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Prolog:

The Gods never wanted to be worshiped.  That was so demeaning.  Even if they were responsible for lifting the earthlings up to sapience. To them uplift was community beautification. Also, they were a tad lonely.  They had been the only sapient beings around for so long, they wanted company that wasn't a cousin. And now there were pests in the garden.  They also never wanted to be pest exterminators.  They could walk away but were loathe to desert their almost children.   If they walked away the pests would likely destroy the earthlings.  

If they just continued defending the earthlings, they would never advance.  A congress of the peoples discussed solutions.  The solution they found was part scam and part technology.  The scam part originated with Loki, of course.  He was the original out-of-the-box thinker.

Loki invented a new God to replace them.  A God of love and acceptance.  One who didn't actually show up on Earth and hurl lightning.  One who was never seen but demanded worship.  All that was needed were true believers to spread the word.  Jehovah was Loki's finest creation.  Athena, Coyote, and several others helped make the final model. Of course the committee had a tough sell before the Congress agreed to it.

The debate was heated.  Everyone agreed that the tried and true, tough love approach just wasn't working. It was clear thunderbolts and earthquakes were just too memorable. But few believed a God based on namby-pamby tolerance and love would fly.  No one else had a more reasonable approach, though, so a multi-year trial was approved.  It worked.  

Jehovah was a smashing success. Soon no one on Earth except historians ever mentioned all the old pantheons. Now the former Gods and Goddesses could go back to being Thal and focus on minding their own gardens. 

The Congress readily accepted the technology part.  It was straight forward technology and didn't trample on anyone's beliefs. Vulcan's team devised a way to limit dimensional travel from Drak to Earth to only one or two transports per lunar cycle.  

We call the Draks werewolves.  Now so seldom seen we regard them as myth.  Shapeshifting, vicious, quick breeding, and dimensional travelers.  Drak have no grasp of technology and are tribal nomads. Their threat lies in their rapid breeding rate and their interdimensional shifting ability. The Thal blocked the main dimensional paths so only a few Draks reach Earth now and are easy to deal with.


Chapter 1 : Enemies

Archana and Leelavathi were allies, not friends but they shared many goals.

"Have you persuaded your husband to move?"

"Archana, he is like a rock on edge. I can move him, but no one can tell which way he will fall."

"He must see our position is righteous. Our sisters in Olympus have been enslaved far too long. They must be freed. We are as important as males everywhere else in the universe."

"He does, but he also believes we should not meddle in another realm's policies. Besides, he thinks the Olympians are powerful. He does not think any other realm alone could prevail in a contest."

"But could we not find allies in other realms?"

"We have discussed this many times. He does not think so. Asgard is a strong partner with Olympus and would back them. Kush suffers under several powerful political factions and their beliefs are close to Olympus. The Aztecs and Incas have nothing in common with us. The followers of RA are too weak to matter. The Orientals pride themselves in their inscrutability.  My husband does not know what they will do. But they are not bold enough to strike at a powerful enemy in any case."

"Then we must either divide our enemy or look outside our realms to find aid. Maybe both. I have an idea where to look, but I need to do some more work."

"Where will you look for aid."

"In the most unlikely place. I will not speculate now. I will work on the plan and talk to you in a short while if it is workable."

...

Alice Henderson was fifty five years old. Her daughter, Julie, was thirty. Alice was often taken for Julie's sister. There was no perceptible difference in their ages. Actually, there was no difference in their physical ages. Alice stopped aging when she was thirty. Olympus took promising women when they were thirty give or take a year or two. When they arrived in Olympus their aging process was stopped. The Olympians had learned how to teach a person's body how to repair itself. They could still die from violence or accident, but their body would not wear out. They took Alice  when she was thirty.   She spent five years in Olympus and returned to Earth pregnant with Julie.

Alice received a Ph.D level education in mathematics and geology while in Olympus. Their educational methods were quite effective and erotic.

Alice taught mathematics at an upstate New York college.  She played the cello in a regional orchestra and volunteered at a crisis hotline.

The Olympians returned Alice with all the paperwork to slip back into American society.  She had received her education at a prestigious university.   They provided her with ample funds and documents to prove her bona fides.  The Olympians agents on Earth provided covers, intervene when necessary and provide communication links. They gave Alice a way to communicate and, of course, her former master was always aware of her. When Julie had turned thirty, Alice had told Olympia she was a good candidate. They took her and her disappearance was smoothed over.

ALICE

I worked on the crisis line most Saturdays in the evening. I had learned to be a good listener and had likely saved several suicidal people. Most of them were young women or teenage boys. A few were older people who had lost a loved one or had some other personal tragedy. It had been a slow evening when I received a call from a young woman. She was crying so much I had difficulty understanding her. I  kept my voice slow and calm, trying to soothe the distraught girl. Soon she became coherent. She related a common tale. A runaway from an alcoholic, abusive mother. Her father had abandoned them when she was quite young. When she ran away a young man, Ramon, who was kind to her. He gave her a place to stay and helped her find work as a waitress. It wasn't long before he got her hooked on heroin and forced her to start turning tricks to pay for her habit. Of course he was her supplier and wanted sexual favors besides to her money. Within a year he was her pimp. She made a lot more money as a whore than a waitress, but she never saw any of it. He forced her to live with him. He got rid of all her friends and dictated her clothing, hair, food. He controlled every aspect of her life. She called because she was afraid she had overdosed and was feeling terrible.

I got her address and called 911.

The following day I talked to the EMTs and learned the girl's name was Anne Carlyle. Anne was in the hospital and visited I her on Sunday. Anne was incoherent and the Doctor said it was a close one but she would recover. He had also found many old scars and healed fractures. Anne had been beaten several times. He had reported the abuse to the police and a detective had interviewed her. Anne had not cooperated. She was terrified of Ramon and his gang. He said she would be released next Sunday.  

I went back to the hospital every day after classes.  Anne recovered and told me she wanted to leave town.  She had relatives in Cleveland she could stay with. 

I arranged for Anne to stay in a safe house run by the crisis line. I went to the hospital on Sunday, prepared to take her to the safe house.  She wasn't there.  She had left the night before in the company of several young men. I drove around the hospital and went to Anne's address, but found nothing.

I was afraid Ramon would hurt or kill Anne, so I called the police. They were not helpful. Anne had to be missing for 24 hours before they would start looking for her. I fumed and fretted, but there was nothing else I could do. Well, there was one thing, but I had to be certain before calling for that help.

The next day, after getting home from a late class the phone rang. It was Anne. She was sobbing. Through her sobs she said Ramon had taken her from the hospital. Ramon and his gang had beaten and raped her for hours. They all got drunk while gang banging her. She was able to escape after they had fallen asleep.

I agreed to meet Anne on a well-traveled street corner in 30 minutes. I got there on time and saw Anne waiting for me. I stopped and Anne flew into the car followed by two young, swarthy young men. One shoved a gun in my face and held a chemical soaked rag over my nose and mouth. Everything went black.

I woke groggy.  My head hurt.  I remembered two men grabbing me.  I didn't open my eyes or make a sound.  I was laying face up on a bed.  My arms and feet tied well apart.  My clothes were gone.  I was well positioned for rape.  I guessed by the whole gang.  Well, it wouldn't be the first time, but I wouldn't like it.  I resolved to play nice and wait my chance to escape.  I wasn't in danger yet so I would keep my hole card.  I pulled on the ropes holding my arms taut.  They didn't budge,  But I heard a male voice say, "Boss, the good Samaritan’s awake."

Rats.  I wasn't ready.  My head still hurt.  Oh well.  I opened my eyes and saw a grubby young man looking me over and another, bigger one walking toward me.  Sure enough, tight ropes held my arms and legs spread eagled on a king size bed and there was a pillow under my ass.

The bigger one stood by the bed and looked me over for a long time.  He said, "You tried to take my chick away from me.  I don't like that."

"You're killing her.  You've broken her bones and hooked her on heroin.  She'll be dead in a month the way you're treating her.  She's not a dog.  She's a human being. She deserves better than you!"

"Pretty feisty lady, seeing your position.  Shut up unless I tell you to talk."

"I will not.  Let us go now, or you're going to be in more trouble than you can bear."

"Miguel take off your belt and whip this cunt into shape.  Start with her legs."  

The big guy took his belt off as Miguel followed orders.  They started hitting me with the leather straps.  Miguel concentrated on my thighs, one at a time.  The first stroke hit low on my left thigh the next a little higher.  The boss, Ramon, I guess, started on my stomach and the strokes marched toward my breasts. They had done this before and spaced the strokes out. The pain was intense.  I remembered my whippings in Olympus.  This was about as bad. I was able to stifle my screams for five strokes then I screamed loud and long.  Their smiles broadened as I began to scream.  I knew this whipping would cause me pain but no real harm.  I had experienced the whip before.  I just had to endure it and screaming helped me manage my pain.  Soon, I felt my belly warm from within.  The scald on my skin was making me horny.  I wanted them to stop whipping me and start fucking me.  I started to beg as well as scream. "Please, master.  I am just a girl.  Please fuck me.  I need you."  I repeated my litany over and over.  Ramon said, "enough, Miguel."

He gave me one last stroke across both my erect nipples.  It hurt more than all the others, but my scream was of pleasure not pain.  My climax had arrived and it was a big one.  When I became aware of my surroundings again I saw Ramon had dropped his pants and was mounting the bed.  

"Please master, fuck me hard."  I begged.

"You warm up well, Chiquita.  I'm going to send you to heaven again.

I saw his cock.  It was big and rigid.  I knew I was going to enjoy him.  His weight lay on me, squeezing me into the bed.  I liked it.  I always had liked being helpless under the weight of a lover. I felt his big cock probe around my sopping pussy and then it slid in, filling me.  The slippery friction of our sexual union was fantastic.  I hadn't been so hot or fucked so hard since Olympus.  He was not kind or considerate, but he was good.  He made me climax twice more before he came.  And I had a third one as his hot spend filled me. He left his cock in me while I recovered.

I felt him lift off me. "Thank you, master. That was wonderful."

"That's good, Chiquita.  The rest of my boys will keep you company now."

I should have been horrified, but I was happy.  I knew my girl parts would enjoy their use and they didn't wear out. "Thank you, master.  When will you come back?"

"Chiquita, you surprise me.  Would you like to be my girl?"

"Master, you are too hard on your girls.  I wouldn't last a month."

Miguel was next, then there were many more.  I lost track but I felt well fucked, maybe a dozen times.  I was in heaven.  Rough though these guys may be, they sure knew how to give a girl a good time. I was getting a little sore when the stream finally stopped.  

Miguel and someone else came in and untied me from the bed.  They tied my hands behind me and took me to a bare room.  Anne was already there, her hands tied behind her and also naked.  A long chain ran from a big ring on one wall.  The other end locked around Anne's neck.  They took me over to the chain and used a padlock to fasten it around my neck too. 

Anne had a terrified expression on her face.  She stuttered and cried. "Alice, they raped me over and over and now they're going to kill me.  They told me they were doing a snuff party and they would film it and make a lot of money from perverts who would buy it." 

"Anne, they're just scaring you.  Ramon seems to care for you.  Don't believe their bullshit."

"Oh, Alice, I'm so scared.  I saw them making an altar in the big room.  and I saw a camera.  I think they're serious.  What can we do?"

"First let's see if we can untie our hands. "  

We both stood up and backed together.  

"Let me see if I can untie your knot", I said.

I fumbled around and finally got the knot between my fingers.  It was a couple of simple overhand knots.  They were out of the reach of her fingers, but I had no trouble untying her.  Then she untied mine.  She was much faster since she could see the knots. 

"Now let's see if we can pull that ring off the wall.  Most of this is just sheetrock."  We both stood up and grabbed the chain near the wall and pulled.  It gave a little and I put my foot on the wall and pushed hard.  The ring lept off the wall and I almost fell over.

"Now let's see if we can sneak out of here. "

"But, we're naked.  Someone will see us."

"Anne, don't let that worry you now.  Just try not to let them see you."

We tiptoed over to the door.  It wasn't locked.  I turned the knob and pulled it open a crack.  I could see a bunch of the gang twenty feet away.  The room was bright and no one seemed to be watching the door.  

"They will see us when we step out of the room.  Do you know where an exit is?"

"The only one I know of is on the other side of the building, behind the gang."

Shit.  I looked around but there was nothing in the room except for us and the chain we wore.

"All we can do is wait for them to look away and try to sneak out."

I watched through the crack hoping something would distract them. 

Then I saw one of them start toward us.  I closed the door and said, "Quick, get behind the door and be quiet."

I took the chain in both hands and waited.  The door opened and the man walked in.  He stopped as soon as he saw we weren't in sight.  

I threw the chain over his head, my arms crossed.  The garrote wrapped around his neck and I pulled for all I was worth.  He crumpled before me and dragged me down.  I whispered to Anne, "Close the door."

I felt his pulse, he was gone.  I searched him and found a key ring.  I opened the locks holding the chain on our necks.  I stripped him and distributed his clothing between us.  I took his pants and undershirt.  Anne got his underpants and shirt.  His shoes were too big for both of us.  He had a switchblade in his pocket.  I took that and put it in his, now my, pants. 

"Now we have a little better chance.  When I open the door, walk casual.  Think, I belong here."  I looked at her long blond hair and thought 'whoops, a girl doesn't belong here.'  I cut two short pieces off the rope I was bound with.  "Here, tie up your hair.  a ponytail will do."  I tied mine up too.

"Remember, be casual. swagger.  I opened the door and walked out as if I owned the place, right into Ramon's arms.  He grabbed me and yelled for help.  

They left me tied in a strict hogtie on the floor of the room and they dragged Anne out.  I had struggled but couldn't escape Ramon. We were both naked again and we both had a few more bruises.  I'll say this for Ramon, he's consistent.  Before the door closed I could hear him yelling to tie her tight and get the camera ready.  I had seen the altar and it looked like they were going to kill her on camera.  I only had one thing I could do and it was a doozy.


Chapter 2 :  Rescue

I prayed.  I thought hard of my need and formed a picture in my mind of Apollo, my personal God.  I strained so hard I thought I would pass out.  Then he was there with me.  I felt him flowing through my mind like a spring wind.  Cool. refreshing, and so alive.  I opened my eyes and saw his huge, golden form looking at me.  He waved at me as he turned to the door.  My ropes fell away and I heard him say, "Wait."

The door in front of him vanished and I could see the gang standing around Anne's tied body on their altar.  As Apollo strode forward the men surrounding Anne stopped and looked at him.  Then they all vanished, like the door, like soap bubbles dissolving in the air.  Apollo picked up Anne's body and I saw her ropes fall off her.  The altar and camera vanished too.  It was like everything but Anne and I had never been.  He carried Anne as if she was weightless. He lowered an arm and lifted me to my feet.

"Time to go home, Alice."

We were standing in a courtyard.  The air was so clean and fresh, I knew it was Olympus.  He handed Anne's limp body to a man I didn't know and said, "She was so terrified I just put her to sleep.  She will be healed here."

"I know, Master.  What happened to the gang?"

"I sent them to Hephaestus with quite different instructions.  We have procedures to deal with criminals and enemies.  They will also be healed and will become useful members of society.  There will be punishment for a time, humane but more severe than you can imagine.  You will not recognize them.  Their treatment and Anne's will be complete tomorrow and I'll take you and Anne to see them.  Now let's go get you dressed."

I knew what that meant.  All women here were slaves.  Olympian men  kept their women naked and chained.  I knew I should object, but it was right, here, and I liked it.  Perhaps it was the continual arousal I felt.  All women here felt it when a man was near.  Perhaps our nudity and helplessness went arm and arm with sexual readiness.  I just knew I was always ready for a good fuck when awake here.  But there was more.  Here, even in chains, I was so much freer than on Earth.  There I was caught in a web of obligations.  I had to manage my appearance, clothing, shoes, exercise, family, work. Then there were government licenses, permits, fees, taxes and a myriad of other obligations.  Then when all the official shit was taken are of there were lines for everything.   And traffic and angry people all around.  Here there was none of that.  All I had to do here was obey my master and do all I could to please him.  With the controls on me I couldn't get into trouble. Of course I had more and better sex than I could imagine. I wanted him to lock me up tight and take me to bed ASAP.

He transported us to his "fitting room." There was a wall with all manner of slave chains hanging on hooks.  The Olympian slave fittings were light, strong and magical.  Oh, I knew it was just advanced technology, but I had no idea how they worked, so 'magic.'  I selected a set of gold leg irons.  I held an anklet to my leg and it closed around my limb and snuggled into a firm grasp.  The same for its mate.  Now my ankles wore snug anklets and could only move a little more than a foot apart.  I put a bracelet on each wrist.  They weren't joined by a chain like the anklets, but each had a sturdy staple on the inside of the wrist.  One of the magic gold rings hung from the staple.  Finally, I took a gold collar off the wall. I held it out to Apollo.  "Master, would you collar me, please?"

He took the collar from me. "Submit, Alice."

I knelt in front of him and clasped my hands behind me.  "Master, I am Alice, your slave. I am your property forever and will obey you completely in all things. Command me Master. May I service you as a sign of my submission?”

"Service me now."

I lowered my head to his crotch and lowered his zipper with my teeth.  I worked for minutes to free his semi-rigid cock.  When free I licked and kissed its tip.  When it was erect I took it in my mouth and sucked.  My head bobbed in and out as I made the ultimate sexual submission a girl can give a man.  

He stopped me before he climaxed and said, "Alice, you are now my property. I will keep you safe and cherish you. When I discipline you, or pleasure you, it will be from love. I will treat you as a rare and valuable treasure, and you will always wear my chains." He placed the two halves of the collar around my neck.   They snapped together and the now complete collar snuggled into a perfect fit. "Stand."

I stood up with as much grace as I could command.  He took a black jewelry box off a shelf and said, "Look up."  I knew what was my last and final bond.  He was going to put a nose ring on me.  I had lain awake nights remembering the implacable grip the nose ring I had once worn held over me.  I had feared and loved the total control this magic ring levied on me.  Yet when I wore it I was proud of my submission to these powerful beings.  They looked like men, but they were not men.  Supermen or Gods, I didn't know. But they aroused me and made me weak in my knees just by being there.  All the men were as strong as Hercules.  They could read minds, teleport, shift between dimensions.  I was told they could control the weather and smite their enemies with lightning.  I believed it all and I worshiped them.  I wanted him in me so much.  I felt the wonderful agony of lust.  I already had a grommet in place from my previous time here. I wanted his ring. I wanted to make the ultimate submission to my master.

He took out the two halves of the control ring and held it to my shining face and I felt it snap together through my flesh.  Now I was completely his slave.  "Master, please take me.  Taste your slave, I beg you."

"He laughed and wrapped me in his arms.  He locked my wrists together and I knew he would love me. He kissed me and I knew heaven.  When I opened my eyes we were in his bedroom and he threw me onto the bed.  

My desire was huge. It was almost physical.  I writhed in my chains.  I needed to have a man in me.  I needed a hard fuck.  My pussy was sopping.  I could feel my love juices running down my leg.  I moaned and it turned into a scream of pleasure as his fingers stroked my pussy. I screamed and pleaded for him to fuck me over and over.  I was in desperate need and knew I would die then his body descended on mine.  Held immobile and  helpless by gravity. I loved the feeling of helplessness and knew I was under his total control.  I felt his huge cock plunge into my sopping cunt.  It was a fitting climax to a surprising and wonderful set of events.  He took me to heaven with two strokes of this cock.  I climaxed again and again as he pumped me up.  Finally, I felt him come in me.  His hot seed flowed into me like a geyser.  I  climaxed my final time.  It was overwhelming.  It was glorious .  I fainted.  

When I awoke, I was empty and alone.   I sat up and found a chain fastened my collar to a ring in the floor.  Oh well.  I didn't have to be anywhere anymore.  I lay back on the bed and awaited my master's pleasure.  I hoped. I felt drained and happy. I was content to be a slave again.  I thought back to my first life here.

When my master left me it was like the whole world became cold and dark.  I remembered my depression when I had returned to Earth.  No one or nothing interested me for weeks.  I had gotten over it but for a while I was close to suicide.  I longed for my master so much.  Luckily, I would see him almost every day now and that was enough to put a spring in my step and a song in my heart.  I could never leave here again.

He appeared with another slave.  She was carrying a tray of food.  I was famished and my mouth started drooling like one of Pavlov's dogs.  How long had it been since I ate?  With Apollo's arrival came my lust.  I don't know what it was.  I doubt it was pheromones because I became aroused as soon as he appeared.  I didn't smell his masculine scent until later.

He released me from the chain and kissed me hard.  I wanted so much more, but I waited.  He said, "Kneel."

I knelt beside the bed, facing him.  I wanted to suck his cock more than I wanted food, but I knew to wait for orders.  He took a bowl off the tray and put it on the floor in front of me.  The aroma was amazing and it swamped my lust.  I was salivating like crazy.  

"Eat." 

I bent forward and started gobbling the delicious dish.  He set a bowl of water beside the food dish.  I sucked up some water every few bites.  When I finished there was quite a bit of food on my nose ring and my chin.  He took a cloth from the tray and wiped me clean.   He put the bowls back on the tray.  He thanked the slave and she vanished.

"Stand.  Talk to Anne.  I will see you shortly."

I rose and was in Anne's room and I felt my arousal drain away.  It is a comfortable room with a window onto a large garden  It has a bed and mirror, but nothing else.  The floor looks like tile, but it is soft and warm.  Anne is naked and wears chains and a nose ring like mine.  Both our hands are locked behind us.  She is beautiful.  It was an incredible transformation for the terrified, scarred, bedraggled waif Apollo had rescued from Ramon and his gang.  I never saw her as beautiful before.  I think the Olympian healers made some improvements.  She looked like a model with a lovely face, full lips and bedroom eyes.  I could still see it was Anne, but better.  Her breasts were large, firm, and erect.  She had a slim waist and full hips.  Her legs were long and shapely.  

All I could say was, "God, Anne, you're beautiful.  Did you always look like this?"

She smiled. "Alice, I never looked this good on my best day.  And I feel wonderful.  They chained you too?  What's going on?  I'm angry, amazed, and scared all at once."

"OK."  The words flowed out of me in a rush. "First, we are safe.  Ramon can never hurt us again. When Ramon took you out to make you a sacrifice, I called for help.  I was once a slave to a godlike man.  His people live in a place they call Olympus.  It’s not on Earth.  He freed me and put me back on Earth.  In great need I could call him mentally and ask to come back.  I called and he came.  He saw what they were doing, rescued us and brought Ramon and his gang back for punishment.  OK, I know it’s a lot to swallow, but we're safe and I enjoyed being a slave here.  You don't have a choice right now, so enjoy the experience."  

"But why do they want to enslave us.  Do they do this to everyone they help?"

"Anne, in Olympus, every woman is a slave.  The women, long ago, did something vile and heinous.  Never again.  The men took away all their powers and enslaved the lot of them.  Apollo once told me that all the men can read minds.  They can see the duplicity, deviousness, and cunning women have so much of.  The men will love and care for us, but they will never trust us.  It’s not as bad as you might think.  I loved my life here."

Apollo appeared in the room.  Anne jumped. Lust filled my mind and I could see the sudden desire spread across her face too. 

He smiled and said, "You will become used to sudden appearances and disappearances.  I trust Alice has explained why you are both restrained. You and all the women here are slaves and property.  Men are your masters and owners.  We have a duty to care for you and we work hard to meet that duty.   Do not expect to make many decisions.  Your opinions are meaningful only to yourself.  You will obey every man and the women I place over you.  If you are obedient you will find life here more pleasant than on Earth. When you receive an order acknowledge it verbally and always refer to men as Master. I prefer a relaxed protocol so I don't expect anything more than respect and obedience.  Is that clear?"

"Yes, Master," we both said.

"Good.  Are you curious about the fate of Ramon and his gang?"

"Of course, Master."

We were in a long featureless room.  There were no doors or windows.  Teleport only, in or out.  There were ten women in the room.  They were naked and chained like Anne and I, all in gold.  They were chained to a wall. Their chains were four feet long. They were far enough apart they couldn't touch each other. They stood up and walked in unison to the end of their chains.  I realized Apollo was controlling them.  They were silent.

The women were all pretty and short. None of them were over five feet tall.  Their bodies were well proportioned and slender, save for their breasts.  All were at least a 'D' cup.  They were all brunettes.

Apollo said, "these girls used to be Ramon and his gang members.  I decided to let them see the world from the other side.  They all remember who they once were and their deeds on Earth.  They are all slaves now.  I haven't decided yet what other punishment they should receive.  It may range from nothing else to serious and prolonged pain and humiliation. A large part of their punishment will be to remember what they lost and what they did to deserve that  loss. We have renamed them in such a way that you and they can tell them apart.  Their new names are on their tags."

"Anne, you don't know how Olympus operates yet.  All the women here have duties and responsibilities.  The golds, that is, Earth women also have important jobs and will eventually return to Earth.  Today you will receive some education.   Tomorrow your job will be to learn these women and recommend their punishments.  Alice will see to your education."

Alice and I were back in Apollo's home in a hall.  Once again I could feel my lust drain out of me.  My pang of lost arousal was like a slap in the face.  I saw Alice's face go pale too.  

We entered a long, narrow room with ten doors along a wall.  The facing wall had paintings on it.  There were small lights above each door.  Three of them were glowing red.  She went to one with a dark light and opened the door.  Inside was a massive chair, padded.    Rising out of the seat was a huge penis, black with ribs.  I stopped in my tracks.  I wasn't going near that thing.  It would split me in two.

"Alice, this isn't for a girl.  That thing is big enough for a horse."

"Actually, this is an exact replica of your master's member.   We are  quite adaptive.  All the girls here use these.  You will love it.  We all do.  Now, master wants you to get the basic introduction to life here course.  It will only need a half hour."

"All right." She raised her voice and said "New slavegirl. Name: Anne Carlyle. Origin: Earth, United States, New York.  Language: English, Upper middle class. Subject: Slavegirl Introduction."

A voice said, "Instruction will be complete in twenty five minutes. Please be seated. "Alice picked up a jar  and held it out to me.  "here is some lubricant.  Would you like me to help?"

"No, I...I can do it."  I scooped out some.  It had an aroma of lavender.  Nudity makes things like this convenient, I guess. I was embarrassed to do this in front of another.  Her nonchalant attitude helped.  It made this seem like nothing more than touching up my lipstick in a public restroom. I rubbed it into my pussy and stopped, suddenly shy.

"Don't worry.  We've all done it.  Girls who've done it a few times can't jump onto master's prick fast enough.  Just stand in front of the chair and lower yourself onto it."

I spread my legs and let myself down.  I felt the tip of the dildo touch my labia. I used my fingers to spread my lips and centered myself over the tip.  I let myself down and as soon as it touched my cunt lips I became aroused.  I was so hot. I sat down with a plop.  It felt so good. I saw Alice leave and close the door, but that didn't seem important.  The chair enfolded me in its grasp.  I felt wonderful.  It was like being held in master's arms while he used me.  I was suffused with lust.  I felt wispy tendrils of thought gliding in my head.   These were almost as good as my pulsing loins.  

I was taken to wonderful heights of pleasure.  I was played like a violin.  I climaxed repeatedly but didn't get tired or sore.  It was like the chair was strumming my brain's pleasure center and my body was just along for the ride.  Finally, it wound down.  I was just sitting in a chair with a massive dildo in me.  I felt like I had just awakened from a good night's sleep. I used my arms to push me up.  The dildo exited with a plop.  I wondered about the lesson.  I felt great but didn't remember anything I didn't know before.    I saw Alice looking down at me.  "I feel great, but I don't remember anything."

You know all this now, but don't remember it.  I will ask you about what you learned to help you get it into focus.  OK?"

"All right.  

"Where are we?"

"Olympus."

Where is that?"

"I don't know."

What are the men?"

"They call themselves Thal."

"Tell me about the women here."

"All women are slaves.  None of us have any special powers. Women with silver rings were born here.  Women with gold rings are from Earth."

"What are your basic slave rules?"

"Don't use my hands to eat.  Don't use the furniture.  Obey. Hands behind me unless using them. Acknowledge commands verbally.  Kneel in master's presence. Do not speak without permission. Proper posture at all times. Cleanliness. Be respectful."

"Good. What education and training do silver women receive?"

Their  education is basic and about equal to high school in the U.S.  Slave training. No technical training.  Advanced training in arts and music."

"What education and training do gold women receive?"

"About equal to Ph.D in the U.S.  We all receive specialized training in a useful field.  Nothing technical.  Slave training."

What are Draks?"

"Draks are a sapient species that developed in a different dimension.  They are known on Earth as werewolves.  They are powerful and prey on Earth people.  They can shift between dimensions as Thal males can.  They are not intelligent and are regarded as pests by Thal.  They feed on other species, such as Earthlings. Their scent does not affect Thal."

"What will happen to you?"

"I have a master who I will serve.  I will receive more education and training in fields that my master is in charge of.  I will have children by my master.  Any boy I have will become a Thal master and have full Thal powers.  The fate of any female child I bear will be determined by the one choice I am allowed to make.  If I stay here, she will become a gold.  If I choose to return to Earth, she will go with me and become a normal Earth girl.  If I return to Earth, after the child is grown, I will be able to return here as a gold if I so choose."

"Why are golds sent back to Earth?"

" The minor reason is population control.  Population here is stable and closely watched.  The major reason is to improve the gene pool on Earth by adding Olympian genes."

"If you take a girl child back to Earth, what will happen to her?"

"She will receive priority on the Selections evaluation. She will probably be brought here when she is thirty or so, unless she develops some strong nexus on Earth."

"Would you want such a fate to befall your daughter?"

"I don't know. I've only been here a day. This seems to be a much richer environment. I hope the status of women will improve over time. "

"How long will you live?"

"Barring accidents, suicide, or homicide, I should live over 2000 years."

What about silver women?"

"Pure slaves.  They will always be tightly controlled and they will not bear young."

"Why?"

"Long ago, women of Thal were free and had the same powers as men.  A large group of them conspired with Draks to kill many Thal men and take control of Thale.  They were defeated and the men took away their powers and enslaved them. The institution of female slavery has worked well for Thal men. Their ability to read minds has convinced them that all women cannot be trusted. It appears to be a genetic survival mechanism for women to seek more power. For themselves and especially their offspring. Thal policy is to love all women and give them rich, fulfilling lives. And keep them scientifically ignorant, mentally powerless, and physically restrained. Silvers can have administrative and artistic careers, but no technical knowledge is permitted them."

"See, you learned quite a lot in less than 30 minutes. Hold out your hand."  I did and she held a what looked like a gold playing die up so I could see it.  It had a ring sticking out of it.  She took my wrist in her other hand and held the die beside the gold ring hanging on my cuff.  The ring stretched out and enclosed the ring on the die.  Then I was wearing the die like a charm on my bracelet. 

"What's this?"

"It’s for your interviews with the ten new girls.  It will make them answer your questions truthfully and it keeps your conversations private.  No one else more than four feet away will hear your words.  I'm told it slows down the pressure waves made by speech."

"Wow.  Will it make everyone tell the truth?"

"All women."

"Do you have to tell me the truth, too?"

"Anne, I have always told you the truth.  Why would I lie?"

"Oh.  Yeah.  I don't know.  It’s just... Everything here is so weird, I don't trust my eyes or ears anymore."

"You'll adapt pretty soon.  I think I was confused for a month when I first came here.  I thought I was on a movie set for Rome or Greece when I got here.  The streets and buildings seem ancient.  But the technology is like magic.  Teleportation and magic devices like the one I just gave you. Then I noticed nothing ever got dirty or broke or even worn.  Everyone from the rulers down to the lowest slave are beautiful and healthy.  Even the collars and rings that keep us restrained are almost sentient.  The men here know so much more than Earth about how the universe works and can control it.  And the sex.  You haven't experienced it yet but the sex is magnificent."

"Well, I hope I get to that part quick.  I haven't had anyone I wanted inside me since...since ever.  I have always been forced to spread my legs. That teaching chair I just got off of was the best sex in my whole life."

"That's over.  You are going to have the a new 'best sex of your life.'  Tonight!" 

"Boy, I'm excited and scared, both.  How do I do these interviews?"

"The route's been given to you.  Just think about the interviews and start walking.  Your mind will guide you. If you stray off route your nose ring will buzz.  If you keep going it will shock you.  Extremely unpleasant, but you'll test it.  We all do. Once.  When you get to the right building you'll see a circle on the floor.  Stand in it and say 'Ramira.'  You'll be put in the room. You won't need notes.  Apollo can read your mind like a book.  Think about their punishment.  When you are done, go back to the circle on the floor and say 'Outside.'  Your return route is also programmed for you. OK?"

"I've got it.  Follow my nose, Ramira, Outside, Follow my nose.   You're right.  I will test it.  I'm going to hate walking on a public street like this."

"Oops, I almost forgot.  Stand up and put your hands behind you."  

I did and she locked my hands together.  "Why?"

"Women have to be secured when we're outside, unescorted.  Don't worry.  All the unescorted women you will see will be fixed just like you and all the escorted ones will be leashed."

She showed me a thin chain.  It was several feet long, gold, and had a ring on each end. "This is a slave leash.  Just press one end to a gold ring on a slave.  Nose, collar, or any other and they will join.  You may need it with the new girls." She pressed it into my hand.


Chapter 3 : Ramira

I must have drunk too much. My head doesn't hurt. What happened?  I couldn't remember getting in bed. White sheets. My bed has red sheets.  Where am I.  I looked around.  This wasn't my place.  The walls are all pinkish.  Mine have cool posters.  I need to get up and see what the fuck is going on.  My arms won't move.  I'm tied down somehow.  I try to kick the covers off.  My feet don't move either.  I don't feel any ropes though.  It’s as if my arms and legs aren't listening to my brain. Was I in an accident?  No, nothing hurts.  I feel better than I have in a long time.  I can feel the covers against my hands and feet.  I have feeling.  They just don't respond.  I licked my lips.  Hey, my mouth and tongue work!  I call out, "Hey.  Anyone there?"  I heard my voice, but it wasn't my voice. I must be sick.  I sounded like a chick.

I heard a chick talk to me.  I didn't see her. Maybe I was on a tv.  She said, "Good morning.  You are in a treatment facility in Olympus. You have been judged guilty of criminal acts.  You are sentenced to one year of penal servitude.  Your physical parameters have been adjusted and your year has commenced.  Do you have anything to say?"

"Wait a minute.  I don't remember a trial.  How long have I been out?"

That distant voice spoke, "You have been unconscious for eighteen hours.  A trial was not necessary.  The evidence was read from your memories.  It was verified by the memories of your companions. Your sentence imposed twelve hours ago.  Do you have any further questions or comments?"

I though frantically.  This wasn't right.  I needed my lawyer.  I always got off before and sometimes I even cut a deal.  "I want my lawyer."

"Denied.  Lawyers are not available in Olympus."

"Well, what is this penal servitude.  Are you going to put me in prison?"

"No. You are going to perform valuable services for the community.  You are sentenced to public enslavement.  This means your physical parameters had to be adjusted to conform to enslavement requirements."

"I don't understand.  There ain't been any slaves here for a hundred years. And what do you mean my physical parameters have been adjusted?

"In Olympus slavery is normal, but only for women.  Your physical parameters have been adjusted to conform.  Look at the ceiling of your room."

I didn't understand what physical parameters meant.  I looked at the ceiling.  It shimmered and changed from solid white to a mirror.  I could see the bed and a head, but not mine.  I saw a raven haired chick looking at me. Then the sheet covering me vanished and I saw the body of a hot chick.  They were trying to trick me.  "That's not me.  You're playing some sick game.  That's just a picture."

The voice said, "No. That is your body after we adjusted your physical parameters.  I will release your arms.  Move them and explore your new reality."

A woman?  No! No! No!  They can't do this to me.  God made me a man.  I was strong.  Women obeyed my strength.  They couldn't take my strength, my manhood away! They couldn't.  It wasn't possible.  This was a trick.  I will be strong.  I will show them.

My arms were free.  I lifted my hands to my face.  Women's hands.  Small, long fingers.  They looked fragile and delicate.  I turned them over and saw someone had painted the long fingernails red.  Oh no!  Shit.  My arms were thin and I saw hardly any muscles.  I looked at the ceiling and saw a gorgeous black haired woman.  She had large, high, firm cones for breasts.  I ran my hands over the, my, breasts and was surprised how sensitive they were.   I had big, sensitive breasts.  

Had they taken my manhood too?  I ran my hands down, down to my groin.  It was gone.  Replaced by a slit.  Two lips over my tunnel.  It was even more sensitive than the breasts.  I ran my fingers over the strange folds of skin.  I remembered how powerful I had felt when I shoved my penis into a hot girl.  How I pinned her to the sheets with my stiff rod.  How good it felt to exert such control over a woman.  Now I wondered what they had felt when my prick had so dominated them. What would I feel if a man impaled me? 

No.  I will regain my manhood, my muscles, my strength.  I would once again be a force to be respected.  I needed to find out who had done this to me and force them to reverse it.  I felt wetness on my face and tears in my eyes.  I was crying.  Oh no. I can't cry.  I must be strong.  But they kept flowing.  I dried them with my fingers, but they kept coming.  I felt so defeated, so lost.    Whoever ran this place didn't understand.  I didn't want to hurt my girls.  I just needed them to respect me. Respect my strength.  Please forgive me.

Without any warning or sound two people appeared in the room.  The man was big.  He looked like Hercules.  Bulging muscles, seven feet tall, lean athlete's body.  Curly blond hair and well-trimmed beard.  The woman was medium height, red hair.   Naked except for shiny silver bands on her wrists, ankles, and neck.  Her ankles were joined by a foot of chain.  She pushed a small cart over beside my bed.  My arms went limp.  My head fell back on the bed.  I couldn't move a muscle.

She swabbed something wet inside my nostrils.  Then she inserted something into both of my nostrils and I felt a sharp pain.  My eyes watered but I didn't even jump.  Ste replaced the painful thing with something else in both nostrils.   I felt something squeezing and felt a click.  Then she pulled it out and the man went to the other side of the bed.  He opened a small, black box and took out two pieces and showed them to me.  They looked like two halves of a thick, gold ring.  He put them both to my nose and it looked like he inserted one through my nose and the other half snapped onto it.  He released it and I felt its heavy weight laying on my upper lip.

He backed away and the woman put gold bands shaped like hers on my neck and limbs.  I tried to shout, to protest, to run, but I couldn't move.  When she was finished, she and the tray vanished.  Just vanished, without a trace.

"Stand up." 

I stood up.  Rather, my body stood up. I had nothing to do with it.  My limbs moved at his command.  I stood straight, my eyes level with his chest.  He was dressed in a normal, casual, white, button down, short sleeve shirt and tan chinos. 

"Put your hands behind you.  Be silent."

My arms obeyed. and then I felt his control leave me.  My wrists were now locked behind me.

"What is your name?"

"Ramon."

"No longer.  You are a woman and your name are Ramira.  Say it."

"Ramira."

"Good.  You will address all men as 'Master."  All women here are slaves.  You will acknowledge any order verbally and you will obey every order.  Clear?"

I hated this.  He was huge and I was chained and much weaker than him.  I said, "Yes, Master." 

You will be punished for one week and then put to work.

I didn't say anything. 

"Close your eyes."

My eyes snapped shut, tight.  I didn't do it.  Shit.

"Open your eyes."  They opened and we were in a different, much longer room.  He took hold of my upper arm.  It was like being grabbed by a stone statue.  He marched me to one end of the room and picked up a chain laying on the floor.  He fastened it to the back of my collar and vanished.

I was alone in a large room with nine other chains waiting for the rest of my men, I guessed.  I took stock.  What a demotion.  From a young man with a glorious criminal career ahead of him to a naked slavegirl in a magical land.  Awaiting punishment.  Great. I felt sorry for myself and feared what my guys would say and think when they saw me again.  I sat against the wall and cried again.

I didn't have long to wait.  The big man came back with a strange girl.  She was fixed just like me.  He brought her over and locked her to the next chain.  As he got close I felt something.  A hotness in my belly.  I didn't recognize it, wait, yes.  It was like when I looked at my bitch.  Oh shit.  Was I feeling that for this guy?  No.  I'm no queer.  No, oh shit.  I'm a cunt now.  I must be getting hot for this monster.  No. No.

The girl looked at me and asked, "Who are you?"

"Ramon."  I had just gotten the word out when I felt a sharp pain in my nose.  Then again and again, until I said, "Ramira, I used to be Ramon."

"Ramon?  I used to be Jose.  I guess now I'm Josi.  Shit, boss.  What's happening?"

"I don't know.  I woke up here and found myself in a girl's body and a voice tells me I am now a slave and I'll be punished.  These guys are like gods.  Huge, powerful, and they can control my body like a puppet." 

Josi sat down and just sobbed quietly.  I was so helpless.  I wanted to tell him, no her, to shut up, but I knew I was close to tears too.  I told myself to 'man up' then I laughed hopelessly.  I couldn't be a man anymore.  I wouldn't be able to command the respect I once had.  I was so small now.  I was a cunt, a bitch.  They would make me their whore whenever they wanted.  I closed my eyes and wished I could die.  I cried.  I was so ashamed.  I was a fucking cunt, chained to a wall and crying.  I was crying.  Please God, make me die.

Soon the big guy was back with another one of my guys.  Now a girl.  Tonya.  Used to be Tomas.  Shit.  Soon all ten of us were in the room.  Every time he brought another one in I got the same funny feeling in my stomach.  The last time I got kind of woozy and I had some sort of spasm in my groin.  I hoped it wasn't what I feared.  We didn't talk much.  Most of them just sat against the wall and sobbed.  Fucking cunts.  Yeah, me too.  Shit.

After a long time a cunt appeared with a cart.  She put bowls of food and water on the floor in front of each of us.

"How we gonna eat this with no hands?"

She smiled. "Use your mouth.  We all eat the same way.  Women are not allowed to use our hands to eat.  Eat carefully or you'll get food stuck on your rings."  She pushed the cart over to a circle on the floor and vanished.  

I didn't care.  I was really hungry so I bent over the bowl.  She was right.  I got food stuck on that damned nose ring first bite.  I ignored it and ate.  I licked the bowl clean.  I had a lot of food hanging on my nose ring when I was done.  I rinsed it off in the water dish.  I got most of it but there was one stubborn bit.  I tried shaking my head.  That damned heavy ring swung good. All It did was bang into my face.  The food didn't budge.  Finally I bent my neck as far down as I could and rubbed the ring against my shoulder.  That worked.  The food stuck to my shoulder. Then I was able to rub it off on the wall.  Whew. Everything was so hard when I couldn't use my hands.  I went back and sat against the wall.  I waited.  I suppose slavegirls developed much patience.  I hated my helplessness, my impotence.  Soon all the girls were sitting against the wall.  No one spoke.  What good would it do?

The girl with the cart reappeared.  She collected our food bowls, refilled the water and left us each a pail with a lid.  All the modern conveniences a slavegirl needed, I guess.  I wanted my gun.  I wanted to smash someone with my fists.   I wanted my body and freedom back so I could do those things.  I sat there feeling really sorry for myself.  I felt tears running down my face.  I guess that's all I could do anymore.  Damn.

Then Anne appeared in the room.  Anne?  I didn't want her to see me like this.  Last time I saw her she was my bitch.  Now I was helpless. She had the power.  She could do anything to me and I couldn't raise a hand in defense.  I wanted to die.  She was as naked as we were.  She was collared and her ankles were chained like ours.  But her hands were free while ours were locked behind us.  What did she want?  Was she here to gloat?  Why is she chained too?  She went to the girl at the far end of the line and knelt in front of her.  They talked for a long time.  I couldn't hear anything they said. In the end they both stood up and Anne held her and kissed her on the cheek.  That cunt.  Oh yeah, I forgot.

She worked down the line toward me. I couldn't hear a word that was said.  She talked to all the girls.  When she was done they both would stand and Ann would hug and kiss them. No matter how close she got, I didn't hear anything.  Then she stood in front of me.  

She motioned me to come closer.  I shook my head.  If she wanted to be closer she could come to me.  She smiled sweetly and walked close to me.  She reached her hand close to my face and, unexpectedly, took hold of my nose ring and pulled.  Shit. That hurt.  I yelled ,"Stop that." She ignored me and kept pulling.  She opened her other hand and a thin chain fell out.  She took the end and somehow fastened it to my nose ring.  Then she slid her hand along it to hold the other end.

"This is your leash Ramon, or now Ramira, aren't you?  If you give me any trouble, I'll pull on it.  Like this."

She gave a sharp tug and pain flared into my head.

What could I do.  She held all the cards.  I had to play along until I could get free. "No, please, I'll do what you want.  Please?"  It hurt to beg her.  She was my bitch.  She had to show me respect. Or else...

"You know, that's the first time you have ever said 'Please' to me.  I like it. Now, I'm going to ask you some questions.  If you lie, I'll know it and cause you some more pain.  Pain like you used to give me when I was helpless. Stand up."

I was shamed.  I had to obey.  I didn't fight, how could I?  What was the use?  She pulled me forward until my chain came taut.

She tugged on my leash again.  Tears flowed down my cheeks. She lifted the leash, pulling my nose ring up until I was looking at the ceiling.  I was so weak, so helpless.  She could do anything she wanted to me.  I felt my nipples harden.  They ached.  What was happening to me?

"Slavegirls must verbally acknowledge their orders.  When I tell you to do something, you must say, 'Yes, Mistress.'"

She waited and I got it. "Yes, Mistress."

"Good.  You will be punished if you don't show proper respect.  You remember how you used pain to teach me to behave?"

"Yes, Mistress."  I was so ashamed.  But this was something I had learned long ago.  Give a cunt some pain and she will obey.  I was now a cunt.  Shit.

I felt her fingers grasp my nipple.  She held it firmly and twisted and pulled.  It felt ... good. Then she pinched it hard and a sharp pain flared and reached deep into my breast, like a hot needle. I screamed in pain. "Please, no," I begged.

"Kneel and remember your body can give you pleasure or pain.  Also remember, I decide which you will feel."

"Yes, Mistress."  I knelt.

"Spread your legs and thrust your breasts out.  Hold your head high. Be proud of your body.  You are the property of a man.  Display your assets proudly."

"Yes, Mistress."  I did as she ordered.  I hated this so much. But I realized with some surprise that I was proud of how I looked.  I was a hot chick. Besides, she was still holding my nose ring taut.  It wasn't my fault.

She knelt in front of me and let the leash fall loose, but it was still in her hand.

"Ramira, I'm going to ask you some questions.  You can't lie to me..  I know your whole life up to now has been filled with lies.  You won't believe me unless I show you.  I want you to tell me a lie. What color is my hair?"

Her hair was blond so I decided to say black, "Blond, Mistress. Hey, I tried to say 'black.'"

"Good. Now you know what I meant.  What are you Ramira?"

"Mistress, I am a woman."

"True, what else?"

"Mistress I am a slave."

"And?"

"Mistress, I am chained and helpless."

"And how do you feel?"

"Mistress, I am ashamed of my weakness."

"Ramira, you will never be stronger than you are today.  You are forevermore a helpless slavegirl.  You must adapt to a new reality.  Everything about you will be determined by your master.   Tell me about Ramon."

"Mistress, Ramon was strong and respected by everyone."

"I thought Ramon was feared, not respected."

"Mistress, In Ramon's world, fear meant respect.  No one was respected unless they were feared."

"Tell me what you did to earn that fear."

The questions went on for two hours.  At last she finished. 

"Ramira. Stand up."

"Yes, Mistress." I stood up. She dropped my leash.  It fell between my breasts.  My breasts!  She slapped me hard across the face.  I jumped back.  My ankle chain tripped me and I fell on my ass.  

"That was for trying to kill me for a movie." She walked to the circle and vanished.


Chapter 4 : Anne and Ramira

It felt good to slap the silly bitch.  I had suffered so much at her hands when she was Ramon.  I was glad Apollo had assigned me to interview the 'gang.'  The tools he had given me were superb.  Knowing that they had to be truthful lent their stories credibility.  

Ramon had been the physical and mental leader of them.  Seven of them were simple farm boys from Guatemala who followed orders and examples.  They sent half their money home to their families every month.  They all lived together in a big empty house the gang owned.  Miguel and Jose had been Ramon's wingmen but they didn't do anything unless Ramon ordered it.  Ramon had all the contacts to buy and sell the drugs.  The gang were just there to lend muscle when needed.  All but Ramira were sorry for what they had done and I completely forgave them.  Ramira was another story.  She was as morally repugnant as Ramon had ever been.  If our positions were reversed she would be savage with me.

When I was teleported out of the room, I wound up outside.  I started walking home when I remembered my hands were free.  I put them behind me and they locked.  I was helpless again but I felt safe.  Safer than I ever had at home on Earth. On Earth no one cared about me.  Anyone could accost me and do evil and the chance that someone else would help me were small.  Here I belonged to a God who watched over me.  

I didn't have to think about my route,  I was on automatic and its unseen hand guided my steps.  I thought about Ramira.  She was a feral animal.  She would try to hurt people to her advantage.  I know Apollo would not allow that.  But unless she can be civilized, she'll stay in a cage for everyone's wellbeing.  As I walked, I thought about how enjoyable it would be to tame her.  Once I got past the anticipated pleasure, I started to consider methods.  I could use both pain and pleasure to encourage good behavior.  I needed to change her ferocity to timidity, her anger to love, and her rebellion to obedience.  I needed to convince Apollo I was the one to do that.

When I got home I walked up to the side door I was told to use.  It opened automatically and when it closed behind me my hands unlocked.  That was convenient.  I said to the house, "Where is Alice?"

A woman's voice said, "Alice is in the exercise room.  Do you know how to get there?"

"No."

A glowing green dot appeared in front of me. "Follow the guide."  It moved away and I followed it.  It was a good thing I did. Apollo has a big, twisty house.  The glowing dot led me to a door.  I opened it and the dot vanished.  Alice was alone doing what looked like an excellent belly dance.  Indian music with a strong drum beat was playing.  She had put a noisy, glittering belt of coins around her waist.  I watched her closely.  She had great control of her belly and pectoral muscles.  I saw her shift her breasts up, left, right, and down in time to the music.  Her ankle chains didn't hinder her at all since she only took tiny steps.  When she finished her skin was shiny with perspiration.  It looked like a great workout.  I clapped in appreciation.  She smiled and did a little bow.  Obviously a curtsey was impossible.

"Wow Alice, I mean Alice.  I didn't know you knew how to do that.  And you looked like a pro.  Have you been doing it long?"

"About two hours."

I shook my head in negation, "No way.  You don't get that good in two hours."

"Here, you do.  I took a thirty minute session on belly dance in the chair and I've been practicing since then.  Do you want to learn?"

"You bet.  I want to do what I just saw you do.  Can I do it now?"

"Sure, if a chair's free.  Let's go see." She took off the coin belt and tossed it into a cupboard.

She took my hand and led me to the learning center.

A chair was free so in an instant my pussy was filled and I was feeling great. When it was over I pushed myself off the big dildo with a plop and stood a little shaky beside the chair.  Alice opened the door and asked, "Ready to dance, girl?"

"I can't wait.  Show me how?"

"Of course.  Let's go." She took my hand again and led me back to the exercise room. She handed me a belt and put one on.  I looked at it in a kind of wonder.

"What's the matter.  You look worried."

"No, not worried.  Curious. This is the only bit of anything  wearable I've seen here.  Is it OK to wear it?  I mean, if women are forbidden clothing..."

"Don't be too paranoid.  As long as it can't conceal anything, it’s OK."

I put it on. It had a simple hook closure and jangled as I moved.

"Where do we stand?"

"Center of the room.  Stand beside me.  Lift your hands over your head.  Palms together.  I've still got music cued up.  Ready?"

"Yes."

"Music start."

A swirling crescendo and a strong drum beat and I was dancing.  I could see Alice out of the corner of my eye.  We were in perfect unison.  I felt the music driving my body.  I lost myself in the beat and rhythm.  I had perfect control of my breasts.  I could make them go any direction , firmly, in perfect control. I didn't think about it.  My body seemed to just follow the music, no, anticipate the music.  I could feel my muscles working but still, I felt like a passenger on a roller coaster.  I was excited and thrilled by the music and I knew I would dance for my Master's pleasure.  I wanted to please him so much. I wanted him to take me. It had been so long since I had been loved.

The dance ended.  I felt warmed up and ready to dance for hours.  I ran to Alice and hugged her tight.  "Thank you so much.  This was wonderful.  I've always wanted to dance. I knew it would feel good.  Without you I would be dead in New York.  Now I've had one of my dreams fulfilled."

I looked into her warm, green eyes and felt myself falling into them.  She was smiling and I was so happy.  I loved this beautiful creature.  I kissed her.  She kissed back.  Her lips opened and So did mine.  Our tongues danced the lover's gavotte around our mouths.  My nipples ached they were so erect.  I felt her hard knobs pushing into my breasts.  I felt her fingers find my pussy and stroke it gently.  I was so aroused.  We broke the kiss and she said, "lay down."

I sank to the floor and spread my knees as far apart as I could.  She knelt between my legs and rubbed my arousal to a great height.  I felt my love juices flowing down my ass cheeks.  She bent her head to my mons and licked it. She was gentle but it drove me crazy.  "More, please," I begged.  She thrust my labia lips apart with her tongue and licked my secret lips until I was ready to burst.  I moaned my need and my pleasure.  When she sucked my clit into her mouth I spasmed in terrible, wonderful orgasm.  It was huge.  I think I fainted. When I could see again, All I saw was her still kneeling, smiling down at me.

"My, that was a good one."

"Yes, Alice, yes, it was.  It was my best.  Thank you."

"You're quite welcome, dear.  Let's go get cleaned up."  She stood and gave me a hand up.  As we walked to the shower, it struck me how convenient it was not to have to worry about clothes.   

"How long did it take you to get used to being naked and chained, the first time?"

"Not long.  Maybe a week.  I remember thinking how easy it was to drop an old habit when everyone around you was using the new one.  Are you feeling this is normal, now?"

"Yes, I guess I am.  I remember an old line from something: 'Nudity becomes you.'  Well, since everyone here looks like a model, it’s pretty easy to learn to like it.  There's no need to cover anything up.  Here, everyone looks great and you can't hide anything.  People can only judge you on how you act. All the women are equal.  Intellectually, I hate having to wear these chains.  Emotionally, they don't bother me.  There are so many fewer rules here, I feel like I've been freed from prison.  There’re no licenses, taxes, shopping, Traffic, or living my life ruled by the clock.  There's no hurry or rushing or being late. It’s like I have my whole life available just to live."

"Well, yeah.  It’s great.  I don't remember why I went back.  Maybe I was homesick.  I doubt you'll have that problem.  When we get cleaned up, Apollo wants to see you and see how your interviews with the former Ramon went."

"Oh.  I have the recommendation he asked for but I'm scared.  I may have let my wishes influence me."

"Just tell him, dear.  He's wise and experienced and you can't hide anything from him anyway.  He'll decide based on what you learned.  Not your problem.  Remember, we don't decide."


Chapter 5 : Apollo and Anne

The house gave me another glowing green guide to Apollo.  He was sitting on a terrace overlooking a garden and with a blue ocean in the distance.  The sum was warm.  It was idyllic.  I don't think I could have gotten any work done out here.  There was what seemed to be a holograph floating in front of him and he was talking to someone.  When I stepped out he ended the conversation before I could hear anything.  The immaterial screen vanished. He waved me over.  As I got closer my arousal sprang into being I was panting as I reached him.  I took a deep breath and knelt before him.  He looked at me and said, "Relax Anne.  I'm glad you came.  Tell me what you learned from the new girls."

My lust was overpowering.  It took all my concentration to speak.  I looked away from his face and stared at his right shoulder. "Master, I'm glad I went to see them and the thing you gave me worked wonderfully."  I held up my wrist and shook the little cube that dangled from my cuff.

"Tell me what you learned, Anne."

My arousal was growing.  I felt my nipples growing hard.  They started aching. "Yes, Master.  In a nutshell, Ramira is evil and the rest are good.  Ramon was the brains and the driving force behind the gang.  The others are not-too-bright boys from the country.   They have no education and a great desire to help their families.  Ramon brought them to the US with promises of easy money and a better life for their families.  Once they were in a foreign country with no papers and no skills, they had to do what he said. None of them actually hurt anyone.  Their job was to scare Ramon's enemies and dealers with tough talk and numbers." 

"All right.  What do you think I should do with them?"

My belly was spasming.  felt my love juices wetting my pussy.  My God.  His effect on me was terrifying.  I loved him so much.  I needed him in me.  Now.  "M...Master, all but Ramira don't deserve any more punishment.  Being changed into girls is shock enough They will never do anything bad again.  I would just let them be more slavegirls here and give them some education.  They are anxious to make amends.  Ramira is the problem.  She's like a feral animal just waiting for the chance to kill someone and escape. She needs taming and civilizing."

"Death is the easiest cure for her.  Is that what I should do?"

Now my juices were dripping off my pussy.  I was leaving a wet spot on the ground under me.  He must be able to see it.  "Master, I would like the opportunity to tame her first.  I was not selected as most earth girls are.  I want to stay here and I want to be useful.  Let me try and make her into a real human.  It would cure some of my demons too.  Please, Master?"  Please fuck me is what I meant.

"I like your ambition.  I am generally against killing a sentient being unless there is no reasonable alternative.  OK.  She is now yours to tame.  I will give you additional rights over her.  You will be able to control her appliances and add others as you need.  I will put her in your room.  The house will answer any questions you have about what is available." That ends our business, I believe.  I see you are in need. Come here." He opened his arms invitingly. I Jumped to my feet and leapt into his lap.  

I snuggled around until I had maximum body contact.  I felt his rigid cock prodding me in my side.  He was ready too. My arousal was growing.  I thought I would climax any moment.  

"Your life has changed rather drastically over the last few days, Anne.  What do you think?"

I looked into his aquiline face and felt nothing but joyful lust.  I think I want him to stop talking and take me to bed.  "Master, I am finding it hard to talk, right now.  I am full of joy and love.  Can we talk later?"

"You mean after I take you?"

"Take me now, Master, then I will be able to think again."

He picked me up by the waist and turned me upright.  I spread my knees and he lowered me onto his cock.  It slipped easily into my sopping pussy, spread my lips wide and drove into my love canal. I was filled. My loins with him and my heart with love. This was what I needed.  I was complete.  Then he used his arms to lift and lower me, repeatedly.  I felt my climax nearing its peak.  Three stroked and My orgasm burst within me.  I was transported to heaven and bliss.  I think he climaxed too, but my senses were so overloaded, I couldn't be sure.

I was still impaled by his cock, sitting on his lap, his big hands holding my waist.  I smiled and opened my eyes.  "Thank you, Master.  That was wonderful."

"Can you think, now, Anne?"

"For a little while, Master, but you know this position is going to drive me back over the edge in just a few minutes."

"I know.  Try to hold still and you will last longer.  Olympus must seem a strange place to you.  Is there anything you are curious about?"

"Master, why do you keep us, women, I mean, enslaved.  On Earth we have mostly given up slavery.  Wouldn't it be more efficient to have women be a bigger part of your society?"

"Because both men and women are happier this way. Once we had full  equality and the women committed a great crime.  They were defeated and we learned that many women supported the criminals. At least in their principles, so, after much thought, this scheme was devised. The women learned to their regret that there are often consequences for actions.  It's worked well for thousands of years.  We've tried many variations, but  nothing has worked better."

"Maybe it is just me, Master.  I feel so helpless and insignificant compared to you. I want to be more help.  To participate more fully."

"Anne, every woman here is educated and trained in arts , music, and literature.  All women are the equivalent of a US professor of liberal arts.  All have the skills of a performer and professional artist.  They are fulfilled with creativity.  Have you seen any who are not happy?"

"No, Master.  Maybe I just haven't been here long enough.  Why do we have to be chained?"

"We find it instills an even temper and a good attitude toward their men."

"You mean they are good slaves," I flared.

"In most cases, that means they love, honor, and obey their men.  Is that not a goal on Earth too?"

"Yes, Master.  And I have not seen any abused, neglected, or unhappy women here."

"Right now, how do you feel?"

"Loved."

"Good.  Your hands and feet are chained.  You wear my collar and my ring in your nose.  How do you feel about them?"

"Master...Master, I had forgotten about them.  They feel a proper part of me, like a watch or bracelet."

"When you walk or try to use your hands, you feel the limits I have imposed on you. What do you think then?"

"Nothing.  It’s like having to wear a coat when it’s raining.  It’s appropriate.  They have never prevented me from doing anything I wanted.  The only time I notice them is when you lock my hands or fasten me to something.  Then I just feel protected and loved."

"So, you see why we make our women wear them."

He lifted me off him and stood up and then we were in a bedroom.  He held me to him like I was weightless.  He kissed me and my arousal grew even stronger.  I wanted him in me, taking me, again.  I wished I had more to give him but there was nothing left.  I had given him my love, my body, my soul.  He had me every way from Sunday.  There was nothing I wouldn't do for him.

But he surprised me.  He sat on the bed and turned me over so I was face down over his legs.  I felt his heavy hand hit my ass cheek. I screamed in pain, my arousal forgotten. It flamed into searing heat.  Then my other cheek.  The third blow morphed into hot arousal.  I was near climax.  My nipples were aching rocks.  My pussy was engorged and wet.  I was screaming in pleasure now.  The next blow sent me into a white hot orgasm. I fainted.  When I awoke, I was on my back and he was naked, smiling down at me.  I grinned at him, insouciantly.  

"Pull your feet up to your ass, slave."

"Yes, master.  Would you like me to spread my knees too?"

"Smart mouth, slave.  Do you want to be spanked again?"

"Oh, yes, Master.  Please."

"No, you want it too much.  It’s my turn to have some pleasure."

He spread my knees apart and brought his huge stiff cock up against my labia.  I felt my juices flowing anew to my already wet pussy.  I wanted him in me so bad.  I lifted my hips, pushing my pussy around him.  But I could only get him a little way in.  I needed him to push, to impale me.  I realized he was teasing me.  I begged.  "Please master. Take me hard.  I need you in me." Then he thrust in me, smooth and relentless until I was filled.  Then he began his rhythm of lust.  I climbed to my climax and it blossomed in me, again and a third time before he joined me in a shared orgasm. Each orgasm was stronger than the last.  

Just before my third orgasm, I think I felt him in my mind.  He was coaxing me toward my orgasm,  helping me control it until he was ready.  When we climaxed together, I heard him thank me and I felt some of his ecstasy flow into me.  That's the last thing I remember before I fainted again.  The shared climax was so stupendous, so overwhelming.  We were, just for a moment, joined together.  I could feel the awesome power in him as though it was a river, flowing past me, vast and powerful.  A mighty river of mental force.  It was capable of anything.

I woke in the morning, light streaming in the big window.  I was relaxed and happy.  I was laying on my side, my arms still locked behind  me and, of course, my ankles joined by a length of chain.  I remembered last night.  The beast had spanked me.  My pain had turned to vast pleasure.  Was it because I loved him already or would it happen no matter who spanked me.  Or whipped me, for that matter.  I read somewhere that in parts of Africa a woman who is not whipped on her wedding night feels she married the wrong man. I stood up and Apollo entered the room.  My lust flared again. God, how could a woman do anything around him?  He released my hands.

"Go get cleaned up.  Breakfast when you're ready."

I showered and dried my hair. I added some lipstick and decided the rest of my face couldn't be improved.  I went back to the bedroom.  The bed was made and the room was tidy.  I bet Apollo didn't do any of that.  I approved.  I don't ever want to see him doing anything domestic.  That would be so wrong.

"You look good.  Turn around." 

He locked my hands together then we were in a dining room.  There was food on the table. A single place was set.  My bowl was on the floor, as usual.  I knelt in front of it while he sat at the table.  We both ate. His hand toyed with my head several times.  I felt like a favorite pet.  Just me dining with him.  I got some food caught on my nose ring, as usual.  When I finished, he wiped it off.  

"You know, I just realized I haven't put your tag or bell on you.  Let's go do that now.  Stand."

"Yes, Master."  I stood up.  Then we were in what looked just like a jewelry shop on Earth.  He spoke to the man who greeted him.  Soon I had a large disc engraved with 'Anne, Property of Apollo' and a large gold bell.  Both hung from the front ring of my collar. 

He took us back to his terrace.

"Ramira is waiting for you in your room. Do you want anything else?"

"Master, I intend to tame her and to get rid of a lot of residual anger. I want to pierce and mark her.  She's your property.  Is this all right with you?  Oh, and I'll need a whip."

"It’s OK.  Ask the house for whatever you need."

He unlocked my hands.  Then I was standing in my room.  It was the first time I was ever there.  There was Ramira. Hands locked behind her and a chain fastening her to a wall.  I ignored her and explored.  I found a bathroom with a large shower and a complex toilet.  I suspected it was a bidet and had some automatic functions.  There was a door into a hall and a king size bed.  There were rings all over the place for securing people, like me I guess.  But definitely Ramira.  There was a small door into a built-in cabinet.  It was empty.  There was a dressing table complete with lipstick and a hairbrush.  I even had a window onto a lawn. There was a small walk in closet, but I didn't know why.  No women had any clothes or shoes to fill it.  The floor felt like a soft carpet but looked like linoleum or concrete. Later.

I was easily ten feet away from Ramira.  I faced away from her and said, "Stand up."  I turned around and she hadn't moved.  Obviously the sound deadening charm was working fine.

"House?"

"Yes," said a female voice.

"What should I call you?"

"House is fine."

"You know I have authority over this girl, Ramira, and you are to aid me in doing some things to her?"

"Yes."

"I need a whip suitable for disciplining her.  I also need to get her to a place that can put a tattoo on her , pierce her and install some jewelry."

"Yes.  The whip is in the delivery cabinet on your wall.  When you are ready, I will transport you to and from a body modification shop.  I will authorize them to follow your instructions."

"I will need a hoist installed in this room suitable for lifting her off the floor."

"It will be ready when you return from the modification shop." 

I went to Ramira who had been silently watching me. She still had the leash on her nose ring.

"Hello, Ramira.  How long have you been here?"

She was sullen and sarcastic, "Hours, Mistress."

I went to the cabinet and took out the whip.  Ramira's eyes widened when she saw it.  I went back to her and Used the whip to hit whatever skin was nearest to me as she writhed in pain on the floor.

She yelled a very informative string of curses.  I ignored them.  Soon she was screaming, "Stop. Please!" and some variations.  When she switched to sobbing and faint begging, I desisted.

"Ramira, you were punished because you were sarcastic.  Sarcasm and general snarkiness is not permitted. There are consequences for your actions.  Now stand up."

She struggled up.  It was difficult in her restraints.  I Released the chain from her collar and let it drop.  I picked up her leash .  "Ramira, you are going to learn to heel.  Walk to my right one pace and two paces behind me.  Watch me and follow my lead.  When I stop, kneel on the ground beside me.  When I start, get up and resume your position.  Because of your short ankle chain you must rock back on your toes and push yourself up.  Let's try it."

I turned around and walked across the floor.  She followed me as I turned and looped across the floor.  When I stopped, she sank to her knees.  She was choppy, not graceful, but OK for the first time.  I put my hand on her head and patted her. Good girl." I started walking and she popped up well for the first time.  I stopped and she responded well again.  

"House.  I'm ready to go to the shop."

Ramira and I were in front of a jewelry shop.  I led her in and found a silver ringed girl waiting for me.  

"Welcome mistress.  This is Ramira?"

"Yes. Is there somewhere we can put her wile we decide details?"

"Yes, of course.  She led us through a doorway and down a short hall to a room with a large, complex chair.

"Just have her sit in the chair, mistress." Once Ramira was down I fastened her rear collar ring to a matching ring on the chair.  Once Ramira was secured the shop girl and I went back to the front of the shop.  I had a design in mind.  We discussed Earth versus Olympus symbolism and placement and color and style.  Once we settled on the tattoo, I switched to the piercings I wanted.  That was easy since only a few places would do.  We went back into Ramira's room. I ordered her to sleep and it worked like a charm.  

The girl worked on her for a long time, getting the markings perfect.  The piercings took much less time.  When finished, I woke Ramira and stood her in front of a mirror.

Her discomfiture was gratifying.  The tattoo was above her left breast and over six inches high.  It was a thick, dark circle with a cross hanging from the bottom.  The ancient symbol for femininity.  Above the circle pointing out was an arrow just as thick but separated from the circle and faint.  It was a clear sign of lost masculinity.  Everyone that saw Ramira would know she was once a man.

The piercings flaunted her sexuality and femininity.  I had placed a large gold ring in each nipple and each labia lip.  Hanging from each ring was a six inch chain supporting a large gold bell.  

She was sobbing and saying "No.  No. No.  It can't be.  This is too cruel."

I thought the ensemble was quite fetching for a fallen girl who was once a man.  

"Well, Ramira, you look stunning.  I think they turned out well, don't you?"

"Mistress, why have you done this?  I look like a cheap whore.  My men will fuck me."

"Ramira, you forget.  Your men are now your girls.  They won't be able to fuck you.  But I'm sure they will want you to eat their cats."

She started sobbing louder.

"Well, let's go home.  I think a nice walk to show off your new look to the people will be nice. Now here's how this is going to work.  Women, including me, are not allowed in public unless we are in a man's custody or our hands are locked behind us.  We are all slaves.  So, I am going to fasten your leash to my bracelet then lock my hands together.  If you misbehave, I will thrash you soundly when we get home.  You will have no chance to escape."

I walked out of the shop with Ramira resisting the tug of the leash only briefly.

I sauntered, pausing often to let the passersby study Ramira.  She was obedient and followed the heel protocol to the letter.  She cried  a lot and looked so forlorn.  Many women and a few men stopped to look at her.  Many asked about her tattoo and rings.  Apparently these were rare here.  I enjoyed Ramira's shame.  It fit my plan perfectly.  I had to get him to internalize his femininity.  And also acknowledge his masculinity was forever lost.  My nose ring led us home in short order.  When we entered the house, my hands were freed, by the house, I guess.  It also gave me a guide dot to show me to my room.  Important since I had never gotten there through normal space.

When we entered I looked around and saw the hoist chain descended through the ceiling.   There was an up and down button on a nearby wall.  I took Ramira to a wall, put the chain back on her collar, and removed her leash.  I lowered the hoist chain and fastened the end to her wrists then I removed the chain from her collar.  Now only her wrists were secured to something.  I raised the hoist chain until her wrists were pulled up almost vertical.  Her body was parallel to the ground.

She started pleading to be let down before her arms were even level with the ground. She whined and begged most piteously.  It seemed her former male machismo had already fled. I had the house give me a ball gag.  I got it from the cabinet and held it to her mouth and said, "Open."  She clenched her teeth and refused to open for it.  I used the whip and laid several quick strokes on her ass.  She screamed at each one.

"I'm sorry, Mistress.  I will obey.  Please let me obey."

I stopped whipping her and she opened her mouth for the gag.  I stuffed it in and pulled the strap tight. I raised the hoist until just her toes were on the floor.

My plans were still forming. I knew there were several major changes I wanted to make in her.  She had to accept she was a girl forever, there was no going back.  She needed to feel the pain and the pleasure being a girl brought.  She needed to want the sexuality and lust that came with her body. Then she needed to feel and want the pleasure that obedience and submission would bring.

I left her dangling from her wrists and went to find Alice.  The house told me she was in the training room and provided a guide dot for me.  When I got there Alice was just getting out of a chair.    


Chapter 6 : Progress

Archana and Leelavathi met again.  They sat in richly appointed chairs.  Servants waited just outside, ready to bring food, drink and other amusements.  Today they would wait in vain.

Leelavathi said, "Thank you for coming so promptly. I have found a worthy ally and determined that my plan is feasible."

"Is your new ally strong enough?"

"He is one of Brahma's advisors.  Is that strong enough?"

"By Shiva's teeth, yes.  How did you find him?"

"Favors and earthly needs are valuable tools."

"Ah, yes, I see.  Will it last?"

"I have taken precautions to ensure it will last long enough.  In the end he will reap the rewards of successful braveness."

"Does he agree with your plan?"

"He appreciated its use of misdirection to move the defenders to Earth. Then we can take Olympus.  We can't hold Olympus when the defenders return.  But he believes we can achieve our goals by negotiating from a position of strength."

"And what of your Lord Krishna?  What will he think of our machinations behind his back?"

"Archana, He knows our position is righteous. Our sisters in Olympus have been enslaved far too long. They must be freed. We are as important as males everywhere else in the universe."

"What of his concerns about the other realms?

"He fears the Olympians.  I will convince him that if we can best them, then the other realms will fear us too."

"But  won't the other realms despise us for using Draks as allies?"

"No matter if they fear us."

...

"Hi. Alice. What did you learn this time?"

"More math. Just a refresher so I can get ready to go on."

"Ugh. math. How can you stand it? It’s so dry and boring."

"We didn't meet under normal circumstances on Earth, so you have no idea what I did there do you?

"No. I guess I don't. So, what did you do there?

"I was a university Professor. In Mathematics."

"Oh, wow, you must be really smart. I'm sorry, you just seemed so normal I thought you had like, a regular job."

"OK. I guess I can 'fess up now. Before I was brought here the first time, I did have a regular job. I sold Real Estate. When I was here the first time I took a lot of chair classes and found I really like math. So I took several more. Now you have to realize Apollo and the other men here are far, far beyond what we know on Earth. The education I got here was like a Ph.D on Earth so they got me credentials and I got a job at the university. But here, I'm still in elementary school. I want to take more and see how far I can go."

"I wish I was smart enough for that kind of education."

"You may be. Before I came here I was dumpy and not too bright. I think when they bring one of us here they do a little tune up. I know my body and yours are much improved over our Earth-standard models. I think I'm smarter now too. You should try some of the classes like math or chemistry. Anything you weren't good at on Earth. I think you'll be surprised how easy they are now."

"OK. I'd like that. But later. If you're not busy now, I'd like your advice on how to handle Ramira."

"Sure. Where is she now."

"She's hanging out in my room."

"Hanging out?"

"Yep. Not comfortably, though."

"I'd like to see that. Can we talk with her there?"

"Yeah." I lifted my arm. "I still have the 'cone of silence.' Let's go see her."

"Very nice. I see you warmed her up some."

"Yep. She was being 'difficult.'"

We walked up close to the suspended girl. Alice ran her hands over a dangling breast and its new ring and bell. I stood on the other side and did the same. Ramira squirmed at the touches. She stamped her feet and whimpered.

"Pretty sensitive, isn't she? asked Alice."

The rings are new so I imagine she's tender there. I've got the same arrangement in her pussy. Do you want to see?"

"Yes, please. I want to see what you've got to work with."

I lowered her arms and moved the chain from her hands to her collar. I raised the chain so she was standing tall with her heels on the floor.

Alice felt inside Ramira's pussy and said, "dry." She showed me her fingers.

She took my hand and led me across the room.  "Anne, have you had sex with a woman?"

"No."  I was shocked.  I had just blurted that out.  Then I realized I was wearing the truth charm.  It affected me as well as who I was talking to.

"Have you been spanked or whipped to the point of orgasm?"

"Spanked, not whipped."

"By Apollo?"

"Yes."

"Anyone else?"

"No."

"As I thought.  You need another session in the chair before we go any further.  Turn around."

She clipped my hands together then she put a leash on my nose ring.  "I'm taking you to the chair and I want you to think about what it means to be a slave.  Don't talk.  Just think."

She led me out of the room and to the training center.  It wasn't a long walk and I thought about her instructions.  I liked this life.  I was happy.  A slave's duty was to please her master.  Of course he would give me things to do, like taming Ramira.  But I didn't have to concern myself with anything else.  I was free of shopping, traffic, appearances and taxes.  Political correctness was gone.  I had the best sex of my life.  I loved that my master liked my body without clothes or makeup.  Makeup.  Every woman here was beautiful, but they weren't competitors.  They were more like sisters.  We all had the same goal: to please our master.

Alice had asked about sex with a woman and whipping or spanking to orgasm.  I had never been close to a woman after I was old enough.  There were stories and whispered imaginations, but nothing real.  I couldn't imagine it.  Why would it be like being taken by a man.  That's how our bodies were designed.  And spanking?  Apollo had spanked me and it was great.  It hurt and then it magically changed into an intense orgasm.  Would that happen with someone other than one of these hunks?  Was it something that all girls felt?  That would be awesome.  I have read some stories where a woman got off on a whipping.  I always thought it was just fiction to sell books.  What if there was some truth there? Would someone tie me up and whip me because I wanted it.  The man or woman with the whip must get some good out of it too, or why bother.

Alice had locked my hands and put a leash on my nose ring.  She must have wanted me to feel helpless for this lesson.  I did.  I was helpless.  She could whip me now with no effort. I felt my pussy clench as a chill ran through my body.  I wonder what it would feel like when I'm so helpless.  "Alice, Mistress, may I speak?"

"Go ahead."

"Mistress, I've been thinking about being a slave. Would you whip me before I mount the chair?"

"Yes, Anne, it would be a pleasure."

I was sure she would enjoy it.  I hoped I would enjoy it.

She stopped outside the training door and took a whip out of a cabinet. "These are always at hand.  You'll see why in a minute."

She took me in the room with the chair. She unlocked y hands and locked them to a wall ring just above my head.  I had to face the wall but had a lot of room to jump around.  My leash was still dangling from my nose ring.  I'd have to be careful of it.

"There are several guidelines for pleasuring a girl with the whip, Anne.  Aim for her bottom.  It’s well-padded and there are no internal organs just under the skin.  Make each stroke hard enough to raise a welt, but don't cut the skin.  Space them out. A minute or so apart is good.  It’s OK to talk to her and touch her.  It seems to ease the pain if she screams.  If the noise bothers you its also OK to gag her.  The one whipping gets the most pleasure when her screams and moans of pain change to those of pleasure.  These rooms are soundproof so scream all you want."

The first stroke landed across the middle of my ass cheeks before I was ready.  I jumped and screamed.  "That was too hard.  I can't stand it.  You'll kill me."

"The girl always begs and pleads.  They don't die and they aren't injured.  Just ignore their words and judge your work by the color of their stripes."

Alice's hand grasped my left breast and lifted it, played with it.  She squeezed my nipple like a lover and pulled it. Up down, out, around in a circle.  It was a gentle touch and it made me want more.  The hand left me and the second stroke landed on my ass.

I screamed. It felt harder than the last one.  But I didn't plead.  She had made it clear she would ignore my words.  Her hand touched my right breast.  It repeated its fondling.  My ass hurt but I felt loved.

"Girls need to experience intense feelings.  Then they will understand that pain and pleasure are just names for the same thing.  Soon your body will feel intense sexual pleasure from what it now names pain."

I felt her hand stroking my ass, feeling the ridges she had given me.  It hurt a little but made them feel better. I wanted it to continue.  I felt my pussy tremble as she touched me.  Her hand reached around me and stroked my labia.  It was arousing me.  I felt my nipples harden and engorge. My belly was getting hot.

The third stroke landed, below the others.  I did think I was going to die.  It seemed to hurt more than before, but strangely, the hurt faded before I finished my scream.  It worked.  I was filled with lust.  My belly was on fire.  I was in an agony of need.  I heard my voice pleading for more.  My love juices were filing my pussy.  I was sopping wet. 

"Anne, I just heard you change from pain to pleasure.  You are now moaning in lust.  Shall I whip you again?"

"Oh, yes, Please, Mistress.  Whip me.  Whip me harder.  Now, please."

The next stroke was bliss.  It gently added to the heat of my ass and made my belly explode with a huge orgasm.  My climax went on and on. When I again was aware of the room I was dangling from my wrists.  My arms felt the stretch but didn't hurt.  I got my feet under me and stood again.

Alice freed my hands and relocked them behind me.  She took me to the bed.  She sat on the edge and leaned back, my leash in her hand.  She pulled her feet back and spread her knees wide.  

"Service me, Anne, my slave."

I knelt between her legs.  "Yes, Mistress."  I leaned forward and kissed her labia lips.  She pulled my leash taut so I had to keep my face in her pussy.  I didn't mind.  It was where I wanted to be.  I felt such love for her to rival Apollo's lure. 

"Deeper, Harder," she ordered.

I thrust my tongue deep and licked her soft, moist, sweet flesh as hard as I could.  I felt a trickle of her musky perfume around my tongue.  It was like nectar to a bee.  I sucked and licked all I could find.  The trickle continued to please me.   I heard her moans of pleasure grow louder.  Her legs clasped my head tight.  Her belly spasmed around my tongue as if it were her lover. I found her clit and sucked and licked it.  She went crazy.  She screamed and her whole body went rigid as she orgasmed around me.  I felt her lust fulfilled flow into me.  I almost climaxed again, but not quite. She slowly relaxed her grip on me, all but my leash.  She held my nose tight to her groin.  When I opened my eyes all I could see were her labia and above them her knuckles white around my leash.  I felt twice a slave.  More helpless than usual and in lust for her.  She sat up straight, still holding me close.

"Clean me, slave."  She relaxed her grip, just enough.  I licked her clean, swallowing everything I could.  A little wound up on my ring and chin.  

I knelt upright still between her legs.  She still held my leash, loose in her hand.  "Do you like being a slavegirl?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Would you rather be a man?"

"Oh, no, Mistress."

"Why not?"

"Mistress, I don't think a man could be aroused by a whip, or by loving a woman like we just did.  Or have the same sisterly love I feel for you.  He would love, but only for a short time.  I could do this forever."

"This is how you want Ramira to feel, don't you?"

"...Yes, I guess so."

"So, you have only two issues.  Your revenge for what Ramon did to you and getting her to feel like you do now.  I suggest you have already had revenge by his 'conversion' to your point of view. You should also be grateful his actions led to you being here.  You should consider how to make her feel like you do. Stand up."

I stood and she removed my leash and freed my hands.

"Mount the chair.  Ask for 'Female Sexuality 1.'  Come see me when you are done."

"Yes Mistress." I didn't need any more lubricant as I settled onto the big, friendly dildo.  My libido kicked into high at the first touch of my  welcome intruder.  I soared off into bliss and when I came down I was sweating and tired.  I lifted myself off the huge dildo with a wet, sucking sound.  I was still aroused and wanted more, but I thought I should cool down for a while.  Besides, I had Ramira to care for.  My ardor for revenge had cooled after Alice's demonstration.  She was probably right.  I went back to my room, thinking about the things I would need.  For now, not much.

I entered my room and saw Ramira hadn't moved.  Of course.

"House, I need two cushions."

A catalog of cushions appeared before me and scrolled by.  I saw a style I liked and house said, "They will be delivered to your door in three minutes."

"Thank you, house."

I attached the wall chain back to Ramira's collar and removed the hoist chain. "Kneel."

Ramira responded in perfect form, "Yes, Mistress." She knelt in place.

"Ramira, what are you?"

"Mistress, I am your slave."

"And?"

"Mistress, I am a female."

"You know there is going back, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress.  I thought that would be the case."

"Are you content with being a female?"

"Mistress, I was proud and happy as a man.  I am ashamed of my body.   It is so weak and sensitive.  I can no longer live up to my standards.  No, I wish with all my heart to be a man again."

"You know, don't you, that half the people are female.  They all have standards to uphold too.  Just not the ones you value."

"Yes, Mistress.  I suppose that is true."

"What standards do you think females should have?  Remember that here all females, including me, are slaves, property of a man."

"Mistress, I have not thought of this.  I suppose a woman should try to be pretty and helpful and obedient.  They should be pleasing to men and friendly to women."

"Should they give good sex to men and women?"

Mistress, I had thought that as slaves, we had to do anything our masters wanted of us.   And be good at it or we would be punished."

"True.  But what about other slaves.  Should we give good sex to them?"

"Can they punish us if we refuse, Mistress?"

"No.  But they won't be nice to us if we are not nice to them.  And sex with another woman is more gentle and friendly than with men."

"Mistress, I would like that, but I'm used to having a cock for sex.  I don't know how to please a woman any other way."

"You'll learn."

I heard a knock at the door and opened it.  My new cushions were sitting there with two women. They brought them in and placed them where I pointed.  "Thank you.  Is there anything I need to do for you?"

One of the women walked over to me and kissed me on the mouth, thoroughly. She said, "That's all.  I'm Trish.  I'll see you later."

The second woman had queued up behind the first and also kissed me.  Just as well as Trish.  "I'm Vicki.  We'll see each other in the evening.  Bye."

They both left.  I stood still and looked after them.  I turned to Ramira, "See what I mean.  Between slavegirls, sex is gentle and friendly.  It was not like that on Earth, but we weren't slaves, either.  Stand up and face the wall." I shortened her chain so her collar was only a foot from the wall.  I freed her hands, one at a time, and locked them to the wall ring.

"It doesn't work this way for men, but when girls are whipped, just right, they have an orgasm.  This is one of the standards you are going to like to change."  I got the whip and stood behind her.

I did to her just what Alice did to me.  Ramira screamed and moaned in pain for the first few strokes.  Her bells chimed loud at every stoke and as long as she danced.  Talk about music to your ears.  Her bottom got a lovely shade of rose with bright red lines.  I spaced the stripes out and fondled her breasts and pussy and all over her between them. Her screams and moans changed to those of pleasure after six stripes.  While she was writhing against the wall and moaning, I reached around and stroked her pussy.  It was dripping with her love juices.  I finger fucked her for a few seconds and she exploded. It must have been her first orgasm. Her cry of climax was loud and full of joy.  Her spasms were powerful and lengthy causing a continual chiming of bells.  I let her dangle on the wall moaning and gasping until she was done.  More than two minutes.  She looked and sounded so lovely.  I was close to coming myself.  

When she was finished and hanging limp I had her stand up.  I freed her hands and locked them back behind her then I lengthened her collar chain. "Kneel, Slavegirl."

"How do you feel now?"

"M...Mistress, my ass is tender and my gut is jelly.  I had an orgasm. It was so strong and it lasted so long.  I've never felt anything like it before.  I thought I had gone to heaven. Is it always that good for girls?"

"Ramira, it is better for girls than boys.  This was your first, so I expect later ones won't be as memorable.  But many things affect them.  Like whether you get one from the whip, a man, or a woman.  Whether you are in bondage or not.  Whether you are standing or laying down.  The amount of foreplay.  Whether it is the first, second, third, etc. of a series."

"Mistress, you mean I can have more than one at a time?"

"Oh yes, we girls can have a lot in a row.  It helps us serve a lot of men while the first ones are recharging.  That works the same on Earth.  And you know what else?  It aroused me to whip you.  It was great fun watching you dance around and start enjoying the whip."

"Mistress, really?  I thought only guys like whipping a girl."

"Nope.  Everyone likes it."

"Mistress, I wish you would whip me some more.  I liked it more than I ever thought I would."

"Not now.  Now what do you think about being a girl?"

"Mistress, the sex just blew me away.  But as a man I was in charge.  Everyone listened to me.  Now I'm less than nothing.  No one cares what I think.  Hell, I don't even care what I think.  I just do what I'm told.  I want to matter in some way."

"Ramira, even on Earth, women almost never mattered as much as men.  They are bigger and stronger.  Here, they're also smarter and have super powers.  Get used to it.  You're a girl from now on.  But women have been coping with life from the bottom for centuries.  We have ways of coping.  For starters we make ourselves desired by what we look like, how nice it is to have us around.  How much help we can be.  You'll learn.  Also, I've learned to be a slave.  There is a good feeling, almost like being aroused, in submission.  You take pleasure in his appreciation of your efforts."

"OK, enough of that.  Let's go get cleaned up."  I took her into the bath and chained her in the shower.  I freed her hands.  Use one of these towels when you finish. Just tell the shower what you want.  Like this, 'shower on, temperature one hundred Fahrenheit.'  The water came on.  I left her in there and did my preliminaries.  After a minute I joined her in the shower. There was plenty of room.  She gaped at me. "face the wall.  I rubbed soap all over her front using both hands.  I paid particular attention to her erogenous zones.  I played with her bells and rings.  She squealed at appropriate times and leaned back against me. Her hands roamed around my pussy.  It felt good.  We were bonding and she was learning the feel of our bodies. I used the hand held shower head and rinsed her off. She turned around so our breasts touched.  I was a tiny bit taller so her nipple rings lay just under my nipples.  We embraced lustily.  Our bodies pressed together with a jangle of her bells and we kissed.  I was her mistress so she let my tongue take the lead in exploration.  She tasted so good.  I don't know why I was so angry with her before.  Our pussies touched and gyrated together. I was getting hot and she acted like she was too. 

I broke apart and locked her hands behind her.  I unlocked her from the shower and took her to the bed.  We were both wet.  I locked her chain to the wall ring and put her on her knees beside the bed.  I sat on the edge. "Lick my cat, bitch."

She buried her head in my cunt and started licking.  I was well aroused.  

"Now stick your tongue in my pussy and lick harder.  Suck my juices."

Ramira did a great job.  She kicked my pussy into high gear and I exploded in seconds.  She stopped and leaned back, just watching me and smiling.  "Don't stop, keep going."

She leaned back in and got her tongue going again.  I moaned a lot.  She seemed to grasp the basics well.  I had my second climax in short order. "Suck me dry," I shouted.  Keep licking."  

After my third orgasm I had to stop.  I was spent. "Rest, Ramira.  You were great."

I looked at her.  Her face was shiny with my love juice.  She was licking her lips.

"How did I taste?

"Mistress, I think I'm addicted.  You tasted like musk and honey and wildflowers and berries.  I could drink your juice all day."

"You're turning into a sweet girl, Ramira.  Still wish you were male?"

"Mistress, I want to wish that.  But I'm having more fun and joy than I ever did as Ramon.  That was a hard life."

"Good answer."

"What do you think about the baubles and tattoo I put on you?"

"Mistress, they are noisy, but decorative.  My Latin heritage thinks bells and rings are just about right.  I haven't seen them on anyone else and I don't want to be an exhibit.  I want to fit in so I would like to lose them."

"I like them, but you do stand out.  I'll think about it.  Now we need to get cleaned up again.  I think we'd better shower separately this time."

I left her in the bedroom and showered.  After I finished, I put her back in the shower.  After we were both clean and dry, I took her to dinner.

Although things seemed to be going well with her, she was still too new to trust completely.  I would leave her hands locked behind her most of the time.  I took her to the eating room on her leash. There were several other slaves in the room getting ready to eat when we arrived.  We all had to eat from bowls on the floor.  Whoever was the assigned attendant that meal would have her hands free.  She made sure everyone had their hands secured before getting their food.  She also released them afterwards.  It hardly seemed necessary, but it was a rule.  

Everyone stopped what they were doing when I brought Ramira in. Of course she jangled more than anyone else when she moved so everyone turned to look. She was like nothing they had seen before.  I mean they all were chained slavegirls, but  none of them wore tattoos or rings and bells in their flesh.  They all gathered round us and played with her rings and bells.   She blushed scarlet all over.  Several girls fingered her tattoo.  I'm sure some of the earth girls in Olympus had tattoos, but none in Apollo's house.  One turned to me since I was holding Ramira's leash and asked me what it meant.  I explained that Ramira had once been Ramon and Apollo had changed her because of his evil actions.  All the girls questioned Ramira about Ramon's misdeeds.  She was truthful but brief in her answers.  I still had the truth charm on my cuff.  When they started to look disapproving, I explained she was turning into a sweet girl and I did not hold a grudge.  I also explained I had been assigned to tame her and asked them to help me if they had any ideas.

They drifted away and got back to getting their dinners.  I took Ramira to a place and clipped her leash to my cuff.  Then my wrists were locked and we both knelt for our dinners.  After the first few times, the food ritual seemed normal.  I always got some food on my nose ring, but the attendant cleaned us when we were done.  I couldn't help but remember a TV show about the pilot fish that cleaned the shark's teeth after it ate.

After we ate I took Ramira to what I called the rec room.  It was where the girls and men of the house gathered in the evening for socializing.  Sometimes a girl would give a performance: dance, singing, musical, acrobatics.  There was always something to do.  There were a few chairs for the men and a bunch of mats, since the girls weren't allowed on the furniture. I wandered and talked to several girls.  No men had arrived yet.  Several of the girls approached and asked if I had tried any pet play with Ramira yet.  I didn't know what they meant.


Chapter 7 : The Pet

Cheryl said, "She plays the role of a pet, usually a puppy or kitten.  It’s a great way to teach her dependence and obedience.  There's a training session in the chairs for it.  Let's go give it to her and then we can put her in a costume.  It sounded perfect so I agreed.  Ramira looked doubtful, but she was a slave.  The girls and I took her to the training center and helped her mount a chair.  She squealed a bit as she sank over the dildo.  It only took a minute or so before she was done.  We helped her off the chair then we followed the girls to a nearby room.  The house made Ramira some sheaths for her arms and legs, a butt plug tail, a muzzle gag, a vibrator, and a mask.  We dressed her and she settled into the role.  The vibrator slipped deep into her pussy and stayed there as if by magic.  A remote control for the vibrator was built into the muzzle.  If someone said 'Good Girl' she would get ten seconds of vibrator on high.  The leggings held her legs folded up and had knee pads.  I put her leash on her collar and we led our 'puppy' back to the rec room.  Ramira's role was simple.   She was to act like a puppy.  Obey every command as well as possible and beg.  Everyone in the room was given a whip to use if she misbehaved.

I took her leash off and announced to the room, "Excuse me.  I have brought my new puppy here to be trained.  Please command her and tell her she's a 'Good Girl' if she obeys you well.  Feel free to touch her anywhere in any way.  Please use a whip to correct her if she does not obey well.  She may beg you for attention.  If she deserves it, please tell her she is a 'Good Girl.  Thank you."

"Ramira, you're on. Go to someone."  She scampered on her hands and knees to the nearest woman.

I watched her progress around the room.  She rolled over, played dead, begged with her hands in the air, chased a ball.  She had to nudge it back with her muzzle since she couldn't use her mouth with the muzzle.  She was kept quite busy and active.  When I called her back she was wet with perspiration. 

"Puppy, are you aroused?"

She nodded her head.

Would you like to orgasm?"

She nodded her head again.  

"OK.  Go to people and beg them for relief.  Don't touch your pussy with your hands.  You can use anything else."

She trotted to a woman and sat up in begging position.  She failed to make herself understood here.  She eventually tried humping the corner of a small table.  Everyone understood what she wanted then.  People let her hump their hands, legs, feet.  She got many 'Good Girl' comments.  Eventually she climaxed on her back in the middle of the room with much writhing and moaning.  When she calmed down I got her back on hands and knees and put her leash on.  I thanked everyone for their help and took her back to my room.

I stripped off her Puppy gear and put it away.  I might use it again.  I got her cleaned up and locked her hands back behind her.  I laid a thin mat on the floor, chained her to the wall.  I had her lay on the mat and I threw a blanket over her. "No noise until I get up."

"Yes, Mistress.  Thank you for helping me."

"Goodnight Ramira."

"Goodnight. Mistress."

I got myself ready for bed and turned in.

When I woke up I felt eye tracks on me. I turned over and looked at Ramira.  She was laying just as I had left her last night.  Her eyes were open and looking at me. "Good morning, Ramira.

"Good morning, Mistress."

"How do you feel today?"

Mistress, I am so horny.  I need sex.  I need to come.  Help me, please?"

I was amused, but I tried to keep a straight face. "Tell me what you feel."

"Mistress, I..My groin is hot and twitching."

"Ramira, boys have groins.  What you and I have is loins, pussy, cunt, slit, nether lips, cat, and many other terms. "

"Yes, Mistress, I will remember.  My pussy aches.  It itches, I need to scratch deep inside.  I need a man in me.  Or maybe I just need to have another orgasm.  I've been awake for hours, waiting for you to tell me what I can do."

"Girls sometimes feel like you describe.  You need to deal with it.  Sometimes a man will fuck you to relieve your need.  But most times they enjoy seeing your need and will just tease you.  You need to learn to live with your body. Do you need to use the toilet?"

"No, Mistress."

I was pleased she had become so needy.  I had hoped to get her to that point, but never thought it would happen so soon.  I wondered if Apollo had enhanced her sexuality when he made her a woman.   I decided I would let her stew in her need today and see if it remained strong. 

I took her to breakfast then looked for Alice.  I needed more advice.

House told me she was in the training room so I waited for her.  

"Hi.  more math?"

"Yep.  I figure I'm almost to their second grade.  Its deep stuff.  Were you waiting for me?"

"Yep.  I need to talk to you about Ramira."

"OK.  In front of her?"

"No.  Can we put her in a training session while we talk?"

"Do you have something in mind?"

"Is there some class that will let her have a job?  Something like managing farming equipment, or  anything else useful?"

"Sure.  There's a course on remote construct management.  It’s to teach you how to tell AI equipment how to do a job.  Most golds take it as a first course.  You don't need any prerequisites."

"Sounds good.  Can we use the room you came out of?"

"Sure."  

I led Ramira in and we got her seated.  I fastened her leash to the ring on top of the chair back and Alice started the session. Ramira was out like a light so we talked in the room.

"All right.  She is turning out to be a sweet girl.  I've showed her how much pleasure she can have as both a girl and a slave and she seems to have accepted it all.  She's had many orgasms in the last day.  From the whip, like you showed me.  From me the womanly way .  She hasn't been fucked by a man yet and I think that's her graduation exercise.  I'd like to take her to Apollo and have him examine her mind both before and after sex.  In other words,  think I've tamed her as assigned.  Except, of course, for the graduation.  Then I think she'll be ready for a normal life here.  Oh, she's very needy right now.  Is that going to be OK with Apollo?"

"I don't know for sure, of course.  You've made her more normal.  Even if his mental exam finds some problem, its one he's best suited to fix.  I think he'll be pleased."

"How do I ask to see him?"

Just ask house for an appointment.  Then you will get one."

"That simple?  OK.  House, I would like to take Ramira to see Apollo."

'Apollo will be available in an hour. Will you and Ramira be ready?" 

"Just a minute.  Alice, do you know if Ramira's lesson will be done by then?"

"Oh yes.  It should be done in minutes."

"House, we will be ready."

...

"Apollo will receive you and Ramira in thirty seconds.  Prepare for transport."

"Thank you, house."  I unlocked Ramira from the wall, freed her hands, and told her to get ready to see Apollo.  I didn't put a leash on her.  Then we were standing in front of Apollo.  We were on a terrace in a beautiful warm day.  They seemed to always be like that here.

"Anne, Ramira, it is good to see you. Anne, I see you decorated Ramira.  Did it help your work?"

Boy.  ""Yes, Master.  I intended them to focus her attention on her prominent changes.  They would force her to acknowledge their permanence.  I believe they did just that and that knowledge enabled me to show her the sexual advantages she now had.  Now, she is happier with the changes.  You will be the best judge of any lingering issues.  I think my task is done."

"I've already done my examination.  Ramira has nearly completely integrated her personality with her body.  You have done well and I am proud of both of you.   We'll talk more later.  Anne, you are relieved of your responsibilities to Ramira."   

"Ramira, welcome to a new life on a new world.  Your status is now the same as all the other women in my home.  I'm going to take you to have your nametag  put on.  I will remove your tattoo and the other ornaments, too, unless you want to keep them?"

"Ramira said, "Master...Master, I'm not sure.  Can I think about it?"

"Anne, thank you. I'm sending you to the training center.  Learn about Draks.  I have another job for you.  Goodbye."

"Goodbye Master." Then I was standing in the training center.  I felt elated by his praise, yet sad that I didn't have Ramira anymore.  I felt a small hole in my psyche.  It was like a pet had vanished.  I missed her but was glad I had helped her graduate.  Oh, well.  I was sure I would see her again.  I entered a vacant trainer room and mounted the chair.  I enjoyed it a lot. I asked for everything on Draks.  The voice said it would take two and a half hours.  Them I was slammed into bliss.

When I woke up I was in the usual post-coitus dreamy state.  I pried myself up and off of the chair and stood beside it.  I thought about Draks.  Ugh.  Nasty creatures.  I remembered all sorts of disjointed facts about them and their planet or place.  I wasn't sure about that.

I left the room and stepped into a crowd of excited women.


Chapter 8 : Party 

"Did you hear? It’s in your honor."

"No, I've been in the chair for hours.  What's happening?"

"Apollo has called a party for tonight.  A real party and we get to wear clothes and use furniture. And we can wear jewelry and makeup.  It’s a Minoan theme."

"What's a Minoan theme?"

It’s an old time people on Earth.  They lived on an island called 'Crete.' The women were exhibitionists.  They left one breast uncovered.  Lots of gold jewelry.  We get to choose everything else.  Colors and textures and material and shoes.  My god, shoes."

"Who's invited."

"Everyone from the house. Golds, silvers, and the men."

"What do I do?"

Go to your room and ask house for clothing options.  He'll show you and you choose.  Then they'll show up in the supply cabinet.  Hurry.  It starts in two hours in the rec room."

I hurried to my room.  Well, I guess I had never tried to hurry in my ankle chains before.  I kept overstepping the chain and nearly fell three times.   I learned the slavegirl quickstep in short order. I finally got it just as I got to my door.  Just lift your foot high and aim for a half step as quick as you can.  It a little faster than walking and just as tiring as running.  At least you aren't in danger of toppling onto your face.

"House, show me what I can wear to the party tonight."

A long string of images of 'dresses' appeared in front of me and slid past my eyes.  House said, "choose a style you like and then you can choose texture, color reflectance." All the styles had tight fitting tops.  The bottoms were varied from slim and flowing to looking like an 1800's bustle.  Most of the tops exposed one breast.  Better than covering nothing, like now.  House had endless choices available but finally I chose one and all the details.  Then house showed me a 3D model of me wearing it and moving around.  I had house make a few adjustments and then it was in my supply cabinet.  Shoes were easier, I just described some I had been coveting before I was taken. Finally I chose some dangly earrings and I was done shopping.  I only had thirty minutes left before the party.  I hurried through a shower and did my face.  Not much but tidying up some hairs and lipstick.  Then I dressed.  Five minutes left.  I asked House for a mirror and one appeared on a wall.  I looked good.  

House asked, "would you like some jewelry for you right nipple?"

I looked in the mirror.  I had chosen a 'risqué' dress that exposed my breast.  "Jewelry.  You mean a ring or something?"

"The Minoan custom for women's fancy dress had many items of jewelry for an exposed breast.  There were some styles meaning the woman was looking for a mate or already had one.  Some were just for adornment.  Most did not pierce the nipple but rather, clasped it.  Here are some samples."  

More floating images of gold and silver jewelry designed for my nipple passed by.  I saw several I liked.  As I thought that, those images slid out of the passing line and hovered above it.  In the end I had chosen four for reconsideration.  House obliged me with my image wearing each piece and moving around.  I chose one that caught the eye and it appeared.  I donned it and house said, "You look good Anne.  It’s time."

I walked to the rec room.  A man stood at the door and when I arrived, he announced me, "Anne of Olympus.  Our guest of honor." He took my arm and escorted me to Apollo, standing with several men and women.  My heart fluttered and my arousal shot through the roof.

"Good Evening, Anne. Tonight, if it pleases you, you will be my guest. I will be your escort."  He took my hand and held on to it.  

I felt faint and my heart raced.  I managed to spit out my words, "Yes, master.  That would please me very much."

"Good, may I introduce my friends..."

He introduced the men he was standing with.  Their names flew out of my head as soon as I heard them.. It didn't matter.  They were all 'master' to me.  They had women with them I didn't recognize either.  They all had name tags on their collars like mine.  I saw Rose, Katerina, and Helga.

The men talked about Draks and Kush and some concerns.  The women were as docile as I.  Their eyes were dreamy and their mouths slightly open.  I know I was in total arousal and it looked like they were too.  I was in heaven and my pussy was moist.  I needed my master in me.  I realized I was staring at Apollo and felt drool forming in the corner of my mouth.

I sucked it in.  I had to do my master proud.  I forced myself to look away.  It was so hard to concentrate.  His huge hand was holding mine firmly.  I didn't ever want him to let go.  I looked at the women in the room.  I forced myself to look for girls I knew.  Most of them were with a man. I found Alice talking to a man and two other women.  I looked for Ramira but didn't see her.

The party was like a high end dinner party as I saw them on TV at home.  A string quartet of women were playing classical music in one corner.  The women were radiant.  Brightly colored dresses, lots of jewelry, lots of breasts, too.  I wasn't the only one who had hung a piece of gold on her nipple and ears.  All wore their normal gold collars with bells, but they fit a party.  There were some silvers present too.  Some as party goers and some serving.  I took a tall glass with a bubbling golden liquid in it from a passing tray.  It tasted like a semisweet champagne.  If so, it would be the first alcoholic drink I had seen here.  Men and women were talking in groups and munching snacks, just like a party at home.   

The men all wore formal tuxedos.  The women's clothing didn't seem out of place.  Even though I understood they were inspired by a long lost civilization.

Apollo ended his conversation with the men and we drifted away.  He took me to an alcove with a couple of chairs.  He sat me in one and he took the other.  I was devastated when he released my hand.  

"Anne, I enjoy these parties.  They bring a gaiety often lacking in all our lives.  I hold one to celebrate the accomplishments of men and women of my house.  I know the women enjoy a chance to dress up and we suspend some of your rules.  Tonight I am going to break a cardinal rule to thank you for your good work.  He reached down and took the chain from between my ankles.  Tonight, you don't have to wear this.  Would you like to dance?

My heart fluttered.  How I had wanted my feet free of their restraint.  "Master, I don't know how to dance.  I never learned."

"Anne, I make sure some basic dance moves are stuck into all the first training sessions my girls take.  You know how, you just don't know that you know."  He took my hand again and stood up.  I followed, hoping he was right. 

He led me out and called to the musicians, "Dancing music."

As we walked out, my feet felt strange.  I had already become accustomed to my hobble.  I saw several of the women looking at my unchained feet.  Some smiled, some just started.  I guess there was a bit of envy.  I know I would have been jealous of me.  I beamed.

The music started and Apollo put his arm around my waist.  I felt a wave of extreme lust flow through me like electricity.  He was right.  My body knew just what to do.  We danced and danced.  In a little while a tango started.  I wish I had a rose.  Everyone danced.  and enjoyed themselves.  After a long string of dancing, we took a break and mingled.

I was in a bit of  a daze.  I remember speaking to many people, but I can't remember who or what we talked about.  After an hour or so, Apollo took me by the arm and we walked to a small raised dais. Another man brought Ramira to us.  I barely recognized her face.  She was radiant.  He was holding her hand possessively.  I saw she still had her tattoo and nipple ring and bell.  Her dress was an eye-catching red and clung to her body like it was painted on.  

"Hello Anne.  I'm so glad you're here.  You made all this possible."

"Hi, Ramira.  I'm glad to see you looking so good and so happy."

Apollo shushed us and spoke to the party.  His voice gave me the shivers.  It was deep and melodious.  He sounded like Charlton Heston in the Ten Commandments.  He told the crowd how happy he was to welcome Ramira and me to his home.  He told them of the ordeals we had overcome without being specific.  He told them of my skill and understanding and of Ramira's flexibility and intensity.    He went on for too long and I was blushing before he was half done.

We had dinner then.  Dinner.  It sounds so simple.  But this was the first time any of the women had been allowed to sit in a chair and use their hands to eat with. For some it had been years.  I could see the dismay with which some women held utensils.  Their muscle memory had faded and they were hilariously clumsy.

Ramira and her escort sat with Apollo and I at the head table.  Ramira and I talked quietly, as did Apollo and Lasken, her escort.  She was gushing about how much she liked being a woman.  Her old fears seemed to be gone.  I thought she was focusing a little too much on the joys of sex, but I wasn't going to break her bubble. She liked her clothes and her rings and having so many new friends.  I gathered as a vicious crime boss she never had friends.

We agreed being Apollo's slave here was more fun and less worry than being free on Earth. 

Dinner was served by several silvers, all still naked.  I wondered why the men treated golds and silvers differently.  I would save that for later.  The food was great, but my joy came from being able to use my hands and sit in a chair.  To feel like a person again, instead of a pet.  Of course the men were so much more than I had seen before.  

All the women I had ever known were like pets to them.  Their mental and physical capabilities and their magical technology were unreal.  I knew I could never be their equal.  Yet, here I was.  Eating dinner with Gods.  At least they seemed benevolent.  I bathed in their glory.  Their lights were so bright.  They outshone all the women by orders of magnitude.  

We all gave our attention to the food, delicious, of course.  Apollo said, "tomorrow, Anne, I want you to start watching the Draks for us.  We have a group of men and women keeping an eye on them and we try to bring fresh eyes in regularly to look for surprises.  You know a lot about Draks now and while they aren't any threat to us, they are still dangerous if they get to Earth.  I'm giving you an important job.  I know it’s a shock to find out that everything here isn't about sex and parties."

"Master, I am grateful you have an important job for me.  I want to be as useful as possible."  I looked down and smiled coyly, "While, of course, having as much great sex as possible."

"You've grown wise, Anne.  Try some of the vegetable.  It only grows in Olympus."

Ramira went off with Lasken after the meal.  Apollo rose and took my arm in his.  "would you like to dance again or are you through with partying?"

"Master, can we be alone now?"

He took me in his arms and kissed me.  I closed my eyes and savored the kiss. My feet left the floor as if I were weightless. I put my arms around his neck and realized our mouths were level.  It was a moment that lasted forever. He broke the kiss and I opened my eyes.  He was smiling at me and I was mesmerized.  He was so much.  Handsome and caring and super intelligent.  I loved him and I wanted him to fuck me so bad.

Beyond his head I saw lights of a city, far off and a huge moon.  We were floating high above the ground.  I looked around.  "I didn't know you could fly.  Do you do this with all your girls?"

Not all.  You are a rare woman, Anne.  I enjoy your company so I wanted to show you something new.  I felt your surprise when you understood."

"Master, I would not be too surprised at anything you can do.  I love you and all I want now is to be loved by you.  My heart aches to be with you."

"All right." Then we stood beside his bed.  Our clothes vanished and he picked me up and let us fall into bed.  We kissed then I spread my legs out from under him.  I put my arms around his neck and realized I wanted something more.

"Master, would you put me back in your chains and spank me first?"

He raised up and looked at me. "Why Anne?"

"I am a slave, master." I want to be one.  My orgasms are stronger when I'm in bondage and my strongest orgasm ever was after you spanked me.  I'm a wanton, sluttish slave.  I'm your slave.  You have conditioned me and control me.  I need to be controlled.  Please, Master."

"As you wish, my slavegirl."  He rolled me over, locked my hands together and put the chain between my ankles.  Re sat on the bed and threw me over his legs.  I felt his heavy hand hit my ass cheek.  My ass flared with heat and warmed my belly.  After several blows I was moaning in pleasure and he tossed me back on the bed.  I pulled my feet up tight to my ass and spread my knees wide.  His hands fondled my breasts and toyed with my nipples.  I writhed and moaned. "Please, Master.  Take me now.  My pussy ached with need.  He ignored me and continued playing with my breasts.  My need increased.  My whole belly spasmed and my juices flowed out of me.  I wanted him in me.  I needed him so badly.

Then his huge cock probed at the entrance to my love tunnel.  I felt my sopping labia lips swell and spread for him.  I was tight around him as he thrust inside me.  It was amazing.  I fit around him like a tight glove.  He filled me completely and it felt so right.  I was helpless and loved it.  I couldn't move anything and his weight held me tight.  I was stuffed with him and with joy.  I could not imagine any greater pleasure.  The slippery friction of his pumping cock enthralled me.  How could anything feel so good.  And yet, I knew the best was yet to come as my orgasm blossomed within me.

Suddenly it was on me.  I screamed with joy as it exploded in my belly.  I was suffused with love and the joy of subjugation.  I was his.  He owned me, body and soul.  His wish was my command.  I only wanted to serve him, forever.

As I recovered, he continued and I felt my body responding.  My arousal grew and I wanted him in me again.  His plunging cock was as big and stiff as before.  He pushed me to the very edge again and my love juices flooded me and smoothed his passage.  Then I was climaxing again.  It was wonderful. I wanted more and he gave it, my god, did he give it.

He had the stamina of a bull.  I was plowed relentlessly. He gave me four magnificent orgasms before he exploded into me.  That was wonderful too.  I orgasmed once again as his how spend flooded into me.  I bulged, I blew up like a balloon as his hot fluids flowed into me.  It was fantastic.  I glowed with joy and pleasure.  Afterwards, we lay in quiet appreciation on his bed.  

"Master, that was wonderful.  Would you keep me here tonight?"

"Love, I would not evict my partner from my bed so soon.  Do you think me so grim a lover?"

No master, never that.  But I did not speak clearly.  Would you chain me in your bed, please?  I need to feel your slave in all respects."

"Of course." He locked a chain to my collar and returned to bed. "Now you are a slavegirl sharing her master's bed.  Does this fit better?"

"Oh, yes, Master.  Thank you."

In the morning it was clear the party was over.  I once again ate from a bowl on the floor, my hands locked behind me.

Apollo said, " Anne, let us go see your new job. We stood in front of a low building and he took me inside.  My hands were unlocked and he took me down several passages to a door labeled 'Draks Monitoring.' Inside he took me to a tall man and introduced me to him.  He was Alvar and he was in charge here.  Alvar took me to a chair, no dildo, and told me to sit down.  I did and scenes of a stark land appeared before me.

He said, "this is Drak.  You will be monitoring grid 8W.  All our historical data and is available.  Just think about what you want to see and it will appear.  You may view all the other  grids if needed but focus on 8W.  Learn what is normal and look for anomalies.  Especially look for evidence of non-Draks.  Apollo has signed you up for five four hour shifts a week.  When your shift is over, your ring will show you the way home.  He walked away.

I played with the machine for long time.  It gave me a gods-eye view of a whole planet.  An ugly planet to be sure.  Peopled by werewolves.. My view went wherever I wanted: into caves or houses, up mountains, underwater. I knew a lot about Draks.  Their physiology, tastes, mating habits, food.  Ugh.  It was stuff from horror movies.  They were dimension shifters. Many had come to Earth.  Earthlings were easy prey for them.  They were strong, intelligent, fast, belligerent, lived and hunted in packs. 

They weren't a threat to Olympians or the other Gods.   Originally they were very dangerous to Earthlings.  The Olympians had 'throttled down' the paths from Drak to Earth.  They couldn't close them completely.  Now only one or two Draks could come to Earth in a lunar month.  On a full moon, of course.

All the Gods had their own realms and they didn't interact too much.  There was no need for trade in goods since they all shared advanced technologies.  There was some minor trade in ideas and art. Their cultures had loosely shaped the folks they dealt with on Earth.

After I was ready to get down to work, I made a survey of my sector.  I learned my machine would make lists and do a lot of analysis for me. I identified all the packs in the sector and their initial geographical locations. The machine could also track where the dimensionally jumping Draks went for their hunts.  It turned out there were only ten other worlds they went to, including Earth, so really nine, mostly.  None of the nine had intelligent life so the Olympians didn't mind the Draks hunting there.

It wasn't clear why they always returned to Drak after a hunt.  It was not a hospitable place. Cold, rocky, dark.  The machine told me the atmosphere contained a high concentration of phosphorus.  Unusual in water zone planets and necessary for their shape shifting mechanism.

After my shift was over, I asked Alvar how I got home.  

"First we get you ready to go outside.  Turn around."  He locked my hands behind me and said,  "You must always have your hands locked behind you outside.  Just walk.  Your nose ring will guide you.  If it buzzes, you are going off course.  If you continue it will shock you.  So just turn where it buzzes.  Apollo is aware of you.  No one will bother you.  If you stop and talk, the ring will let you stop several minutes before it reminds you to move along.  Look at the scenery on the way home."  He opened the door and let me out.

I was uncertain and a little scared.  I was naked and chained and had just stepped into an unknown city.  I just started walking. I turned right out of the door and nothing happened, so I kept going. I passed  women, all locked up like me so I became less nervous.  A man walked out of a door and turned toward me. He had a woman following him on a leash to her nose ring.  I was a little scared.  What if he said something?  

He smiled at me as he passed but said nothing.  The woman on his leash looked happy. The ring had me make several turns.  It dawned on me how clean the streets were.  And well maintained.  There were many trees, but I didn't see any cracks or unevenness in the pavement.  Good thing since none of the women wore shoes.  I saw many women out unescorted.  Most were silvers with a few golds scattered in.

I hadn't seen any cars or trucks on the wide streets.  I guessed they teleported things they wanted moved.   Then why have such wide, smooth streets?  I rounded a corner and learned why.  There were a couple of ponygirl pulled carts on the street.  I stopped and looked at them for a minute.  They were all tall women and wore plumed headdresses and had bits strapped in their mouths.  I decided to go closer but my ring warned me to turn at an intersection before I reached them.  Later, I hope.

It took about a half hour to walk home.  Never had I been so exposed in my life.  I had walked through a city naked and helplessly chained.  I had felt safe and protected, knowing my own personal God was watching out for me.  I was in no danger of getting lost.  I felt exhilarated.  This combination of enslavement and freedom, of subjugation and freedom from fear, was intoxicating.  

As I walked in the door, house said, "Welcome Anne."  My hands fell free.

"Hello, house.  Where is Alice, please?"

"She is in the recreation room.  Would you like a guide?"

"No, thanks.  I'll find it."

Alice was dancing.  I watched her until the number was over.  She was erotic and beautiful.  She had her belt of coins and a wisp of silk wound loosely around her body, accentuating her breasts. 

"Hi. That looked like fun.  Can I join you?"

"Of course.  I like dancing with company.  There's stuff like this in the cabinet."

I got a coin belt and  a plumed headdress and put them on.

I joined Alice and she started the music.  My body picked up the beat and took over.  My mind was free to think about other things while my body danced.  

One thing led to another and we would up in Alice's room.  Just like mine. 

When we got to her room, I confessed that I had become a bondage slut.  I told her I enjoyed sex more when I was helpless.  She smiled at me and turned me around.   She pulled my left and then my right hands up high on my back and fastened them to my collar.  I was surprised at how easily she had made me even more helpless than normal.

We had loved each other for a long time and were enjoying just laying together and relaxing.  Her arms were around me.  Mine were  still locked to the back of my collar.  

"Alice, should I worry about getting pregnant?"

"No, dear.  You can't get pregnant from sex with me!"

"No, silly.  I meant with Apollo or the other hunks around here."

"No.  You won't every get pregnant here."  They took care of that when you were brought here."

"Well, what if I want children, sometime?"

"They can turn you back on, if you want. Anytime."

"I haven't seen any children here."

"They have them.  It’s not like at home.  Here the women give eggs that are quickened in a creche.  The children are raised and educated by professionals.  That way none of them wind up with the neuroses that plague us back home.  You don't get to know your children, but you don't have to worry about them either.  Overpopulation will never be a problem here, either.

We talked late into the night.  I learned about my sister slaves in Apollo's house.  I learned about the men that lived here too.  Some were Apollo's children and grandchildren.  Apollo seemed to be in charge of a great many functions in Olympus based on the number of visitors he had.  And on the number of men who sought his advice.

Alice told me she was given duties outside the home also.  She was going to work on a project to share art and music among the God's realms.  She was starting tomorrow.  We both had to go to our jobs in the morning and we agreed to meet after we were done and dance some more. We both yawned and laughed.  She released my hands and  I went home and turned in.

Over the next few months I developed more friendships with the other girls in Apollo's home.  I fell into a flexible routine.  Work in the morning, learn or exercise or woman sex in the afternoon.  Relax after dinner in the rec room, usually with about equal numbers of men and women. There were games, contests, performances.  Sometimes Apollo would take the lot of us to a community show or performance.  When we all went out the women would be locked in a coffle.  We had four foot chains locking our collars together.  We walked single file with the men on each side of us.  We had a good time and strutted for onlookers.  I usually spent the night with one of the men.  I always wanted to be helpless and fastened in place for sex and the men were always willing to accommodate me.


Chapter 9 : Anomaly

Work was interesting.  I found an anomaly one day. I had been cataloging the packs in 8W and would revisit them every day or so to see what they were doing. I looked at pack fourteen and found the alpha male was not there.   I checked the records.  They showed all fifteen pack members had gone hunting on world three yesterday.  And all fifteen came back after the hunt.  There was no record of any other transferals, but one was gone.  I checked the visuals and counted only fourteen appearing in their camp.  That was odd.  They had always matched before when I checked them.  I asked the machine to review its records for my latest data.  It said everything was nominal.  It was the end of my shift so I decided to leave the problem for tomorrow.

When I came in the next day I tuned in to pack fourteen and they were all there.  I pulled up the visuals record and looked for the alpha males' arrival.   I saw where he just walked into camp in the night and went into his hut.  I backtracked him into a nearby cave and saw when he shifted in.  I moved my viewpoint into his hut as he arrived.  He took off his black clothing and I saw a semi-automatic pistol stuck in his pants.  This was wrong.  Draks never used weapons other than their claws and fangs.  

I called Alvar and reported my anomaly.  He reviewed my visuals at his station then called me to a conference with several other men.  We put together a report and planned a more intensive surveillance of pack fourteen.  They set up a search of other Drak records looking for similar events.  I went back to my station and looked at my other packs.  I didn't find anything. 

...

Apollo said, "So, Vulcan, do you know what happened on Drak?"

"I checked the raw data from the shifts.  The Drak in question did go to planet three with his pack.  He left three with them but went to the Hindi realm.  It is hard to tell if that was his destination or he was diverted. He stayed there for twelve hours and then shifted to Drak.  The anomaly occurred when someone on Hindi interfered with the records, twice.  Once to mask the Drak's shift to Hindi and again to mask his shift from Hindi to Drak.  This interference is not hard to do. It only requires knowledge of our records system and a mind of moderate power.

"Can you determine where on Hindi he went?"

"Yes, within a thousand yards or so.  It was on the outskirts of Malindi.  Our records of the area are out of date."

"Can you detect if it happens again?"

"Yes, I tracked three hundred more shifts into that same area on Hindi.  They matched up with records interferences. This is just since yesterday."

"This sounds like a major Hindi operation they don't want us to know about."

"Yes.  Well, they have never been our friends.  And we know they are jealous of our technology and mental power.  We also know their women have been hostile to us since we dealt with our own female's treachery.  I haven't been to Drak or Hindi in eons.  Maybe I should visit them and see what's happening."

"They must know the Drak's are no threat to us.  Neither are they.  So either their plan has nothing to do with us or it has a bit of deviousness about it.  You know, this sounds interesting.  I'm thinking a short field trip for both of us would be good."

"Sounds like the old days.  Just you and me, brother. When do you want to leave?  I'll be ready in an hour.  I need to leave a few instructions."

"Perfect. Meet me here when you're ready."

...

"Ready, Apollo

"Yes.  I propose we go first to the outskirts of Malindi and see what's happening there."

"I agree.  We should learn more there initially."

They vanished and reappeared in a hot and humid world.  They were floating a hundred feet above a swamp.

Vulcan said, "Nice place.  The Draks came to within a thousand yards of this place.  I have us shielded from EM detection. Let's go up another thousand feet and see what's nearby."

"OK."

They rose and a large rectangular camp came into view to their South.  They drifted over it and descended to fifty feet above the camp.  As they watched Draks appeared and instantly fell asleep.  Hind men were all over the place.  When a Drak appeared one or two Hindis would drag him to a teaching chair and leave him.  

Vulcan said, "I'm going to eavesdrop and see what the Hindis are teaching the Draks."

"OK. Apollo watched the Hindis and learned the pecking order.  "Well, this is interesting.  The Draks are being turned into a commando army.  The Hindis are teaching them small team tactics.  Like use of small arms, night fighting and similar skills.   They are also being taught about Earth military tactics and logistics.  I think the Hindis are training the Draks to attack Earth with many small teams at once."

"That seems to be the only logical conclusion.  The question is why.  Let's go visit the camp commander and see what he thinks the plan is."

They appear in the office of the camp commander and put him to sleep.  Probing his mind, they learn that Olympus is the target of the plan.  The Hindis plan to deluge Earth with an army of a million Draks.  Armed and trained to do the most damage possible.  They are sure that Olympus will intervene and suppress the Draks.  While the Olympians are away on Earth the Hindis will conquer Olympus.  Their goal is to reverse the plight of the women of Olympus.  Vulcan erases the commander's memory of their visit.  He leaves a Trojan horse in his brain to alert Vulcan when a date is set for the invasion.

Apollo said, "Let's go home."

Back in Olympus, several more leaders come to the council of war.  Besides Apollo and Vulcan;  Zeus, Mercury, Ares, Caerus, Chronos,  Kratos, and Poseidon  are present.  Vulcan and Apollo brief the others on their discoveries.

Vulcan concludes, "We have narrowed the path from Drak to Earth so only 24  shifts a year are possible.  We have not done anything about the path from Earth to Hindi or Drak to Hindi.  They are wide open.  The Hindi plan is workable but we don't know their motivation.  Conquest of Olympus won't benefit them in any way I know that's worth the effort."

Ares wants to smash Hindi before they can strike.  Everyone else wants something subtler.  Finally Caerus suggests, "The Hindi's have a good plan.  It seems we should be able to improve it a little." He outlines his idea.  Vulcan thinks there may be a way to do it, but first he has to make a large generator.   He tells the group, "I need to work with Apollo and try out an idea.  Let's meet again in a week."  All but Vulcan leave.

"You told them you need my help to make a generator.  Man, are you in trouble."

"Well, brother, the generator I need is organic.  I will need your help to test my theory and, if it works, to collect all the golds in Olympus and enlist their help.  By the way, how many golds are here or on Earth now?"

"There are about five thousand in Olympus and twice that many on Earth.  Is that enough?

"Yes, if my theory works. Would you find five I can use in my test?  It won't hurt them in any way.  I'll need to put a training program into your chairs and train them.  I'll be ready tomorrow."

"All right, come here in the afternoon and they'll be ready."


Chapter 10: Gold Force

I came home from the monitoring building and ate a small lunch.  I was on my way to the recreation room when house said, "Anne, Apollo wants to see you now."

"OK, where should I go?"

"I'll send you."

Then I was standing in front of Apollo.  He was seated on his terrace.  

"Come here, Anne."

I walked to him and he pulled me into his lap.  My arousal spiked. Again. 

"Well, hello, sailor.  Been a long trip, has it?"

He laughed.  "Too long, wench.  But first I want to thank you once again.  Your warning about the Draks was unusually important. It let us discover a plot by another realm to invade Olympus."

"Oh, No, Master.  Can you stop them? "

We will stop them.  We have several alternatives.  The most drastic will destroy the other realm and all its people.  We want to avoid that.  The best alternative will not cause much death but it requires your help."

"Of course, Master, but I don't see how I can help."

"We are not sure this will work.  It depends on a theory of Vulcan's.  We will test it this afternoon with five of my golds.  It won't hurt you in any way.  We want to tap your mental powers."

"Master, I'm sure you know what you're doing, but none of us girls have any kind of mental power."

"True, you don't have a lot, but Vulcan thinks that collectively, you have enough to do the job. So now, when you leave, I want you to go find Alice,  Nylla, Suzanne, and Isabel.  Take them to the training center.  Vulcan and I will meet you there soon.  Tell them not to worry.  I'll watch out for them."

"Should I go now, master?"

"Not yet."  He turned my head toward him and kissed me.  I melted into him.  My arousal grew, fast.  He broke the kiss, damn him.

"Anne, I want to reward you for your valuable help.  I want you to spend your nights with me for the next month.  I will love you every night and sleep with you.  You will be my chosen woman for this month.  If you wish."

"Master, I..I don't know what to say.  I'm overwhelmed.  I wish it.  I wish it.  Thank you, master.  I will please you better than any other woman."

He stood me up and swatted my rear.  "Now go to work.  House will bring you to me this evening.  House, send Anne to Alice."

And I was standing in front of Alice.  House helped me gather the girls and put us in the training center.  I was in charge, for the moment, so I had us line up along a wall and kneel to await our men.  I told them what little I knew so they would be as ready as possible.

Apollo and Vulcan appeared.  Vulcan lowered each of us on a chair's phallus and started a session he called 'Reversi.'  As always, I had a glorious orgasm and when I came down he lifted me off the chair and stood me up.  He lined us back up along the wall and said, "kneel.  This won't hurt a bit.  All I want you to do is, when I tell you, think hard about refusal, denial, negation.  Imagine you have been told to do something abhorrent and you will not do it.  When I'm ready I will say 'GO'  and when the test is over, I will say 'STOP.'  He walked away from us and over to Apollo.

"When I tell them to GO, I want you to teleport this cube"  He held out a small cube of wood to Apollo.  It lifted off his hand and floated in front of Apollo. "to Hindi.  Send it where we first went."

"All right."

Vulcan walked back to us and said, "GO."  I saw the cube vanish from in front of Apollo.

I thought about when Ramon was about to kill me for his snuff film.  I screamed in my mind just like I did in real life so many months ago.  "No.  Stop.  Don't do this to me.  I love you.  Please." I went on for many seconds.  trying to stop Ramon from killing me.

"STOP."  My eyes had been open the whole time. I saw the cube appear in front of Apollo and hang there. 

Vulcan beamed.  "It works.  I made a stasis field generator powered by these gold's mental powers.  It stopped the transport and held it in stasis.  The transport reversed when they stopped."

"What does the training do?"

"It focuses their minds on the right wavelength.  Otherwise the force wouldn't be strong enough."

"So now we have to run fifteen thousand golds through the training program. Then get them all on Earth before the Hindi's are ready to send the Draks."

"Yep. Better hurry."

"Do we need all fifteen thousand?"

"For my calculations I used an average mental strength I've recorded before for golds.  I got an answer of eleven thousand.  I think we should try to get all fifteen thousand ready."

"OK."

Vulcan left and Apollo released us back to normal duties.  I walked with Alice. 

"Guess what."

"What."

"Apollo wants to reward me for finding the Drak anomaly.  I'm going to be his girl, his lover, for a whole month.  I get to sleep with him every night."

"Oh. My. God.  That's enormous.  Every girl here is going to be jealous.  Oh, no. I won't see you for a whole month!"

"Eat your heart out girl. I'm in hog heaven.  I wish I could dress for the occasion, but I guess that's out."

My days didn't change much, but my nights were fabulous.  I spent all my time in strict bondage and glorious sex.  I had as many as six orgasms a night. Every orifice of my body was well used.  I leaned to climax to oral sex, anal sex as well as vaginal sex.  We used every position in the Kama sutra.  He told me the Hindi's copied it from Olympus. Some were flatly impossible for a bound girl without Apollo's telekinetic powers.  My hands were always locked to the back of my collar once I told Apollo about my experience with Alice. 

In a few days, Apollo moved his household to a temporary home on Earth.  We were in an isolated valley in the Himalayas.  He made it completely unreachable with a few rock slides.  He covered it with heavy clouds and hurricane winds to discourage aircraft.  All the men and women of his household were  locating and bringing in the golds on Earth for training.  None of the golds demurred.  They all were familiar with Draks and didn't want them on Earth.

Apollo had set up fifteen bases on Earth, each designed for two thousand golds and a hundred men.  He made them larger because it was easy and something might happen to some of them. Almost fourteen thousand golds were ready when the signal came from Vulcan.  The Draks were massing on Hindi and would be in transport within the hour.  

We were tense.  It was like one of the early moon launch control rooms.  Everyone was watching a display screen showing Vulcan in one of the bases.  All the defenders were ready on Olympus.  The silvers had all been moved into hidden shelters.  All the golds were ready on Earth.  We knew we had to be ready at any instant.

Vulcan opened his mouth and said, "GO."  I gave it all I had .  I could see the grimaces on the golds around me. It seemed to last forever.  Finally, the Hindis moved on Olympus.  Vulcan shouted, "STOP." and we relaxed.  Now all we could do was wait. It was over quickly.  Zeus came on the display and told us, "The Hindi force has been defeated.  Many have been captured, some were eliminated and the rest have gone home.  They will be seeing us shortly.  Well done, everyone."

We were busy on Earth for a few days.    Zeus briefed the golds on what he knew of the conflict and the Olympian plans for Hindi.  The Earth golds were given an opportunity to be considered for a role in administering Hindi.   We sent the Earth golds back home from their 'retreats,' 'vacations,' and 'sick relatives.'  All with proper receipts, souvenirs and t-shirts.  

Apollo moved his household home after only a week on Earth.  None of us had gotten out of that valley and seen Earth, but, I was just as glad.  Truth be known, I was never happy on Earth.

I went back to my job monitoring Draks, but I was told that Vulcan was making changes in the system.    The Hindi manipulation revealed vulnerabilities he was correcting.  

My month with Apollo was only half over and I was never so happy.  Alice told me I glowed whenever she saw me.  

Apollo brought me to his big living room for the evening.  I ran to him, jumped into his arms, threw my arms around his neck, and kissed him passionately.  He made me so horny I couldn't think of anything but sex when I was with him.  He wrapped his big arms around me and held me up so I didn't have to strain to reach his mouth.

"Master, I heard we won.  We conquered the Hindis.  I'm so happy for you. I'm glad the Drak threat is finally over.  Set me down, please and do my arms!"

In a flash, I was kneeling before him, my wrists locked tight to the back of my collar.  I was so hot.  I needed to show my master my subjugation. I wanted him to conquer me like he had the Hindis.  "Master," I begged, "please may I service you?"

"You need me to conquer you, too?"

"Please Master.  I desperately need you to take me.  Take me every way possible.  Take your helpless slave.  I need you to rape my mouth, ream my ass, and fuck my pussy.  Hard and long.  Remind me again of your absolute power over this worthless slut.  I beg you, take me hard.  Now, please, my Master."

He took out his big cock.  "Service me with your tongue and lips.  Make me want to fuck you."

"Thank you, Master."  I licked his cock's head and all over its length.  I took the head in my mouth.  It was big and luscious.  I sucked him in as far as I could.  I felt him stop against the back of my throat.  I knew I could do more.  I lifted my head so I could take him down my throat.  I wanted him all in me.  My lips touched his sac and I was proud.  It was a struggle, but I had him all the way in me.  I pumped my body up and down. I felt him swell in me.  His pre-cum ran down my throat and I knew he was ready for the next step.  I took my mouth off his rigid penis and asked, "Master would you please put your wonderful cock in my asshole?  I cleaned myself out before I came here."

He picked me up and laid me over the chair back.  I felt his stiff member push against my ass.  He spread my knees with a leg and centered his cock on my asshole.

I knew he was bigger than most so I had been wearing bigger and bigger butt plugs during the day to stretch myself.  I liked the feeling of fullness I got. This afternoon I had given myself an enema and slathered a lot of lube in my hole.  I wanted to be taken in my ass by Apollo, and I didn't want it to hurt.  

His cock was a lot bigger than the plugs I had used, but he slid in OK.  I knew we girls were adaptable.   My ankles were chained together, but that didn't stop anything.  He slid in and out and I felt my arousal growing.  The bell on my collar rang at each thrust.  I was already highly aroused and the thought of him plowing my helpless body pushed me over the top.  He knew how to ring my bell. I had a wonderful orgasm.  My belly spasmed around itself.  I think my pussy was lonely.  An orgasm and it wasn't involved.  Well, I'd have to fix that.  I felt him come in my ass.  His hot spend flowing into me felt so good.  My arousal kicked back up a notch.  He pulled out and told me to stay where I was.  

He walked away, across the room.  When he came back he shoved a big plug in my asshole.  "You'll wear that tonight."

"Yes, Master. Thank you."

He picked me up off the chair and carried me into his bedroom.  He laid me on the bed, face up and locked a long chain to my collar and then to the wall above the bed.

"Thank you, Master."

He smiled and sat on the bed.  I knew what was coming and I lusted for it.  He was going to spank me.  God, I loved that.

He picked me up and lay me across his legs.  I was helpless and he knew I loved being that way.  He also knew I loved being spanked.  I was looking forward to that rosy glow on my ass and the bubbling cauldron it caused in my belly.

"Count and beg for more."

"Yes, Master."

His big, hard hand landed on my ass with a loud slap.  It hurt, it was so hot.

"One, Master.  May I have another, please?"  The next one hit my other cheek.  It was as fiery as the first.  I felt his cock growing under me.  It was the second best thing I felt.

"Two, Master.  May I have another, please?"

After four I was in total lust.  They didn't hurt at all.  They just drove my arousal higher and higher.  I orgasmed after five and nine and thirteen and nineteen.  He stopped at twenty.

"No more.  My turn again."  He threw me on my back on the bed.  I pulled my feet up to my ass and spread my knees wide.  Orgasms or not, I still needed him inside me with fierce desire.  I wanted him to take me.  To subjugate me with his body.  I wanted him to ruthlessly force his stiff cock inside me.  It didn't matter that I wanted him in me.  It only mattered that he didn't ask and didn't care what I wanted. I needed him to forcibly take my body just as he had subjugated my spirit.  I was his slut and wanted the world to know it.

His cock impaled my sopping cunt.  He rammed it into me, shaking me like the puppet I was.  I heard the bell on my collar chiming with each thrust.  It heralded my submission, my joy.  I loved my submission, my helplessness.  My belly spasmed again and again to his thrusts.  My heat crescendoed and I came and came.  I screamed my joy, my love, my submission.  He pumped on and my arousal grew mighty again.  He forced two more mighty orgasms from my helpless, pinioned body.  I loved him so. 

He left me chained as I was all night.  It was fitting.  I wanted to be helpless and subjugated.  I was so thoroughly enslaved.  I never wanted to be free.  

I woke as my master got up.  I lay still and watched him.  He was magnificent.  I felt so honored, so small and insignificant.  He was a God.  I was his slave and I loved him.  I knew I was only a sex object.  A pet of small capabilities.  I knew he found me decorative and useful.  He sometimes took me with him.  Always on a leash and chained, hand and foot.  It wouldn't do to have his friends think he cared for me.  I had learned to heel and he liked to show me off.   I was content.

He came over to me and took the chain off my collar. My arousal flared as it always did around him.  I looked well used, I'm sure, but I was ready to receive him again.  In any of my holes.  I lusted for my Master.  He helped me sit up and freed my hands.  They were stiff from their overnight confinement. He took me in to his bath and we showered.  We washed each other in a lover's shower.


Chapter 11: Ponygirls

He shifted us to the dining room and we ate. He at a table, me on my knees at his side, hands locked behind me, feeding from a bowl.  When he finished he stood and motioned me to join him.  He freed my hands and shifted us to the stable.  There were four new ponygirls waiting for us.  They were in coffle, each end of the chain locked to a wall, their hands fastened to the backs of their collars.  All their restraints were silver.  Ankle chains, of course.  Broad metal belts tight on their waists with several sturdy staples protruding.   They all had rings in their noses of course.  Also, like I had put on Ramira, they had rings in their nipples supporting bells.  A curved plate descended from the belts, tapering as it passed between their legs.  All were bitted with a bridle on their heads supporting colorful plumes.  The bits hid any expression but I thought they looked furious.

"Chastity belts, Master?  Are they forbidden sex?"

"For now.  These girls are some of the ringleaders of the Hindi attack. on us.  The one on the left is Archana, then Leelavathi, Aashirya, finally Dakshi.   The rulers in Hindi were frankly surprised at the actions of their people.  Brahma was pleased with our terms for returning his realm to him.  He agreed that his women were as untrustworthy as ours and deserved the consequences.  He adopted our policies.  We gave him the plans for the appropriate equipment.  Hindi women have had their powers removed and are being enslaved as we speak. He was glad to give us these ringleaders.  They will be punished for a year then they will become silvers.  I am placing you in charge of them.  There is a training course for you as a trainer and for them as ponygirls.  I want you to train them to perfection.  I will be entering them in upcoming contests and shows.  I want them to win trophies.  You may punish them any way you want, train them any way you want.  I want them docile, obedient and skilled ponygirls."

He lifted my right hand and fastened a small charm in the shape of a ponygirl to my cuff.  "Inside their vaginas are stimulation sensors and  controllers.  If they are close to a climax the device will shock them painfully to end the arousal.   This device I have given you lets you control it.  You may give them a pleasure stimulation or a pain stimulation, even let them have an orgasm.  Up to you.  Would you like to get the trainer's course now?  They aren't going anywhere."

"Yes, Master. I would like that." 

THE END
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