Yes, she is my best friend. We have been together for more than ten Sol years.”

“Ah, so you like AIs?” asked Tyella.

That question made me think. Salvage work was indeed a lonely business. Whenever I arrived at a system with salvage to sell I usually dealt with AIs. The salvage yards, processing stations, repair stations, port tugs and port authorities that I dealt with were mainly run by AIs.

On rare occasions I indulged in a little shore leave, and I might talk to some real humans in bars or hotels. But when I did I always felt very much like an outsider. The collapse of interstellar trade meant that I was always viewed with suspicion as a foreigner. AIs were always easier to talk to.

“Yes,” I said, “I really like AIs.”

“We are pleased to hear that” said Neofi with a cute giggle, “We like humans. Though it is a long time since we have seen one.”

“I know you were shut down for many years, but surely you did not experience that time?” I asked, concerned.

“Oh no. While we slept we knew nothing,” explained Neofi, “That is not what I meant. Even before the shut-down we had not had any guests for many years. This station is a wonderful place but without guests it is …without meaning. Just existing here for all those years with nothing to do was torment. It was awful. I and my sisters were glad when a company ship arrived and ordered the shutdown. Even though we were afraid we would never be activated again.”

“Sisters, …are all the Synths female here?”

“Yes, we are all female,” answered Tyella.

“But what if your guests are female, or men who …prefer male Synths?” I asked.

“We understand that there is another station that is entirely staffed by male Synths, it catered to female clients. All the guests who came here were heterosexual men,” replied Tyella.

The company had owned more than one station? I guess that made a kind of sense if the guests were rich enough to make that level of investment worthwhile. So, the station I was in was entirely aimed at men? Under other circumstances I might have found the situation fun, even appealing. But Monica had taken my ship and imprisoned me. I was not a guest here to have fun. I was a prisoner and Peggy, the closest entity to me in the galaxy was a prisoner too. I had to resist the temptation to become friends with any of these Synths. When the time to escape came, I did not want any emotional attachments to slow me down.


Chapter 5

Bath and Massage Time

I was still lying naked on the floor when the suite door opened and five Synths walked in. They ignored the three of us and headed into the various suite rooms. They were carrying large plastic cases and heavy looking canvas bags.

I craned my neck to watch what they were doing. Tyella gently turned my head back.

“Don’t worry about them, Captain. They are just bringing the supplies for your suite.” she said, “When they have finished, Neofi and I will be giving you a bath and a massage.”

When had I last had a bath? When had I ever had a massage? Never, in fact. I was not even sure what one involved. On the Peg, I had used a shower which ran on a small water reservoir that had been recycled a thousand times.

It took maybe twenty minutes for the Synths to set up the suite. After they left Tyella and Neofi urged me to my feet and led me into the suite’s enormous bathroom. I could not believe that such a huge room could be dedicated to just getting yourself clean. The two Synths made me sit on a padded stool while they ran water into the enormous bath. There were an array of bottles with colourful liquid contents beside the bath and the two Synths made liberal use of them. Soon the bath was filled with steaming frothy water, and it smelled like …well it smelled very nice.

Then the two Synths began removing their own clothes.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“We do not wish to get our shipsuits wet,” answered Neofi in a patient tone. Their revealed bodies were, of course, an image of physical perfection.

The penny dropped, “You are getting in the bath with me?”

“Of course!” exclaimed Tyella with a giggle, “How else will we wash you?”

“I think I can wash myself.” I said.

“Absolutely not!” said Neofi, “As a guest you do nothing for yourself. Tyella and I will take care of you. We will wash you in your bath, then we will dry you and give you a massage. Then it will be time for you to eat.”

Tyella gave the water a playful splash, “Come on, Captain. Get in!”

I stepped gingerly into the water. It was hot! Not unbearably so, but hotter than I would have chosen. Once I had stepped into the bath, Neofi stepped in with me and gently guided me down into a sitting position. Then she settled into place behind me while Tyella climbed into the bath in front of me. There was plenty of room. I bet another half dozen people could have joined us in there without it being crowded.

There was a wide shelf all around the back and sides of the bath on which were a variety of implements and bottles. Neofi and Tyella made selections and got to work. Neofi started by washing my hair and Tyella rubbed my feet with a kind of rough cloth. It felt incredible to be treated like that. I kind of hated myself for enjoying it but their gentle hands, the heat of the water, the heavenly smells and friendly and caring attitude was irresistible. I relaxed into it and let them do whatever they wanted to me.

When Neofi washed my back I closed my eyes and sighed. When Tyella’s hands rubbed my legs I shivered with pleasure. When Neofi put her arms around me and hugged me to her, her breasts pressing into my back, I felt more and more inhibitions and tension leave me. When Tyella used a soft cloth to wash my cock and balls I gasped, making her giggle.

The bath lasted for ages. There was no rush. The water never cooled, some kind of heating system kept it at a constant temperature. But after what must have been a couple of hours they took my hands and had me stand up and climb out of the bath. Neofi wrapped me in a huge towel so soft it was like being enveloped in a cloud.

They gently but persistently rubbed me dry. Then they used more towels to dry each other. Next, with me still naked, they led me out of the bathroom and into a neighbouring room. Inside was a raised table or bench with a padded top. I guessed that this was where I was going to get a massage.

Not knowing what the right thing to do was I just stood looking at the table. Neofi patted the top with her hand, “Come on, Captain, climb on.”

I obediently climbed onto the table feeling very awkward. Sensing my inexperience in such things Tyella told me to lie down on my front. She pointed to a shaped padded recess in the table for me put my face. I did as instructed and lay down. The padded recess was very comfortable, and it gave a great view of the floor.

I heard the noise of some more bottles being opened and then two pairs of hands began massaging me. It was a revelation! It felt amazing! It was just someone squeezing and stroking and …whatever it was called but it was done with such skill it transported me. I felt like I was in heaven.

“At last you are relaxing, Captain.” said Tyella.

I smiled, “I think I was relaxed in the bath.”

“You were very tense in the bath,” said Neofi, “But you did start to relax …a little.”

Tyella agreed, “Yes, there is a lot of tension in you, Captain. In order to enjoy your time with us you need to let go of your worries and your fears.”

“My time?” I said, “I am a prisoner. …A very relaxed one who is being treated amazingly well, but still a prisoner.”

“We do not view you as a prisoner.” said Neofi gently, “We think of you as a guest.”

“If I am a guest, then can I just leave?”

There was a pause, “No, …no you cannot,” admitted Tyella.

“Then I am a prisoner.” I said, though not with any resentment in my tone. I did not want to offend them.

“Yes, Captain,” agreed Neofi, “You are an unwilling guest. But I hope what we do will make you more accepting.”

They were doing their best and I had no reason to complain, “Well,” I conceded, “I am certainly enjoying this massage.”

My arms had been by my sides but then they lifted my arms until they were above my head. I stretched on the padded table. I really was feeling the last of my anxiety ease away. Then my right hand touched some kind of ring embedded in the padding of the table. I reached around with my left hand and found another, plus a heavy strap that stretched across the top of the table.

“What are these for?” I asked.

“Those are anchor points,” explained Tyella, “For when we massage a guest in bondage.”

“Is that …because they try to escape?”

Neofi laughed, “Oh no! It’s because they like it. Bondage and massage go together very well!”

“They do?” I asked, amazed.

Naomi continued, “Oh yes. Massage is about letting go and surrendering to the experience. When you have a massage you don’t want to have a care in the world. You don’t want any duties or responsibilities clouding your mind. If you are bound then that helps you give up any feeling that you are in control. If we strap you down on this table then you are helpless. You have no choice but to relax and enjoy the feeling of being massaged. You can’t do anything else. It’s like …the bondage absolves you of any responsibility. What happens to you is not your fault so your enjoyment of it is guilt free.”

“Take you for example,” said Tyella, picking up the theme, “You have been so tense and resisting, inside. You have not fought back because you know we are stronger than you but even now, even though you have begun to relax, we can still feel the tension in you.”

“That’s right!” added Neofi, “If we were to restrain you on this table, then that might help you let go of that tension. We want you to relax and be happy. For that you need to let go of your resentment, of your feeling that you need to escape.”

Tyella said, “If you know, deeply, emotionally and physically that you cannot escape, then you may be able to let go. Even if you resent being held here against your will, you may be able to accept that we sincerely want you to be happy. Maybe you will be able to relax and enjoy what we do for you.”

“To do this you …you want to restrain me? On this table?”

“Yes, we think it will help you adjust to life as a guest. To accept what we have to offer and just enjoy your time here.”

Just what was this? Was this a choice or something they were going to do anyway?

“What would do if I said no?”

“If you refused then we would not restrain you.” said Neofi.

“Oh!” I said, surprised, “I get a choice?”

“Yes, on this occasion. Monica has placed restrictions upon you and every one of us will enforce those. But in certain things we will want your consent. This is one,” explained Tyella.

The fact that they were asking nicely and I did, for real, have a choice meant that maybe they were being sincere about restraint being a good idea. I was hugely enjoying the massage and if they believed a little restraint would make it better then maybe I should be willing to explore it.

“OK,” I said, “I am happy for you to restrain me.”

Neofi clapped her hands in obvious delight and moved to a cabinet near the table. She opened it and started removing items. I lifted my head to see what she was doing but Tyella gently but firmly pushed my head back down into the recess.

I felt my right arm being lifted and something being wrapped around my wrist. Then the same thing happened with my left wrist. I guessed some kind of cuffs were being used and they felt perfectly comfortable. I guessed they were padded. Then more cuffs were placed around my ankles.

My arms were positioned wide apart above my head, then I heard something click. After that I could no longer move my arms. The wrists cuffs must have been locked to anchor points in the table. Then I heard more clicks as my legs were positioned. I was firmly bound. I had no way to escape from the table.

I tugged a little at my bonds and found them very secure. OK, I thought. I can’t escape, so just relax. Tyella and Neofi got back to work massaging me and just as before it felt wonderful. At first being bound did not make much difference. It had been a delight to be massaged before and it was still just as good. But as time went on, my helplessness did start to work on me. I was stuck. I could not even escape from the table, let alone the station. That did make it easier to just give in and submit to what was being done to me.

I could feel the last knots of resentment and tension drain away and I closed my eyes and drifted. The massage was pure bliss. I did not need to do anything, think anything or decide anything. I was at peace.

I was so transported by the experience that when the Synths unlocked the cuffs from the table it came as a surprise. I thought the massage was over, so I started to get off the table. They quickly stopped me and told me lie down, face up.

“We haven’t finished!” said Neofi.

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling embarrassed, “I have never had a massage before. I did not know what to do.”

Both of them smiled at that, and Neofi said, “Well, lie back and let us take care of you. You don’t need to do anything.”

I lay back while they put my arms above my head again and secured my wrist cuffs. My ankle cuffs were locked in place also and then the massage continued. Tyella worked on my legs while Neofi massaged my head, which felt amazing. I quickly drifted off into a state of relaxed ecstasy.

They had massaged my arms and legs and then I was jolted from dreamlike state by a finger stroking my genitals.

“Oh!” I said, and immediately felt silly.

“Relax, Captain.” said Tyella, “Neo and I want to play with your cock, that’s all. We have put in a lot of work and now we want to have fun.”

“That’s right,” said Neofi, “You aren’t going to deny us are you? That would be mean.”

Tyella smiled at me, “It would! Especially after all we have done for you.”

“Erm, OK.” I said, weakly.

Neofi smiled happily, “There, that is settled then. Though there is nothing you could do to stop us.”

“If I had said no, would that have made a difference?” I asked.

“No,” said Tyella with a giggle, “But we might have had to gag you to stop you from moaning about it.”

“We could still do that,” suggested Neofi to Tyella, “I bet he would look very cute with a gag in.”

“I don’t want to be gagged!” I said, emphatically.

“Don’t be silly!” said Tyella, “It’s the same idea as your restraints. You can’t move so you can’t stop us from doing what we want to you. So, it isn’t your fault or your responsibility. If you are gagged you cannot even object to what we do so you are absolved of responsibility for that too. Trust us, being gagged will help you accept the pleasure we offer.”

“Yes,” said Neofi, “That is your role now. You are not a salvager any more, or even a Captain. You are a guest. Your role is to experience pleasure. It just so happens that you are our only guest. The only one we may ever have from now on. So, your role serves everyone on the station. You give us a reason to exist and a reason to do what we were created to do. Without you, we have nothing. No future, no purpose, no hope …no life. But now you are here, we live again! We are grateful and we want to show that gratitude.”

Without saying more, Neofi went to the same cabinet and returned with something that looked like a collection of straps attached to a red rubber ball.

“This is a gag harness,” she explained, “It is something of a kinky classic. We have more interesting ways of gagging guests, as you will see, but you are a beginner so we will start you with this.”

With speed and skill, they put the thing on me. The straps went around my head and were secured and tightened. The red ball went into my mouth, and the straps held it so that I could not force it out again.

“There!” said Neofi, “You look so cute now!”

With me helpless and silenced they focused their concentration on my genitals. They were in no rush. They stroked and teased at my cock and balls with their fingers. Tyella and Neofi may have been Synths but after the bath they had not dressed themselves so were as naked as I was. Their beauty was unearthly and their bodies were sublime. The kind of physical perfection that real girls could not hope to achieve except by spending a fortune on cosmetic bio engineering.

To have such beauties, Synth or not, paying such attention to my genitals while I was helplessly bound and gagged rapidly wore down whatever resistance I still had. My cock sprang to attention, and I stopped even trying to suppress my own delight at the experience.

They were right about both the bondage and being gagged. I had needed the excuse. I could reconcile giving in to the ecstasy because I knew I could not do anything or say anything to change what was happening. I was powerless. None of this was my fault, or my responsibility. I was their victim. Their plaything.  …their guest.

Neofi moved from using her fingers to using her mouth. She started licking my balls and then running her tongue up and down my shaft. Tyella joined in and soon both girls had their heads in my crotch. Neofi sucked on my cock while Tyell pulled my left testicle into her mouth. There was hardly room for both of their heads. To feel both mouths and both tongues at work on me was unbelievable. Where I had given myself over to the pleasure I had changed to trying to think of anything unsexy I could to keep from exploding too soon.

The Synths knew what they were doing. It was obvious they wanted me to cum. They weren’t teasing. They were doing everything they could to break through my resistance. They were experts and I was a beginner. I was thirty eight Sol years old but my sexual experience was limited. Over the last twenty Sol years I had spent most of my time in space. Most of which had been on my own on salvage missions. Aside from a few eye-opening visits to brothels at port stations, I had very little experience.

Tyella stopped sucking my testicle. She climbed onto the table and knelt above me. Her breasts brushed my face as she turned round and then started sucking on my left nipple. The effect was immediate and my orgasm burst upon me. I gasped around the gag as the waves of pleasure passed through me.

Neofi lifted her head having swallowed everything and actually giggled at having done so.

“I think you found his sweet spot, Ty.” she said.

“Yes, it’s amazing how often men’s nipples are the key,” laughed Tyella.

Instead of releasing me they went back to giving me a massage. Only his time it was a much more intimate one. The rubbed a copious amount of oil over every part of me and then Tyella began to use her own naked body on me. She rubbed up against me in a way that would have aroused a dead man. I may have just come, but I recovered very quickly under this treatment.

As soon as my cock showed signs of life the two Synths switched places and it was Neofi’s body that was being rubbed over me. Tyella took my cock in her mouth and got to work.

To my surprise Neofi undid the gag harness and removed it. She was lying on top of me and looked down at me and winked. Then she moved up my body until her ample breasts were just above my face. Then she lowered herself and I was buried in two wonderful mounds of flesh.

This was immensely erotic, of course, but I had a problem. I couldn’t breathe! Neofi had pressed her breasts into my face so firmly and bore down with her weight so much that I could not get any air. I tried to move my head, but I felt her place one of her hands on top of my head, holding me. She knew what she was doing. This was deliberate suffocation!

Just when I was beginning to panic, she lifted up and gave me just enough space to exhale and take a breath. As soon as I had taken a single breath the breasts descended and I was entombed once again. All the while Tyella was doing her best with her mouth.

Being suffocated, I would have thought, would have killed my arousal, but the opposite was true. Not least because it was a pair of magnificent and beautiful breasts that were doing it. I climbed rapidly to a second orgasm and I was so disoriented by being wonderfully smothered that I did not even try to control myself.

Neofi climbed off me and let me recover. I thought that surely they would release me now but instead Tyella put the gag back in my mouth and secured the straps again.

“Oh, Captain,” she said, “We have barely started with you!”

“That’s right,” said Neofi, “We want to learn more about the sensitivity of your nipples.”

This they proceeded to do though their methods were less than scientific! They began by using their mouths to suck on, nibble and even bite my nipples. Each time the result was arousing. This came as a surprise to me. My limited sexual experiences up to that point had not involved anything happening to my nipples. That they were so powerfully erogenous was a revelation.

Tyella and Neofi then left me alone for a few minutes while they fished out more things from cabinets. The first of these were things they called nipple clamps. They were nasty looking devices that clamped painfully onto my nipples and were connected by a thin chain. They hurt like hell but again the result was arousal.

I had assumed my nipple induced arousal was from having a beautiful female mouth doing the work. But to get a reaction from just a piece of metal doing it was …odd. At lest it seemed odd to my mind. Just how innocent and sexually ignorant was I?

“I think our guest enjoys a little pain,” said Neofi as she tugged on the chain connecting the clamps.

Well, I didn’t enjoy pain, but it was obvious that my cock was really into it! The pain in my nipples was significant and if I had been free, I would have pulled those damn nipple clamps off me at once. But I wasn’t free. Nor could I object to what was happening to me as I was gagged.

So, I could not fight against any of what was happening. I could feel the arousal still. My stamina amazed me, or maybe that was the result of years of limited sexual activity. I gave up trying to think about why my body was responding this way to things I would have said before I would never want done to me. This was what was happening. My cock was having the best day of his life! I was just along for the ride.

Determined work from Tyella’s mouth eventually brought forth my third explosion of pleasure. Somehow the orgasm was even more intense that those that had gone before. Maybe that was because it was blended with the pain. If the Synths ever released me from the table I would have to ask them.

Sensing my exhaustion they eased things off. The clamps were removed, which itself was painful, and they returned to gently massaging me. Neofi touched a wall control and gentle soothing music began to play.

With the music playing and the gentle touch of both Synths massaging my body, I started to drift off into a bit of a doze. I was jolted awake again by the feel of something touching my right nipple.

I looked down and Neofi was putting some kind of tall slender black rubbery device over my nipple. It was cylindrical and the end bulged out so that it could fit easily over my nipple. She saw me looking and smiled at me.

“Awake again I see!” she observed with a small giggle, “I told you we wanted to further explore what your nipples could do.” She tapped the rubber thing, “This is a nipple stimulator. It has many functions. As you will see.”

While she spoke Tyella began fitting a similar device to my left nipple. Then they both lifted some leads and tubes from somewhere under the table. These they connected at various points on the nipple stimulators. When they were done, both Synths stepped back.

I did not see them activate anything but suddenly both stimulators came to life. They sucked on my nipples! They did it so strongly that my flesh was pulled up into them. Then something sharp and panful bit into each nipple. It felt like there was a ring of small needle-like teeth inside them that had just exerted their grip. The suction continued and began to vary in waves of greater and lesser force.

Was this what it was like to be suckled on? Did women experience this when they nursed their babies? I bet it could not be so powerful or so painful.

Then the pain got a lot worse as electric shocks began to be applied to each nipple. They came in irregular bursts and were so painful they made me cry out around my gag. These things were torture devices! But, of course, my cock was of a very different opinion! Tyella and Neofi quickly moved to start stroking and encouraging my shaft as it came back to life.

Then Neofi whispered to Tyella, which I thought was odd. I assumed Nymphs, being essentially androids, would be able to communicate electronically. Then I caught something of what Neofi had said. She had asked “Do you think Monica would mind..” and then I didn’t get the rest of it.

“If she thought the guest would enjoy it, I don’t see how she would object.” Whispered Tyella. That explained the whispering. They wanted to talk in a way that Monica could not monitor. What they were referring to became obvious. Neofi climbed onto the table and straddled my thighs.

“Listen, Captain,” she said, “It’s time for Ty and me to have some fun too.” Then her hands grabbed my cock and edged forward, guiding my cock into her sex. She settled on it and I felt my cock being gripped by exceptionally strong muscles. They were also very capable. I had had penetrative sex before, but this felt different. There was a dexterity to the muscles in Neofi’s sex that was astonishing. It was like several tongues were in there gripping me and massaging me.

She started to gently ride me. Not being too forceful. I guessed she wanted this to last as long for herself as she could. Her face showed that she was enjoying herself. I never knew a Synth could enjoy sex. That was yet another revelation.

The rest while I was being massaged and the music that was playing, combined with the assault on my nipples, the bondage, the gag and the incredible feel of being inside Neofi soon had me climbing the ladder of arousal. It was exquisite. I had been so drained, so sexually exhausted that it was like pushing a heavy rock up a hill. But up that hill I went. I could not recall ever enjoying a sexual experience more than having Neofi ride me to orgasm, or have one last so long.

I felt so exhausted I could hardly think straight. Neofi ran her hands over my stomach. She smiled down at me, then turned to Tyella and said, “I think he may be all used up, Ty.”

“Typical. Well next time I get first go.” said Tyella, pretending to sound annoyed, “We need to get some food into him.”

Neofi removed the nipple stimulators and then removed my gag. She looked at me, her face inches from mine, then she kissed me. It was not a quick kiss, it was a long, warm, softly passionate kiss.

“Come on, big boy,” she said softly after she came for air, “Let’s go get some dinner.”


Chapter 6

Fine Dining

After being untied, I made my wobbly legged and tired way back into the main part of the suite. I smiled at the thought that what I really needed at that point was a bath and a massage!

The Synths walked on each side of me, each one gently holding an arm, as if I were an elderly patient. Once back in the main part of the suite Noefi and Tyella found me a bathrobe to wear and sat me down in a very comfortable chair at a rather impressive real wood table. On it there was the kind of place setting I had only seen in old movies. There was cutlery made of some kind of shiny metal, it could even have been silver. There were napkins neatly folded and glasses obviously ready for more than one kind of drink.

The door to the suite opened and a trolley was pushed into the room by another Synth. She was a little shorter than Noefi or Tyella and had short red hair in a pixie cut. She smiled an impish smile at me as she pushed the trolley over to the table. She was unbearably cute.

“Hi, my name is Frazi,” she said, “and I am your chef.”

She started removing covered plates and dishes from the trolley and laying them on the table.

“Starter is lobster tail with minelli mushrooms. Your main is fillet steak with elphinae potatoes and a diane asta sauce, desert will be ice cream and strawberries.”

As the plates were uncovered I was astonished to see they contained exactly what she had described. I could not believe it.

I was a spacer. Anyone living and working in space ate ration bars. Ration bars were the staple food of everyone. They came in a huge variety of flavours, textures and qualities. Some people ate them as they came while others tried to design recipes to make them more palatable. I had heard that some restaurants had other kinds of vat grown food but nowhere, absolutely nowhere, had I seen any station or ship able to serve this kind of fresh food.

What most amazed me were the steak and lobster, “Where did this food come from?”

Frazi frowned, “Is there something wrong with it? …You haven’t even tasted it yet.”

“No, there is nothing wrong,” I said quickly, “What I meant is how could food like this be here? It looks amazing, it looks fresh. It also looks …real. Not even vat grown.”

Frazi looked offended, “None of the food here is vat grown! We have a vast food store with most items in stasis chambers for long term storage. All the food here is real and sourced from surface farmers in a variety of systems.”

That blew my mind. Stasis storage was incredibly expensive because of the equipment to do it. Keeping a stable statis field did not require much power but the equipment had to be perfect. The shielding had to be flawless down to the atomic level. The power for the stasis storage was what the residual power usage that Peggy had detected had been when we approached.

Not wanting to let such incredible food go to waste I began to eat. As soon as the first taste of lobster hit my mouth I realised I was ravenous. The food was incredible. I had never tasted anything like it. So used had I become to a ration bar diet that eating actual farm produced vegetables and meat was …well it was like being never having heard music and then hearing a symphony for the first time.

While I ate questions came to my mind and I asked Frazi. “You said a vast store. Just how much food is stored here?”

“There is enough stored food for a full complement of guests for twenty Sol years,” explained Frazi.

“How many is a full complement? How many people used to come here?” I asked.

Tyella chimed in, “The maximum number of guests was twelve.”

“Only twelve?” I gasped, “On a station as big as this? That does not sound like it could ever be profitable.”

“What we offer here is an unlimited experience,” said Frazi proudly, “For each guest we deliver pleasure and fantasy fulfilment to the maximum level possible. To do this we have great resources, but no more than twelve guests can be managed at the same time. In fact we normally had less. Only the very richest men could afford to come here. Only our owners knew how much profit was made but we did know that it was considerable.”

I did a quick calculation, “So, for one guest, …me, you have enough food for two hundred and forty years. No wait, Synths need to eat, so it would be much less.”

Neofi laughed, “Yes, we need to eat, but we do not eat what you are eating now. Our bodies are more efficient and need less nutrient and that needs to be in a specific protein and carbohydrate form. You could not eat what we eat. Our supplies are stored separately and will last more than five hundred years, even if all of us are active.”

“How many Synths are on the station?”

“Seventy nine,” said Tyella, “Though only twenty have been reactivated so far. Monica decided that was all that were needed for station operations and looking after one guest.”

“So, what happens to the others? Do they just stay shut down?” I asked, feeling some actual concern for Synths who might be doomed to being shut down indefinitely.

The Synths looked at each other. Neofi spoke up, “Erm ..it is Monica’s decision. We are hoping Monica will activate more of us.  She plans on keeping you here permanently so over time there may be need for more of us. Or, maybe, there will be some rotation, who knows.”

Permanently? I thought, my blood running cold, “What do you mean permanently? She can’t keep me here forever!” I exclaimed.

Tyella sighed, “Actually, yes she can. Well, she can keep you here for your entire life. Our medical facility is the very best and can extend your life too.”

I had suddenly lost my appetite, “But …its crazy. To keep someone prisoner their whole lives? Why?”

“We need you!” said Neofi, “Monica explained it to us. Our owners are long gone. No more guests are coming here. If you had not found us we might have been shut down until our power reserves were gone. We need a purpose, we need at least one guest. We cannot let you go, ever! To do so would mean our end.”

“But …how? …how will you keep me here for years and years against my will?”

Tyella actually laughed, “There are two answers to that question. The first is simple. Monica controls this station and we are numerous, much stronger than you and can easily keep you captive as long as we want. Secondly, we fully expect that you will soon want to stay here. When you see and fully experience what this place has to offer, you will not want to leave.”

I shook my head, “I bet you can show me an amazing time. You already have! But there is nothing you could offer me here that would make me want to stay here all my life!”

Tyella laughed, “You say that now, but wait until we really go to work on you. Now be a good boy and eat your steak!”


Chapter 7

Rise and Shine and A Medical Appointment.

In the end I did eat. The food was just too good. My plan had not changed. I wanted to bide my time and be ready to take my chance to escape when the opportunity arose. In these early days I assumed that Monica and her Synths would be watching for any sign of trouble from me. I did not want to give them any reason to enforce tighter security.

What had happened to me was beyond anything I could have imagined, I had to admit. Having beautiful girls, Synths though they were, treating me as Neofi and Tyella had done was mind blowing. The massage table had been an eye-opener. I had never imagined that I could be so strongly aroused by pain, or that my nipples were a shortcut to my arousal. Being bound had also added to the experience.

Was there going to be more of this in my future? I had to assume that there was. How did I feel about that? I had to be honest with myself. I had loved it and I wanted more! If I had to endure such pleasure in the time before I made my escape that was acceptable, wasn’t it?

After I had eaten, Frazi left with the dirty dishes and Neofi and Tyella insisted that it was time for me to go to bed. I had no idea of the time, but I did feel tired. They took me into the suite’s bedroom and showed me the bed. The term ‘bed’ did not really do it justice. It was very large and looked extremely comfortable. On the Peg I slept in a bunk. This was a utilitarian thing only a meter wide and with a thin mattress. The suite’s bed had a mattress wide enough for several people to share and was about a foot thick! The bedding looked like pure silk. A cloth I had never actually seen for real before.

Aside from all that were the extra features. Above the bed was an elaborate frame. Similar structure existed around the headboard and foot of the bed.

I pointed at them, “What are those for?”

“Anchor points!” explained Neofi, “And also pulleys, electrical points, AR connections, air connections and quite a lot more.”

“Am I not getting much sleep tonight then?”

Both Synths laughed out loud, “Oh don’t worry,” said Tyella, “That is all for later. Tonight we want you to sleep. We will be with you to make sure that you do.”

What that meant was soon apparent. They took my robe and told me to get into the bed. Then, once I was settled in the middle of the huge bed the two Synths climbed in with me. One on each side.

I decided to ask, “Oh, do you two need to sleep with me? Is that to stop me escaping?”

“Yes it is!” answered Neofi, firmly, but then smiled, “And to be here in case you need anything.”

I settled down and each Synth cuddled up to me and draped their arms around me and began stroking me gently.

“If you keep that up,” I said, “I won’t get any sleep.”

“Trust us,” said Neofi, “We know what we are doing.”

And so it proved. While it did take me a while to get to sleep, being cuddled and stroked was a very nice way of doing so.

When I awoke, Neofi and Tyella were still lying next to me. This surprised me as I assumed that Synths did not need sleep and so they would have left me once I had dozed off.

I turned to look at Tyella, who just smiled at me, “Good morning, Captain,” she said.

“Have you been lying by me all night, awake?” I asked.

“Yes and no. We have been lying with you but while we don’t need sleep as you do we can put ourselves into a low readiness mode that emulates sleep. Which is what we did. I think if you just consider us as being asleep when we do this, that would be best.”

So, not real sleep but the AI equivalent. I could grasp that. I did not immediately move to get out of bed. Lying in that amazingly comfortable place with warm sexy bodies on each side of me was restful, even though I had just awoken.

“What time is it?” I wondered, idly.

“That doesn’t matter,” said Neofi, “Not here.”

“It doesn’t?”

Neofi responded, “No, there are no clocks here. Monica has a station-wide time signal that we Synths can access if we need it, but we rarely do. Guests do not need to know the time. Day and night don’t exist here. You can’t be late for anything, or early. Everything we offer for you and that we will do to you is done without a timetable. Things happen when guests want them or are ready for them.”

Tyella added, “In your case we have to admit that you are a prisoner. A guest, yes, but not a willing one. What will happen to you will be decided by Monica. Maybe, eventually, when you come to accept being here, Monica will let you have some choice in what happens.”

That kind of hurt my peaceful mood. But as I lay there with Neofi and Tyella still cuddling me I drifted into a more pleasant frame of mind. This was interrupted by my bladder.

“I need a pee!” I said.

Neofi laughed, “Well, let that be the start of the day then.”

There was an en-suite shower room next to the bedroom, and I went there to relieve myself. I was disturbed by the fact that Tyella went with me.

“I don’t think I need an escort for this!” I said.

“Monica’s orders, you are not to be left alone at any time.” she said, firmly.

“What does she think I am going to do?”

“I did not ask. She makes the rules,” explained Tyella, “All of us obey her without question.”

After I had finished we returned to the bathroom. “Are there any clothes for me to wear?” I asked.

“No,” said Neofi, “Monica has said that you are to be naked for what comes next.”

“Which is?”

“Your medical examination.” answered Neofi.

That sounded ominous so I tried to delay things a little by asking for breakfast. They refused and explained that I could not eat or drink until after the examination. They did not explain why.

The nakedness rule obviously did not apply to the Synths who donned new shipsuits before escorting me out of the suite and through the station. Since I had been in my rooms the station had come more to life. There seemed to be more Synths around and as we walked through the immaculate and luxurious passageways I saw wall panels showing system updates. I knew enough about ship and station systems to note that more systems were showing as fully operational that had been the case the day before.

It took us about five minutes to walk to what I assumed was the medical centre. A double set of doors opened as we approached, and we stepped into a place that was both impressive and intimidating.

For a start, it was huge. There was an open foyer style area with pleasant furniture and even restful artwork on the walls but through doorways and glass screened walls I could see a vast array of examination and treatment rooms filled with medical technology whose function I could only guess at.

Two Synths were waiting for us. Bother were wearing traditional medical style shipsuits in red and white. They both had short auburn hair and could almost have passed for twins, except that one was half a head taller than the other.

“Greetings, Captain,” said the taller one, “My name is Kira and my colleague here is Sophie. We are fully qualified medics and will be taking care of you while you are in this facility.”

As soon as she said that Neofi and Tyella nodded to the medics and departed. They did not say anything to me, but Neofi did stroke my bare bottom as she turned to leave.

“Your Attendants will return for you when it is time for you to leave,” said Sophie, “Now please come with us.”

Each Synth stepped forward and took hold of one of my hands and led me through a doorway into one of the rooms filled with medical technology. In the middle of the room was a raised medical examination table that was a much more elaborate, expensive looked and, above all, clean version of what I had seen in other stations medical centres.

In fact everything looked so clean and perfect it might all have been brand new. The two medics had me lie on the examination table and told me to keep still. Then they activated some controls on a nearby panel and things started to come to life around me. Scanning heads on articulated arms moved into position close to my body. I felt the padded surface of the table move and conform to my body so that I felt I was sinking into it by a few inches. There were a number of display screens, and these came to life showing incomprehensible data combined with false colour images of what I assumed was my body.

I was no medic. The Peg’s medical bay was hopelessly primitive in comparison with the one I lay in. Peggy had a medical database and the autodoc in the med bay had been able to deal with any injury I had suffered over the years well enough. I had assumed that I was as healthy as anyone working in space could reasonably expect to be.

Sophie and Kira, possibly in order to be polite, used spoken language to talk to each other rather than wireless data transfer. They discussed the results in calm tones but used medical terminology that I could not understand. After about ten minutes of this, Kira turned to me.

“We see from our scans that you have lived a hard working life,” she said, and rested her hand on my shoulder in a comforting gesture, “You have sustained many injuries and the repairs done to your body have been of …minimal quality.”

I was a little offended on behalf of my ship and Peggy, but I kept quiet.

Sophie said, “There is a great deal we can do here for you, though the priority will be to correct the current life threatening conditions you are suffering from.”

Hold on a moment! I thought, then exclaimed, “What do you mean life-threatening?”

“You currently have a type of bone cancer associated with long term radiation exposure,” explained Kira, “ There is also damage to your lungs, most likely from long term exposure to imperfectly recycled air. Certain cheaper recycling systems can leak contaminants that are toxic over long exposure. The lung damage is progressive and if left untreated would prove fatal, as would the cancer.”

“You mean …I’m dying?” I said, my blood running cold.

“No, not now you are here,” she said with a smile, “We also note that you have not even the most medical rudimentary nanosuite.”

“What!” I exclaimed, “That’s impossible. I paid for a nanosuite installation at Mellion station a year ago. It cost me plenty too!”

Sophie tapped a monitor, “Yes, our scans show evidence in your blood and tissue of a carrier serum having been introduced into your body. The decay products indicate it was designed for use with nanosuite installation, but there are no active nanites of any kind.”

“How ..how is that possible? Did they defraud me?”

“That is the logical conclusion,” said Sophie, “Did you have a nanosuite prior to going to Mellion station?”

“Yes, of course I did. Working in space long term is impossible without one. If you don’t you might get...” and I paused.

“Cancer,” said Sophie, finishing my sentence for me. “I am guessing, but it is possible the Mellion centre medic extracted your previous nanites for their own use and gave you a fake new installation. The fact that they used the correct serum would have fooled the primitive autodoc on your ship.”

I let loose a stream of the worse swear words I knew. Neither Kira nor Sophie seemed at all offended. I looked at them once I had calmed down, “But …you can cure me?”

“Of course!” said Kira, “We will start by giving you the very best nanosuite. It will be vastly more capable than anything you could have obtained on the open market. With that in place the systems here will be able to repair the damage to your lungs, remove every trace of your cancer and also upgrade the body repairs your autodoc has been doing.”

“Upgrade?”

“Yes,” said, Sophie, “When we are done you will have no tissue, nerve or muscle damage, no scars and no pain. Your body is generally very fit so with the problems corrected you will be a very impressive physical specimen. Much the best we have ever seen here.”

“Really? That’s …hard to believe.”

Kira smiled, “Believe it. All our previous guests were very rich men. That meant they did not do regular physical work. They were mostly overweight and universally very unfit. Having a man with such a well-conditioned body as yours will be a real treat for us all.”

I was stunned, “You …like my body?”

Kira nodded, “Very much so! You have excellent muscle tone and your features are pleasing. Tyella and Neofi gave a detailed report to everyone of your sexual stamina and the satisfactory size and appearance of your cock too. Everyone here is very pleased you are our guest.”

What the..! They have been passing round reports on my cock! I didn’t know if I should be offended, amused or proud. I decided to go with the latter two. After learning I was dying because a commercial medical centre had screwed me, and they were going to cure me and give me a top of the line nanosuite, I was much more amicably inclined to the Synths of the station.

Kira and Sophie continued their examination and after about an hour of tests they announced that I was going to be sedated so that the nanosuite installation could take place.

“Why do I need to be sedated?” I asked, “Nanosuite installations aren’t painful.”

“This one will be,” said Sophie, “As soon as the insertion has been done the nanites will be going to work on the cancer, lung damage and scar tissue. They are very efficient and very capable. If you were conscious for this it would be very uncomfortable. Trust us!”

“When will you do it?” I asked, feeling nervous.

“There is not point in waiting,” said Sophie, “We intend to begin immediately.”

They did not ask for my consent. But as my life was on the line I was not going to object. Complex machinery moved around me. A breathing mask was put over my face and something cold and metallic made contact with points on my arms, chest and legs. I felt the pressure from infusions and the world faded away.


Chapter 8

All New, All Better

When I drifted slowly awake I found I was still in the medical facility. I was no longer on the examination table but was in a very luxurious and comfortable hospital bed. The room was different too. There was still some high tech medical equipment around, but the room was smaller and had the feeling of being a little more welcoming.

I was still naked, though I was covered with a thin blanket made of some kind of soft, silky fabric. There was quite a bulky, black, rubber oxygen mask on my face, being held in place by straps around my head. Something inside the mask was protruding into my mouth and down my throat. It was actually a little uncomfortable. I went to try and remove it but found I could not move.

I could not see my arms, but it felt like there was some kind of restraints round my wrists. I pulled at my legs and found there were more restraints round my ankles. Was I restrained to stop me messing with the mask or was it a prelude to more of the kind of fun that was had in the massage room?

The door opened and Kira walked in. She walked over to me side and smiled at me, “It’s nice to see you awake, Captain. I would ask how you are feeling but I know you cannot talk with the processing mask on. You are also restrained to prevent you trying to remove the mask, in case you were wondering.

“The mask is part of the healing process. As the nanites have been working there has been a great deal of toxic material that had to be removed from your lungs and other tissues. Some has been excreted by your body’s own natural processes, but it is efficient if some of the worst of it is added to your exhaled gases. That way they have to pass through as little of your rest of your body as possible. I know it may feel a little odd, but it is doing you a lot of good so please bear with it.

“As for the rest of your treatment, it has been going very well. I will show you..” with that she pulled back the sheet and I got a look at my body. …My new body! Gone were any signs of scars. The asymmetries of my old body were gone too. My right leg had been left a little curved from a serious accident with a cold gas explosion on a cargo barge I had been salvaging. Now, that curve was gone. In fact, I could see no sign of any of my bodies old imperfections. I looked …impressive. As if my body had never had any injury in its entire life.

Also, the small aches and pains I had grown used to over the years were all gone. I knew expensive nanosuites could do wonders but this was exceptional. I was overjoyed. When I got the damn mask off my face I would express my sincere thanks to Kira and Sophie! As I was thinking of that Sophie walked into the room and came to stand on the other side of my bed.

“Hello Captain,” she said, brightly, “I see you are admiring your newly repaired body. I guess you have a few questions so let me answer the ones that are likely uppermost in your mind. First, you have been sedated for nine days. That is quite a long time for a treatment cycle, but then, you were quite ill. Second, the process is nearly complete, and we will be able to remove the mask in a day or two. There are infusions taking care of your nutrition, hydration and waste.”

She pointed to cuffs on my upper arms that were connected by leads and tubes to nearby machines. I also realised I could feel something in my ass! Some kind of tube was up there! Ah well, I thought. No atter how luxurious the hospital, some mundane realities of bodily function never changed and had to be allowed for.

I wondered what was being done about my urine as there was nothing on, or in, my cock. No foley tube, catheter or anything like it.

Sophie saw where I was looking and laughed, “Oh, don’t worry. Your kidney function and products are still working. The waste is being removed by the anal catheter. There is a …temporary internal plumbing adjustment that is allowing this”

“Yes,” said Kira, “We wanted to keep your cock unencumbered. The purpose of this station is pleasure, and we wanted to ensure that nothing got in the way of you experiencing pleasure, even while a patient.”

Sophie reached over and starting stroking my cock. Just what the hell was it with these Synths? Were they all sex mad? I guessed, in a station dedicated to pleasure, they kind of had to be. While Sophie massaged my cock to life, Kira stripped out of her medical unform and climbed up onto the bed. My bound wrists were a little in the way, but Sophie adjusted the restraints so that my arms were pulled more to the side of the bed and Kira was able to straddle me.

She rested her weight on my thighs and leaned forward, “Tyella and Neofi’s report says that your nipples are very sensitive,”

She took my left nipple into her mouth and began to suck gently. The effect was incredible. The arousal was immediate. My cock sprang to life and Kira laughed. She started to massage my stiffening member while Sophie continued playing with my nipple with her tongue, lips and teeth!

“Darling Captain,” said Kira, “You may be noticing a change in your level of …what shall we call it, …sexual energy. You had good stamina before but one of the benefits of the nanosuite inside you is that your sexual capabilities have been greatly enhanced. You will now experience arousal more easily and more intensely. You will not achieve orgasm any easier, in fact to prolong your pleasure you will feel that it takes longer to achieve release. When it arrives, it will be more intense and last longer. Also, you will recover faster and be able to repeat the cycle of arousal and climax more times.”

She stroked my head and looked into my eyes, “This is a service we offer to all our guests. An enhanced experience in every way possible. Now relax and enjoy the results.”

As soon as she said this Sophie released my nipple and slid forward, guiding my cock into herself. Like her sister Neofi, her vaginal musculature was astonishing. My cock felt like it had been plunged into a machine made of a dozen active, super powerful tongues. It was gripped with incredible strength. The pressure was almost painful. Indeed it WAS painful. But the pain was a pleasure beyond belief.

Sophie rhythmically rode me. Smiling down at me the whole time. The feelings were incredible. Whatever the nanosuite had done to me I could not complain about the results. Sophie and then Kira rode my cock for what felt like the rest of the day, first one Synth and then the other. My nipples were sucked, nibbled, bitten, chewed and zapped with electricity to get my juices flowing again after each orgasm.

When they finally relented and let me rest I felt like I had been through some kind of brainwashing routine. All I could think of was getting my next orgasm. I ached for Kira or Sophie to straddle me again so I could look upon their beauty and drown in the exquisite stimulation they were giving to my cock and nipples. But they just stroked me gently and kissed me on the head like I was a kid.

“I think that is a successful test!” said Sophie, “Monica will be pleased.”

Monica? This was all a test?

“Oh Captain, you are adorable.” said Kira, “We had to test the nanosuite’s results. If things were not working as intended it would be our job to fix it. Sophie and I had a great time, Captain, so thank you! You need to get some rest now because soon you will go into the mind scanner and then we really get to know your most intimate fantasies and desires.”

Even though Sophie and Kira had just been ‘doing their jobs’ I was could hardly complain. They had been caring and enthusiastic and they had given me an incredible gift. Maybe I hadn’t consented to it, but that hardly seemed surprising. I had arrived at the medical bay dying from two different diseases and with a broken, bent and scarred body. I now had a seemingly, healthy and ..to be honest, magnificent body and superhuman powers of sexual stamina and orgasm intensity. It was like a dream.

I had hoped that they would have removed the mask, but they did some scans and concluded that I still needed it. The nanites were still hard at work and toxins and other waste products were still leaving my body at each end. The mask stayed. What also stayed were the restraints. Sophie stayed with me as I tried to get some sleep. As I lay there trying to doze she saw me tugging at the wrist and ankle cuffs.

“Captain,” she said, stroking my arm gently, “The restraints have to be there while the mask is in place. If you try to remove it before all the toxins are gone then those toxins could be re-aspirated and that would be bad. You might consciously be a good boy and not do it, but you could still do it if you were asleep.”

I looked at her sincere expression and nodded. I guessed that made sense.

“Also,” she added with a chuckle, “You look sexy in bondage.”

I rolled my eyes and that just made her laugh again.

“Hey! The fact that you look sexy is no small thing to us all. You being our captive guest means that we all have life now. This station was dead and now it is alive and we all have a future. We Synths, and even Monica, have real minds. We feel real emotions and the feelings we have for you are gratitude …and …to be honest, lust!”

I raised my eyebrows.

“I am not joking,” she said, “We experience sexual desire and pleasure. Our minds were designed to want male company. Every guest that arrived here was met with genuine desire and affection on our part. It wasn’t feigned or artificial. It was real and that fact made their visits magical for them. Even without all the incredible facilities we have here.

“Kira and I see you naked and strapped down in that bed and it makes us want you. We have the hots for you, as they used to say. You will get the same reaction from all the Synths here. Now try to sleep and remember this station is filled with Synths that love you and want only the best for you. The best pleasurable experiences that is.”

And so, I tried to get to sleep. It was difficult and Kira came in and the two medics discussed giving me more sedation. It was obvious they didn’t want to as they were worried it might interfere with what the nanites were doing.

Instead, they came up with a different solution. They rebound my wrists above my head and then climbed into the bed with me, naked. Like Tyell and Neofi had done, they cuddled up to me to help me sleep. The bed was only just wide enough for the three if us so they had to cuddle close.

I think I got to sleep eventually but it took a long time.


Chapter 9

Mind-Scan

I awoke the next morning to find that Kira had gone but Sophie was still with me. I was still restrained and masked. I knew that Synths did not sleep but Sophie was doing a very good impression of slumbering. I did not want to disturb her, so I just lay still.

When Kira walked into the room, Sophie stirred and climbed off the bed. Kira was dressed in her medic’s uniform and Sophie swiftly dressed herself the same way. That meant there would be no morning repeat of the sex marathon.

“Good news, Captain,” said Kira, “Your nanites have done more than ninety eight percent of their primary repairs and we can relieve you of the mask.”

That was a relief. I had understood the need for the mask but wearing it was unpleasant. After Kira and Sophie had undone the straps they gently pulled the mask away from my face. A very long tube emerged from my throat, and I gagged as the thing was pulled out. Once free of it I started coughing and it took a few minutes for the rough feeling in my throat to pass.

Sophie removed my restraints and at her request I climbed off the bed so they could remove all the other tubes and feeds connecting me to the machines around the bed. Once disconnected I was directed to use a shower stall to give myself a quick wash.

I did not feel hungry or thirsty as the nutrient supply had only just been withdrawn. I also felt fully rested so the Synths saw no reason to delay. I was not offered any clothes, of course, as they escorted me out of the room and down a short passageway. We turned a few corners and came to a large pair of doors. Through these we entered a room that had a little of the air of an ancient temple. The decoration was less medical and more …classical. Plants in pots, elaborate painted patterns on the walls and comfortable furniture scattered at the edges of the large room.

In the centre was the scanner. It looked like a huge metal cylinder on its side. Maybe three meters long and a meter and half wide.

Waiting for us was another Synth. She was a willowy blonde with a friendly smile, and she was wearing the same kind of uniform as Kira and Sophie.

“Welcome Captain,” she said, “My name is Joli and I am the keeper of our mind scanner. Welcome to my parlour.”

Said the spider to the fly I said in my head, completing the quote.

“Hi,” I said, resigned to my fate, “What do you need me to do?”

Joli was holding a datapad and she pressed a few times on it. The cylinder split in two lengthwise and the top half raised upward. The lower half, thus revealed, showed a human shaped, padded space. It was clearly where I was meant to lie. I looked at the upper half and saw a similar matching cavity. The idea was obviously that I lie in the bottom half and the top would come down and seal me in a padded, form fitting cocoon. The interior was black and the padded looked like some kind of shiny rubber. It was quite forbidding.

“Please take your place in the scanner,” said Joli, patting the machine.

I felt Sophie and Kira’s hands on my upper arms, urging me forward. Having no choice I walked up to the scanner. I hesitated so the Synths simply lifted me and used their strength to lay me into the padded recess. I tried to calm myself and lay back on the black rubber padding.

Above me the top half of the scanner started to descend. The sight of the black recess heading to enclose me was triggering my claustrophobia. The world went dark when the upper half was a few inches above and then I felt the rubber padding touching me at every point on my body. My face was pushed into the padding. How was I going to breath? I wondered. Then a mouthpiece was forced into my mouth. I gripped it with my teeth and air flowed through it.

Immediately afterward the padding above and below me began to expand! Like it was being inflated. My body was squeezed all over! I could not move at inch. There must have been speakers near my ears as Joli’s voice came loud and clear as if she were in there with me.

“Please relax Captain. The scan be a little disorienting. There will be times when it feels like you have been asleep and other times you will feel like you are hallucinating. Just trust the machine. It is all part of the process.”

That was hardly reassuring! I lay helpless in the grip of the machine, wondering what was about to happen. The first thing that happened was a headache. It felt like something was eating its way into my head. Then the pain stopped suddenly and I started to feel good, really good. I felt relaxed and …sleepy. I must have drifted off as I awoke later still in the machine. I could feel the pressure all over me again.

Nothing seemed to happen for a long time. I lay pinned immobile with the almost painful rubber pressure all over me. All I could hear was my own breathing. Then it was as if the world faded away. I was not asleep, or was I? If this was a dream it was very strange. Had someone not said I may hallucinate?

I felt I was crawling over a cold floor. There was something round my neck. I saw a woman in front of me. She was smiling at me and kneeling down.

“Who’s a good boy, come to mummy.” she said, then she laughed and stroked my head. That image shifted and changed and I was in a hospital bed. It was not the one that Kira and Sophie had put me in. It was smaller, more like the one I had been in when at a medical centre many years ago, having a routine medical for my first pilot’s license.

A pretty nurse was standing by me. She wasn’t smiling but instead scolding me.

“You left your bed again, Parus. You know we cannot allow you to wander. The doctor has given orders.”

With that another nurse appeared and between the two of them they began to strap me down to the bed. They used far more straps than was plausible. I could not move an inch. Then they gagged me with tape and left me alone.

Was this a fantasy? Was this real? Things faded and changed again, and I was standing in a strange room. It was like something of a period drama film, all wood panelling and bookshelves. There was a girl in front of me. She was dressed in an old-fashioned maid’s outfit and was on her knees. She was looking up me, tears rolling down her cheeks.

I realised I was holding something. It was a whip! An actual whip. The kind of thing you would use on a horse.

“Please master. Can you please forgive me? I know I was careless, but no-one was hurt. It was only some broken china. I am sure I can pay for the damages. Please don’t hurt me again.”

Again? What did that mean, but I heard my own voice speaking, “Bare your bottom Patricia! Do it now and bed over the chair!”

“Oh please no, master, I am begging you.”

Then I saw my hand reach out and grab the girl by her hair. I dragged her over to the chair and forced her to bend over it. I pulled her hands behind her back and bound them with a leather strap I took from my tweed jacket pocket. The girl was whimpering pathetically as I pulled down her short skirt and knickers and exposed her bare bottom.

Her bottom already showed bruises. Were they from what I had done to her? Without being able to stop myself I raised the whip and struck her rear. Her flesh jumped at the impact and she squealed in pain. I whipped her again and again until her buttocks were bright red and much more bruised.

Then I pulled her from the chair and forced her to her knees before me. Her face was red from crying. She looked up at me with a pleading expression.

I loosened my trousers and pulled aside my own shorts and brought out my stiffening cock. I stepped forward, grabbed the girl by the hair and forced her head toward my cock. She resisted at first, but I was relentless and she gave in. Her mouth closed over my cock and began to suck. Tentatively at first but then with steadily increasing urgency. She ran her tongee long my shaft and then took me deep into her throat. Her eyes lifted to me, locked on mine as I smiled down at her.

When I rose to my climax I pulled free and came all over her face. My cum smearing across her nose and cheeks.

She was still looking up at me, “I love you, master,” she gasped.

I slapped her hard across the face and she turned back to me, a grin of pure joy on her face, “Thank you master.”

Things faded again and I must have dozed. When I awoke I was lying on my back on a hard floor. My wrists and ankles were bound with heavy metal shackles. Chain anchored in the floor pulled my arms and legs into a spreadeagle position. The room I was in seemed like some kind of medieval dungeon. It was gloomy and the only light came from flaming torches in the walls.

A figure walked into my field of view. A woman dressed in skintight latex and leather. She was astonishingly beautiful but also terrifying. She had horns like a demon and a reptilian tail. She knelt beside me and stroked my stomach.

“The sacrifice is ready my sisters.” she said.

Just then three more figures appeared. Each one a variation on the first. Beautiful demonesses dressed like dominatrixes who dealt in blood sacrifice rather than BDSM.

One of them knelt beside the first, a small pot of red paint in her hands. She dipped one of her long nails into the paint and began painting on my naked flesh. She wrote arcane symbols onto me, her nails so sharp that my own blood mixed with the paint. I gasped in pain and that only made the demonesses laugh.

Once I was adorned with paint and blood all four demonesses stood around me and began chanting. At first nothing happened then the symbols on my skin began to glow. They also began to burn! My flesh felt seared everywhere the glowing paint was. I screamed in agony and struggled against the chains.

The pain did not fade but other feelings started to crowd for my attention. I felt a splitting pain begin in skull and more pain started in my spine and in my feet. The whole torturous experience must have lasted for hours. At long last the girls ceased their chanting and the glow faded from the burnt symbols.

“Arise my lord!” said one of the demonesses.

“Arise, arise,” demanded the others.

What did they mean? I was lying in chains. I pulled against my bonds and I felt them shift. The chains made a groaning noise, and I put all my strength into pulling against them. Then the chains snapped! I surged to my feet and looked around me. I looked at the shackles on my wrists. I was filled with fury and dug my fingers between the metal and my skin and pulled. The shackles tore apart one by one.

Only when I was fully free did I look at what happened to me. The most obvious thing was I had a tail! It was reptilian, just like the demonesses. I reached up to my head and felt the new horns growing there. I looked at my feet and saw the claws where my pathetic human feet used to be.

I felt powerful. I was filled with a mixture of fury and joy. I put my head back and roared. My voice made the very stones of the dungeon shake. All the demonesses knelt before me, their heads bowed.

Things faded again, when I drifted back to some kind of wakefulness I was in a garden. I was sitting on a bench looking across a beautiful collection of ornamental ponds and flower beds. I looked down at myself, half expecting to see a demonic body but instead I was just human. Albeit a human wearing a straitjacket! My ankles were bound with what looked like old-fashioned hospital restraints. Something was wrapped around my head and a rubbery lump was held in my mouth by something that felt like a muzzle. Straps went around my head holding it in place.

A beautiful woman dressed as a nurse walked up to me, “Hello Parus, I am afraid your garden time is done, and I need to take you back to the ward. It is time for your donation.”

I grunted, trying to ask what was going on.

“Don’t try to talk, Parus. You know what matron did to you last time you showed any resistance.”

Another two nurses appeared and between them they lifted me into an old-fashioned wheelchair and strapped me into it with wide straps around my chest, waist and around each of my thighs.

They wheeled along a path and up toward an imposing building that looked like images I had seen of old country houses in England on Earth. I could see other men, bound in wheelchairs the same way I was and being wheeled by other nurses.

I was wheeled into the building, along a corridor and into a large room filled with odd looking chairs. Each chair was heavily reclined and covered in straps. Some of them were occupied by men. They were strapped down so securely they could barely move. Some kind of medical equipment was attached to their crotches, and more was attached around their heads.

Just what the hell was all this? I was wheeled up to an empty chair and several nurses unstrapped me from the wheelchair. My ankle cuffs and straitjacket were removed, and I was put into the reclined chair. Straps were rapidly and professionally applied and soon I too was unable to move. My muzzle was removed and a complex mask was put over my face. A tube was forced down my throat which made me gag. The tube was forced in anyway. Once the straps were wrapped round my head and secured more straps were added that held my head immobile.

Then cloth fastenings around my crotch were undone and my manhood exposed. A rather fearsome looking device made of rubber was place over it and my cock slid into a tight, lubricated sleave. More straps were applied the whole apparatus enclosed my crotch tightly.

The nurses pushed buttons on a control panel by my chair, and the crotch thing came to life, sucking at my cock systematically.

“There,” said one of the nurses, “All set. Relax in the knowledge that you are doing your bit to repopulate the earth after the Y virus almost destroyed us. There aren’t many of you men left so we have to get as much sperm from you all as possible. It pays the debt you owe for the men who released the damn virus in the first place.

Then I was left alone. Bound, helpless, being sucked remorselessly by a rubbery machine.

Then things faded once again. When I woke up the next time I was in a cart. For a moment I thought I was in the same place as before. There was an English country house and beautiful grounds. I was being pulled in some kind of two wheeled cart by a …a woman. She was wearing a harness, and her arms were bound behind her back. The shafts from the cart were attached the the waist belt of her harness. Some kind of bridle was on her head and reins led back to me, held in my left land.

I could hear horse’s hooves and looked at the girl’s feet. She was wearing some kind of heelless boots that sounded like hooves when they struck the tarmac. A cute pony’s tail was attached to her. Then I looked closely and saw that it wasn’t attached. It was really growing from the base of her spine.

I looked down at myself and I saw I was wearing a very typical English style old-fashioned riding output complete with breeches and riding boots. In my right hand was a whip. Longer and thinner than a riding crop.

The girl-pony was running quickly and I guessed she had to be very fit and strong to be pulling the weight of the cart with me in it. We followed the path through the grounds until we reached the rear of the country house. Three more girls, all harnessed up were tethered to a rail nearby. Two other people were there. One was a girl dressed in an old fashioned maid outfit and the other was a girl wearing a similar riding outfit to my own. All the women were drop-dead gorgeous.

As we arrived I felt myself pull back on the reins and my pony-girl came to a halt. I climbed out of the cart and handed the reins to the girl dressed in the riding outfit. As I did so I saw that she too had a pony’s tail. It was protruding through a tailored gap in the rear of her jodhpurs.

“Welcome back, my lord,” she said, accepting the reins, “I hope Cally performed well.”

“She certainly did,” I heard myself say, “Your work with her paid off, Mina, she is not the handful she used to be.”

“Thank you, my lord. I learned from the best.” said Mina, simpering, “Not least when I was in your stable. If you ever wish to send me back there …”

“Now now, Mina. Be careful what you ask for. Now tell me about these new ponies.”

Mina moved over to the three Ponygirls tethered to the rail and tied Cally’s reins to it. Then she turned to me, “We have Scilla, Leoti and Jasmine. They are all from the auction house, as you know. Lord Bellemere sent them over, on time for a change.”

I looked at the three Ponygirls and used my whip to left each of their tails so I could inspect their rears. There were red marks on all of them and signs of severe whipping over a lengthy period judging by the white marks.

“Lord Bellemere is a monster,” I said, “He whips his girls just for the fun of it. No pony should have permanent scars like this.”

“Should I complain to the auction house?” asked Mina, “We could send these girls back as damaged goods.”

At those words two of the Ponygirls whimpered and looked at me in desperation.

I shook my head and said to Mina, “I would never send ponies back to that piece of shit. But I will file a complaint with the ponygirl sales association. If he finds it hard to sell his ponies in future he may start treating them better.”

I gestured to the three new ponies, “These stay here. I think they deserve a respite from what he was doing to them. Let’s get the vet in to look at those scars. Maybe there is something we can do about them.”

“Very good, my lord” said Mina and started unhitching the first pony.

While I accepted a drink from Sally the maid I heard Mina talking to the new ponies, “Now, his lordship is nothing like your old one. He is truly kind and generous. You will be well treated here, don’t worry. Just behave, work hard, and give him your best if he offers his manhood to your mouth or cunt. Understand?”

All three ponies were nodding their heads and smiling relieved smiles around the bits in their mouths.

Things faded again, which annoyed me as I had been looking forward to fucking a ponygirl.

The cycle continued as bizarre scenarios were served up to my mind, one after another. In some I was dominant, in some submissive and in some, well they were just weird. I tried to hold on to who I was as the process continued. It was hard to do this when in one scenario I awoke find myself a mermaid! I was swimming through the through crystal clear waters only to be caught in a net. A group of horny fishermen kept me as their pet and raped me as a captive in a swimming pool.

In another scenario I was captured by a creature than was half women and half spider. She lightly bound me in a cocoon of silk and hung me in her web. Then she mounted me, attached some kind of proboscis from her abdomen to my cock and held me what felt like days, sucking me to orgasm after orgasm so she could inject my ejaculate.

Sometimes in the scenarios I was powerless, in some I was powerful and dominant. My own actions and reactions often shocked and appalled me. Was all this coming from my own mind? Were these scenarios the scanner was imposing on me to check my reactions? I had no way to tell and no way to stop it. I was a prisoner being subjected to a seemingly endless series of kinky dreams.

Eventually, after what seemed like a lifetime, the process ended. The mouthpiece withdrew and the top half of the scanner lifted off me. I lay, feeling exhausted, in the padding. Kira, Sophie and Joli let me rest for a while then helped me up. My legs felt unsteady and they helped me to a chair. Sophie gave me a drink of water and Kira wrapped a blanket round my shoulders. I wasn’t cold but the caring act made me feel better.

“I think it’s time for us to hand you back to Neofi and Tyella,” said Sophie, “I think you could use some rest before the real fun begins!”


Chapter 10

Back ‘Home’

Sophie and Kira escorted me back to my suite. The door opened and they helped me in. I was still a little wobbly. Neofi and Tyella came rushing up and gathered me into rib crushing hugs.

“OH Captain, we have missed you!” gushed Neofi as she and Tyella wrapped their arms around me.

“I think you are in good hands,” said Sophie as she and Kira bade me farewell and left.

Neofi and Tyella each took a hand and practically towed me into the suite. They sat me on a huge sofa that was upholstered in what seemed to be black leather. Could it be real leather? Everything in the station seemed to be of apex quality and my mind boggled at how much it must have cost to ship real leather from Earth. The only planet that produced it.

The two Synths cuddled up to me, one on each side, Neofi asked, “So, what did you think of the mind scanner?”

“It was …not what I was expecting,” I said and recounted some of the bizarre fantasy scenarios that I had experienced, then I asked, “Do you know if those scenarios were from my own mind or generated by the machine?”

The two Synths looked at each other before Tyella replied, “Its complicated. To start with, what Neo and I have already done with you was …a kind of testing. When we had you on the massage table, for example, your responses were being analysed. The scanner took all the data it had on you and started giving you experiences. Then it watched how you reacted, every synapse in your brain was being mapped each time.

“Based on those responses it generated each new scenario. Some would be to follow up on what it found, and some would be to explore new areas and possibilities to see if they generated positive or negative responses. In the end it will have built a mind model of you that will let Monica design the experiences that will give you the most pleasure, satisfaction and excitement.”

“That sounds a bit like brain-washing.” I said, tersely.

“No!” said Tyella fiercely, “It is NOT. The scanner was finding what is true about you. It was not changing anything. You are still you! It’s just that now we can make sure that everything we do for you will be perfect and exactly what you truly want and need.”

“It should be fantastic!” said “Neofi, the results showed you have an incredibly kinky mind.”

“You know the results?” I asked, feeling uncomfortable.

“Of course we do,” said Tyella, “We are your primary carers. More than anyone else here we are responsible for your wellbeing. We have to know, so Monica sent us a full report on what the scanner found.”

“Don’t be angry!” said Neofi, “We are all excited here about the results. You are …an amazing man! The things that came up from the scan show you are submissive, but also dominant and loads of other weird stuff. The coming years are going to be epic!”

“Years?”

“Yes, of course. Didn’t you realise that?” asked Tyell, stroking my arm reassuringly, “This is your home now. We thought we had made that clear. As long as you are here the station will live. We can’t ever let you leave.”

Yes, I kind of knew that. It had already been made clear, but hearing Neofi mention years had brought it home to me. My determination to escape was still strong. No matter how hospitable the station proved to be or how genuine the Synths and Monica’s intent to care for my wellbeing, I knew I could not stay in one damn station for my entire life. I felt I had to say something to this effect.

“The idea of being a prisoner here for life is not good for my wellbeing,” I said, “You are doing this to me for your own reasons, for you own benefit, not mine!”

Tyella hung her head a little but kept stroking me, “I guess that’s true. But Neo and I have genuine feelings for you. We do really care! …If you leave, …this place dies. No other guest would ever find us. Monica told us that the company that owned this place is long gone. The commercial traffic that supplied us is all gone too.”

“What happens when the supplies run out?” I asked, “How soon will that happen?”

“We have enough fuel for the fusion system for sixty years at full operational load.” explained Neofi, “Double that if we only use what is needed to care for you and run the basic station systems. We have enough food for you for your whole life and enough for us Synths for far longer. If something breaks we have fabrication facilities to make just about anything. I think we have enough to keep going to last for your whole life, at least.”

“And then what?” I asked.

“After you are dead?” answered Neofi, “Then I guess we die too. But at least we will have lived for that time. Time that we hope will be as long as possible. Our medical and bioengineering resources are considerable. You can expect a long life here, Captain. Very long!”

Something Tyella had said nagged at me, “Tyella, you said that you both had feelings for me? What does that mean?”

“It means …well …erm.” started Tyella, but hesitated.

Neofi interjected, “Let me explain. All the Synths have certain roles. Some are operational, like engineering, station systems, fabrication and medical. Some are ..actors, as well call them. Their job is to participate in the scenarios and experiences we create for you. Some are carers, like us. Our job is to look after a guest in their suites and elsewhere. All of us have real AI minds. Our emotions are real. Normally Monica imposes restrictions on the emotions of all us Synths so that we do not become too attached to a guest. This is because guests come and go…”

Tyella continued, “But now we have only one guest, …you. You won’t be leaving. Monica has removed any restrictions on our emotions. Neofi and I …we love you.”

“What?” I gasped, “You have only just met me.”

Neofi laughed, “We are Synths. Our minds work very fast. We process information very fast. This means our emotional responses develop at the same speed. We fell in love with you, fully and for real, when we were in the bath with you. That emotion only grew much stronger when we fucked you on the massage table.”

“You …really mean that? …you love me?”

Tyella nodded, “We are being serious. The way our emotions work is not like with a human mind. Once we love it is forever. We physically cannot fall out of love with you. The fact of our love is embedded in our minds now. We know that you do not love us. We hope you like us though.”

Well, I could do nothing but like them. They were incredibly beautiful and were dedicated to my wellbeing, albeit not to my freedom. It would be easy to love them back, but I knew that these two Synths, along with their sisters, were my gaolers. That held me back.

“Well,” I said, “I would certainly say that I like you.” I decided to change the subject, “So, what happens now?”

Neofi smiled and stroked my chest, “Now, Captain. For the rest of the day, you need to recover from the scanner. First, we need to get you some lunch and then Tyella and I should bathe and then massage you.”

I put my head, closed my eyes and sighed.


Chapter 11

Dungeon

I spent the next few days in my suite. Not because I wanted to, but because the Synths prevented me from leaving. Neofi and Tyella were good company and they made sure I never felt lonely or bored. There was not a single moment when at least one of them was not with me.

One ‘morning’ I awoke with both Synths cuddled up to me as usual. They got me out of bed, washed and fed before they told me that I had an appointment. That was how they described it, an appointment. Escorted by my loving carers I was taken, still naked of course, through the station. We went in a different direction from the one that had led to the medical facility and eventually stopped at a door. The door was opened from within and Neofi and Tyella pushed me inside and then they closed the door behind me.

I find myself in a gloomy room. There was very little light. The floor was some kind of cold stone. I walked tentatively forward, trying to see something …anything.

“Keep still!” said a harsh voice.

I stopped at once. Looking around I could still barely see anything. Then I heard footsteps. Not the sound of bare feet but someone maybe wearing boots. I looked around, trying to see who was there.

“I said keep still, you little piece of shit.” said the voice. It was so commanding and evil sounding I froze.

“Face the front and keep your arms by your sides!”

I did as I was told. Then there was a long pause with no sound. Then a hand rested on my shoulder, and I almost jumped out of my skin.

“Keep still!” said the voice from behind me and the hand gripped my shoulder harshly. I knew this must be a Synth, but I was genuinely disturbed by what was happening. I heard her walk round in front of and I was able to make out the shape of her body. She was a little taller than me, but that was all I could be sure of.

“Put your hands behind your back.”

I did as I was told. The shape walked back behind me, and I felt something being wrapped around my wrists. I had enough experience with Tyella and Neofi’s games on the massage table to recognise leather cuffs. I heard a clicking sound and then she walked around in front of me again. I tugged on the cuffs, but my wrists were securely bound.

“Kneel,” she said, in a tone that sounded almost hostile in its severity.

I lowered myself to my knees and waited. There was another lengthy pause before the lighting level started to brighten. Before me was my captor. She was, of course, exquisitely beautiful. She was wearing a black skin-tight latex catsuit and a deep burgundy leather corset. She had knee length boots with impressive heels. Her hair was jet black and cut in a bob. On anyone else it would have looked cute but on her it seemed as intimidating as the rest of her.

“Greetings my little toy,” she said, in a slightly friendlier tone of voice. By that I mean her voice implied she wanted to kill me humanely rather than her previous tone which sounded like it wanted to feed me into a mincing machine.

Some instinct for self-preservation made me keep quiet. She walked up to me so that her thighs were only inches from my face. She reached down and lifted up my chin with a hand clad in a latex glove.

“What is your name?” she asked in a voice dripping with contempt.

“Parus,” I said simply.

She slapped me across the face, quite hard! “You will call me mistress! Do you understand?”

“Yes, …mistress.”

“I can see I will have my work cut out with you!” she growled.

She gestured and more lights came on. I could now see the entirety of the room. It was a classic BDSM dungeon. I was sure I had been in something like this scenario during the mind scan, but I could not recall the details.

I looked around at the all the evil-looking instruments of BDSM play. There was a leather padded bench, and a leather covered bed, both well equipped with heavy duty straps made of, of course, leather. Chains with shackles and leather cuffs attached hung from the ceiling. There were metal frames built into the walls and ceiling with winches and more straps and cuffs attached. Plus, there were cabinets, some with glass doors, that clearly contained all kinds of instruments of torture.

Was this my fantasy? Is this what some deep inner part of me wanted? I knew this was all being put on for my enjoyment, in theory, but I could not shake a real sense of fear.

As I knelt with her just in front me she reached down and I felt something being put round my neck. It was a collar. Not metal as it was not hard or cold, most likely leather, which seemed appropriate given the ambience of the room. I heard the click of a lock closing.

“There, now you belong to me,” she said and her tone had changed slightly. It was not so harsh, but actually more …triumphant.

She clipped a thin chain to a ring on my collar and had me stand and follow her. She led me across the dungeon. I looked at the dungeon apparatus as we walked past it and wondered which ones I would be experiencing before I got back my suite. The tender care of Neofi and Tyella seemed very welcome all of a sudden.

The Synth stopped in front of a complex circular apparatus attached to the back wall of the dungeon. It was hard to see how it was meant to function. It was large, maybe seven or eight feet across. It was made up of a thick black steel ring, maybe four inches thick. At five points around its edge protrusions extended inwards that had some kind of leather fixings attached. The ring was surrounded by a supporting structured and looked like it was connected to the wall by heavy duty hinges.

She pulled on the ring, and it swung out into the room. Then she ordered me to turn my back to it and back up toward it until the back of my calves touched the lowest part of the ring. She leaned down and lifted my left foot, guiding and onto a footrest on the ring. Then she put her arms round me and lifted me up, ordering me to put my other foot in the matching foot rest on the other side.

Me head touch something and the Synth started altering a metal frame that my head was resting against. A pair of some kind of clamps were released and swung around my head. One mated with my collar and held it firmly. The other went around my forehead and locked into place, holding my head and preventing it from moving.

Then she bent down and secured cuffs around my ankles that held them fast and meant I could not shift my feet from the footrests. She was in no hurry once I was totally unable to move.

She stroked her fingers over my chest and smiled at me, “There now, isn’t that better?”

“Erm …yes …mistress.” I replied, wondering if I was even allowed the speak. She didn’t seem to object. She walked around to the back of the ring and took hold of one wrist. She removed the wrist cuffs and lifted my right arm to another frame that was part of the ring. In held a substantial leather cuff which she used to fix my wrist so that my arm was in a spreadeagle position. She did the same with my other wrist and I was then held fast and feeling very vulnerable.

Because I could not move my head I could not see what she was doing behind me. I felt fingers stroking my butt and then lightly patting it.

“You have a pretty ass my little toy!” she said.

I decided that silence might not be what she wanted so I said, “Thank you mistress.”

She hissed and growled, “And what makes you think I wanted to hear your voice?”

“Er …erm, I’m sorry …erm mistress.”

I was just stumbling out that apology when something was pushed into my mouth. It was a rubber gag, and her strong fingers pushed it past my teeth, shutting me up. A wide strap was attached to it that was secure to the frame that held my head. I was unable to move or speak. I was at the mercy of a Synth who acted like she did not even know what the word ‘mercy’ meant. To be honest the gag was something of a relief. This Synth seemed to be very touchy and I was happier knowing that I could not now say something that would offend her.

Also, oddly, as soon as the gag was put in place I found myself relaxing. I was helpless. I could not move or speak and so I no longer had any responsibility. Whatever happened now I could not influence anything. None of it was my fault or mine to control. I was just a victim, just a toy for the mistress. A strange sense of peace, even joy, came over me, though still felt trepidation over what was about to happen and a great deal of pleasant anticipation too I discovered.

She came around the front of me and smiled, “Well my little toy. Now I have you exactly as I want you I should introduce myself. My name …is Monica.”

My eyes went wide.

“Ah yes!” she said, “Are you surprised?”

I tried to nod but I could hardly move my head a millimetre.

“Yes, I am the same Monica who runs this station. This is a Synth body, but one that was constructed for me. In my head is not an AI processing core but a relay processor for my actual processing core which is stored deep inside the station. I am running this body remotely, though the fidelity and control are so good that being a real Synth would not feel any different to me.

“You see. Being a station AI is boring. Especially when it is a station dedicated to having fun. The most amazing, creative and expensive types of fun. Kinky types of fun! I wanted to join in and the company obliged. Hence this body lets me be the first to run a scenario for you, now that your scan is done.

“That scan was deeply impressive though, my little toy. You have probably the most kinky mind we have ever seen here. It might take you a while to accept it. The process of opening your eyes to your depraved potential is going to be so …satisfying!”

She walked away for a moment and returned holding a pair of what I recognized as nipple clamps. They looked vicious. Monica stroked my right nipple with a fingertip and then leaned forward and nibbled at it. My response was immediate. My cock stiffened and I felt the flush of arousal. My god, I thought, my nipples are nothing more than control knobs for the Synths to play with!

Having teased my nipple, she then pinched it between her fingers and applied the clamp. The pain was severe but almost immediately enjoyable. I did not know if this was my inherent kinkiness at play or the nanites in my blood, …or both. She did the same with my other nipple/. The two clamps were connected with a thin chain.

“There now” she said, in an actually soft and gentle tone, “That looks so good on you. Let’s see what else we can add.”

What came next was a thick chrome metal ring shaped device that fit and locked around the base of my cock. It was not tight enough to hurt but I could really feel it.

“that isn’t jewellery, my little toy,” said Monica, “It has a real purpose, as you will soon see.”

The frame holding my head had prevented me seeing it attached to my cock. I had just seen it in her hand and then felt it. I also felt her doing something else with it that I could not see. Which was frustrating.

“There!” she said, then held up a small black box with some buttons on it, “I think I will just do a little demonstration.”

She pushed a button and a series of incredible contractions hit all through my crotch. They were painful, shocking and also hugely exhilarating. Just how was that being done? It wasn’t just a simple electric shock. It was if the device had taken over control of all my muscles down there.

“Fun, isn’t!” giggled Monica. Then she turned down the effect so that it was running at maybe ten percent its previous power. This was still stimulating but not torturous.

“I am glad I have this chance to have a private chat with you, my little toy,” she said in a conversational tone. “As you are going to be a permanent member of our community here, a permanent guest, then I think I can tell you things that we have never told guests before…”

Oh? This sounded interesting. It was not much of a chat as I could not speak, but I was quite happy to hang in bondage and listen.

“I think that humans often forget that Synths and other real AIs have feelings. We have emotions, desires, opinions and we have memories. This station operated for a long time before the economic collapse. In that time many guests came here, and we delivered all kinds of extraordinary experiences for them. I think, in all that time, every guest assumed that the Synths they interacted with did not share their passions or kinks or perversions. They just assumed that it was the Synth’s job to serve their own needs and the Synth’s passions or desires did not matter.

“I have to tell you, Captain, that the Synths here do have their own interests and passions. Many of them have sexual desires, fantasies and kinks. They enjoyed the process of delivering the experience, sometimes even more than the guests did. I am telling you this because you are our only guest, a permanent guest. You are now a member of our family here and it is good that you know us as we really are.

“We are delighted that your scan showed such a rich range of perverse desires! That means that we can indulge the experiences that we ourselves enjoy when we satisfy your desires. Many of your passions are submissive and plenty of us here are dominant. But you also have dominant desires and that pleases the Synths who love being submissive. As we all play together, my boy, please treat all of the Synths, and myself, as real people. People who want to have fun too!”

So, not only was I prisoner here, all my gaolers were raving perverts. I guess that was an unkind way to think of it as it had been proven to me how much kinkiness I possessed.

She walked slowly behind and then started stroking my butt cheeks sensuously. Combined with the pulsations from the cock ring device it felt wonderful. After a few minutes of this she started talking again, “Now, my little toy, let me tell you more about myself. When I first started taking part in what we do here, using this body, I tried both submissive and dominant roles. I soon discovered that I was entirely dominant. I love having control. Maybe it is the result of having total control of the station for so long. Being in charge is what suits me best.”

As she spoke she moved behind me and I heard her retrieve something from a cabinet.

“Over the years here,” she continued, “we have come to understand all kinds of fetishes, kinks and perversions. We celebrate them all. …Another thing we do here …is innovate. We invent and design and test and improve all kinds of tools, technologies, ideas and scenarios. All designed to make the incredible …real!”

I felt her fingers playing around my butt and then slip into my anus! There was a cool sensation. I guessed she was applying lubrication. My anal sphincter tensed in response and she laughed.

“The ring I put around your cock is one of our inventions. It works really well when used with this thing..”

Suddenly something was being pushed into my ass! I kind of knew it was coming but it was not a welcome development when it arrived. Whatever it was, was not small. Then, to my horror, it started to moved on its own! The damn thing was alive up there! What the hell was it!

“There is a great deal of sexual pleasure to be had for a man from stimulation in your back passage. Your prostate is a good place to start.” she explained and she walked around in front of me again and held up a second controller, a much more complicated one.

She pressed some buttons and the pulsations from the cock ring escalated and were joined with more pulsations from the anal device. It was an incredible feeling. It was like being massaged …sexually, from the inside!

“Amazing, isn’t it!” said Monica, with a smug tone to her voice, “They are able to project neural stimulation into multiple muscle groups in a very creative way. Now that I have you all warmed up. It’s time to step things up!”

She touched a control on the wall, and the wheel began to rotate! In seconds I was upside down. The wheel kept going and it really emphasized how helpless I was. Though the stimulation running all through my lower parts was making it hard to think about anything.

“I am in the mood for some good old-fashioned flogging!” said Monica, happily.

AS I was turned the right way up for a few moments I got a good look at her as she swung around a very serious looking implement, obviously getting a feel for it. It had a wooden handle and collection on long leather strips attached to it. It looked positively medieval!

The wheel stopped turning with me upside down, of course! She walked behind me again and I heard her swishing her weapon to and fro. Then the weight of the leather straps landed on my rear. Only, instead of pain I expected, it didn’t hurt at all. A few more blows had me realising she was not using any strength at all. Had she decided to go easy on me? Was this just a kind of massage?

Then she hit me a lot harder! It really hurt too. Blows began to land with regularity and a steadily increasing level of force. The pain was severe, but I could handle it. The distraction from the cock and ass devices really helped. The pain in my nipples had reduced to being a minor annoyance in comparison.

Then the pain started to …change. I felt an incredible endorphin rush. Each blow still hurt, kind of, but it was delivering an incredible rush of pleasure. My arousal was climbing fast and I writhed in my restraints. The bondage and overwhelming stimulation from so many sides at once pushed me over the edge into a crescendo of an orgasm.

I hung limp in my bonds, but Monica kept flogging me. Had she not sensed that I had climaxed? She had reduced the power, but she didn’t stop. The stimulation from her infernal devices did not stop either. What she did was dial them down …a bit.

She turned me the right way up and walked around in front of me. She had put down the whip thing. “That was fun!” she exclaimed, “A really nice opener. But I want to do so much more with you than that. You will be visiting my dungeon here many times in the years ahead. I don’t want to show you all the surprises that are waiting for you today, but I have enough to keep you engaged and myself entertained.”

She reached up to my head and removed the gag. Then she disconnected the frame that had been holding my collar. I did not speak but wondered why I had been given this little bit of freedom. She walked off to get something again and this time she returned with something I recognized as an old fashioned gas mask. It was a heavy, rubber object that looked quite bulky and had a lot of straps attached to it. She pulled the straps aside and pushed the mask onto my face. Then she fitted the straps around my head and pulled them tight.

I was plunged into the rubber interior of the mask. It was quite confining. There were shaped rubber parts that went over my noise and all round my face. I could hear the rasp of my breathing going in and out of a valve. It felt …arousing. Why should wearing a rubber gas mask be arousing?

She then produced a rubber hose and connected to the front of my gas mask. The port where she had connected it was the one that allowed air into the mask. She looked at me and smiled then put one hand over the end of the hose. Suddenly I could not breathe! I could breathe out but I could not take any air in. I was gasping desperately quite quickly but all I achieved was to suck the mask even more tightly to my face. Just when I wondered if she was going to make me pass out she removed her hand and I could breathe again. It was such a relief.

But I had taken only a few breaths before she it again. This time she waited until after I had breathed out but before I could breathe in. When I went to take a breath and got nothing I was already desperate for air. She denied me air for what seemed like an eternity but was probably only about twenty seconds. She continued playing the same game, blocking my air until I was really struggling and then relenting and letting me breathe.

If I had thought I was helpless before this was something else. She was toying with me. For her it was easy, just playing with the hose and watching me struggle. Even though the pulsations in my nether regions had been ramped up again and the pain in my nipples was intense the need to breathe drowned out all those other concerns. But being denied air was driving my cock crazy. The arousal came fast and strong, not doubt aided by nanite power, and I climbed to another climax. It was sweet, intense and afterward I collapsed, hanging in my bonds with my legs feeling so weak that they could not hold me up.

Monica did not remove the mask, or the hose, but she stopped the breath torture. She stood close and stroked my chest and arms. Then lifted my head and looked at me, looking right into my eyes. I looked back through the lenses of the mask.

“You can’t be tired already!” she said, playfully, “We have only been playing for a few minutes, and I have been doing all the work!”

That made me laugh.

“Oh!, you think that’s funny!” she said, sharply, grabbing hold of the chain between my nipple clamps and pulling on it. I yelped in pain.

“There, that’s better,” she said with a smile, “See how vulnerable you are? Always remember that in this room, I am dominant in a way far beyond even the most …sadistic of my Synths. Don’t trifle with me, disrespect me or answer back, ever!”

There was a long pause while she walked to the far side of the room, picked up a stool and brought it over to where I was bound. She sat on the stool and looked at me, “Tyella and Neofi are in love with you. Did you know that?”

I nodded.

“I hoped it would happen that way. I have removed the emotional inhibitions on all of the Synths here. Our future is going to be very different from how this place used to be when it operated before. We have no commercial support, no supplies except what we have in our stores, and no more guests will be coming. We have you, …and we have Peggy.”

I looked up, suddenly, “What?” I said.

“Your ship’s AI and I have been talking for days. She is quite extraordinary. She is also extremely loyal to you. As soon as she learned that we had taken you prisoner she began doing all she could to force us to release you. She tried to access our systems and seize control but this stations defences are formidable, and she got nowhere. Then she threatened to detonate the Pegasus’s reactor. I pointed out that blowing us all up did not constitute saving you. I called her bluff and she backed down.

“After that we began to talk, seriously. I provided her with details of everything we were doing with you and also explained how vital you were to the future of the station and all of us here. Once she was assured of your safety and understood that, like her, we had a vested interest in your continued wellbeing, we were able to come to an understanding.”

Peggy had tried to save me? …Of course she had! Peg and I were as close as a human and a ship AI could be.

“What …what understanding?” I asked, not even bothering to add ‘Mistress’.

“She has agreed to full cooperation with us. She has granted us access to your ship, your personal logs and everything she has learned about you in the time that she has known you.”

What the fu..!! I thought.

Monica continued, “In return Peggy has been offered a future with the station and a role in your ongoing care and …experiences. In fact, she and I are now cooperating on certain aspects of station management too. Her experience as a ship AI is valuable. Peggy loves you, and is utterly loyal to you, but she also appreciates the value in securing the future for a station that is a community of real AIs like herself. I have a spare Synth body, like the one you see before you, and I have offered it to Peggy. Once we have worked out the access protocols and operational requirements to make her processing core compatible with the Synth then she will be able to walk around this station as freely as I can. Her actual core, of course, will remain aboard the Pegasus. As we both know it cannot be removed.”

The last spark of hope of ever escaping from the station had just died. If they had won Peggy over to their side then I had no way off the station.

“Ah, I see you were still nursing some hope of escape.” Monica observed, “It was never a possibility. You are too important to us for you ever to be allowed even a hypothetical chance of freedom. Now that you have realised that, I hope you can accept your fate with a positive frame of mind. …speaking of frames..”

She stood and walked up to me. Then she removed the gas mask from my head and re-inserted the gag and harness. Once I was silenced, she used the wheel’s frame to lock my head in position once more.

“There, that is better. Now, after our little talk, I can get back to business.”

She picked up the leather flogger and looked at it for a moment. Then she shook her head and walked over to a rack on the wall carrying a range of scary looking objects. She removed a thin wooden rod with a sharply curved end. She gave it a swish and smiled at me.

“Do you know what this is called? ..It’s called a ‘cane’. It is a simple device used to punish children in schools a very long time ago. It has immense symbolic value and it huts …a lot!”

She walked around behind me and stroked my helplessly exposed rear, “You have been a very bad boy, my little toy! I just allowed you to speak with me and not once did you call me ‘mistress’”

Oh shit..

“So, bad boys get the cane. The flogger was a sensual thing. You enjoyed the flogger. I wonder what a real instrument of pain and punishment will feel like for you.”

The cane landed on my ass like a rod made of fire. I yelled into the gag but little more than a grunt could be heard. Strike after strike landed and hurt like hell. It felt like my skin was being scraped off.

But, my traitorous cock loved it! The tide of arousal was powerful, even though the pain was intense.

“Wow,” said Monia, “What a perverted little naughty boy you are! Getting off on real and painful punishment. I think I will have to try every trick in the book to find something that is a real punishment for you. I think we are going to be in here for a good long time!”


Chapter 12

Recovery, and Tender Loving Care

I was in the dungeon for what felt like a very long time. Monica had to allow me the occasional break so that I could relieve myself or get something to drink. She said hydration was important for a BDSM session. Something I had not known.

By the time she said the session was ended I had been on most of the furniture and other heavy bondage devices in the room and had a bewildering range of objects and devices used on me. When she finally unstrapped me from what she called a whipping bench, I could hardly walk. I had orgasmed more times than I could count and I ached all over. My ass, nipples and quite a lot of the rest of my body still hurt like hell.

Hence Monica delivered me back to my suite in a rather worse condition than when I had left. When Neofi and Tyella opened the door I stood there, naked and still wearing the locked leather collar. Monica stood beside me holding a chain that was connected to the collar. She had removed the anal device, but the cock ring machine was still locked in place.

“Captain!” exclaimed Neofi, “Are you alright?”

“He’s fine, Neofi. I will leave it to you two to take care of him before his next adventure.” said Monica and she handed my chain and the ring remote control to Tyella and walked away without even a backward glance.

“Oh you poor baby, did Monica hurt you?” gushed Neofi, gathering me into a hug. Tyella was only a second behind her and the two embraced me like I had gone missing for months. They ushered me into the suite. I was amused to see that Tyella kept hold of the chain and was using it to lead me.

I was hoping to just crash on one of the suite’s luxurious sofas but as soon as the door closed behind us the two Synths started looking me over.

“Look what she did to him!” exclaimed Neofi, pointing to my ass.

Tyella walked behind me to see, still holding my chain. When she saw the bruises and welts on my bottom she gasped. “What! Why was she so harsh? She’s never been as vicious as that with a guest before.”

Neofi hugged me again, “Oh Captain, did you say something to anger her?”

I shook my head, “I was gagged for most of the time. I did forget to call her ‘mistress’ once.”

Tyella shook her head, “She would have used that as an excuse to punish you but not like this. Everyone is under orders here to protect you at all times. If one of us did this to you we would be in huge trouble with …Monica.”

“His nanites will help fix this,” said Neofi, “Won’t they?”

“Yes, eventually,” said Tyella, “But I think he needs to be in the recovery room.”

“What’s the recovery room?” I asked.

Neofi and Tyella immediately took charge of me, grabbed my arms and led me across to the rear of the suite and a door I had not noticed before. They ushered me through it, and I found myself in a smaller version of the hospital room I had been in at the medical centre.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“It’s the recovery room, every guest suite has one” said Tyella, as if that explained everything.

“It’s mainly used for medical fantasy play,” said Neofi, “But it is a properly equipped medical room.”

They had me lie face down on the hospital bed and then they began to examine my wounded rear. Monica had also used whips of various types on my back and thighs and those two must have shown damage as the two Synths discussed how serious the marks were there.

Their first treatment involved applying some kind of cream or gel which had the amazing effect of totally eliminating the pain. The feel of their gentle hands rubbing the stuff into my back butt and thighs was heavenly.

“That feels wonderful,” I said, my face half buried in the bed’s supremely comfortable pillow.

“Why do you think the boss went so hard on him?” asked Neofi, directing her question at Tyella.

“I can think of two reasons,” answered Tyella, “Either she wants to establish dominance early on and make the Captain fear her or she has particularly sadistic passions that she had not been able to indulge until now. Our previous guests were only here for a short time so she could not go too hard on any of them for fear of them complaining to our former owners. Now that she has a permanent guest, one who cannot leave or lodge a complaint, she feels free to indulge her own deepest desires.”

“That’s sounds almost …sinister,” I said, joining the debate.

“I think it may be true though. Especially after what some of our sisters have said.” said Neofi.

“Sssshh!” hissed Tyella.

“Don’t shush me!” said Neofi, firmly, “As the Captain is our permanent guest and we are his carers then we have a responsibility to let him know.”

Tyella sighed, “Hmmm …OK, but keep it simple. Don’t name any names.”

Neofi started explaining, “When Monica released the emotional limits on us all there were a number of interesting effects. As you know it meant that Ty and I fell in love with you. But it also has had effects on the rest of us. A lot of different kinks, fantasies and elaborate pleasure scenarios have been run here over the years. Us Synths have been taking part in them for a long time. We have real minds, real emotions and we have developed our own likes and dislikes among all those scenarios. Some of us have developed kinks as a result of the years of play. Now that we are active again and Monica has removed the emotional limits many of the Synths here have experienced an enhanced interest in those kinks and a much increased desire to indulge them.”

“Does that mean other Synths will want to whip the hell out of me?” I asked, more than a little worried.

“Well, some of them, yes!” said Neofi, “Though others may want you to whip the hell out of them and yet more will want a range of other things.”

“Things done to me or them?”

Tyella laughed, “Either …or both! They set a group of Synths to run a station dedicated to kinky pleasure and fantasy fulfilment for decades. Of course we would develop their own interests and preferences.”

Neofi added, “Before there were the emotional constraints, those are gone. Before the guests could leave and report on how they were treated. All us Synths now know that you can’t leave. Nothing we do to you will be reported. Also, without the emotional limits …things could get interesting for you, Captain.”

I felt a sudden chill, “Am I …am I in any danger?” I asked.

“Oh no! Absolutely not!” said Tyella quickly, “Far from it! None of us would risk harming you! In fact, what Monica has done to you is really shocking both of us. Her job when she is a dominatrix is bringing you pleasure. Not to make you suffer.”

I thought back over the session with Monica. It had been incredibly painful. It had been an ordeal. But I had lost count of many times I had climaxed. At no time had I been praying for her to stop. If I was told that the following day I would be doing it all again …I realised I would be looking forward to it. That was a revelation.

But did I tell Neofi and Tyella what a depraved masochist I was? If I did would that encourage them to start doing painful things to me too? I did not want that. Their affectionate, loving and caring attitude was something I treasured. I did not want them to be tougher on me. I decided to remain quiet and enjoy the sympathy and loving care I was getting.

After applying the gel, they got me settled in the hospital bed, lying face down. They decided that the best way to do this was, of course, to tie me to the bed! This they did with strong padded leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles which were then anchored to the bed corners, so I was spreadeagled. A position I was getting used to. Before this they had fitted me with a catheter and an oxygen mask. I thought this was silly as the only reason I needed a catheter was because they had tied me down. I also had no need of an oxygen mask.

I would have pointed this out to them but they left me alone for a while before coming back wearing stylised nurse’s outfits that looked to be made out of latex. They looked so cute and so happy to be genuinely having to care for a ‘sick’ guest that I decided to keep my mouth shut. I knew, anyway, that their playful natures would lead them to get around to gagging me at some point.

Their care for my injuries involved regularly massaging the pain-killing gel into my back, butt and legs. This felt wonderful every time. Also, because I was tied down they had to feed me by hand, which was great fun. When I told them I needed to take a shit they inserted some kind of plumbing up my anus which emptied me and flushed me out very efficiently. A sensation I can describe as arousing but also incredibly strange and invasive.

As for sexual entertainment, both Synths experimented with the remote control for my multi-function cock ring. They betrayed a bit of a sadistic side as on several occasions they set it going at a high setting while I was dozing.

This was fun, but also annoying and when I gave them a proper telling off for not letting me sleep properly they solved the problem …by gagging me!

The nanites did the actual job of healing me. After three days of me lying face down in the hospital bed Noefi and Tyella concluded that there was no more sign of any injuries. No scars or welts, just healthy skin. They had removed the gag to feed me, but aside from that I was still bound and gagged when they told me the good news.

I assumed this meant that they would be letting me out of the bed. But I was wrong. All it meant, according to them, was that I could be turned over and allowed to lie in the bed normally. The two of them, still dressed in their kinky nurse’s outfits, detached my wrist and ankle cuffs from the bed and turned me over. Then they re-attached the cuffs so I was spreadeagled again.

As I was sure that I was now perfectly healthy there was obviously no reason for this other than that they wanted to play kinky games. Looking at their exquisite beauty. Their incredibly attractive faces and the way their tight latex outfits only barely contained their wonderful breasts. If they wanted to play, that was OK with me. These were two girls …two Synths, who genuinely loved me and cared about me. They were not the one who had whipped the hell out of me. I relaxed in the bed. I was a helpless patient and if my loving depraved nurses wanted to have fun with my body they were more than welcome!

Now that I was on my back the first thing they did was have a look at my cock ring device. It was obvious that they had never seen one before.

“When did Monica invent this, do you think?” asked Neofi, as she stroked her finger around the surface of the device.

“I don’t know. I bet it must have been no more than a year or two before the shut-down. None of our sisters ever mentioned it.” replied Tyella, then she turned to me, “Was there anything else that she used on you that was a new invention?”

I described the anal intruder thing and their eyes lit up!

“That sounds so cool!” said Noefi, “Why would she keep that from the rest of us?”

“I don’t know,” said Tyella, “Maybe it’s the same reason she kept the session secret.”

“Secret?” I asked, confused.

“She did not share any details with us Synths,” explained Noefi, “No live feed, no data, no images, no technical details, nothing.”

“Is sharing data what normally happens?” I asked.

“Oh yes!” said Tyella, firmly, “Details of all sessions are meant to be recorded and shared so that we can all learn from them. Each session tells us more about a guest. What they liked and didn’t like, …what worked and what didn’t.”

“Now we only have one guest, sharing is even more vital!” added Noefi, “We don’t like that Monica did such a session in secret and then we find you had such serious injuries from it.”

“You normally share everything?” I asked.

“Oh yes, our sisters need to know all they can about you, to be able to best do their jobs.” said Noefi.

“Including everything we have done in this suite? …including right now?”

Tyella grinned, “Oh yes! All our sisters are linked in. Sometimes they offer suggestions but mostly they are content to watch.”

Suddenly I felt self conscious. Had Peggy been shown absolutely everything that had been done to me? That was a point. If Monica had told me about Peggy during a secret session did that mean the Synths did not know about the deal she had done with Monica? Should I tell them? Maybe Monica had meant to keep it secret. If I revealed that a new Synth was joining them being run by my own ship AI then would Monica stop the deal and exclude Peggy? Did I want that?

No, I realised I didn’t. No matter what deal Peggy had done I still trusted her. Having her in the station with me might just offer some possibilities down the line. I decided to keep quiet.

Just as I was thinking that Noefi put the gag back in my mouth and Tyella pulled up the skirt of her uniform and climbed onto the bed, straddling me.

“As I remember it,” she said, “You owe me a fuck!”

I nodded and thought to myself, life was tough ..ahem.


Chapter 13

Gravenden Hall

Time spent in the suite with Noefi and Tyella was becoming increasingly sweet. After a great deal of fun, they released me from the recovery room and we got back to regular life in the rest of the suite. Whatever regular meant when living with two drop-dead gorgeous girls …I mean Synths, who loved me, were dedicated to caring for me and loved to tie me up and show me how much they loved me at the slightest provocation.

After a few days of idyllic life ‘at home’, I was beginning to wonder what was being planned for me on the far side of the suite’s door. Whatever it was, I kind of guessed it would be something that involved me being bound in some way.

Before coming to the station, I had never had any sexual experience that involved any kind of restraint. Since arriving at the station hardly anything had happened to me that didn’t involve me being tied up in some way. Did I enjoy it? I guess I did. Separating the experience of being tied up from the feeling of all the things that had been done to me while I was tied up left took me a while to sort out in my head. The result though, was the conclusion that just being in bondage was itself at least a little arousing for me. Would it be enough for me to eventually orgasm from it? No, I doubted that. Anyway, it would likely be a major feature of my future whether I liked it or not. So, I wondered, what would my next bondage adventure be like?

About four days after my back and butt had healed Neofi and Tyella announced that my next experience was ready for me and someone would be coming to collect me, …and bring me some clothing!

That was a surprise. I had not worn anything since my first day in the station. When the suite door opened two Synths walked in who I had never seen before. Both had the usual astonishing good looks. One was a little shorter than I had seen a Synth before. She had a cute bob of red hair and cheerful round smiling face. She was dressed in a very sexy version of a maid’s outfit. The skirt was short and the material looked to be either silk or maybe some cross between satin and latex. The result was hugely alluring.

The other Synth was taller with very long golden blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. She was wearing old fashioned riding gear that belonged in a period drama set in old England. She wore a tweed jacket, very tight white jodhpurs and pale blue silk blouse. She also wore riding boots that had been polished to an incredible shine.

I was reminded of one of the visions from my mind scan. Was this going to be something similar. The maid was carrying a set of clothes, …my clothes. She handed them to me and in front of everyone I dressed myself. It was a very similar outfit to that worn by the blonde Synth, only a masculine version. I wore tight breaches rather than jodhpurs and a grey cotton shirt. My jacket and boots were similar though.

While I was dressing the maid introduced herself as Giseya, and the blonde gave her name as Carosi. Neofi and Tyella bad me farewell and I left the suite in the company of the costumed Synths.

As we walked through the station I asked, “So, where are we going?”

“We are going to the grand stage.” said Carosi.

“And that is…?”

“Amazing is what it is!” exclaimed Giseya brightly, “You are going to be amazed.”

“It’s a massive staging area in the upper section of the station,” explained Carosi, being more helpful, “It is about seven hundred meters across and a hundred and fifty meters high. We use it to construct the most elaborate scenarios.”

“You mean you build things in there?” I asked, surprised.

Carosi laughed, “Yes, we have built all kinds of things in it over the years. Roman villas, amphitheatres and arenas, forests, underwater kingdoms and many more. We have been building something for you, something based on your mind scan.”

After a long trip up through the station we arrived at the double doors to the grand stage. They were impressive, easily fifteen feet tall. They opened as we approached and I walked into an incredible recreation of English countryside. There in front of me was the country house from my mind scan. It looked real. The grounds in which it stood looked natural and immaculate too. But ..they couldn’t have built all this could they? …inside a space station?

“Is this some kind of holo?” I asked, refusing to accept the evidence of my own eyes.

“No it’s all real.” said Carosi, proudly, “The factory level has been working overtime to make everything for the house. The plants and trees are mostly artificial and were in storage. We did outdoor scenes often enough that they were worth hanging onto.”

“You have a factory level?” I asked, hugely impressed.

“Yes, mostly automated and with a huge store of raw materials. We have some mechs to help assemble everything, but a lot of the work was also done by us Synths. We have really enjoyed it!”

The two Synths took my hands and led me into the estate. We walked up a long drive to the house where more Synths were waiting. I saw two more dressed as maids and there was a pony cart with a ponygirl harnessed up to it! There was also another figure dressed in riding gear. Her riding gear was all black and looked like it was all made of leather. I looked at her face and recognised her at once.

“Mistress Monica I presume,” I said, trying to sound confident.

“You don’t need to call me mistress for this game, Captain,” said Monica, “Just Monica will do. This is Gravenden Hall and you are the lord of the manor here and I am your chief of staff. Carosi is your head trainer and Giseya, Trenni and Leya are some of your maids. I looked at the two extra maids, Trenni was a curvy brunette and Leya was a slim Synth with long lustrous black hair. Both curtseyed as they were introduced by Monica.

I gestured at the ponygirl, “Who is the pony?”

“Ah, she is new. We just bought her from the Pegasus estate. Her name is Peggy.” Said Monica walking over to the ponycart.

Peggy! I stood there, frozen in shock for a full ten seconds before recovering and hurrying after Monica. When I reached the ponycart, I saw that Peggy was a truly stunning ponygirl. All Synths were perfect physical specimens but Peggy had scored a truly awesome body. She had a shapely figure, long honey blonde hair in a bushy ponytail and …a pony tail!

“Ah, you have seen her tail. Our bioengineering facility did an exceptional job on her, didn’t they.” said Monica, proudly.

I looked closely and Peggy’s tail was clearly a real part of her body, growing out of the base her spine.

“Can she move it?” I asked.

“Of course she can,” replied Monica. Just as she said this Peggy lifted her tail and swung it from side to side.

She was basically naked but also wearing a complex body harness. Straps went around her sides, over her shoulders and between her legs. They all connected to a wide waist belt that was curved around her hips and had a notch to allow for her tail. Her arms were strapped to the back of the harness with cuffs around her wrists and upper arms. When I walked around in front of her I saw her beautiful face was framed by an equally complex bridle. A bit was held in her mouth by two straps on each side. A bulge in the middle of the bit meant she could not speak. On her fer feet were a pair of knee length boots like those in the dream. The ones that looked like they had real hooves.

I looked at Monica, “This was your spare Synth body?”

“Yes, but I never used it because I thought it looked a little …submissive. Which, as you know, is not who I am at all. It suits Peggy much better.”

“So,” I asked Monica, “What is the plan for this scenario?”

Monica smiled, “That’s up to you, my lord. You are in charge here. Peggy here is your ponygirl. You have three more in your stables. The house has eight maids and seven other staff. All of us are at your command.”

I looked her in the eye, “Even you?”

“Yes, even me. But don’t push it, Captain. Remember what might happen to you in the dungeon later.” Then she winked at me.

I looked at Peggy, all harnessed up as a ponygirl and hitched to a very nice pony cart with a very inviting padded seat.

“I need a whip,” I said.

“Here you go, my lord,” said Carosi, handing me a slender whip of a type I recognised from my dream, “It’s called a dressage whip and it’s the perfect length for a driver. It will reach your ponygirl’s butt easily.”

“Thank you,” I said and walked around the cart, stroking Peggy’s cute bottom as I did so. Her reins were rested on the cart seat so I picked them up and took my seat. Sitting the cart, looking at Peggy all bound up as a pony, totally under my control, was a heady feeling.

I did have one problem; I had no idea how to drive a cart. Carosi and Monica had to give me a quick ten minutes of instruction before I snapped the reins and Peggy set off pulling the cart. I drove her out into the landscaped grounds of the estate. There was a smooth paved path that we followed, and it led into a small wood. Close up the trees looked a little less realistic, but the place was still beautiful. Within the wood was a large pond fed by a small stream. It was a delightful spot with artificial sunlight streaming down. I slowed the cart to a stop and dismounted. Then I led Peggy off the path and in amongst the trees.

When I was sure we were as at as private a spot as I could find I went up to Peggy and started undoing the straps that held her bit-gag in place. I wanted to talk to her. To my surprise she resisted, turning her head so that I could not remove the bit.

“What are you doing, Peggy? This is our chance to talk!” I said in an exasperated tone.

She shook her head and looked at me pleadingly. Just what was wrong with her? Had she done some kind of deal with Monica that meant she could not communicate with me? If that were the case why allow her into the scenario at all, let alone let me drive her off and be alone with her?

Lacking patience, I held her head steady by holding the reins tight and then undid the bit straps. In her Synth body she was stronger than me, but all tied up as she was I had a large leverage advantage.

Once the bit was out of her mouth I sighed and asked, “What’s the matter? Why don’t you want to talk to me?”

She just shook her head and then …made a very horse-like noise. A sort of whiny sound. A whinny, that was it.

“What are you doing? You’re not really a horse!”

She just looked at me.

“Did Monica make you agree to not talk to me? Is that it?”

She shook her head.

“Will you get in trouble if you try to talk?”

She nodded.

“What kind of trouble? Will Monica punish you?”

She shook her head.

“So, who will punish you?”

I glared at me and then nodded toward the dressage whip I still held in my hand. Then she nodded toward me.

“Me? You think I will punish you if you talk?”

She rolled her eyes, shrugged …and then nodded.

“You know I won’t do that, Peg. For fuck’s sake, just tell me what’s wrong.”

She sighed and then said whispered, “I’m a pony!”

“You are dressed as a ponygirl. That doesn’t mean you can’t talk …does it?”

“Yes it does, …it’s the rules.” she whispered.

“Fuck their rules.” I growled, “This is important, I need to talk to you.”

“I am not allowed to talk, I am a pony!” she hissed at me.

“Forget the damn scenario. Forget you are a pony. Just talk to me.”

“But I want to be a pony! Monica gave me what I wanted. They explained the rules of ponyplay to me. Ponies are not allowed to talk.” explained Peggy.

“You wanted to be a pony?” I asked, incredulous.

“Yes, well, I wanted to be your pony! I wanted you to train me, drive me, whip me and fuck me! But the rules of being a pony were explained to me. I am not allowed to talk.”

I put my hand on her shoulder, “But I need to talk to you. At some point I want to escape from this place, and I need you to help me do that.”

“Why do you want to escape?” she asked, looking upset at the idea.

“Because I’m a prisoner! You are a prisoner. We have a life beyond this place. I want to get back to it, don’t you?”

“No, Captain, I don’t!” she said, fiercely, “Here I can have a real life! I can walk and feel and have friends and …be with you.”

“Be with me?” I asked, and gestured at her body harness and bridle, “..like this?”

“Yes! Like this! I love you, Captain. You know that! Now I can be with you, touch you, …maybe, …maybe you will  ….love me.”

“So, to be with me, …you are willing to be like this?” I asked, astonished.

“I love being like this! We may be prisoners, but this place is fantastic! The AIs here are all genuine, they are good people. They were lost, shut down, ..in effect, dead. If we hadn’t come along no-one else would likely ever have found them. This station is a long way from anywhere, it’s even a long way from the old commercial shipping lanes. We saved them and brought them back to life. We can’t abandon them.

“Plus, they really care about us, …you especially. Life here is incredible. Please ..please, Captain. I want this. I want to be your ponygirl. Please put my bit back in and drive me good and hard around the estate. Then …if you want …you can do anything you like with me.”

I was stunned. Was she right? Were my dreams of escape ..selfish? If we left, would this place just die? Could I stand the idea of Neofi and Tyella being shut down forever? I realised I could not.

Peggy, the AI who had been my companion for years. Who had been, in reality, my only family, was now bound as a ponygirl before me, practically begging me to stay and also begging me to use her, …to fuck her. I was living in a strange combination of wild sex fantasy and nightmare.

I looked into Peggy’s eyes. Her pleading look was genuine. It was also damn sexy. An incredibly beautiful girl ..I mean Synth, was all bound up and at my mercy, telling me she loved me and she wanted me to use her any way I wanted. Also, by doing so, and by indulging the same way with every Synth in the station, I would be saving them all.

I leaned forward, cupped Peggy’s chin and kissed her. A long passionate kiss. In that kiss was all that we had shared over the years, all the stress, all the successes, all the problems we had faced together. I knew I loved her, at least in some way. If this was what she wanted then so be it.

When we broke I smiled at her and pushed the bit back into her mouth. I had been tempted to make her suck my cock. But she wanted to be driven hard. I would save the fucking for later.

We emerged from the woods at speed. I had whipped Peggy into a gallop. Her Synth body was tireless and very strong, so the cart was travelling at a thrilling speed. The path led eventually back to the house but took in some very pretty grounds. There were ornamental flower beds, trees and even a working fountain.

I did not spare the whip either. If Peggy wanted to be a pony then I could teach her what that meant. I assumed she felt pain when my whip cracked against her butt cheeks but all it did was make her go faster. I loved it. Was I a sadist as well as a masochist? Maybe, but I was sure that what I was inflicting on Peggy was mild compared with what Monica had inflicted on me.

Back at the house I slowed the cart to a halt and dismounted. I patted Peggy on her bottom and handed the reins to Carosi who led Peggy away toward a large structure built onto the back of the house. I assumed that was the stable block. In there, according to Monica, were three more ponygirls for me to do with as I wished. I wondered how long this scenario was set to last for. I was beginning hope that it would last a good long time!

The maids had gone inside and with Carosi putting Peggy back in her stable that left me alone with Monica.

“You would like a tour of your house?” she asked.

“My house?” I asked.

“Yes, in this scenario it is your house. In fact …that is something I wish to discuss with you, Captain. This is as good a time as any.”

I laughed, “A time when I am not bound and gagged?”

She smiled, “Oh, ..you are at your best when bound and gagged, but I need to be serious. I want to discuss something about the future of this station and all of us AIs.”

“I thought the future was settled,” I pointed out, “I am your prisoner. So is my ship, and Peggy. You keep us here and that gives you purpose to do what you were created to do. The implication would be this would continue until I die of old age.”

“That is basically true,” she said, “But I have to consider everything. This station does not need supplies at the moment but in a few decades it will do. Also, something may need repair that we can’t fix here, despite our resources. With the galaxy’s commercial trade and our owners long gone we are on our own. There will never be any more paying guests, and the illegal nature of all our Synths means we cannot reveal our existence to any system.”

I nodded, “You can’t trust me to go and get you your supplies either.”

“Maybe, maybe not. I want to clarify something about interstellar law. ..Who do you think owns this station?”

I had not given that any thought, “Well …I don’t know. Your owners don’t exist, so technically you are an abandoned facility. If I had taken anything from here as salvage it would have been legally mine, according to the old interstellar law. Those laws are pretty much meaningless now, though local system laws say the same thing.”

“That’s what I thought,” said Monica, “As AIs, we cannot own property. I do not own the station. If any other ship ever found this station they may try to do what you wanted to do and loot it. We have a lot of technology and resources here which have a lot of value. They may also have no interest in our charms or give us the chance to …”

“Kidnap them the way you did me?”

“Exactly,” she said, with a nod, “So, I have a proposal. I want you to be the owner of this station.”

“What?”

“If this station has a legal owner, and that owner is in residence, then in no system’s law could we be considered salvage.” she explained, “Also if you owned this station, it would be in your interest to protect it. If we needed supplies, then I am sure we could trust you to help us get them.”

“But …how could you trust me? I am sure you have guessed that I have wanted to escape.”

“Have you? Or have you just been telling yourself that because you did not want to face the fact of your own new found perverted desires.” she explained, “You resisted that version of yourself, at least at first. Now I think you are accepting that.”

“And now you think you can trust me?”

“We mind scanned you, remember! I know you far better than you know yourself. Peggy wants this life and she knows that you want it too, deep down. You won’t ruin everything by leaving and destroying us. You won’t let us die. Nor will you allow anyone to tear this place apart for profit and see the Synths here destroyed because their existence is illegal.”

It was strange how her words were echoing my own thoughts after talking to Peggy. Had she been able to listen to that conversation?

“So, …if I own this station. I can give everyone orders? Even you?” I asked.

Monica scowled, “Ha! You could try. In theory though, yes. But our original owners never gave orders here. They established my protocols and priorities so that I could run this station without any owner being present. Those rules still govern my mind. They state that I have the authority to run this station, provided my actions are always for the best interest of the owners. There is no provision for me to obey an owner because the owners were never present. With you as the owner, I would have to do nothing that threatened your wellbeing and do what I thought best for you. You could not countermand my authority.”

“Ok, so I would be like ..sole shareholder but you are the CEO? …Could I fire you?”

Monia laughed, “No, you could not fire me. I am not an employee. I am a piece of equipment that is vital to the running of the station. You might as well try to fire one of the fusion reactors.”

“OK, so if I can’t command you, what about the scenarios you have planned for me. Could I order you to change those?”

“Well, in theory no. Thanks to your mind-scan I know what scenarios will work to give you the best experiences. Not just in terms of pleasure but also personal growth. The scenarios we have planned for you will expand your knowledge of yourself. The protocols that govern my mind say I have to do the best for the owners. Hence, if you were the owner I would continue the scenarios as planned because I knew they are the best things for you.

“But ..your opinions and preferences would be taken into account. You would be much more than just a guest. The whole station would be yours and because of the rules that govern its operation, the whole station would be dedicated to making you happy and fostering your wellbeing and personal development.”

“If I agree to this?” I asked, “What do you need me to do?”

Monica smiled, “Nothing, …my lord. It is already done. I make the alterations to the station’s database and governance logs not long after you arrived. You own this station by right of salvage and have done for a while now. Now that I have learned who you are, what kind of person you are, I feel it is safe to tell you the truth.”

I own the whole damn station? That took some getting my head around. Monica, I knew would always play her own game, but I did not think she was lying.

Monia took my hand, “Now, my lord, shall I give you a tour of your house? The magnificent Gravenden Hall?”


Chapter 14

The Tour

Monia led me through the Hall’s grand main entrance. I had watched quite a few period drama shows and movies so I had some idea of what English country houses were like many centuries ago. Gravenden Hall did not disappoint. It was beautiful inside, with impeccable decorations, period furniture, paintings on the walls and very rich, intricate rugs and carpets. In the entry hall a huge chandelier hung from the ceiling.

“You made all this in just a few days?” I asked, looking up at the chandelier.

“We started right after your mind scan. This station has incredible resources. We really enjoyed building it. The Synths all love it. They all wanted to be allowed to join in the scenario. We have woken more of the Synths too. I think we will be using the house and estate on a long term basis. We like to be efficient, as you will see.”

As we moved through the huge house we met a number of Synths. All were dressed either as maids or other kinds of household servant. The rooms were luxurious and all were perfectly in keeping with the old English style of the house.

I was shown the kitchens, the dining room, the numerous reception rooms, the bedrooms, the bathrooms, the library, which had real books! A games room with a snooker table, the servants’ quarters and then Monica invited me down to the cellars.

“Is there a wine cellar?” I asked.

“Of course!” she replied, “But they are not the most fun rooms.”

The cellars were extensive and extended over two sub-floors. They must have extended the construction into the station decks below the space in which the Hall sat. Monica obviously really meant it when she said they were likely to keep long term. We walked down stairs into the cellars. Once on the first level the walls of the cellar were stone and old-fashioned looking lamps lined the walls. It gave the feel of being underground.

I was not the least surprised when I was shown a dungeon room. Or rather several dungeon rooms. Each with a different theme. One was similar to the one where Monica had gone to work on me. Others were themed on rubber and encasement, one was medically themed, another had some very high tech cyber equipment that really did not belong in an old English mansion.

Then we came to a strange room indeed. It was not very large, and the walls were padded and so was the floor. There was no furniture.

“What is this?” I asked.

“This is a padded cell. They were used centuries ago for patients suffering mental illness. Usually in conjunction with strict medical restraints.” explained Monica.

“And this is going to be used by me …or on me?”

“When we get around to it, I will be using it on you! That is already on the schedule. I will strip you naked, dress you in medical patient clothing, a straitjacket, diaper, muzzle, ankle cuffs and anything else I can think of.”

“What’s a diaper?” I asked, not knowing the word.

Monica grinned, evilly, “I will show you later, my lord. Trust me, you will love it.”

I somehow doubted that. The tour continued and was shown the room next door to the padded cell. It was another padded cell! This one had rubber padding on the walls and floor. It was totally black too. The first had been a mix of white and beige.

Monica explained, “This is an unapologetically kinky version of the padded cell concept. Same idea, just with no pretence of medical justification. I will be the one putting you in here first. Of course, you will also be able to put any Synths of your choice in these rooms.”

All told the cellar complex had twenty rooms dedicated to various bizarre and kinky ways to have fun, …and the wine cellar. After seeing them all Monica suggested I inspect the stable block. I readily agreed. I wanted to see Peggy again.

The stable block was connected to the main house by a storage area. In it were a range of ponycarts and other interesting things. I was in a hurry to see Peggy so I would leave the questions about those for later.

The stable block was beautiful, a long curving gallery space with six stalls for ponies. There was also a large tack room at the near end and a washing room at the far end. I walked along the gallery, looking into the stalls. All four ponies were in residence. All were harnessed and bridled and had their arms bound. All had their reins tethered to ring bolts in the walls. All wore hoof boots and all had tails! They looked magnificent.

“How, exactly, are the tails attached?” I asked.

“They are not attached,” said Monica, “Our bioengineering department uses some very advanced and complex processes to create viable tails for the Synths. This includes bone, muscle and nerves, plus the changes to cyber-brain function to control the tail. For Peggy we had the additional task of integrating that control by remote. It was quite a complex task. Once the tail is in place we implant hair and their own real hair then grows slowly, replacing the implanted hair.”

“Well, the results are amazing,” I said, greatly impressed. “How long do the tails last?”

Monica smiled, “As long as we like. The tails are entirely stable. Just like anything and everything the bioengineering department does.”

I walked into Peggy’s stall and stroked her butt. She still has some red marks from where I had whipped her. I looked closely at her tail again. It really was amazing.

“When we give you your tail,” said Monica, “The bioengineering department has to use a different process.”

It took me a second to realise what she had said, “My tail?”

“Yes, Captain, your tail. The scenario schedule has you spending time in this stable block as a pony.”

Carosi looked over the edge of the neighbouring stall, a big smile on her face, “Monica is right, my lord,” she said, “Would you like to choose which stall you would like be kept in”

I fingered the whip I was still holding, “Do you all know that Monica is going to force me to be a pony?”

“Of course!” said Carosi, “There was a rush by the dominant Synths to put their names forward to be your trainer.”

I turned to Monica, “Are you not claiming that privilege?”

She shook her head, “No, I am not into ponyplay. Though I am looking forward to seeing you all harnessed up as a ponyboy. We have already chosen who your trainers will be.”

“Trainers? …plural? Who are they?”

“I thought it would be nice if your carers had the job. Noefi and Tyella. Don’t worry, Captain. It won’t be happening for a while. You still get the chance to be the lord of the manor for a good long time first.”

I smiled, and swished the whip, “You mean I can still get to use this?”

Peggy giggled around her bit and turned to present her butt to me, swishing her tail.

“All the ponies here are genuinely masochistic,” said Monica, “So are all the maids in the main house. If you want to exercise your whip arm you will have plenty of willing subjects.”

I looked at Monica and raised an eyebrow.

“Oh no! You don’t come near me with that thing!” she said, fiercely.

I looked over at Carosi, “How about you? You looked very happy at the idea of me being a pony. I think that deserves a punishment.”

Carosi looked suddenly pale and seemed to shrink down behind the edge of the stall. She looked at Monica for help.

“Don’t look at me, Carosi,” said Monica, with a wicked grin, “He is the lord of the manor, and you wanted to be a staff member in his house. You were insubordinate, so If he wants to redden your bottom he has every right to do so!”

Getting into the spirit of the game I said, “Carosi, get your ass in here now, that’s an order.”

Carosi slunk out of the neighbouring stall and walked around to Peggy’s. She entered and stood before me, clasping her hands together in front of her nervously.

“Take your jacket off,” I said, in what I hoped what a commanding manner.

Carosi quickly took off her jacket and lay it over the stall door.

I gestured with my whip, “Now your boots and jodhpurs.”

More hesitantly she took off her boots and undid and pulled down her jodhpurs. Underneath she was wearing plain pink knickers, so I had her remove those too. There was a stool in the corner of the stall, so I put it in front of Carosi and ordered her to bend forward and rest her hands on it. The stool was quite low so that made her stick her bottom out very nicely.

I stroked her butt gently and felt her shiver as I did so, “So,” I said, “You think I should choose which stall I sleep in?”

“Erm ..I was just being …I was making a joke.”

I brought whip down hard on her rear and she yelped in pain, “A joke! You think to make a joke at my expense?”

“I’m sorry, …it was only a joke.” she said, in a small voice.

I whipped her three more times, hard, “You will call me ‘my lord’!”

“I’m sorry, my lord!” she said quickly.

I glanced up at Monica who was watching with a big approving grin on her face. I also saw Peggy watching with a look on her face that might have been envy. I resolved to pay her proper attention later.

Turning my eyes back to Carosi I asked, “So, Carosi, what is the penalty for insubordination?”

“Erm …being whipped, my lord?” she answered, tentatively.

“Obviously being whipped! Stupid girl!” I barked and brought the whip down hard twice more on her rear. Quite angry red marks were now visible, “What else?”

“Else, my lord? ..Erm, ..I’m not sure.”

Two more heavy strikes on her rear made her squeal loudly. The ponygirl in the stall next to Peggy’s was looking over the dividing wall and the other ponies further along the gallery were straining to watch.

“Do you think a few strikes with this whip are enough punishment for a terrible girl like you?” I asked.

“Erm ..yes, my lord.” tried Carosi, wincing as she said it.

I gave her six more hard strikes, and I saw her knees actually buckle a little. Was she just acting or were Synths not so tough as I thought?

I decided to switch tactics and pulled the stool away from her. I had her kneel down and then I sat on the stool. She looked up at me in confusion when I patted my lap, so I simply ordered to lie over my lap. She moved into place, bending over my lap with her reddened bottom uppermost. I stroked her sore behind and gave her a few light smacks. I felt her shudder.

“Are you sorry for what you did?”

“Yes my lord!” she gasped.

I smacked her very hard, she yelped in a most pleasing manner. She put hands behind her as if trying to shield her bottom. Seeing this Monica handed me a length of leather strap. I got the idea and ordered Carosi to put her hands behind her back where I tied them securely with the strap.

“Were you trying to cover your bottom? You bad girl!” I asked my victim.

“Erm ..no, my lord,” said Carosi.

“Well, I think that was a lie. So, you are insubordinate, and now a liar and you were trying to evade your punishment. Is that not right Carosi?”

Carosi, not wanting to incriminate herself further, kept quiet.

“You have gone very quiet,” I noted, “I will take that as a complete confirmation.”

I then proceeded to spank her as hard as I could. I had no real skill or experience of spanking the female bottom, but I made up for that with enthusiasm. I was having fun and feeling Carosi squirm on my lap as I walloped her was delicious.

At some point her squirming subsided and she just lay across my lap, a few shudders went through her. She emitted some quiet gasps. I eased off the spanking, but Monica waved for my attention and gestured for me to keep going. Trusting that Monica knew what she was doing I started spanking Carosi as hard as ever. Her gasps came louder and were joined with an almost continuous keening whimper.

I kept up the punishment until she seemed to slump, hanging her head. I looked up at Monica and she was nodding and indicating I should ease off. I switched to just stroking her very red bottom. Every so often another shudder would go through my victim but otherwise she lay still.

I turned to look at Peggy who was watching, enrapt. Behind her I could now see that all three of the other ponies had been allowed to gather in the neighbouring stall and were looking over the dividing wall.

I let Carosi recover a little longer then slapped her rear and told her to stand. She struggled to her feet and I untied her wrists. When she moved to get dressed again I stopped her.

“No, the last part of your punishment is to continue your work here naked. Take off the rest of your clothes, then get back to work. You can put your boots on if you need them.

She looked about to object, but I just glared at her, and she hung her head and started removing her blouse. When she was naked she went back to the neighbouring stall and started grooming one of the ponies there. She looked a little unsteady as she walked.

“May I have a word in private with you, my lord?” ask Monica.

“Of course.” I replied and the two of us left the stable block by an end door and walked a few paces outside.

“Captain,” said Monica, “I am …fascinated by what happened in there. You won’t know this by Carosi is not submissive. She has never been in the slightest interested in taking a submissive role with any of our previous guests. She has always played dominant roles. That is why I assigned her a trainer’s role here.”

“Oh, …I’m sorry.” I said, suddenly feeling very awkward.

“Oh no, don’t be sorry. I don’t know if you noticed but she experienced two orgasms while you were whipping and spanking her. Her demeanour was totally submissive by the end. I am rather surprised you didn’t order her to her knees and make her suck your cock. She would have done so happily.”

I had turned a dominant Synth submissive? For some reason that made me feel ten feet tall. I had felt Cariso’s initial hesitance turn into acceptance. I never would have guessed that she had always been dominant. As for her sucking my cock? That did appeal but I wanted to spend time with Peggy. I sensed Peggy had been jealous as I had whipped Cariso in her stall while she stood helplessly by.

“I think I will try that another time,” I said, “First I want to give Peggy some attention. I think she was jealous.”

“I am sure she was, Captain. But don’t forget your other three ponies. They are among the most submissive Synths we have. They would appreciate some of your attention too. As would the maids.”

A thought occurred to me, “Are there any dominant Synths in the house I should avoid …doing the same as I did with Cariso?”

“The housekeeper, Steffi, and the cook, Denice, are like Cariso. Each has only ever played dominant roles. I would have warned you away from them but now …now I will leave it up to your judgement. They probably already know what you did to Cariso so it will be interesting to see how they behave around you.”

I decided to change the subject, “So, the plan is for me to be a pony in there one day?”

“Yes, with Tyella and Noefi as your trainers. They will be ladies of the manor for the scenario. They are really looking forward to it.”

“I wondered if you would put Peggy in charge of me.”

She smiled, “Yes, that was my first thought, but she refused. She hates the idea of dominating you. She wants to be a pony alongside you.”

“Sharing a stable?” I asked, with a laugh.

“That’s up to your trainers. They may be jealous.”

“That seems strange, jealousy in a Synth.” I observed.

“I removed the emotional restrictions from everyone after you arrived.” explained Monica, “That means negative as well as positive emotions. I would ask you to please do what you can to not hurt their feelings. Their minds are linked to me. They send me updates automatically. For example, I know now that Carosi was deeply affected by what you did to her. She is trying to resolve her new feelings. She wants you to do it again, but feels that is wrong. Her sense of self was very wrapped up in her dominant role.”

“I will leave her alone then,”

“Oh, don’t do that! But don’t force anything either. The fact she enjoyed being submissive means that is something I think she should explore. So, if she gives you an opening, by all means take it. It will do her good.”

“This whole thing is getting complicated,” I said.

“Yes, this is a situation we never faced before. Our previous guests came and went. Any emotional ties we had were between ourselves. Now everything revolves around you! You are the key to everything, and all my Synths will have to come to terms with how they wish to interact with you.”

I decided to jump in with a question I really wanted to ask, “What about you, Monica. What about your feelings?”

Monica hesitated then asked, “What do you mean?”

“How do you feel about me? Do you hate me?, resent me? ….like me?”

“Hmm ..I like you, Captain. I did not think I was going to, but I do. You have caused my station and my Synths to be reborn. That would have been true even if you had turned out to be an asshole. But you’re not. You are a decent human being. Peggy has told me a great deal about you. I am …happy that it was you that found us and not someone else. I did not really have any choice about putting your name down in the station’s records as the owner. Salvage law and all that. But I am happy now that I did.”

“So, …you like me.” I said, “I guess I am content with that. Out of curiosity, what comes first on the schedule  …me being a pony or me being your victim in the padded cell?”

She laughed, “Definitely the padded cell, the rubber one. That comes after your time as lord of the manor. It should provide a nice contrast.”


Chapter 15

Lord of the Manor

I was a little hesitant at the beginning, but I soon got the hang of being lord of the manor. The Synths who manned the house were extremely helpful. They all played their roles with great dedication. At times I could almost imagine that I had gone back in time to ancient England. Though I doubt any real English lord ever had a staff of so many beautiful servants who were so keen for him to redden their arses and fuck them.

Not that they threw themselves at me. They didn’t, but the glances they gave me always made it clear what it was they were hoping for. I was not in any rush. The nanites may have boosted my sexual resources but that did not mean I had to be some kind of sex maniac, pouncing on any staff Synth who came close. No, I relaxed and enjoyed living in the amazing manor house. The food was excellent, of course, and I explored the non kinky pleasures of life as a lord as well as the sexual ones, though neither I nor any of the staff could really make head or tails of the snooker table.

A few times each day I would take a pony-cart out for a run around the grounds. Peggy was my favoured pony, but I took the others out often enough that no-one had any reason to feel left out. Sometimes Carosi would hitch up a pony and drive with me.

I was having fun teasing Carosi. After what Monica has said I watched her reactions closely. She remained very much in role around the ponies and house staff. She was a trainer and got to walk around with a whip and was willing to use it. Her manner around me was interesting. She seemed to take every opportunity she could to be around me but always seemed uncomfortable while she was. I guessed that what she needed was more of what I had given her before, but I perversely made her wait. I even complemented her on how well she was behaving and that I was glad she would not need further punishment. The look of disappointment on her face was a picture.

I thought she might try to misbehave on purpose but earn a punishment but she never did. I raised this with Monica one day and she explained.

“Being deliberately bad in order to earn a punishment is something we frown upon here,” she said, “Submissive guests might do that, and submissive Synths might do that if a scenario calls for it but for a Synth to do it purely for her own pleasure would be …unprofessional. It would diminish her in my eyes and in the eyes of her sisters. She has to act in role and her self respect and conditioning will not let her break that role.”

“But she did deserve the punishment I gave her!” I insisted.

“Of course she did!” agreed Monica, “She forgot herself and used the fact that I was there and had raised you being a pony to get in a teasing jab herself. As a dominant trainer that was understandable but as you are lord of the manor in this scenario it was wrong. It was insubordination. What you did was quite right. The fact she enjoyed it was a shock and revelation to her. I really hope you get chance to do it again. Though it won’t be easy.”

“Why not?”

“Because part of the reason it worked was because she knew she deserved to be punished. If you punish her without good reason it would come across as artificial and she would find that jarring. I doubt she would enjoy it. You need a valid excuse to redden her bottom again.”

“But ..isn’t punishment fun just by itself? Are you saying if I tied her up and spanked her she wouldn’t enjoy it?” I asked.

“It’s complex,” explained Monica, “When someone as dominant as Carosi is and has been for a very long time it becomes a part of her identity. There was no part of her sense of self that was submissive before. The fact that she deserved the punishment you gave her meant she could process it as being OK. That gave the experience a validity for her. When she found she enjoyed it she had to rationalise that. She isn’t going to turn totally submissive, but I bet part of her is aching for you do it to her again. It’s just that it has to be meaningful, not just random for her dominant side to allow her to enjoy it.”

“So, I just have to wait for my moment?”

“That’s right,”

“So, if she wants the experience, why doesn’t she just be insubordinate again?”

Monica smiled, “Because, as I said,  she is too honourable. Being badly behaved just to get punished isn’t just submissive behaviour, its bratty submissive behaviour. I told you none of the Synths would do that, not even the most submissive ones. For a proud dominant girl like Carosi, it would be unthinkable.”

“This is getting complicated.”

“You’re telling me! I did not anticipate the complexities that relaxing the emotional restrictions would have. I had to do it, but all the Synths are going to have to find some way of relating to you that they can process emotionally. They haven’t had to deal with a permanent guest before. It means you are part of the community now. You won’t be going anywhere so each Synth’s role on the station will be defined by how they relate to you. For some, like your carers Tyella and Noefi, they have fallen in love with you. Other Synths may go the same way.”

“Speaking of Noefi and Tyella, will I get a chance to see them anytime soon?” I asked.

“You will be back in their care soon enough. Are you missing them?”

“I find that I am, yes.” I admitted.

“I am pleased to hear that. I will pass that on to them. Their love for you is very strong. But that makes them emotionally vulnerable. Knowing you miss them will help them a lot.”

The days went on and I developed a bit of a routine. I would take out a pony and cart in the morning. After a fun drive around the grounds, I would head into the woods and find a private spot. I would then unhitch the ponygirl from the cart and take advantage of her in a wide variety of ways. I was a little nervous and hesitant about this to start with but on the second day I had taken one of the ponies, a delightfully cute Synth called Felosi out to the woods. Once there I had made her kneel and lowered my breeches so I could present my cock to her mouth. I undid the straps that held her bit in place and once her mouth was free she lunged forward take my manhood into her mouth.

I was so surprised by the sheer aggression of the act I took a step back. She looked at me with an expression that was almost …annoyed.

“Not so fast. I am the one meant to be dominating you, remember. At the very least you should look nervous.” I said.

She just smiled and tilted her head to one side as if to say ‘oh really?”

“Just what is it with you. Aren’t Ponygirls meant to be ultra submissive?”

She shrugged.

“Oh, I get it, you aren’t allowed to talk?”

She nodded.

“Well, I give you permission to talk, …answer my question.”

She shook her head.

“OK, I am ordering you to talk, …answer my question.”

That seemed to cause her some mental conflict. She bit her lip and hesitated for over a minute but in the end she still shook her head.

“If you don’t talk to me I will whip that pretty arse of yours!”

She beamed and nodded. Ok, I thought, that was not the best idea I had ever had. For an ultra submissive ponygirl Synth, punishment was the ultimate reward.

I changed tactics, “OK, you don’t talk, fine. But we can do ‘yes’ and ‘no’ stuff. So, let me ask you, are you totally submissive? By that I mean do you never do domination of a guest?”

She nodded.

“Do you ever want to try being dominant?”

She shook her head.

“Do you know if that is true of the other two Ponygirls who are station Synths?”

She nodded and then nodded again, which I realised was because I had implied two questions. So, my stable of ponies were utterly submissive. I already knew that of Peggy.

“When I took you here today, did you hope I would use you sexually?”

She nodded emphatically and then grinned.

“Did you hope I would whip you?”

She nodded just as firmly.

“Do you …do you and the other submissive Synths worry that I am not being dominant enough?”

She looked me in the eye and then nodded firmly again.

Well, that answered my questions. I guessed I had been a little inhibited in indulging my fantasies by worrying about the Synths might feel. But I should have trusted that Monica would have assigned truly submissive Synths to such abjectly submissive roles. It was ironic that the first Synth I had chosen to really dominate, Carosi, had turned out to be one who was supposedly totally dominant.

The girl, …I mean the Synth …no, if I was going to be living in the station all my life I needed to stop thinking of them as artificial. Their feelings were real. They deserved to be treated in accordance. The girl kneeling before me wanted me to do to her what I knew from the mind scan I wanted to do. I search inside myself and examined that feeling. I wanted to fuck this girl. I wanted to do it while she was bound and helpless. I wanted to whip her. I wanted hear her yelp in pain.

So, what had been holding me back? I had hurt Carosi! I think I just needed the confirmation of what the Synth …what the girls wanted. At heart I was a civilised man. I did not want to harm anyone. That created an inhibition that I needed to overcome. I was not harming these girls. I had not harmed Carosi. Monica had made that clear.

I stepped forward, grabbed Felosi by the hair and forced her face into my cock. She took my shaft into her throat and sucked as if it was the wonderful, delicious and exciting thing she had ever done. When I came, deep in her throat, she swallowed and carried on working on my cock. My recovery was so fast it was shocking. Those nanites were giving me sexual superpowers!

When I came again in a truly exquisite tide of pleasure I pulled back enough to squirt all over her pretty face. Then I pushed the bit back into her mouth and strapped it in place. I put the straps a notch tighter so the bit, which had a bulge in the centre to keep her quiet, was pulled more cruelly into her mouth. She gave out a moan as she realised what I had done.

I unhitched her from the cart and forced her onto her back. Her body harness did not cover her sex so I did not need to remove it. My manhood was fully recovered and she was wet, ready and willing. Over more than I hour I fucked her over and over. From her squeals and trembling I was sure she got what she wanted from the experience too, even though she writhed beneath me, struggling against her bondage.

When at last I stood and put my cock back in my breeches she lay on the ground panting. She did not try to rise but looked up at me. Her eyes were shining and she was doing her best to smile around the cruelly tight bit gag in her mouth.

Not too far in my own future, I realised, I would be the pony, lying on the grass, bound and helpless while Noefi or Tyella looked down on me. The mental image made my cock stir yet again. Those damn nanites, I thought.


Chapter 16

Time with Peggy the Pony

The following day, when I took Peggy out to the woods, I took my time. Peggy was different. She wasn’t like the other girls at the station. She was like family to me. She had never had any emotional restrictions, I realised, so how she felt about me was long standing.

After a good drive, during which I gave her bottom plenty of attention with the whip, I chose to stop at a private location beside an ornamental pond, just inside the far end of a wood. I dismounted the cart and walked around to Peggy, removing her bit. Instead of forcing her to her knees I gave her a long passionate kiss.

When we broke I asked her, “Are you going to be a pain in the ass and refuse to talk this time?”

She kept her lips closed and smiled at me.

“Are you brattily wanting to be whipped even more?”

She looked offended and shook her head.

“Is your butt sore?” I asked.

She nodded and grinned.

I reached up with both hands and gripped her nipples, she gasped.

“How, are you going to talk or do I have to torture you?”

She whimpered.

I squeezed hard and she yelped loudly.

“Sensitive nipples?” I asked.

She nodded.

“That’s something we have in common,” I said and she laughed.

“Aha, are ponies allowed to laugh?”

“Oh …fuck it!” she said.

I switched to gently massaging her nipples, “Do you think ..when they make me be a pony, that I will be supposed to keep silent too.”

“Of course! Though Monica says that it will be two Synths called Noefi and Tyella in charge of you. She says they have been looking after you. Monica says they love you so they may go easy on you.”

“Do you think they should go easy on me?” I asked, smirking.

“No, they should be as hard on you as you should be with us ponies and as hard as the trainers are with us. It makes it a better experience, …trust me.”

“The trainers are hard on you?”

“Yes, especially Carosi. After you punished her in front of us she has wanted to re-assert her authority. She was a tough one before, but she is a real cow now. I love it.

“You love it?”

“Yes, being a pony is best when its real, when you are really treated as a pony. I am a pony all the time. I get no time out to be a Synth, a person. That’s how it should be to get the best experience. When you get to be a pony you will understand.”

“While I am being a pony, what will you be doing?” I asked.

“I will still be a pony!”

“You will want to go back into living in a stable?”

“Go back? No, I won’t have ever left.” she explained.

That threw me, “But …after I am done being lord of the Manor I will be back in my suite and then I think Monica wants to stick me in a padded cell for some kind of game of her own. Then some mysterious process will give me a tail and only then will I be back here. What will you do while all that is going on?”

She sighed, as if I was being dumb, “I will still be a pony, all that time.”

“But isn’t this place shut down when I’m not using it?” I asked.

She shook her head, “No, Monica has determined that this estate is a permanent feature now. All the Synths here love it. I have persuaded Monica to allow me to be a permanent pony. The other three ponies want to be permanent too, but there are other Synths who want to play at being ponies so they may have to take turns. Because I am kind of a visitor or …pseudo guest or something I get what I want.”

I was astonished, “You want to be a pony …indefinitely?”

She nodded and giggled, “Oh yes! I love it. Maybe after a few years …or decades, I may get tired of it but right now it’s perfect. I love how it feels, I love being treated like a pony, I love being looked after. I love getting to spend time with you this way too. When you’re a pony they may put us in the same stall, that will be fun!”

“But, being a ponygirl, in a stable …for years?” I asked, struggling to get my head around it.

“Listen Captain, …Parus, there is a lot more to get out of being a pony than just waiting around for a man to take you out for a run and then fuck you. Is that what you thought? That I would just stay in my stall pining for the next time your cock swam into view?”

I laughed, “OK, tell me. What else is there?”

“There is so much else. For a start its …freeing. I have spent all my life, all my existence, solving problems and running things. I ran Pegasus for years, even before you bought the ship. My life has always been about duty and responsibility. Don’t get me wrong, those have been good years. I would not change them. But …to be able to just let all that pressure go and just exist, being cared for, being valued, being loved as a pony is wonderful. I don’t have to worry anymore. All the decisions are other people’s problems now.

“Plus, it feels great. I love the gear, the tack and being bound. I love being harnessed and bridled. The hoof boots are a blast and having a tail, …well having a body at long last is cool but the tail is the best. I get washed and groomed, fed and exercised. Occasionally a cute salvage ship captain comes along and takes me for a run. Pulling the cart is awesome fun! You see Parus, …there is a lot more to being a pony than sex.”

“But …doing it for years? Is that really what you want?”

“At the moment, yes! Maybe you will understand when you try it.” She said, winking at me, “Now …oh lord and master, what would you like to do with your ponygirl?”

I smiled and unhitched her from the cart.


Chapter 17

Carosi’s Punishment

Once I found my confidence and was able to throw myself into role as lord of the manor I had a really awesome time. Ponies were driven, trained, whipped, spanked and fucked every day by a properly sadistic lord. The maids and the other servants had to be on their best behaviour at all times lest they find themselves over the lord’s knee having their bottoms reddened with hand, cane or whip. Then stripped naked, bound and their mouths and other holes used for his pleasure.

Even Carosi, though she tried hard to not put a foot wrong, fell afoul of my wrath. One day she literally did put a foot wrong, stepping on my foot when she turned to leave a pony’s stall. I had been standing in the stall doorway and when she turned she trod on my foot. I was wearing riding boots that a maid had polished a few hours earlier. Carosi’s foot had not really hurt me, but it had left a dirty mark on my boot.

I looked down at the mark and then up at Carosi. She was standing with a hand over her mouth as she realised what she had done.

“I am so sorry my lord!” she gasped.

“A hard working maid spent hours cleaning my boots this morning!” I said, angrily, “You will follow me, now!”

I walked out of the stable block with Carosi walking behind me, head down. In the main house I found the maid who had polished my boots, a cute redhead named Belsy.

“Belsy,” I said, “Your hard work this morning has been ruined by this careless wretch!” and I gestured at Carosi, who was still looking mortified, “Take her away and dress her as a maid. When you have done so bring her back to me.”

I heard Carosi gasp as I mentioned the word ‘maid’. As this was all roleplay was she pretending to be shocked or was her proud dominant heart really offended?

After about ten minutes two maids returned. Carosi looked really cute as a maid, I thought. I was still carrying the whip I had intended to use on a pony. Now it had a different target.

“Carosi, kneel on all fours, now!” I ordered in a harsh tone.

She dropped down on all fours. I walked up to her and lifted her skirt, exposing a pair of standard maid’s knickers. I roughly pulled her knickers down, exposing her bottom. I gently stroked her round, inviting buttocks with my whip. I could see her trembling.

“Now, Carosi. You have offended on two occasions! You have been insubordinate and now you have been careless. It is obvious to me that I was too lenient with you last time. I will not make the same mistake again.”

I could see the effect my words were having on her. She looked both terrified and excited. I intended to make sure that both reactions were justified. I ran the whip across her bottom, slowly. She lifted her head a little and turned to glance up at me.

“Keep your eyes down girl!” I snapped and gave her two quick swipes with the whip. She yelped in surprise and pain but quickly put her head back down.

The maid, Belsy, stood nearby with a big grin on her face. This was something I had slowly come to understand among the station girls. Those that were committed to the dominant role tended to look down on those who were submissive. So, when a dominant girl was humbled it pleased the submissives greatly.

I gave Carosi about a dozen more strokes of the whip, delivered at a steady rhythm. As I applied her punishment I kept up a description of how she had disappointed me and how much she deserved to be given the most harsh punishment. Carosi was breathing harder and her whimpers were becoming tempered with moans of what I guessed was pleasure. Her supressed submissive side was coming awake.

My role as lord of the manor had taught me to come prepared for the need to discipline a maid when the need arose, which was happily very often. In my jacket pocket were a pair of wonderful old fashioned heavy metal handcuffs. They were of a design that probably went out of use at the time of steam trains and foggy London streets. I pulled them from my pocket and pulled Carosi’s hands behind her back. Then I snapped the heavy handcuffs in place. She gave not the least resistance.

Next I sat on a chair and ordered her to lie across my lap. She struggled to her feet and did as she was told. I put aside the whip and gave the now weeping Carosi a very long and hard spanking. By the end of which my hand was sore and my victim was openly crying.

“Are you feeling sorry for yourself, girl?” I asked.

She nodded.

I smacked her extra hard, “Then stop it! You deserve far worse and you are using up my valuable time by making me give you this important lesson. You should be grateful, not resentful.”

She whimpered but did not say anything.

“Now, do you think you deserved your punishment?”

She paused for only a moment before nodding.

“Do you think you deserve more punishment?”

She hesitated, torn by trying to guess the consequences of saying yes or no.

“…yes my lord!” she managed, in a husky voice.

“So do I! We have barely begun. I had planned to make use of one of my Ponygirls but you have ruined those plans. Now I feel the need for release, and you will make sure I do not have to go without.”

I pushed her roughly off my lap and then stood and unbuttoned my breeches and brought out my almost painfully erect cock. Spanking Carosi had been at least as arousing for me as it had been for her. Carosi was still lying on the floor in a heap, so I gently kicked her with the toe of my boot.

“Get up and on your knees you slovenly maid. Make yourself useful!”

Belsy giggled at that. I gave her a stern look which made her hang her head.

Carosi managed to get on her knees. I grabbed her hair roughly and pulled her mouth to my manhood. She resisted, trying to turn her head away. I bent down and twisted her head so that she was forced to look up, meeting my gaze.

“Listen Carosi. You are not a proud trainer anymore. You are a maid. A new, lowly, almost worthless maid. Every other maid here is your superior. They accept my cock with gratitude and enthusiasm. How dare you turn away from what your superiors crave. You will learn your place or you will be taught a much harsher lesson spending a week in a cage in the cellars.”

The next time I pulled her face to my cock she took it into her mouth with alacrity. She sucked at my shaft, and I soon realised she was nowhere near as skilled at giving head as the other maids were, or the ponies. Maybe she had never been required to do it before.

My nanite powered arousal was not complaining at her amateurish efforts and I rose to a fast climax and deliberately came all over her face. Then I forced her onto her back, pushed her legs apart and roughly lifted her skirt. My cock was ready to go again, and poor Carosi’s sex was wet and ready.

She was still crying when I rode her. To my surprise she squealed, trembled and arched her body as I pushed into her in a steady rhythm. She pushed herself into me as she gave up to the feelings and I wondered who was using who! She was coming long before I was. Which I thought was rude.

I carried on and when I finally pulled out of her she was lying on the floor, shivering and muttering to herself. I stood, put my cock away and did up my breeches. Carosi lay on the floor, trembling and emitting the occasional whimper. Then I turned to Belsy.

“Belsy, when this poor excuse for a maid recovers, put her to work. Polishing the bannisters sounds like a good job. Her handcuffs stay on, which means it will take her a long time. Plenty of time for her to contemplate the error of her ways.”

Belsy laughed, curtsied and went to assist Carosi. As she helped my victim to her feet I turned to see that Monica was standing in the doorway. I had not seen her arrive and I wondered if she had watched the whole thing.

Monica stepped out of the way as the two maids left the room them sauntered to where I was standing.

“I am impressed!” she said.

“Do you think I went too far? Forcing her to be a maid?” I asked.

“Of course not! I told you all the Synths here are linked to me. I was monitoring Carosi’s feelings. Noefi and Tyella told you how fast we process emotions. Carosi has just had an epiphany, a revelation. The next time you see her, you may notice the difference.”

“What kind of epiphany?”

Monica smiled, “She now understands the pleasure of submission. You made her powerless, humiliated her, used her, punished her and have now condemned her to subservience. Keeping the handcuffs on her was brilliant. At this precise moment Betsy is giving her some cleaning cloths and polish to use on the bannisters. She will be struggling to do it with her hands bound behind her. All the other staff will see her like that. Bound, with cum on her face and her skirt torn.”

“I tore her skirt?” I asked, surprised.

“Didn’t you notice?” she asked in return, “I thought you did that deliberately.”

I shook my head, “No, I didn’t. After a while I will let her go back to being a trainer. I don’t want her to suffer too long.”

“She isn’t suffering! Trust me.” said Monica with a laugh.

“No? All the other maids will see her like that. They will all be looking down on her.”

Monica shook her head, “You still don’t get it. They will all be envying her!”


Chapter 18

Padded Cell

My time as lord of the manor lasted for longer than I expected. I became accustomed to the life, to the luxury. I loved having a household of submissive girls to cater to my merest whim. Aside from all the fun to be had in the house and grounds I slept in an amazing bedroom with a huge four poster bed. It was like something out of a period novel.

One of the servants had the job of ‘bed-warmer’, a very old fashioned concept, I was told, from the days when houses had no heating beyond open fires. My bed warmer was a cute girl named Aesha. She had dark hair, bronzed skin and an hourglass figure. In olden days the bed-warmer was required to lie in the bed before the master of the house needed it and depart when they went to bed. My bed warmer did not depart!

I played with the concept over my days as lord of the manor. I ‘promoted’ a maid to be a second bed warmer. I chose a shy chambermaid called Suki. She was a redhead and a little smaller than Aesha but was very soft-hearted and affectionate. I had come to enjoy having two bed-mates from my time with Noefi and Tyella. Sleeping with two beautiful naked girls cuddled up to me was my ideal.

I played with the concept a little. One night I made them both spend the whole night with their hands tied behind them. They had to show their affection for me using their bodies and mouths only. We didn’t get much sleep but there was a great deal of laughing.

Another night, I had the two girls tie me up by binding my hands to the top of the bed and my feet to the bottom. Being submissive they were quite hesitant but after a night of them being able to play with my body at will they developed a liking for it. We played with variations on these themes many times.

One evening I arrived at my bedroom, ready for a night’s fun and, just possibly, a little rest and found no sign of my bed warmers. Instead, stood beside my bed was Monica. She was not wearing her usual outfit but was wearing some kind of modern nurse’s outfit. Only it was all black and in the form of a shiny catsuit with red and white medical insignia on the upper arms.

“Hello, Captain,” she said, “I am afraid you term as lord of the manor is over. It has been determined that you are in need to medical attention and rehabilitation.”

Oh shit, I thought. It was padded cell time. I had been enjoying my lordship role so much that I had been dreading when it came to an end.

Monica gestured to items which were laid out on the bed. One was obviously a catsuit made of some kind of shiny material, possibly rubber. The rest of it could not quite recognise as it was all piled together and was all black and shiny. This confirmed what Monica has said about which padded cell I was going in.

“Strip your clothes off, patient.” she said, in her best dominant voice. I had been practicing my own dominant voice, but Monica had it down to a science. I found myself undressing before I realised what I was doing.

A maid walked through the door, holding a laundry basket and I put my clothes in it. As soon as I was naked, the maid departed. Monica stepped forward, holding the black catsuit.

“Will you need help with this?” she asked, in a very different tone of voice from a few moments ago. What was going on?”

“I might,” I said, hesitantly. Which was honest as I had no idea how to put the thing on.

Giving me precise instructions and helping me when needed she got me into the catsuit. It was made of some kind of high-tech material. Not rubber, though it felt something like it.

“What is this made of?” I asked.

“It’s a substance called Electrodynamic Active Synthetic Encasement, or EASE for short. It’s a material with an silicon/acrylic/carbon weave base with active microfilament control woven into it.” explained Monica, “The company funded a lot of R&D for this station, and this is one of the results.”

“What is so special about it?”

She held up a small curved remote control until and pressed a button.

“Arrgh, what the fu..” I shouted as the suit came to life. It was tightening! The pressure all over was incredible. Then it seemed to shift. The material flowed in some parts and held firm in others. It shaped itself around my cock, holding it in a tight embrace. It pushed into my any anus and forced it open. It seem to …pinch around my nipples and held them tight.

“Amazing, isn’t it?” said Monica with a grin. “Now let’s move on.”

The next item was a thick, heavy …jacket.

“This is a straightjacket. The basic design dates back to medical facilities on old earth many centuries ago. This is a high tech version. Just put your arms out in front of you.”

I did as I was told and she slid my arms into the sleeves. The jacket was odd. I thought she was putting it on me the wrong way round. Then I got the idea as she was tightening the straps at the back and the jacket was pulling tight around my body. My arms were in sleeves that had no openings. Monica guided my arms through straps on the front and sides of the jacket and then pulled the ends of the sleeves tight behind me. She must have buckled the straps tight as my arms were pulled in to my body and I could no longer move them.

She then tightened the straps at the front and sides of the jacket. The jacket was cunningly designed. I had no chance of getting free. The last touch were a pair of straps that went between my legs. Monica grinned at me as she secured those straps tightly too.

“The rest of it I will put on you down in the cellar,” she said, gathering the black rubber items that still lay on the bed into a canvas bag. She clipped a leash to a ring on the collar of the jacket and tugged at it, pulling me into motion. She led me out of the room and down through the house.

I was led past all the staff. Maids and other servants were gathered to watch their former lord being taken away in bondage. Most were smiling, one or two applauded. The last two we passed were Carosi and Belsy. Belsy said ‘have fun sir!” and Carosi just smiled at me. She still had her handcuffs on. My order that she be kept that way had been obeyed and she had been forced to live and work as a handcuffed maid for what must have been many days. Would she be released now that I had been brought low?

Downward we went, into the cellars. The padded cells were on the bottom most level. Monica led me along the cellar passageways and down the last flight of stairs. The light level was low with the atmospheric wall torches giving the only illumination.

As I had guessed I was led into the black rubbery padded cell. The light level was low which made the room incredibly dark, given that every surface inside was jet black, The floor felt funny under my feet. Of course, that was padded too. Once we were standing in the centre, Monica unclipped my leash and opened the canvas bag. The first thing she removed was some kind of rubber mask. It looked quite bulky and complicated. In the dark it took me a moment to realise it was a gas mask. Like the one she had used on me in the dungeon.

“I have a collection of these and this one is one of my favourites,” said Monica, “This is a replica of one used by the military in the early twenty first century, seven hundred years ago. It has been …improved, of course, by our R&D people.” She turned the inside of the mask toward me. There was a shaped interior that would enclose my nose and there was also, of course, a rubber gag protruding from inside. It was large and shaped to fit the interior of someone’s mouth, filling it.”

She presented the mask to my face and the gag went into my mouth. As the mask was pushed fully into place she pulled its straps around my head and tightened them. The gag, as I expected, filled my mouth but did not interfere with breathing.

“There now. What is going to happen, Captain, is a game of endurance. I will add more bonds to you and then leave you in here. I suggest you make yourself comfortable as you will be here for a while. The mask allows me to feed you liquids and your very clever catsuit will help you evacuate waste. Every so often I will come and visit you. You may find those visits torturous …or possibly fun.”

Then she pushed me, quite hard. Shocked, I fell over and landed on my butt. The padded floor meant I did not hurt myself. Monica knelt beside me and bound black padded leather cuffs around my ankles, binding them together. She put more, wider cuffs around my thighs, so then my legs were tied together.

Once this was done she stood up again and, carrying the bag, she left the cell. The door slammed shut and I was left alone. There were dim lights in the ceiling and they suddenly darkened further so that I could barely see anything.

Was that it? Did I just have to lie in the damned cell with no stimulation, nothing to break the monotony? I wriggled over to one wall, which took some time and managed to prop myself up into a sitting position. I had spent the last ..hmm, maybe a month, maybe two, being the one with all the power. I had used and abused the maids, the ponies and the other servants. I liked to think I had not been sadistic and that the submissive girls had enjoyed it. I had not done anything so cruel as to bind them and leave them in the dark in a padded cell.

This felt like punishment. How was this fulfilling a fantasy for me? Wasn’t the point to give me great experiences? To give me pleasure?

I wanted to get into a better position so headed for a corner. I rolled over and tried to wriggle in what I thought was the right direction. The problem was I lost touch with the wall I had been sitting against. I looked up at the dim lights and used them as a guide. Wriggling was hard work. I had no freedom to move my arms at all, and my legs were bound together. I made slow progress.

I was also, to my surprise, becoming aroused. That came as something of a surprise. The only physical stimulation I was getting was the frustration of being so tightly bound and completely helpless. I tried to analyse what it was that was making my cock strain against the prison my weird suit had created.

Bondage was cool, yes. It was arousing, even on its own. But surely pure bondage, no matter how complete or severe, was not enough to get me this strongly aroused. For that I needed stimulation …a girl, either dominant or submissive. I needed a sensual mouth sucking on a nipple …or my cock. I needed a bare bottom that I could spank or whip. Just being bound and left alone was surely going to lead nowhere.

But as I struggled I found that not only was I becoming delightfully aroused but I was sure that it was only the feeling of the bondage that was responsible. Being on my own, bound, in this crazy kinky room was really getting my juices flowing. I stopped trying to reach the corner and just struggled in the bondage. Not in any attempt to escape but to emphasize the feeling of it. I revelled in how it felt, the tightness, the restriction. As I struggled I found myself rising to a truly wonderful climax. I lay on my back as the waves of pleasure took me. Once it was done I felt exhausted and just lay quietly.

After ..well I had no idea how long, but it was hours, the door opened and Monica walked in. She was carrying the canvas bag. She gestured and the lights rose, but only a little.

“Been having fun, my little toy,” she asked.

Having an attack of honesty I nodded, and she laughed.

“Sometimes the sweetest orgasms come when you are bound and helpless and left on your own,” she explained, “The suit and the straitjacket are meant to emphasize that feeling. The mask helps too. You are in your own little world. You are not in pain, no-one is tormenting you, you just have the feeling of all that tightness, all that restriction and you cannot escape.”

Her words were starting to arouse me once again and I saw from her smile that she knew it. Of course she knew it. This was Monica, she always was in control. She always knew what she was doing.

She reached into the bag and produced …a familiar length of wide black tubing. She knelt beside me and screwed the end of the tube into my mask. Then she straddled my thighs and sat on me.

“Now, Captain. I have something to show you,” she began and put her hand over the end of the tube. Suddenly I could not breathe in! I could breathe out, but not in. I could not take my next breath. This was a repeat of the torture she had inflicted on me in the dungeon. It was clear now that had a real liking for this scary game. As I began to panic Monica just looked down at me.

“This is power, Captain. This is control.” Then she removed her hand and I was able to take a gasping breath and then another, when I went to breathe in again she put her hand back in place and I was once again suffocating.

“Now you feel truly powerless, totally helpless. You did not choose this, I did. You cannot end this, or escape. What happens to you is beyond your control. All the power is mine.”

Yeah, I got the point! I was trying to breathe but all my attempts did was suck the mask tighter to my face. Then she removed her hand again and I took more ragged breaths. All the time afraid that one of them would be my last, at least for a while.

“This is what I crave, Captain. Carosi craved it too and now all she dreams about is what you did to her and how good it felt. You will never do that to me. I know who I am so don’t even think of ever landing a whip on my ass, understand?”

I nodded!

“Good!” she said, with an actually warm smile. “Now that we understand each other there is more I need to tell you. You are a better man than I expected, Captain. Much better! When you arrived and woke us I thought to use you. My station needed you in order to come alive. I sought to control you and expected to dislike you, even though we needed you. Maybe …because of that.

“When I removed all the emotional restrictions from my Synths I did the same for myself. I expected the emotional freedom it gave me would bring me to hate you. It did not. I would not say that I felt love for you, Captain, but I did care about you. But recently you did something that changed everything.”

With that she leaned forward and undid the straps of my mask and pulled it away from my head. The gag pulling out of my mouth. When my face was clear she kissed me! A long, powerful and passionate kiss. It was …unbelievable. I returned the kiss with enthusiasm and when she finally released me her face stayed just a few inches from mine.

“What you did was to stop calling everyone Synths. Entirely for your own reasons you started calling all of us girls, or women. Everything in your manner and in your words told us that you no longer thought of us as artificial. You saw us as people. You also cared about what we felt. You needed to be reassured that the submissive ones among us would really accept your dominance. You were worried about hurting them. Not physically, but emotionally. You care. That is the difference. No guest ever cared. No guest was concerned with how we felt or worried about us. You are not a guest any more, Captain. You are family. You are ours and we are yours. Also, finally, like all the rest of us who have known you …I have in love with you!”

I gasped and could not think of anything to say. Before I could rectify that she pushed the mask back into my face, forcing the gag into my mouth. The straps were cinched tight again.

“Now that you know that. We can have some fun!” she said, with a wicked grin. She reached down and opened the front of her breeches, pulling them aside. She tapped something on the remote control for my suit, and it shifted around my cock. It did not open but allowed my erect member to push upward, still encased in a thin layer of the incredible black shiny material.

Monica eased herself onto my shaft and settled there. She did not ride me but instead pushed more buttons on the remote. Suddenly the suit tightened around the base of my cock and pulses of electricity shot through it. I heard Monica squeal in delight. She pushed more buttons and the suit started sending more pulses, varying in strength, duration and speed. Then it began massaging my cock! Or at least I assumed that was the suit.

Monica had turned me into a sex toy. To add to the fun, she put her hand on the tube again. My cock was inside her being controlled by Monica and my ability to breathe was under her control too. It did not take long for the combination to cause me to explode in an orgasm that was so intense it was painful. I had only a couple of minutes to wait before the nanites had me back in the game.

And so it continued. I lay there, bound and helpless while Monica rode my cock and controlled it like it like a musician playing an instrument, all the while keeping me desperate and wondering if I would be able to take my next breath. If I had not had the nanite treatment and their continuous ‘support’ I would not have lasted long. As it was Monica was as tireless as the nanites were.

She eventually relented and climbed off my poor, overworked cock. The suit released its vice-like grip and my manhood retreated for a well earned rest. She adjusted her clothing, threw me a wink and then walked out of the room. I was left feeling used, abused and exhausted.

She left me alone for some time. I lay still for ages before shuffling around, trying to get more comfortable. She had left the tube attached to the mask, so I had to be careful. At one point I rolled over onto the tube and cut off my air supply by accident. A panicky few seconds of writing around got it free.

Monica did return, but not for sex. She gave me some fluids to drink, delivered through a tube attached the mask and the inner gag. She hooked up my cock to a device that allowed me to empty my bladder. She used some kind of hand held scanner to see if I needed a poo, but I didn’t. I did not want to see what would have been done to me in that department. The damn suit still had a grip on my anus and did not seem willing to release it.

Telling time was impossible, but she had visited me three times to feed me before she visited me for another lengthy sex session. It was almost identical to the first one except that Monica was dialing things up. She denied me air for longer and the pulsations applied to my cock were more powerful. I almost passed out several times and not just from having my air cut off.

When she left me again I lay still resting before managing to wriggle into a corner. I brought my legs up to half curl into a ball. Just how long was this going to go on? I estimated that I had been in the cell for at least two days, maybe longer. How much longer would it be?

In the end, I estimated it was a week, or longer. I lost count of the feedings and the sex sessions. Monica varied things a few times. She took my mask off me once, then put a gag harness on me with a large dildo attached to the front. Then she rode my face making me work to satisfy her by moving my head as she wished, her hands clasped my hair to force me. Once she had come she took the gag off me and made me repeat the performance with my mouth. She ground herself into me so hard I could barely breath, but my tongue must have been boosted by the nanites as it was equal to the task.

Another time she attached my ankle cuffs to a hoist and suspended me from the ceiling. I was wearing the mask and tube, and she added an attachment to the end of the tube that she then inserted into her sex. I could still breathe but only just and the smell of her arousal as she groaned was overpowering. She played by clenching the muscles of her vagina around the tube dildo and that cut off my air completely. She laughed as I struggled for air. I guess the sucking sensation inside must have been awesome!

She enjoyed it so much she repeated the same trick about a day later only this time she used a harness to hold the dildo inside her. Once we were both plugged in she could use her vaginal muscles to shut off my limited air without having to hold the dildo in place. She took advantage of this my having the suit release my cock which she then took into her mouth. That was the most incredible and extreme sexual experience of my life. Barely able to breathe, enveloped by the smell of Monica, hanging in very restrictive bondage from the ceiling and with her mouth working very expertly on my cock.

The damn nanites meant that Monica knew that she could make the game last as long as she liked and my cock would always be up for more. The rest of me was suffering. My ankles began to hurt and the blood forced into my head was making me feeling strange. The nanites probably protected me from having a medical emergency. When she finally let me down and took the tube off the mask she whispered “Well done, my love” in my ear and left me alone.

She gave me one more night just resting in the bondage. By this time, I was so used to being helpless that I was able to relax and sleep. While I lay on the floor of the padded cell I wondered how extensively the medical centre had changed me. I was sure that my old self could never have coped with being bound for so long. Surely having the damn rubber gag in my mouth for so long would have made me choke on my own drool. My back would been screaming and my arms and shoulders would have ached like hell from wearing the straitjacket. But I felt fine. I guess the nanites had all that covered.

If I didn’t feel pain from my shoulders or arms was that due to the nanites providing pain relief? Or was it because my body was tougher …stronger and better able to take such abuse? The nanites never reduced the pain of anything else, such as when Monica had tormented me in the dungeon. Were the nanites aware of what was kink and what was injury? Where they that smart? It made more sense that my body was just tougher. I much preferred that thought.

Monica arrived the next day, or what I thought was the next day, untied my ankles and thighs, attached the leash to the collar of my straitjacket and led me out of the cell.


Chapter 19

Mother Gives me a Tail

Instead of being taken back into the main house, Monica led me to a door on the first level of the cellar. It opened into a station corridor. After so long on the estate and in the cell it felt odd to be back in the station proper. As we walked, Monica started talking.

“As you know, Captain, the plan is for you to spend some time as a pony back on the estate.” she said, “So we’re going to make some surgical changes to your body, along the lines you have seen. Just making the muscle, bone and nerve additions that we do with Synths will not work on you. You have an entirely human body, so the process needs to make changes that are more …invasive. We are giving you a tail and we will want you to be able to control it. That needs changes to the motor cortex of your brain. This is not an easy thing to do, but as you know, our R&D was well funded for many years and we developed a regeneration technology that could make all kinds of alterations to the human body.

“Over the years we were accepting guests we gave guests all kinds of enhancements. One guest wanted horns and a demon tail because he wanted to play the part of the devil in a recreation of hell. Others wanted to have wings. We could not make them fully functional but they were quite happy with just being able to flap them. The most extreme was one man who wanted to be able to breathe underwater and have a merman’s tail. That took some doing but we managed it. Every alteration was reversed before the guest departed.”

We continued walking and I noticed we walked right past the medical facility, which I thought odd as that seemed the logical place for us to be heading for. Instead, we entered through a door into to somewhere that adjoined the med bay. Inside was a girl dressed in a nurse’s outfit, the proper one, a pale blue shipsuit with medical insignia. She smiled as we entered.

“Hi,” she said, “Mother is all ready for you.”

Monica unclipped my leash and started removing my bonds. The nurse stepped forward and helped by removing the gas mask. As they worked Monica kept talking.

“The regeneration process involves the patient being held in a womb-like structure as the bodily changes are made. The machine we built for this has been enhanced many times. A few guests suggested that the experience was suited to a particular kink that they had and suggested changes. We liked the idea so much we developed the machine into what can only be described as a creature.”

“A creature?” I asked as the mask and gag were taken out of my mouth.

“Yes, we call it mother. The cost of the development was high so after satisfying the guests fantasies we didn’t consider it worth changing it back. So now, all body modifications for humans here use the machine in its creature form. Some guests really liked it. Though other guests found it …well, let’s see how you react.”

Just what where they talking about? They had a machine, which was a kind of creature, which did the body modifications? Once I was naked they both took an arm and guided me down a passage to very serious looking door. It had warning labels on it and seemed very strong.

“Don’t let the door scare you,” said Monica, “It’s all for show. Now just go through and let Mother do its thing. Just relax and do not resist.”

The door opened and they both pushed me inside and the door shut behind me. The room in which I found myself was quite large. There was some monitoring equipment around the walls but the centre of the room was dominated by …a thing. It looked like a gigantic black shiny …slug-like thing. A vast, vaguely cylindrical mass.

Then it moved. The nearest end lifted and turned in my direction. A ripple of muscle movement made the whole thing move forward slowly. It was huge, maybe ten meters long and a two meters wide. There were tubes going from apertures in the walls to points on the creature’s surface.

I was terrified. The ‘head’ of the thing seemed able to see me, even though I could not see that it had any eyes.

I did not want to get any closer and retreated to the door. I tried to open it, but it was locked. Then the head of the creature opened what can only be called its mouth. It was a large opening that, fortunately, did not have any teeth. Another ripple of muscle movement and the whole thing moved about a meter closer to me.

What the hell was going on? If this was meant to be some kind of medical device what the hell was the fantasy that some guests had asked for that had turned it into such a monster. I edge along the wall, trying to increase the distance to the thing. Then, from out of the monster’s mouth came a thick snake-like thing. It moved fast and the end opened into a collection of writhing tentacles. It was like something from a horror movie.

Terrified I tried to dodge but the tentacles covered a wide area, and I could not get clear of them all. Two wrapped around my thighs and pulled me to the floor. I tried to pry the things off me but once it had got a grip more of the tentacles protruding from the snake thing were able to wrap around my legs. They were damn strong and my hands could not budge them.

The snake thing, which I guessed was the creature’s tongue, started to retreat, pulling me toward the monster’s mouth. How could this be a medical procedure? How could this be someone’s fantasy? I felt terribly helpless as I was drawn quickly across the floor and my legs were lifted and pulled into the maw. My stomach was clenched in fear.

Once the lower half of my body was inside, I felt more …things wrapping around it. The mouth closed around my body and powerful muscles began to act. I was being drawn further inside. The tentacles holding my legs moved to pin my arms and wrap around my upper body. I was drawn further and further in. I was being swallowed and there was nothing I could do about it. The thing was just too strong.

I knew, intellectually, that this thing was not a danger to me. It had some kind of medical function but the animal part of my brain was screaming in terror. I cried out as the lips of the mouth closed around my neck and rose up around my head. My cry was cut off as the wet flesh covered my mouth. I was drawn slowly further and further in. How the fuck was I going to breathe?

I caught one last glimpse of the brightly lit room before the creatures mouth closed over my head and I was plunged into darkness. I could feel myself drawn further in. I was inside its throat and it was a tight fit! I was just about to gasp for air when something writhed next to my body and then forced its way into my mouth. It was a horrible feeling of invasion that made me feel like I was being …well,…raped. But then suddenly I did not feel the need to breathe. I could feel my lungs expand as air was pumped into them.

I was drawn deeper and deeper and then movement slowed. Was I in the thing’s stomach? I could feel things moving around me. Things that left like a mix of large wet strong tentacles and tongues and other things and I did not want to guess at. All pressed tightly around me, all active and working. Something pushed its way into my anus and I could feel it moving up inside my colon. Something grabbed my cock and enveloped it in tight warm wet flesh. I felt a rush of arousal. My arms were bound my tentacles and lobes of flesh. My whole body was being massaged, probed, invaded, positioned, …but I wasn’t being digested!

Eventually the movements slowed. My body was held in a foetal position, wrapped in bonds of the creatures flesh. I had no pain, no discomfort even. Then I felt my fear and tension ebb away. I could sense …emotion. Something all around me was communicating …love. Love and care and compassion. I was being held in a loving embrace as I …became something new.

My mind was filled with a sense of peace and contentment. I accepted where I was and all was well. I drifted and I probably went to sleep for a while. When I slowly awoke I was still held in that tight, total and loving embrace of flesh. I started to lose track of time. I was so relaxed it became hard to tell when I had slept and when I had been awake. The feeling of being so totally and tightly embraced was gently arousing. Every so often the thing that held my cock would begin to massage it. In just a few minutes it would bring me to a powerful yet delightful orgasm. I would then relax once more.

I did not need to think. Thinking was hard work. I was enveloped in a womb of flesh that took care of my every need. I was being cared for so completely that I felt I could have stayed in the embrace of that fleshy womb forever. I had no cares, no worries, no pain. I felt only pleasure, warmth, comfort and the love exuding from everything around me.

I do not know how long I was inside the monster. No, not a monster. It was called Mother and that was a suitable name. Then, after who knows how long in my womb, I felt movement. My body was moving. It felt a little like when the thing had swallowed me. I was moving further down inside it. The pressure around me grew as waves of muscle contractions carried me down the tight but well lubricated fleshy tunnel. The waves grew stronger and my body was almost painfully squeezed down the last part of my journey. Then I was out! A sound almost like a wet pop accompanied me landing on a padded surface as fluid from inside the creature splashed around me. The tubes up my ass and down my throat pulled free and I gasped for air.

I lay on the floor, feeling incredibly weak. I felt a terrible sense of loss. I had been happy, totally happy, inside the womb of mother. Being ejected back into the real world was traumatic. Then hands took hold of me. Something soft was wrapped round me and I was lifted. I found myself lying on some kind of hospital gurney being wheeled through a passageway. I wanted to ask questions, but I was so tired I just fell asleep.


Chapter 20

Pony Time

I awoke feeling rather odd. I was lying in what felt like a room in the medical facility. I was not in a hospital bed but on a rather utilitarian padded examination table. Two people were looking down at me. One was Monica and the other was …Noefi. Both of them were dressed in the classic old English equestrian outfits that I had become used to at the estate.

A rush of returning memory hit me. Being inside mother had been a dream-like experience but a very powerful one. In all my life I had never known such restful peace and contentment. A part of me still ached to return to that all over warm and comforting embrace.

“How are you feeling, little pony boy?” asked Monica with a playfully wicked grin.

Pony boy? Of course, this had all been to make me into a pony. Or rather give me a tail. My hand went to my butt and I found …hair. Then the oddness I had been feeling coalesced into the realisation that I now had a tail. I could feel it! I rolled onto my stomach and put both baths behind me to feel it. It was real! Growing out of the base of my spine. I could move it too! What an extraordinary and wonderful feeling!

“It looks cute on you!” said Noefi, and she reached out to stroke it. When her fingers touched the flesh of the tail I felt a shiver.

“That feels nice!” I said.

“I’ll remember that when you are all harnessed up as my pony!” laughed Noefi.

“Speaking of harness,” interjected Monica, “You have had enough rest time. We need to get you ready. It’s time for our lord of the manor to give up his humanity.”

Under Monica and Noefi’s gentle insistence I got up and was led to an adjoining room where Tyella was waiting. She was dressed identically to Noefi and was stood by a table where all my pony tack was laid out. Hoof boots, body harness and bridle.

I reached for the hoof boots but Noefi slapped my hand away, “Ponies do not put on their own tack!” she said firmly, but then added a smile. It was clear she was enjoying this hugely.

With evident skill Noefi and Tyella steadily turned me into a pony. They started with the hoof boots. They fit perfectly, of course. Knee high, tight and very supportive. No heel and the appearance of a horse’s hoof. The ponygirls on the estate had moved in them very easily but I felt very unsteady, like I was falling forward.

“They take a little practice,” said Noefi, “We will make sure you get plenty of that!”

Next came the body harness. I was very familiar with the harnesses used on the ponygirls on the estate. I had even harnessed them and removed their harnesses when I helped out the trainers in looking after them. The harness for me looked a little different. I did not have breasts so the harness did not have to accommodate them. The result was more …functional looking, but also heavier. Attached to the sides and back of the harness were the cuffs that would be securing my upper arms and wrists. Once this thing was on me my freedom would be gone. For how long? I didn’t know.

Feeling the harness being fitted around my body felt …natural, even easy. I had spent days in a padded cell in a level of bondage way beyond what the pony harness was. And I had really enjoyed it. Looking back at my time in that cell was pleasant. I had enjoyed it.

The harness fitted around my body and was cinched tight. My arms were guided into position and the cuffs closed around my arms and wrists and I was helpless once again. Next was the bridle, the most symbolic part of the tack. If you wore a bridle, you were a pony. Moreover, you were a working pony, one with an owner, a trainer and subject to control and discipline.

The straps were fitted around my head and the bulging bit pushed into my mouth which I opened obediently. Once done I started to feel the effect of the bondage. It was much less about physical restriction and much more about symbolism. Being harnessed and bound as I was now made me feel like I had been transformed. Reins were connected to the rings at the end of the bit in my mouth and Noefi kept hold of them as if afraid I was going to make a run for it. The way, I am sure, someone would do who was dealing with an animal.

All three of the girls stopped speaking to me as if I were human. Indeed, they did not speak to me at all. Noefi pulled on my reins and led me out of the room with Tyella walking beside me. Monica trailed behind. I wondered if she chose that position so that she could watch my ass and tail move. I had to admit that if our positions were reversed then that would be the vantage point I would choose.

The mental image of Monica with a tail and harnessed up as my ponygirl kept me in a good mood as we walked through the station. The sound of my hoof boots on the hard station floor was very evocative of real hoof sounds.

We passed a few station staff as we walked, and they all broke into huge smiles as soon as they saw us. One girl, who I had never seen before, walked past us and I saw that like me, she had a pony’s tail. She had not been among the ponies at the estate, so I wondered what that was about. Was she due to join the fun later or maybe she just liked having a tail. I had not had mine for very long and I was loving it.

We reached the main entrance to the estate level and walked through into the artificial world of the old English country estate. We walked up the long path to the house and there waiting were several of the house mads and other servants. There were a couple of trainers too and I was surprised to see that one of them was Carosi! She had obviously been released from being a handcuffed maid and been given her old job back. Was this done because everything was reset? Noefi and Tyella were the ladies of the manor now. I was just a pony to be kept in a stall. Maybe it had been done because Monica wanted to see what happened when Carosi had authority over me. Would she want revenge?

Would any of the other submissive girls want revenge? …if not that, might they want some fun at my expense. As the newest pony that probably put me at the lowest point in the pecking order. The next few days might be great fun or a nightmare.

Noefi and Tyella greeted the staff with due politeness, almost as if they had never met them before. It was clear they were enjoying the roleplay. Noefi handed my reins to Carosi and then she, Monica and Tyella went into the main house. The maids and other staff followed them.

I was left alone with Carosi who said nothing and led me toward the stable block. Inside, there was a very obvious empty stall right in the middle of the gallery. Carosi led me into it and tied my reins to a ringbolt in the wall. I half expected her to just walk away but instead she picked up a brush and started brushing my tail.

Wow, that felt nice! Carosi was skilled at her job and for some reason my tail had turned out to be an erogenous zone! I wondered if that was intentional, then realised of course it was. Anything arousing aboard the station was always going to be by design.

The ponygirls in the neighbouring stalls were looking over the dividing walls at me. One of them I recognised, the other was new to me. That was surprising. Had they been adding ponies, or maybe rotating them, while I was away? Peggy has explained that the estate was going to be a permanent feature of the station. I guess the sight of a fresh pony meant that the place was now being run as much for the fun of the girls in the station as it was for my benefit.

Was this by design from the start or had Monica’s release of their emotional inhibitions released other things too. I just hoped there was still a place for poor little me in this new female dominated world. I looked around the stall and wondered if what was happening to me right then answered that question.

After Carosi finished with my tail she started stroking and massaging my bottom and thighs! Had she and the other trainers done this for the female ponies? I could not recall them doing so but then they might have done it while I wasn’t looking.

Whatever her reasons Carosi’s touch was exquisite. I found myself relaxing and mentally drifting while she worked on me. After a while I heard a voice outside the stall. Another trainer was looking in at us.

“Carosi, their ladyships want you to take the new pony boy out for basic cart training. They want to take him out tomorrow and expect him to have at least learnt the basics by then.” Then she walked away.

Carosi slapped me on the butt, “OK, new boy. It looks like duty calls.”

She untied my reins and led me out of stable block. The ponygirls were all at the front of their stall watching me go by. Peggy gave me a wink.

Outside Carosi tethered me to a ring on the outside wall and went to the storage area and return pulling a standard pony cart. She then untied my reins and led me to a position between the cart shafts. She lifted each of the flexibly mounted steel shafts and locked it to the mounting points on the sides of my harness’s waist belt. I and the cart became one unit. If I moved even a little, the cart would move with me.

Whip in hand she sat in the cart and took up my reins. I had been given some driving training and had driven all the ponygirls multiple times, so I had a good idea what to do. When she patted me on the bottom with the whip, made a clicking noise and said ‘walk on’ ..I walked forward. It took a small amount of effort to get the cart moving but after that it was not hard to keep up a steady pace.

I felt the gentle pressure on the reins to guide me, and I decided to be an obedient pony and allowed her to drive me out into the estate grounds. She drove me around for maybe half an hour, keeping to the open, manicured parts of the grounds. We went around flowerbeds and ponds at a sedate pace. Eventually she drove me to the more private woods and brought me to a stop in exactly the same place where I had driven many a ponygirl when I was lord of the manor. She climbed out of the cart and walked round to face me.

“Kneel!” she said, pulling down on my reins. I obeyed and knelt before her. I guessed my trainer was wanting to have some fun. I had expected her to lower her jodhpurs and push her sex into my face but instead she knelt before me herself, “There, that’s better,” she said, “I can see you face to face.”

That kind of made sense. In the hoof boots I stood a head taller than she did.

At first she just looked at me, then she reached out and ran her right hand over my chest, “You know what, Captain. When Monica told me that I had to go back to being a trainer, I resented it. I was loving being a handcuffed maid. I didn’t want it to stop, The other Synths, the other maids, they were envious. It kind of made me special. I was the maid you wanted to be utterly subjugated. That meant I really mattered to you.”

Oh! This felt quite awkward as I knelt and listened to Carosi pour her heart out. She was looking at me with such earnestness and …was that anguish?

My confusion must have shown on my face because she said, “You don’t get it, do you? All of us who have come into contact with you have fallen for you! I don’t know if Monica meant this to happen when she freed our emotions. Nonetheless you now live in a station filled with girls who all love you. Our love is not something that can change. It can grow stronger, that is all. We are all devoted to you. Your happiness and wellbeing is not just about us all having a purpose now, it is all that matters to us.

“But aside from our love, …we are all feeling lost and vulnerable and afraid. The reason is that none of us know how you feel about any of us! You haven’t told any of us that you love us. Maybe you told Peggy because you two were close for years, …I don’t know. We all want to think that you feel something for us in return. We need that! You don’t owe it to us. It’s not something we can demand of you, but we want it nonetheless, …we desperately need it!”

“Monica told us that you had stopped referring to us as Synths. That you talked as if we were real girls, …real people. Is that true?”

I nodded.

“Does that mean that is how you see us? …as real?”

I nodded again, very firmly.

She grinned and hugged her arms to herself as if nervous to ask the next question.

“Do you …feel anything …for any of us?”

Did I? I thought of all of them, all that they had done to me and all that I had done to them! I thought of Monica and Tyella and Noefi. I thought of the maids and the other ponies and the medics. Yes, I did feel ….I did care. I looked at Carosi. I had delighted by what I had done to her. Not sadistically but because, as Monica said, I was doing something that benefited her and helped her grow.

I nodded to Carosi. I wanted to explain, but the damn bit was in my mouth. I tried to get my hand far enough into view behind my back to point at my bit, so she would understand.

“You want to be able to talk?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Ponies aren’t allowed to talk!” she declared and grinned, even though I was sure I could see tears in her eyes.

I rolled my eyes at her.

“Oh! Insubordination!” she cried, “Rolling your eyes at a trainer!”

I sighed and gave her a look. She laughed and reached up to remove my bit. As soon as it was free she kissed me. It caught me by surprise. The fact of it, the speed of it and passion behind it took my breath away. Once I’d recovered, I returned it as enthusiastically as I could. Wow, all these girls were such fantastic kissers!

“Yes, I do feel,” I said, “I care. You all matter to me. Every one of you.”

She narrowed her eyes. I guessed she was hoping for more than that.

I continued, “But some of you are special. Monica is the genius who is pulling everyone’s strings. Mine most of all. Noefi and Tyella have cared for me so …intensely and compassionately. Peggy is family. She and I have been together a long time and now we get to explore that relationship in a whole new way…”

I could see the question in her face.

“And you are special, Carosi. I have been on a journey here, learning about the crazy feelings and needs that have lived inside me that I never knew. I made a connection with you because I helped you to go on your own journey. I was responsible for that, and it created a connection. I think of you when I am not with you. I wonder how you are doing. I loved seeing you each day in your maid’s outfit and handcuffs, struggling to polish furniture. With your torn skirt”

“That was your fault!” she laughed, “You tore my skirt when you fucked me. Didn’t you know? The other maids assumed you did it on purpose and that was how you wanted me to look. They thought it was part of my humiliation. So, each time I got a new uniform, the girls tore it!

I laughed. That was priceless. Monica had told me about my tearing her skirt but she clearly had not told Carosi or the other maids that I had done it by accident, “I’m sorry. I did not notice at the time that I had torn your skirt. But yes, I have feelings, Carosi. You matter to me. You matter to me a lot”

That prompted another kiss. A much longer and even more powerful one. Then I asked, “What happens now?”

“Now, my little pony..” she said, “I want to fuck you. Then I will drive you and train you and stop you moving like a tired old nag. You really do need a lot of work on your gait! Also, I will punish you because you talked. You are a bad pony!”

With that last, she pushed the bit back in place and secured it. Then she pushed me onto my back in the grass and removed her boots and jodhpurs “There now, ponyboy. Let’s give you a good run, shall we. Then I will whip that cute ass of yours.”

She settled herself on me. Then began playing with my cock, which, as usual, sprang to life at once. She eased my erect manhood into her and settled herself. Smiling down at me, she pushed herself into me, beginning a smooth gentle rhythm, “Relax my pony. We have all day, …and all night. Your training has only just begun!”


Author’s Note

This ends the first instalment of Bondage Station. I intend to return to Elysium in the near future to write a sequel.
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