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Prolog:

The Gods never wanted worship.  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 needed was 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.

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 accepted the technology part without comment.  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.  Now only one or two transports per lunar cycle could occur.  

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: Winners and Losers

The Defeated

Four females lay face up, arms at their sides, on narrow biers, lined up in a row. They were still as the dead with only their slow breathing to show life. The room was dark and warm and still. Sometimes one of the females eyes would open then a few seconds later close. It was still and quiet. The girls had olive complexions and long, dark hair. They were exactly the same height, weight, and proportion. Their faces were different, otherwise they might have been clones. They had large, conical breasts with long, thick nipples surmounting darker aureoles.

Awareness returned in bits and pieces. I knew I was Archana, once a princess of Hindi. Brahma had given me and all the other members of HOW (Hindi Organization of Women) to the Olympians. My eyes were closed. I could feel every part of my body. I felt a gentle flow of warm air over my naked skin. I was breathing easily, but I couldn't move. I tried my fingers and toes, my arms and legs. I felt them but my muscles would not respond. I successfully opened my eyes at last. It was all I could move. Every other part of my body was dead, unresponsive, yet I had no pain and I felt good, full of energy. I felt a firm surface under me but the room was dark and I could see noting. I heard someone breathing close to me, just as slow and soft as my own, but out of time. I wondered who. I had been sentenced with a large group of mostly women. I knew I was going to be punished. I deserved it. I was the leader and I had failed. I had labored to free the Olympian women and my failure had led to the enslavement of the Hindi women. I had resorted to methods my Lord considered heinous and had tainted all women. The cause had failed and all the believers were prisoners. The Olympians kept their women enslaved. It was the least they would do to me. I waited my fate with stoic belief that whatever they did to me, it was less than I deserved.

I awoke as from a deep sleep. I struggled to remember where I was. The memories flowed back into my brain. I was Megraj, war minister for Hindi. Brahma had disavowed me, given me to the Olympians to be punished. Small price I knew for regaining his kingdom. I had cast my lot with the women. I helped them develop their plan to release Draks on Earth. The cursed Olympians had somehow diverted the Draks to Hindi cities instead of Earth. And their warriors. No one had understood their power. I had seen one Olympian freeze thousands of Hindi soldiers in an instant. It doesn't matter to me now. The Olympians will kill me now. The women they will keep as their slaves. They keep all women in Olympus enslaved. There are no men imprisoned here. They must kill me. I opened my eyes and saw only a dimly lit room. I found I couldn't move anything but my eyelids and eyes. I was lying on my back on a firm, flat surface. I could feel the surface and air blowing softly over my body. I was naked, I realized. It didn't matter. I had failed the organization, my king and my profession.

The Victors

Zeus was happy. "Apollo, do you think Brahma can be trusted to do as he said?"

"He was believable and his announced plans to enslave his females will put him squarely in our camp.  This female-led conspiracy gave him the perfect excuse.  If we hadn't taken them over so thoroughly, then his nobles might have balked.  As it turned out, he has nearly unanimous support.  I'm sure many of those nobles are happy to have their female's power eliminated. The next month will tell the tale.  If he completes the enslavement then he is committed to us."

"There is little contact between the advanced realms. Our technology has freed us from reliance on physical goods. We have maintained our creativity mainly through our interest and intervention on Earth. Watching the antics of the Earth states has proved engaging. Yet this Drak plot made clear to me that we should engage more with each other. I would like to see more interfaces and commerce between the realms. One route is the exchange of ideas and culture."

"We can't afford to have so little contact with Hindi and the other realms. I'm going to send ambassadors to all the major realms. I thought of appointing Alexander to Hindi. Do you see any problems with that?"

"He's ready. Our ambassadors won't need much staff if you choose men live Alexander. I expect his job will be a little ceremonial and a lot awareness?"

"Yes. Well put. Besides keeping us aware of the goings on there, I want him to research possible commerce ideas. My main concern now is getting eyes on these realms to prevent surprises. Speaking of surprises.  Hephaestus, can you fix the hole the Hindis found in our Drak surveillance?"

"Yes. Technically it isn't a 'hole,' But their folks were clever.  Brahma has agreed to send us one of the people who found that defect.  I'll have a thorough discussion with him."

"Good.  How many females participated in their conspiracy?"

Apollo answered, "almost a thousand, Zeus.  They are all here now.  Brahma was glad to get rid of them. I'm taken four of them, actually I'm keeping three females and one former male. I made a special place for them. They'll go into the female population later. I wanted them to experience something proportional to their actions, first. I was going to give them to Alexander to train but I may have to rethink that. We've given some to all five hundred men who helped defend Earth and conquer Hindi. And I've put thirty females in your pen, Zeus."

"I'm sure I will enjoy them.  Our strategy of having a few powerful men for our army worked well against Hindi.  I'm worried about needing to use the Earth golds to defend Earth, though.  Hephaestus, can we do something about this?  I want us to be self sufficient."

"Zeus, its a matter of having sufficient mental power available.  We used fifteen thousand golds to power the reverser.  If we had another two hundred men available, we would not have needed the golds.  My recommendation is to increase our male population as soon as possible.  If we wait for normal population growth this will need almost twenty years.  If we use males from other realms, like Hindi or Norse if will only take a year or so for immigration.  They might not be as reliable though.  Another option is to bring in some Earth males and empower them.  In the extreme we might empower some females and free them, or convert them to males."

"Hephaestus, I don't like any of those options.  Find a technical solution and I will run these by the council."

"All right, Zeus.  I'll look into it." 

The Slave Girl (How I helped win the war)

My name is Anne Carlyle. I live in Olympus, now, formerly of New York. I was an abused, addicted girl and Ramon, my 'boyfriend' was about to sacrifice me in a snuff film. I was rescued by Apollo, a real Greek God. He brought me back to Olympus, along with Ramon and his crew.

I had heard the story of Leda and the Swan when I was a girl. It wasn't a story. Apollo changed Ramon and his gang into women!

My government would have punished them with prison. There are no prisons on Olympus.

Apollo told me they think prison offends the integrity of both the offender and the jailer. I think he was being kind. He could have killed them or turned them into toads.  Or done any of the terrible things humans have thought of through the ages to punish other humans.

Olympian men are Gods. They alone have the power and the responsibility. They are expected to act like it. Ramon and crew did not. Apollo simply decided that since they did not act like men, they should not be men.

When the Olympians roamed the Earth there were Gods and Goddesses. After they invented Jehovah they withdrew their overt presence from Earth. Later, the Goddesses betrayed the Gods and sought their death. They failed and were captured. The Gods took all the Goddesses power and made them as human women. Seeing into the female minds the Gods knew they could never be trusted. All females in Olympus are made slave, no matter their origin. All females born here wear silver chains while those from elsewhere wear gold. Women are not taught science or technology, only the fine arts.

Earth has always had slaves. Up until three hundred years ago there were only two kinds of people: slaves and owners. Oh, we had different names for them, but that's all it was. Now, people are 'free' but still trapped in the system. Here I was a slave girl in fact. But there are compensations. The Gods have incredible power and technology. Every female here has fantastic sex, is beautiful, and lives longer than Methuselah. I wore ankle chains, cuffs on my wrists, a tall, metal collar, and a ring in my nose. I'm told every woman on Olympus has these. Yet every woman I know glows with happiness. We know we are loved and safe.

When the Olympians bring a female here they make 'improvements.' I had been pretty with a boyish figure in New York. When I awoke here I was a man's wet dream.. I was now tall with a gorgeous face, large, erect 36D breasts, with long, slender legs and a slim waist. I was particularly proud of my nipples On Earth, my nipples were inverted. I hated them. When I woke up here they were not only normal, they were big and sensitive. I mean BIG, an inch long and half an inch wide. My lifespan was over 1000 years and my brain seemed to work better, faster. I think my libido was increased a lot, too. I now got aroused whenever I saw a man. Not a little hot. My pussy swelled up, my love juices started dripping out of me, and my knees got weak. Really. Just see a man and I was so, so ready to get laid. Every woman here is an 'Easy Lay.'

I had never been so happy. I wore chains because I had no choice. But otherwise I was so much freer than I was on Earth. I had no obligations but obedience. I learned to play music and dance, and most of all the art of the haetera. I was good at this. I was a performer. I had love and was free of all the niggling earth girl obligations: work, rent, dating, beauty, envy.

I knew I was weak. I never thought my own ideas or opinions were better than others. I never argued. I always agreed with other people or deferred to them. I never asserted my opinion on anything. It was so much easier to just go along. After I was brought here I realized I was a natural submissive. I got real pleasure from submission. I was born to be a slave. My chains were fitting. I would be enslaved no matter where I was. I had been Ramon's slave. I wasn't just obedient, I loved obeying men.

The Olympians bring women here from Earth all the time. No, they aren't traffickers like some kidnappers on Earth. They think of Earth as a kind of community improvement project. They are adding some of their genes to our pool. Girls are selected, brought here, and 'improved.'  They don't make us immortal or some such. We get wonderful bodies, but more than looks, they teach our bodies how to effect repairs.  I won't ever get sick. No virus or poison will ever affect me.  I won't age for a long, long time.  When we go back to Earth, we are better educated, healthy, and pregnant. We get to spend four or five years in paradise before we take our 'gift' home. The Olympians have agents on Earth that conceal the girl's absence and return to society. The chosen are glad we came and are able to return if they want. That's how I got rescued. Ramon had grabbed Alice with me and she was able to call on Apollo for help. I would be dead except for that.

Being a slave girl here is enormously better than my former life as in New York. There, although free, it was in name only. Here, although a slave girl, I am happy, respected, and have important responsibility.   I love and am loved. Oh, yes, the sex here is mind blowing.

I was just a bystander in the war. All I did was organize a bunch of golds down on Earth. Hindi is one of the ancient Gods realms. I'm not sure whether the realms are on planets or something else. Anyway, the Hindis have great powers but they don't seem to be as impressive as the Olympians. I'm not sure how they compare, but a few Olympians conquered all Hindi in minutes. The Hindi's were disorganized after the Draks surprise invasion, but still.

Apollo told all his girls what happened, but not much detail. It seems that the Hindi women were all free and they were pretty much like on Earth. They wanted more power and were able to get some men to help them. Not many men in power, but a few. Anyway some women there had real political power. They were princesses and other kinds of royalty and there were some married to powerful men. These used their connections and bribery and played on their men's ambition. Everyone knew that Olympus was too powerful to conquer directly. They plotted to bring Draks to Hindi in secret and train them to be an organized army. Then they would send the Drak army to Earth. Olympians would go there to shut down the Draks and the Hindi army would conquer Olympus.

Only thing was, I, yes me, saw a discrepancy on Drak. My job was to watch activity on Drak. I told my boss and soon the Olympians investigated and found the Hindi's were training a Drak army. So they figured a way to reverse the Hindi transport and send the Draks all over Hindi instead of to Earth. They used the mental force of all the golds to power this 'reverser.' Even the ones already back on Earth. Anyway, the Hindi's were disorganized and almost leaderless after the Drak invasion. The Olympians just teleported in and took over. Zeus gave it back to Brahma.  After he found out the whole thing was a plot by a small number of conspirators, mostly women.

So now the Hindi men are enslaving the women, just like Olympus. It seems females can't help plotting to achieve more power. I never had the chance, but I bet I'd be good at it if I wasn't already enslaved by a God that doesn't trust any female.


Chapter 2: Bonds & Lust

The light brightened in the room with the four females. Two slave girls entered with a rolling cart. Archana was first. She opened her eyes and saw the slaves. They wore silver slave collars and had large silver rings in the noses. As they worked on her she saw they had silver cuffs on their wrists with sturdy attachment rings. She couldn't move her body so she just closed her eyes and felt the girls fingers turn her into a slave and pony girl. Her pubic hair was removed and re-growth inhibited. Cuffs were put on her limbs and a collar around her neck. A wide metal belt or girdle snugly clamped around her waist. She felt the needle, but no pain as it pierced her in seven places and rings put in her flesh. Her septum, ears, and labia.

A disc with a hole in the middle was put on each nipple, followed by a hollow knurled cylinder. Finally her nipple was pulled out and a ring put in her piercing, to hold the cylinder and disc in place. Every ring save her nose supported a short chain and a bell. A bridle strapped around her head holding a rubber bit in her mouth, her tongue pushed through a slot in the rod. A chain linked her ankle cuffs. She was rolled over and her wrists fastened to the back of her collar, her arms held vertical and snug to her back. She was rolled back onto her arms and blackness descended as she was turned off.

The last one done was Megraj, though he didn't rate a man's name now. He watched the slaves as they worked on him. He could feel everything they did to him, without pain. He felt them shave his pubic hair, but it didn't feel right. They never touched my penis or balls. I felt their hands and implements pass straight across the center of my loins.  How could they do that?

I felt it as they clamped metal bands on my ankles, then my wrists, then my neck. I saw my wrists as they lifted my limp arms. They were much smaller than I remembered. My arms were thick, bulging with muscle. Those I saw were slim with no muscle tone at all. Now I believed that I had been unconscious for months, atrophying away. But I felt good, strong, not weak. Before they put the wide belt on me they held it up and turned it around where I could see it. It was tiny, no more than seventeen inches across. It wouldn't fit on my thigh. Somehow it fit my waist. I felt the thing snug itself around my waist. Impossible.

I felt them spread my legs wide and I feared the worst. They were going to castrate me! But no, I felt them grasp two sensitive flaps of skin and separate them. I couldn't understand what I felt. They were holding skin, fingers on both sides and pulling. I didn't feel my penis and its unique presence. What had they done to me? I felt the needle push through my skin, not as pain, but as a separation. The needle left and the blunt rings entered my flesh and became joined. I felt the weight as they were released and heard the bells chiming as they fell. I felt the bells rolling along the skin of my thighs. I didn't know when or how it was done, but I recognized the unmistakable geometry of a female cunt.

I knew black despair. I wallowed in defeat and longing for my lost manhood. The girls worked on my breasts next. I couldn't see them, but I felt their hands massaging my new mammary glands. I was ashamed at how good it felt. They stroked and massaged. They licked and sucked and my nipples, already large, grew rock hard and ached. I felt the needles part the engorged flesh. The discs settled around their base like washers on a screw. The snug cylinders were screwed onto them. My nipples were pulled far out and rings put in the holes left by the needles. The bells and chain were heavy and were permanent when the ring closed. Tears leaked out of my eyes.

The slaves now worked on my nose. I could see them clearly. Their large nose rings were prominent in my vision. I knew I would wear one too. I felt the punch enter my nose, heard the click. and felt the pressure as a quarter inch hole was punched through my septum. The grommet was set with the same feel of pressure. I watched, cross eyed, as the two halves of the ring approached and joined together. I felt the heavy weight laying on my upper lip. A bridle was strapped around my head holding a rubber bit in my mouth, my tongue pushed through a slot in the rod. Now I knew the Olympian's vengeance was more terrible than death. I would be a female slave for a long, long time.

When all were done the girls left with their empty cart and the light dimmed. Four sleeping females were ready for the next step.

Later, the light increased and a man entered the room. He woke all four but left them turned off. He spoke, "Females, you are my property. You have been given to me to be punished and trained. Your destiny is to become beasts of burden. My livestock. You are the lowest slaves. Everyone is superior to you and you will obey every other person, male or female. My name is Alexander, son of Apollo. You will address me and every man as Master and every female you meet as Mistress. Apollo has given you to me."

He walked to me. I watched his hand approach my inert body. He held a metal plate so I could read it then he put it on my collar. It said 'I am Kitty. I belong to Alexander.' Then he fastened a leash to my nose ring and touched a spot on my bier. Instantly I could feel my body come alive. I felt ... helpless and ... aroused. Suddenly I was filled with lust. This man was incredibly desirable. I wanted him to love me..no, to fuck me hard. What had they done to me? I can't feel like this. Not about this man. He was my jailor, my torturer. I had not felt this way since my first love. My logic wailed helplessly against my lust. I wanted him in me. I was wet. My love juices were flowing into my vagina. I felt my nipples swelling, getting rock hard.

"Up, girl."

He tugged on my nose ring. It hurt. I got off the platform as fast as I could, under the painful urging of his hand. My lust was unabated. I pushed my body against him. He was big and hard. My eyes were level with his chest.

"I name you Kitty. You will answer to that name and no other. Nod if you understand."

I looked at him. He reached out and took hold of my right nipple ring. I realized how vulnerable I was and  nodded my head. He held on to the ring and used his other hand, the one holding my leash and took hold of my nose ring. He lifted it  until I was standing on my toes and staring at the ceiling.

"I have several duties to you. First is to punish you for your deeds. Second is to teach you to be an obedient and skilled pony girl. It will be my pleasure to enjoy your body how and when I wish. You will obey my slightest wish. I will punish you for disobedience, balkiness, or any unpleasing behavior. You hesitated to obey me."

He released my nose ring and took hold of the cylinder on my right nipple. He twisted the two halves. I felt a sharp pain in my nipple. I gasped. He twisted the left cylinder. I gasped again. Both my nipples hurt. I moaned around my bit. Then he twisted them back and the pain was removed. Only the memory remained in my flesh. Another reminder of my vulnerability. Every time he touched me my lust for him grew. It was agony being so close to heaven and unable to grasp it.

He led me into the next room, empty save for two poles four feet apart.  They ran from floor to ceiling supporting a cross bar about waist high. There were rings all over the walls no more than 12 inches apart in many rows. He positioned me with my belly against the crossbar and pulled my torso down across it. He clipped my leash to a ring on the wall in front of me. A belt of some flexible material tightened across my waist. pulling the bar into my belly. Then he lowered the bar several inches until my ass stuck up above my waist. He pulled my feet as far apart as possible and secured them somehow. I felt him wrap cord or rope around my knees and tug them apart hard. My muscles and tendons were stretched tight.

I couldn't move a muscle. My nose ring was pulled tight to the far wall. I couldn't see anything but the wall. I was totally surprised when the whip laid a fiery stripe across my lifted bottom cheeks. I cried out, but only a muffled wail passed my bit. Again and again for a total of ten strokes, he heated my ass. Each lash was accompanied with my muffled wails.

Unfair, she thought. I haven't done anything here to earn punishment. Maybe this is just the start of my punishment for the Drak plan. No, my enslavement as a pony girl is for that. This is different. Certainly not this hard. Then she knew. He had whipped her solely for his pleasure. She had done nothing. The stark reality of her situation was driven home. She was there for his pleasure as well as her punishment.

Other feelings floated to the surface as the whipping progressed. My pussy was sopping wet. I was still in lust.   The pain in my bottom changed into arousal and pleasure. By the time the whip stopped my belly was awash with my love juices. I was sopping wet and felt a surge of pleasure when the whip landed. My traitorous body had responded to his aggression with complete submission. Then I felt his thick cock slide easily into my sopping cunt. I tried to resist the simmering inferno in my belly, but my efforts were useless. My control was lost as my Master increased the speed and depth of his penetrations. His irresistible male strength slammed into my ass. His cock ravaged my body, driving me to the brink of the sanity. Oh, yes, please. Harder. With one mighty jolt I was flung over the edge into a massive orgasm that shook the core of my being. My belly spasmed in hot spurts of molten love juice.

Thrashing, pulling painfully at my nose ring.   My body shook in the grasp of a huge orgasm imposed on me by my Master. My nostrils flared around the large ring he had had placed in my nose. Struggling to suck in desperately needed air. His hard fingers stroked and fondled the dangling breasts swaying under me. He twisted my painful, swollen, ringed nipples, making my bells ring in my ears. My lust continued unabated.

I tried to hold on to some control, but it was hopeless. My body was under his control now. Coherent thought was lost as he increased the tempo and strength of his thrusts. He forced me into a second, much bigger orgasm as his hot seed flooded into my heated core.

My entire body was out of control. My belly was a sexual inferno sending a hot flood of love juice around my Master's deeply buried flesh. My pussy was spasming around him, trying to pull him deeper, hold him longer.

I had submitted completely to the slavery I no longer wanted to resist. If I could have moved or spoken, I would have knelt at his feet and submitted myself to him. I wanted to obey him with all my heart.

I heard my moan escape my bit as he pulled from me. I hung limply in my bonds as he left. I had long moments to stare blindly at the wall before me. My mind swirled with erotic dreams of bondage and subjugation. I dreamed of being displayed in my helpless naked state to men who would utterly control me, dominate me. I would be the sex toy of all and the most erotic female they had ever imagined. I would obey their every wish with fervor and passion unimagined. I would drive men mad with desire. I would be every man's dream slut. I would be obedient and aroused. They would use my body for work and pleasure. I would always be helpless putty in their hands. Men would mold me into their dream slave.

He returned and released me. I was shocked by the depth of my sexual submission and eyed the whip on his belt with affection and fear as he worked. He led me to the wall in the first room and clipped my leash to a ring. I was silent and helpless in my pain. I stood there and watched him as he went to the next girl. I recognized her face. It was Leelavathi, my second in command, but her body was different. She looked like a model. She was perfect. I watched as he repeated the process with her. She was named Lily. He demonstrated her nipple pain devices too, before taking her into the room with the poles. He closed the door. I was distraught. He was my Master. Why had he taken her in that room. I heard nothing, but I could imagine him placing her in the frame and whipping her. I was jealous then reality landed on my soul. He owned us and he would take his pleasure as he wanted. Slave's preferences, choices, or opinions don't matter to anyone. Not even them. I could only have my Master's love when he gave it. Not when I wanted it. I felt the tears flowing down my cheeks. I cried for lost opportunities and lost love.

Eventually, he opened the door and led Lily to me and fastened her leash to the back of my collar. I tried to grasp it with my fingers but it was not in reach. I despaired. I was helpless and in lusty need.

Soon Shirley, nee Aashirya joined us. Linked together by our collars and nose rings as the fourth slave girl was taken to the whip. I didn't recognize her. She was named Megan.

I was helplessly pulled along by the leash fixed to my nose ring. Resistance caused harsh pain. I followed, meekly, obediently responsive to the pull on my nose. The evil devices made my nipples hurt and quelled any thought of resistance. My captor was huge, much larger than I had been as a male. My traitor body felt lust for him. I felt my loins become damp with my fluids as he led me through the door. I fought this as much as I could. I willed my body to stop, dry up. I was not attracted to men. I was not. Yet, this body I inhabited was attracted to men. I wondered at my inability to control my body's desires. Were women as out of control like this often? Was it pheromones, hormones? I didn't know.

He fastened me across a bar with my legs widespread. and my leash pulled tight to the far wall. I shook my head, the only thing I could do. I tried to say 'NO,' but I couldn't form a word, just moans came out. I was perfectly positioned to be fucked and I loathed the thought. I wasn't a woman, inside, where it counted. I wasn't.

The cut of the whip across my raised ass was a shock. I cried out but my bit held it to a soft wail. He whipped me many times. Stroke after stinging stroke crisscrossed my ass. I knew I had been cut to pieces. The pain from every stroke was sharp and biting. The constant pain in my nipples was overshadowed by the fierce bite of the whip. I could feel it slice my flesh. Then it stopped and the pain in my ass turned to a dull heat. My belly was trembling and the heat seeped into my belly. I felt liquid running down my thighs and my loins ached. My lust was even stronger, no longer swamped by the cutting pain of the whip. Damn it. Stop it!

Then what I feared most. I felt his cock enter me. My pussy was spread wide as his rigid shaft impaled me. Damn it again. But it felt sooo good. I felt it slowly push into me, sending a wonderful thrill up my body as it touched every delicate nerve in me. He began a slow, rhythmic motion. In Out In Out and every motion made my arousal climb higher and higher. I had known wonderful sex as a man, but this was so much more intense. Every strong thrust made my body scream in pleasure. Every strong thrust made me his property. I was helpless and in his control and I loved it. I heard low moans of pleasure fighting past my bit. I hated this. I loved this. My every conscious thought was to resist. Fight it. My body obstinately ignored me, becoming more excited and tense at every stroke. Suddenly the dam broke and I felt the ecstasy of fulfillment.  The wonderful bliss of my body joining to a male in the ultimate of pleasure. I felt my juices flooding around his cock and my vagina muscles spasming to hold him in me and drive him deeper. As I recovered, I felt him still in me, still hard. He was waiting for me. I could feel him. still vital, still ready, just waiting for me.

I became a slave girl at that moment. Naked, whipped, unable to move or speak.  I was a vessel of pleasure for a male. I was so filled with ecstasy at my domination that I would not have traded places with the male. Whatever he had done, however he made me feel this way, that was all I ever wanted again.

His fingers found my breasts, my swollen, ringed and belled nipples. They were already sore from his nasty clamp. The pain was nothing compared to the pleasure his fingers gave me. He played with my so sensitive body parts as he started moving inside me. My arousal shot up again, my nipples were throbbing as he played with them. He lifted my bells and dropped them and the sudden tug drove me insane. I twisted my torso to swing my breasts to make more stimulation. He followed them and fondled my breasts most delightfully. His cock was hard and his thrusts hard. Then I felt his spend, hot in my belly. I responded instantly with my own orgasm. Our hot juices mixing, merging, flowing down my love tunnel. I think I swooned at that moment for the next thing I knew, he was withdrawing his diminished member from me. I felt happy. I was no longer confused or conflicted. I was a slave girl and my Master had used me for his pleasure. My pleasure was immeasurable. I loved my Master and I was a girl. Life was pretty good, all in all. I relaxed and awaited orders.

He released me from the bar. I looked at him and my lust for him grew large again. I couldn't speak and my hands were lost to me so I did the only thing I could. I pressed my forehead against his chest and rubbed my nipples back and forth. I whimpered.

"I'm glad you enjoyed that, my little pony girl. You have now been christened a woman as well as my slave." He used my leash to lead me back to the other slaves. He fastened my leash to the collar of one of them.

Alexander, my Master, said, "Megan is another member of your conspiracy. You may not recognize her. You knew her as Megraj, Lily's husband. Since he did not act as a man should, his sex was changed so he could share your punishment. She has just had her first slave orgasm but still has much to learn."

I felt myself turning red, my skin heating unbidden. I lowered my eyes. Now these women also knew my disgrace, knew I had once been a powerful man. I wanted to hide but my master held my leash. I was twice naked, my shame multiplied. I did the only thing I could. I looked at each one in turn and smiled.

Kitty stared at Megan. She was a beautiful woman, no trace of the male. Was it true? Megan was blushing and trying to close in on herself. She refused eye contact. Maybe it was true. Look at what they did to my body and Lily's. The Olympian's power was awesome. Why did we try to change them? We were so full of ourselves. Our ignorance was exceeded only by our arrogance. We deserve this. Then Megan changed. She raised her eyes and smiled. Then she made eye contact with each of us slaves. Unable to speak, she was saying she was one of us and good.

The Dungeon

He removed my leash from the wall and led us out of the room. We were clumsy at first, unaccustomed to our hobbled stride. Eventually we got better as we learned to shorten our stride.

We walked long halls, passing curious slaves and men. None spoke to us but two of the men felt my breast as we passed them. I was horrified but couldn't even object. We descended stairs into a darker space. Bare concrete floors and heavy steel doors with massive locks. The walls changed from smooth colored walls to bare concrete. We entered a hall lined on one side by small cells. We were locked in them, one to a cell. Mine had three concrete walls with large steel rings hanging on them. The front was all thick bars with a sliding gate. There was a wooden bench - my bed, I guess. The floor was dirty and had a waste hole in the corner in a small depression. Water trickled out of a rusty spigot above it. There was a tiny barred window letting in some light. There was no other light in the cell. I could see a light burning in the corridor.

I took stock. I was in constant pain from the devices on my nipples. A simple twist was all it would take to remove the pain. But I was helpless to twist them. My hands were locked to the back of my collar and useless. My ankles were chained together. Rings in my nose, labia lips and nipples. Bells hanging from all the rings save my nose. The rubber bit strapped in my mouth kept me silent. And I was hungry. At least I had water and a waste disposal system. I paced around my new home, bells chiming with every step. Besides the racket, the incessant tugging of them in my flesh was arousing me. My pussy and my nipples were being stimulated by every swing of the bells. I kept walking in hopes I could climax from the motion. I soon realized it was just enough to keep me aroused but not enough to climax. I looked thoughtfully at the bench. The damn corners were rounded off so there were no points sharp enough to help. I hurt and I missed my hands. What a miserable way to leave me. I knew I would be frightened when it got dark.

I settled on the hard bench, trying to find a way to be comfortable. It seemed impossible. I squirmed and fidgeted, my bells chiming my frustration. I heard my neighbor's bells and knew they were as miserable as I. Slight comfort. Misery may love company, but not so much when we can't talk about it.

Food came when the light through the window faded. A cheerful Amazon, she wore slave chains but her hands were free, she pushed a cart down the corridor.

"Come over here, Dearie."

I just looked at her. Afraid to move. Afraid of anyone with hands to use.

If you want any dinner, come here. I need to take your bit out so you can chew."

I stood up and minced over, fearful of falling. I stood close to the bars.

"Kneel, girl."

I obeyed. What else could I do?

"Scoot closer so I can get your bit out."

I did. She reached through the bars and released the bit from the bridle. She pulled it out of my mouth. It was so good being able to move my tongue and close my mouth. I had been drooling continually.

"Thank you. What should I call you?"

"You're welcome, Dearie. You have to call every woman 'Mistress.' Didn't they tell you? If you don't we have to punish you." She slid a bowl under the bottom of the door. It had what looked like small balls of compressed food.

"Can you release my hands, Mistress?"

"Nope. Orders. They stay right where they are."

"But, how can I eat?

"Just lean over and use your mouth. Pretend you are a pony, girl. This is how all us girls eat, Dearie. Keeps us in our place, I reckon."

"But, Mistress, why do you let them treat you like that? Don't you mind?"

"Eat and I'll tell you. I've always eaten my food like this. What ever you get used to is normal, right? Besides, it makes sense. There's no tools to wash when I'm done, just a bowl. And you can eat whether your hands are locked up or not. And from the Master's side, we don't get to hold things that could be used as a weapon. Anyway, anything we could hold in our hands could only hurt another girl, not a Master."

I stopped eating at this revelation. The core of any escape plan I had considered involved being able to disable a man during sex. I had been wondering how I could do this. "Why do you say that, Mistress?"

"They're tougher than you can imagine. Its not like they are twice as strong as a girl. Its more like you're made of flesh and they're made of steel. Haven't you been picked up by one yet? I was on a work crew cutting trees. A big one, more than a foot thick and tall, fell badly and was about to crush a pony team puling a cart. Master Alan just grabbed the falling tree, picked it up and tossed it a hundred feet away. They are tough. Usually they are gentle with us, but you couldn't hurt them with anything you can lift."

"But, Mistress, if a knife couldn't hurt them, why don't they let us eat with our hands?"

"Like I said, Dearie. It reminds us we're just livestock. Keeps us in our place. Now finish up. I have the others to tend to."

"Yes, Mistress." Boy. I was going to have to abandon any idea of violence. Damn. The only paths I could see were deviousness and honesty. Even if my hands and feet were free, its hard to be devious when you're belled.

I finished and licked the bowl clean. I had a little on my nose ring. She wiped it off and picked up the bowl. "Thank you, Mistress, how do the men get so strong? Surely they can't be born that way. One kick in the womb would kill their mother."

"I've tended some young children. The boys and girls are about the same. The boys grow up and become Gods. I don't know how. The girls don't. The boys got sent to a school when they were maybe sixteen. That's when the girls get their chains and slave training starts. When the men come back they are powerful like Gods. I sometimes wonder what a girl would be like if they got sent to that school. The men don't talk about it.

"Lean over here again. I have to put your bit back in."

"Oh no, mistress. Please don't gag me. I'll be very quiet. I promise."

"Orders, Dearie. If I have to come in there, I'll twist those fancy nipple things another notch."

My nipples already hurt so much. I couldn't bear more. "All right, Mistress." I leaned forward and opened my mouth for her. She slid it over my tongue and fastened it back in place. I was silenced and felt the drool building up. She pushed the cart away and I was alone again. I lay on my side on the bench and tried to sleep. The sharp pain in my nipples metamorphosed into a dull ache all through my breasts. I dozed off only to be pulled awake when my breasts touched the bench. I had a bad night.

The next day she took my bit out and removed the bridle. That was a gift. Then she turned the nipple clamps down so they didn't hurt. I was pain free.

"Now, Dearie, If you're good, I won't have to turn them back up."

"Yes, Mistress. I'll be good." I was ashamed of my lack of will power. One day of pain and I had been broken.

She pulled me to a wall and fastened my collar to a wall ring. I was facing the wall.

"I've got to change your hands now. Any trouble and the nipple clamps get tightened."

"Yes, Mistress. I won't give you any trouble."

She showed me a metal bar two feet long. It had a ring on each end and one in the middle. She released my hands. They flopped down like a pair of dead fish. I couldn't move them. The middle ring locked to the back of my collar where my hands had been. Then she locked one hand at each end of the bar. My hands were now held just above my shoulders. Still helpless. She released my collar from the wall ring. I fluttered my hands and arms. At least I could stretch my shoulders a bit. I was still quite helpless but it should be more comfortable.

Little Resistance

I called out, "This is Kitty. Can you hear me?"

I heard Lily, Megan and Shirley answer me with their new names.  

"I'm helpless.  I'm locked in a cell and my hands and feet are chained.  Are any of you able to do anything?"

All responded they were secured the same way,

"I have this painful clamp on my nipple. It sounded like we all were clamped.  Did anyone see anything that might help us escape?"

We were so trapped and helpless.  I had wanted so badly to free the Olympian women from their slavery. My plan had almost worked.  It was so close.  I still don't know what happened.  It was working perfectly when the damned Draks appeared all over Hindi.  What a madhouse.  The next thing I knew I was arrested and taken to Brahma.  He had understood what we had done as soon as he looked into my mind.  He didn't say anything to me.  I had awakened in cursed Olympus already altered for their slavery.  They showed me what they had done while I just lay there, unable to move or even close my eyes.  My body was younger, more fit, I had a teenager's slender body with full breasts and hips.  They had put a collar and cuffs on me and told me I would live a long time, and be in lust all my life.  LUST.  No.  I would not show attraction to any male.  I was their equal.

"We must resist these devils.  We must not submit to their slavery.  We may be their prisoners, but we must not fail to resist.  Are you with me?"  There was an uncomfortable pause.  "Well, are you with me?"

Lily said, "Kitty.  we are helpless and want our Master so bad. I'm afraid of what he will do to me if I resist.... Well, I like it.  I've never felt so aroused before."

Shirley spoke up, "Kitty, we tried our best to win, but we lost.  I don't see any chance for us to escape.  I know I will give in to pain and pleasure and do whatever my Master tells me to do. I don't think I have the will resist.  I'm sorry."

Megan spoke last, " Kitty, I feel like the others. We are in the power of Olympus. Once I would have fought to the death. I had honor and duty. That is gone. Now I only have lust and pain. I will obey them and love them for I have no choice.  I'm sorry, but we are helpless and resistance is futile.  I will try and be the best pony girl I can.  I have no wish to be a slave, but I don't think I can stop myself."

"Get some rest my friends.  I know how inevitable this feels.  Keep alert for any opportunity.  Goodnight."

Once a week, or so, Joanie, the wardress would take me to a shower room and wash me off. It was the only time the bar connecting my hands was freed from the back of my collar. They ached when released and I couldn't move them. She took me down the hall, through a solid door and chained me to a wall by my collar. Then she released the bar holding my hands and fastened a hanging chain to it. The chain clattered up into the ceiling and my hands raided until I was on tiptoes. Then she hosed me down with a biting stream of cold water. It was painful on my breasts and pussy. Then she lathered me all over. She paid special attention to my breasts and pussy. Then hosed me down again. She would towel me down with a rough cloth. I would come out feeling like I had been whipped all over. She would lower the bar and lock it to my collar and take me back to my cell.

One day I noticed it was quiet in my cell. I called out to the others but no one answered me. I was alone. I screamed but only a faint echo answered me. I quailed inside. I hadn't seen them in weeks, but we talked every day. Now I was alone, naked, in a dungeon. I wanted to die. I was so lonely and helpless.

Joanie brought me dinner when it was dark outside my window. I knelt as close to her as the bars allowed. She was scant company, but all I had. I waited for her to speak.

"Well, Dearie, you've got the whole place to yourself now. The others got moved early this morning."

"Yes, Mistress, I know. Can you tell me why I am still here?"

"All's I know is that the master says you're not ready yet."

"Mistress, I don't know what to do. I'm so sorry but I can't undo what's already done."

"Dearie, I don't think its what you've done, or how sorry you are. What all the men care about is whether you think you're their property. Its all about submission. Are you ready to be a slave with your heart and soul. Do you still want to be free?"

"Mistress, I'm ready. I'm broken. Please tell Master."

Visitors

The routine was unchanging. After my cleansing she would pull me up against the bars, facing out, so my breasts stuck out between the bars. She would tie my nose ring tight to a bar so I couldn't move my head. She would pull my legs out and tie my ankles to bars. Another short piece of rope pulled my waistband tight to the bars.

I always said, "Mistress, please don't tie me like this. Its too tiring and besides, anyone who looks in can touch me."

She always said, "You sure make a lot of fuss over people touching you. I have a nice pillory waiting for you if you'd rather. I can tweak your cat if you need to relax."

My first time I was so desperate for anything new I considered it. I was sorry I refused her help after a couple of hours.

Now I always say, "Yes, please, Mistress." Then the play repeats, line for line. I never know if its brand new for her or if she just likes the banter.

She reaches her fingers to my pussy and rubs. She shoves past my labia lips and strokes me inside. It feels wonderful. She pulls her fingers up to her nose and sniffs.

"I know you like this. Some girls take to being tied up like they were raised that way. Here."

She sticks her fingers under my nose. They are fragrant with my scent.

"Clean them up, Dearie."

I lick her fingers clean, becoming more aroused every second. "Please finger me, Mistress," I beg. My dignity has long since fled, arm in arm with my pride. I always need to come.

She fingers me to a wonderful climax then leaves me hanging on the bars.

I stood there a long time becoming tired. Then, something new, I heard footsteps. Several people. Well I couldn't move. They would see all of me in my shame. No, slaves are not permitted pride or shame. Everything they are or do is their master's will.

The wardress led the way. Then I saw Alexander and a slave girl. He stopped in front of me. My traitorous body flamed with lust. My God, how I wanted him.

"Hello Kitty, you're looking good. Have you learned anything since you've been here?"

"I...I, Master, I understand I wronged your people. I'm not sorry I tried to free your women, but I acted badly and I deserve to be a slave. Please punish me as much as you feel I deserve. When my punishment is done, please forgive me and love me."

"Kitty, your statement sounds mature and reasonable. You should remember that all Olympian men can see your thoughts. You learned how to be a manipulative princess on Hindi. Trying to play me will always earn you punishment. Joanie, open the door, please. And bring a whip or cane."

Damn. I know I sounded sincere. I meant part of it. I wanted him to fuck me.

"I'm sorry, Master. I just wanted you to like me."

Joanie returned and handed a short whip to Alexander. He handed it to Anne.

Her nametag said she was 'Anne." She sauntered into the cell and out of my line of sight. I couldn't turn my head. Joanie had tied my nose ring to a bar. I realized I was shaking. I was going to be whipped. I had fucked up big time, but it wasn't right to whip a helpless girl! I felt the whip touch my bottom, just touch me and slide across me from left to right. It left me and I cringed. I knew it was going to strike. I waited and shook. Then I heard a swish and felt the whip slash across my back. I screamed and pressed hard against the bars. "Please Master. I'm sorry. I was not born a slave. Its hard to lose myself."

"Anne, give her twenty, please."

"Yes, Master."

"Kitty, take this to heart. If you lie to me again, it will be fifty. Listen to your trainer and try hard to understand: you are no longer a person. You are property. As a consequence of your actions. Your king has given you to Olympus for punishment. The punishment will end when I see in your mind you are no longer the person who orchestrated the attack. Joan tells me you think you are broken to slavery. You are almost correct. When you no longer want freedom, you will be ready to move on. Then you will be my slave. You will never be free but you will be happy."

The whip striped my back and ass, over and over. I screamed and screamed until the whip stopped. Sometime later Joanie untied me from the bars and I collapsed on my bench. I hurt all over. I hurt so bad. I hated him. I loved him. I had been stupid. I felt like my back was cut to ribbons, but there was no blood on the bench.

People came by and looked at me every now and then. Many slaves came to see the animals in our cages. Some men too. My universe was tiny, circumscribed by three short walls and the bars. I was so starved for company I savored the people who came. It became normal for girls to come and look at me. Often they wanted to touch me. I was the slave of all them. I obeyed their every command. I enjoyed my submission. I wish my master would come and subjugate me. I was so ready.

...

"Hello, Kitty."

I turned and saw Alexander.

" Hello, Master."

"How are you feeling, Kitty?"

"Master, I know I can't lie to you. Look in my mind and see the truth. I am so frustrated at being kept here, unable to serve you. I want to be your slave. I don't care how you treat me. Whip me every day. Make me work until I drop. Punish me. I beg you to make use of me. Let me obey you and serve you. I exist for your pleasure. Please use me.

"Your sentence is for life, Kitty. Where you spend it is a good question. Where would you like to be?"

"Master, I want to be at your feet. I beg you to accept me as your slave. I'm nothing without your will to obey. I am your slave. I want to serve you. I want to give you pleasure. I'm on hold here and I want to obey you and serve you. You said I would be a pony girl. Let me pull your cart, please, Master."

He opened the door and walked into my cell. He walked up to me, pulled me close and kissed me hard. Joanie was right, he felt like he was made of stone, he was so hard. My lust crescendoed out of sight as he held me. I felt my love juices streaming down my leg. I was so hot. I moaned, "please fuck me master, please."

He took out his cock. It was big and impressive. "Service me, Kitty."

He released me and I dropped to my knees. I kissed and licked the tip of his cock then I took it in my mouth. My God, he tasted so good. The pre-cum I tasted on his tip was sweet and good. I think it might be addictive. I sucked and sucked. I pumped my head in and out. It was making me even hotter. I felt my pussy clenching. I wanted him in me. I felt his cock swell in my mouth. I was afraid he would get so big he would choke me. He pushed me off and lay me on the floor. I spread my knees as wide as I could. My pussy was sopping and clenching at air. He slid his engorged member into my cunt with the wonderful slippery friction of my love juices. It had been ages since I had an orgasm. I came so hard and fast. He kept pumping and my arousal hardly faltered before I was ready again. He gave me three quick orgasms before he stopped. He flipped me over and lifted my ass up in the air. Then I felt his stiff prick force its way into my asshole. I gasped, but I didn't scream. I was his to do with as he pleased. I felt him pump me up a couple of times before he came and filled me to overflowing. After a moment he pulled out.

"Don't move for an hour, Kitty." He left and locked the door of my cage.

I stayed on the floor, ass in the air, until Joanie brought dinner. She ordered me to come over to the bars and eat. I was still floating on my post orgasmic high. I wanted to be fucked again. I realized I was being conditioned to be dependent on Alexander and sex.


Chapter 3 : The Cage

He took me to a large room containing several chairs and tables of all sizes, but dominated by a barred cell, a cage. It sat in the middle of the room and consisted of four walls of bars with a barred door. Its only contents were two pails and three slave girls, my friends. He removed my bit and hung it on a hook. He put me in the cell an walked out. We greeted each other with kisses since were all still helplessly chained.

We all still had leashes on our nose rings. He returned after a long delay and took me out of the cell. Without a word he led me to a small room whose only furniture was a solid chair-like thing.  A large phallus rose from the seat. It was big. My lust was unabated and I longed to have it in me. I felt my sopping cunt spread open as I looked at the phallus with longing. He backed me up to the chair and took my shoulders in his big hands. He lowered me onto the phallus and I was lost in a world of unbearable joy. I don't remember anything but repeated, incredible orgasms. They stopped and I sat there unable to move. Finally he came back and took me off the chair. My lust returned as he entered the room. He lifted me off the phallus and I leaned against him.

When I could stand, he led me out and to another room. I was strapped down to a trestle. My arms still locked to my collar. Would I ever get to use them again? My legs were strapped to the trestle legs and my neck was locked in a deep cradle. I could move nothing. My lust continued and I hoped I would feel his cock thrust in me.

The whistle and snap were loud and registered before the biting pain of the whip. My ass flared with the terrible fire of the lash. I had never felt such pain. I screamed then I begged.

"Please master, that's too hard. I can't bear it. I'll die. Please stop."

'Crack.' I screamed again.

"Oh master, please don't hit me. I can't stand it. I'm dying."

"You have been a bad girl, Kitty. Surely you understand you must be punished?"

"Oh no, master. I can't ever do that again. Please don't hurt me."

His hand felt my pussy and its wetness. He held it in front of me. "Lick my fingers, Kitty."

I smelled my musk first. Then I did as I was told. His fingers tasted of me. I felt my loins clench and my nipples grasp their rings.

"I think you like this, Kitty."

"Oh no, master. It hurts too much. Please stop."

"I love whipping you, Kitty. It makes me as hot as you."

Another fiery stroke on my ass. It hurt, but not as much as before. "Please stop hitting me master. Love me instead. Teach me my place with the whip of your lust."

'Crack.' The whip pounded my ass. I moaned with need as the heat flowed directly into my loins.

"Kitty, you will receive twenty this time. Just to get you accustomed to the whip."

"Master, please, I can't bear it."

"Kitty, this whip will just stripe your pretty ass. You will endure it because you have no choice."

Of course he was right. I had no choice. I felt his fingers on my cunt shoving deep inside. Then his cock entered me. I received him eagerly, my dripping cunt sliding around him with ease. The slippery friction of passion was wonderful. I came and came. My orgasms were strong and quick. He withdrew and I felt him enter my ass. I was much tighter around him. His balls slapped against my ass and he rode me hard. I felt his hot spend pour into me when he came. He didn't make a sound. Or maybe he did and I couldn't hear it over my moans. He made me clean him with my mouth. It was not a good taste.

Then he released me from the trestle and returned me to the cage. He took Lily out and closed the cage door. I washed my mouth out. The taste lingered. My ass was tender and hot. I didn't want to sit on it on the hard floor, so I knelt against the bars. Shirley and Megan came over and knelt beside me.

"Shirley spoke first, "Your bottom is striped and red. He whipped you?"

"Yes, twenty times."

"Does it hurt a lot?"

"The whipping starts out terrible, then it gets better. I enjoyed the last few. They just made me more aroused. I have heard it works that way for a lot of women. My bottom is sore now. Megan, is it true you once were Megraj?"

Megan looked away, blushing. After a long moment she looked at me. "Yes. I was Megraj. They changed me. I wish they had just killed me." Her eyes were anguished. She started to cry. "I'm a girl now, and I'm crying. And I feel lust for him when he's near. I am shamed. I have lost all honor. I must kill myself."

"They will not let you. We will never be free enough to do anything we want. They will punish us for a long time. Maybe for our lives. He enjoyed whipping and using me. If you're lucky maybe he will exhaust himself before he gets to you, Megan."

We were quiet for a while. I was thinking about what a pony girl did.

We tried to see how our hands were fastened and if there was some way to release them. We all took turns looking at each others wrists. As far as we could see there was a solid gold ring fastening out cuffs to the collar. We couldn't see any way to free our hands except cutting the ring. We had no way to do that. We were careful not to tug or catch the leashes still dangling from our nose rings. They were held on by the same gold rings securing our wrists. I saw him just shove it onto my nose ring. It was easy. Why can't we open them? Our cuffs and collars seemed to be a solid metal band with no joints. I tried to loosen Shirley's nipple devices, but all I did was give her more pain so I stopped. We were so helpless.

He returned with Lily and took Shirley away. Lily immediately washed her mouth in the pail, spitting into the pail with the lid. She came over and knelt with Megan and I. Her bottom was red and crisscrossed with angry welts.

"Well, how was it?"

"Just like you said. What was that with the horny chair?"

"I think that was some sort of training device. After he took me off it and started using me, I had visions showing me how to pleasure him. I saw things I had never heard of before, so the chair must have given them to me. Did he whip you and use you after?

"Yes. You can see my ass. It hurt a lot, but in the end I wanted more. It made me aroused. Of course I wanted him all the time, but during the whipping I thought I would die from frustration. But after the whipping he fucked me and I came quite a lot. It felt good. Then he used my ass. It wasn't so good, but still enjoyable. I think I like the punishments I'm getting. Except for the ache in my nipples. I forgot about that as I was being whipped and fucked, but its back now."

Eventually, he returned with Shirley and took Megan away. Shirley's ass was decorated just like ours and her story was the same. Alexander had stamina.

"Megan will have a strange time. She's had lots of intercourse before, but never had a cock in her before. She's going to have many new sensations."

Lily said, "Well, don't be so certain. Lots of men have experienced a cock in them. I don't know the Megraj ever did, but its a possibility."

Shirley said, "Lily, do you think he did that while married to you?"

"No, no. I never even thought it. Megraj was a strong stud and serviced me well. I once loved him."

"I'm sorry we got him into this. It was all our passion and idea."

"Nonsense, Kitty, said Lily, " he helped us because he saw a chance for advancement if we pulled it off. I don't think he expected the Olympians to find a counter in time. The Drak invasion took us all by surprise."

When Alexander brought Megan back she was crying and pressing close to him. He pushed her away and closed the cage door. She too washed out her mouth than she came to us. We could see her ass looked just like ours.

"Well, Megan, what happened?"

"I..I..It was just like you said. He put me on this machine. I was terrified and wanted it at the same time. I feel this terrible lust whenever he's near me. I can't feel that way." She was still leaking tears.

"Nonsense, Megan. You are a healthy woman now. Your body is quite right in wanting a hunk in it. Enjoy it as much as you can. Being a woman isn't terrible. Half the people in the universe are female."

"B...But I was a man. I shouldn't have these feelings. Anyway, he whipped me terribly and I liked it. I had a female orgasm while he was whipping me. Is that right?"

"Of course it is. Lots of women like corporal punishment as part of sex."

"Then he put his cock in me and I had more orgasms, lots. I couldn't help it. Then he fucked me in my ass. Even that felt good. I'm turning into some sort of sex slave." Her tears had stopped.

"Good for you Megan. You're going to like it here, even as a pony girl."

"You think so? I'm ashamed of how easy I surrendered."

"You have no choice. None of us do. We all have to come to terms with our enslavement. There will be things beside sex to adjust to."

A woman brought a cart with food for us in bowls. She shooed us away from the door then put the food bowls on the floor. We were famished and ate it very fast. I didn't care that I had to eat like an animal. He had told me we were livestock. She took the bowls away and we were alone for a while. My bottom recovered enough that I sat on the floor and leaned on the bars.

Women started coming into the big room surrounding our cage. Several of them came and talked to us. They all knew our story and some were angry at what we had planned to do. Most didn't seem to care. It turned out all of them viewed us as a form of entertainment. Most of them were curious and just walked close to the bars and looked at us. All the women were slaves, as I had been told. They had metal bracelets, anklets, and collars like ours. Their ankles were chained together but their hands were free. All had nose rings but none had rings in their nipples and labia and none had all these bells. Wait, some of them had bells on the collars, but only one. Everyone had nametags on our collars.

We were livestock, pets whose owners wanted others to know our names. Although sentient, we weren't considered human any more. It was degrading, shaming, and far beyond our control.

"So, Kitty, how long have your hands been fastened like that?"

I remembered I had to call her 'Mistress.' " Ever since I've been here, Mistress, but that's only since this morning."

"Is it uncomfortable?"

"No, Mistress. I think the master planned our body mods so he can keep us like this a long time. We are completely helpless this way. Can you release our hands, Mistress?"

"No. We have strict orders not to remove or lessen any of your bonds. Only your trainer or one of the men can help you." She smiled and continued, " We can help you forget them though." She walked away before I could ask what she meant.

Women kept drifting in. It looked like a lecture before the speaker arrived. The women stood in pairs and small groups talking. No one sat on any of the furniture scattered around. There was a small, vacant stage at one end of the room. Our cage seemed to be the focus of many conversations.

I noticed that some of the girls had gold restraints while most wore silver. I waited until a girl with a gold collar came close. "Please Mistress, what does the gold color mean?"

"Girls from Earth wear gold. All the others, silver. It also means we may return to Earth someday."

"Thank you, Mistress." Earth. The place we would have decimated if our plan worked. But why give Earth girls special treatment? I knew Olympians seemed to care for it, but why special treatment for their slaves from Earth?

Then my heart skipped a beat and my pussy started lubricating. I looked around. Four men had entered the room and all the girls had knelt to them. A girl hissed to us, "Quick, kneel and face the men." I knelt and my machine training kicked into high. I spread my knees as wide as I could, arched my back and thrust my breasts out. I held my head high and lowered my eyes. My bells dinged a merry tune as I moved. I heard the others in the cage making as much noise. We all got the same training.

A strong male voice boomed out, "looking good, girls. As you were." Most of the women stood up. A few remained kneeling. Every single one of them watched the men. I could see the need and lust on their faces, in the wide, staring eyes. I felt it too. It was like I was a planet circling around the inexorable pull of my star. I focused on Alexander and couldn't look away. I wanted him to notice me but I dared not move for fear my bells would single me out. God, what have they done to me?

I looked up and saw Apollo, Alexander and two men I didn't know. One looked like he was from Hindi. I prayed not. The humiliation would be unbearable if a man from my homeland saw me like this. Alexander and the swarthy man walked toward us. I heard a sudden gasp from Lily and then one from Megan. My love juices started running down my thighs as the men came closer. My pussy was clenching and my flow was hot and wet. I needed a man in me. My body was in agony, but I couldn't move. His face was expressionless like he was holding himself under iron control. He was frightening and oh, so, hot.

"I am Ravi, but I see that Leelavathi and she who was Megraj recognize me. I owe you much. Alexander assures me I can spend some quality time with you." A crooked smile softened his face. "I'm going to enjoy myself." He turned and walked to Apollo. Alexander followed him.

The men mingled with the women. The master-slave dynamic was apparent. The women stayed put and the men came to them singly. The women would straighten up tall and thrust their breasts toward the man. They would cross their hands behind their back. I felt the urge to put my hands behind me too, even though they were already clamped immovably behind my neck. That training was effective. Sometimes he would talk to them and usually he would caress the women's breasts or ass. Sometimes he would kiss them. Even though they pressed against the man, their hands never moved. He always touched every girl in a group before he moved on.

More men entered the room until there was about a man for every two women. I didn't see a signal, but the women moved the chairs to face the stage, spacing them far apart. The men sat in the chairs, Apollo in the center. Alexander sat next to him with Ravi on the other side. The women arranged themselves beside the men, one on each side. As if on cue, the women all knelt beside a man. Apollo had four women, two on each side.

A woman walked into the room and toward the stage. She was clothed. the first woman I had seen here who wasn't naked. She wore a tight bolero top and a swirling skirt of some diaphanous material. She had soft red shoes. My God, how I envied her. She had a gold collar and chains like the rest of us, but she wasn't naked!

The music began as she reached the stage. She danced to the slow rhythm. It looked ethnic, primitive. Her movements were graceful and slow. It was an expressive dance, There was a message in her motions I almost understood. The tempo of the music increased and a drum joined in. The dance became pure belly dance, She had superb control of her body. She could move her breasts and hips independent of her torso: up four inches, down, left, right. Over and over to the music. Her feet moved continuously, tiny, tiny steps, her hips swaying with the tune. The skill and athleticism involved were awesome. When it was over, she stood, frozen with her head thrown back and her arms in the air.

Apollo led a standing ovation. Everyone in the room stood and clapped for a long time. The dancer Bowed to the audience and walked to Apollo. He picked her up by the waist and lifted her lips to his. The clapping continued until he ended the kiss, long moments later. She sank into a kneeling position in front of Apollo and all the other girls resumed their poses too.

Apollo stood and motioned for everyone else to stand, and the spell was broken. Everyone stood up. I saw the dancer speak to Apollo. They conversed briefly and he spoke to another girl who hurried off. She returned and handed something to him. He stretched out a thin chain and spoke to the dancer. She crossed her hands behind her and lifted her head high. He snapped the leash onto her nose ring, turned her around, and clipped her cuffs together. He sauntered toward Alexander and she, smiling, hurried after him.

Lily, Megan, Shirley, and I had stood up when the other girls did. We spoke in low tones while watching the crowd around us. They seemed festive and happy. I was apprehensive. I expected to be punished and shamed before these people. I watched as Apollo and Alexander circulated, coming closer to us. As Apollo and his party neared us I looked at the dancer he had in tow. She was beautiful, of course, but her dress looked strange. I finally realized she wasn't clothed. It was mostly body paint, cunningly applied. Her skirt was real cloth, but nearly transparent. Only a wide mesh to move and swirl and give the appearance of cloth. She was adorned to fool the eye. And fool it she did.

High Steps

"Pony girls, its time for you to serve us." He opened the door and summoned four slaves. " Put leashes on these slaves and take them to the stage. Alexander, take Anne and decide on some pleasurable use we can all get from these ponies."

"My pleasure, father." He took Anne's leash from Apollo and followed the ponies toward the stage.

"Anne, we have all night. Any ideas?"

"Of course, Master. Girls are made ponies to punish them and these are brand new slaves. Also, Megan has not been female long, she should respond well to orgasm training. Why not teach them some pony basics while punishing and rewarding them. That's how all slaves are trained. How about a gauntlet? We line up all the girls in two rows facing each other and have the ponies high step between them. The girls swat them with crops and try to cause them to falter. If they do falter, they get whipped, and if not they get an orgasm. Any pony that gets whipped has to do it again until all have an orgasm."

"Good. Girls. Everyone get a crop and then line up in two lines, facing each other four feet apart. Someone bring me one, please." The women all hurried to a cabinet. Soon they were waiting. Anne beckoned the girls holding our leashes. We were led to her.

"You four are pony girls. You need to master what we call a high step. It is how you must walk from now on. Watch me." She lifted one foot until her ankle chain snubbed her. She stepped forward, keeping her chain taut until her foot rested on the floor as far in front as possible. Then she repeated with her other foot. "See. Simple. Each of you do it now."

We complied. It was a strange way to walk, but not painful.

"Good. Now you must remember to do it gracefully, much faster, ignoring all distractions. Now line up here." She pointed to a spot between the start of the two rows of girls. The girls holding our leashes led us there.

This is a test. These girls will attempt to distract you. If you aren't distracted you will get a reward. If not, you will be punished. You will continue until all of you can ignore distractions. Start."

I was first. I lifted my foot as high as I could.  Before I could put it down the girls on either side of me hit me with their crops.  One on my breast, making my bell ring, and the other on my raised thigh. The pain was terrible. I gasped but I kept my foot going. Every step was agony. I burned everywhere. I lost my focus on the fourth step and my foot didn't get all the way up. My step was short. I recovered amidst more blows and continued. I reached the end and one of the girls took my leash in her hand. I watched the other three finish their high stepping walk. They were lined up beside me.

"Not bad for a first time, but all of you allowed distractions to affect you. Bend over and keep your knees locked. Stay bent over until I tell you.

We all complied. What else could we do?

"Six hard ones, girls."

The four girls holding our leashes struck our asses with short, whippy canes, causing us to gasp. The pain was more fierce than the crops. Intense, sharp and fiery. I started screaming after the third blow. I begged and pleaded. We all did. They ignored us.

We were stood back up and told, "Again. Focus."

I was led back to the head of the line and pushed into the maw. My nipples hurt. My ass hurt. I was fiercely determined to not be distracted. I jerked my foot up as high as possible and jammed it forward. My foot cut a circular path down and slapped on the floor. The blows rained down on me. I ignored them. The only thing that mattered was my feet and their perfect geometric motion. I kept my hobble chain taut as I made my trailing foot cut a perfect half circle up and forward, forward and down. Repeat. The blows were a storm of stinging gnats on my breasts, my legs, even my pussy. I ignored them. Finally, they stopped. I was through. I was sure I had done it perfectly. I was led forward and turned to watch the other ponies. Lily stumbled as did Shirley. Megan looked like she did well.

"Lily and Shirley. Bend over and don't move. They each received another six stripes with the cane. The both screamed at each blow.

"Bring Kitty and Megan to the spanking benches."

I was devastated. I though we would get orgasms as reward, but no. We were strapped down so our chests were on the bench. Our breasts fell through cutouts and dangled below us. Our feet were pulled forward and our asses hung out over the edge of the benches.

Alexander came to me and Ravi to Megan. They both had leather straps. "You both did well. You will be rewarded."

Alexander hit my reddened ass with the broad strap. The pain was less than the cane. Broader, hotter, less sharp. I felt my heat flow into my body. He rubbed my ass with his fingers. My arousal grew. He hit me again. I moaned, partly from the pain, but also with pleasure. He stroked my pussy with his fingers. I felt my love juices wetting my pussy lips. His third stroke had me moaning in pleasure and begging for more.

I climaxed at the fourth stroke, spasming and screaming my pleasure. He thrust his fingers in my pussy and finger fuck ed me. I climaxed again. He gave me two more strokes with the strap and they were pure pleasure. They left us there while Shirley and Lily learned to high step. Eventually they joined us on the benches and received their orgasms. My, they were noisy.

Busy hands released us from the benches and we were positioned kneeling in a line on the floor.

"You have all learned the high step. Use it all the time. Now,  you were all important people.  I'm sure you did not get to experience the joy of giving orgasms to other women. This is your next task. You will eat the pussy of every woman here until they reach orgasm. You will be encouraged to reach your best performance. Do not move anything but your tongue and lips until I tell you to. Go."

The women lined up in front of us. The first woman stepped close and I looked into her golden bush.

"Well, get on with it," she said. She took my leash in her hand and pulled my face into her pussy. I smelled her fragrance. It was musk and spice and fruit. She smelled great. But I didn't know what to do. I had never 'eaten out' a woman before. I felt the slap of a crop hitting my already tender ass. Then my training kicked in and I started licking her pussy lips. She said, "That feels good. Harder." Another slap on my other cheek.

She tugged up on my nose ring and I obediently buried my face in her foliage. It was lush and fragrant. I stuck my tongue deep into her pussy and she moaned in pleasure. I found her clit and sucked it into my mouth. I nibbled and sucked and licked. Her love juices started wetting my lips. It tasted just as good as before. I sucked it up. It tasted good like I had never tasted before. I used my teeth to gently pull on her clit and she climaxed with a throaty scream. She straightened up, released my leash and patted my head. "Good girl."

It was demeaning but I reveled in delight at doing a good job.

The next slave girl picked up my leash. "Do me just as good as you did Amber."

"Yes, Mistress."

When we had finished we were cleaned off and returned to the cage. It was an uncomfortable night. In the morning we were fed and put into a coffle. Our nose leashes fastened to the collar of the pony in front of us. Alexander led us outside to a barn. "This is your stable. You will spend many hours here."

Inside he fastened my leash to a ring on the wall and used another chain to fasten Megan's collar to a different ring. Our chain was taut and we dared not move. He bridles on our heads, bits in our mouths and put tall purple plumes on our bridles. He left.


Chapter 4 : Pony Girl Trainer

"Master, what of my job watching the Draks?"

"Vulcan's team is changing that system to eliminate the flaws the Hindis exploited. You won't need to go back for a while. Since your old job is on hold I've found you another position.

Zeus has appointed my son, Alexander, ambassador to Hindi. He will go there in a few months when he completes his training. He will need an able assistant and of course a woman. I am giving you to him."

"Master...Master, you are giving me away? But I love you. I don't want to leave you. Please don't do this. I can't live without you."

"Anne, sleep."

Blackness claimed me. When I woke, I was being held, like a baby, in Apollo's strong arms. I felt my accustomed lust.

"Anne."

I heard Apollo's voice but it was from across the room. I turned my head and saw Apollo sitting in a wide chair. I looked up at the face of the man holding me. It wasn't Apollo, but it almost was.

"Anne, I am Alexander, Apollo's son. You are mine now and I will care for you as my father has."

Maybe I was hasty. I could like this guy. What's the difference between two Gods, anyway. Still, was my absence going to make Apollo feel bad? Of course not. He has at least twenty five naked slave girls at his beck and call. And they all want him as badly as I did.

"Alexander, Master, am I your only slave girl?"

"For now. I can get more if I want them."

"Alex, Master, I'm the only girl you will ever need. I guarantee it."

Apollo laughed. "Alex, I don't think I warned you that Anne already has the confidence of a Goddess. Be careful."

"I intend to father." He stood me on the floor. "Submit to me Anne."

I knelt before him. I knew the oath well.

"Master, I am Anne, 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?”

"Anne, service me now."

I lowered my head to his crotch and gently 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 fully 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, "Anne, 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 lifted me high into his arms and kissed me. When he broke the kiss he shifted me back into the cradle I woke in.

"Put me down you big lug, Master. I can walk fine."

"Quiet little one, you do not give orders, besides, we aren't walking far." Then we vanished.

Here, men have godlike powers and are the masters.  Below them are women, the slaves.  The slaves have a hierarchy too.  I was on top as a gold, a girl brought here from Earth and destined to go back someday.  Next are silvers, females not from Earth.  The top silvers are older.  Not in appearance, they all look young and sexy and get the same types of jobs as golds.  We manage the place for the men. Then come young silvers and on the bottom are those who do menial tasks.  They clean and garden and farm.  The lowest of all the slaves are pony girls.   I think they are being punished but maybe not all.  I don't know but they work hard and suffer the strictest bondage. 

Master took me to the stable.  He had several pony girls there I had seen before. Four new pony girls were waiting for us.  They had beautiful hair and bodies. All had long, dark hair tied back in severe ponytails, of course. They were in coffle, linked by chains between their collars.  Each end of the chain locked to a wall and their hands fastened to the backs of their collars.  All their restraints were silver.  Ankle chains, of course, and pony boots strapped on their feet. Forcing them to put all their weight on the ball of their foot.  Their collars already had their name tags and bells attached.

I noticed they had some things I had not seen before. They had broad metal belts tight on their waists with several sturdy staples. I did not remember seeing those belts on the other girls here. I went to the closest girl and inspected the belt. It was cinched so tight it was sunk into her skin. I felt around her waist. She jumped but was so restrained she could barely move, so she only grunted at me. She will get used to others touching her soon. It was like a metal waist cincher or corset. I turned her around, looking for a join. It appeared to be a solid band of metal.  I remembered the other pony girls I had seen had waist belts of leather. These were prettier and looked permanent. They were sunk so deep in the skin it didn't look workable to cut it off.

I had seen a lot of chained women here. All females were slaves. We had metal collars and cuffs and heavy rings in our noses. Our ankles joined by little more than a foot of chain. Our cuffs were often locked together behind our backs. All women here were bondage slaves. These four were special. They had extra hardware. It looked like some of it was painful and its effect was to demean and degrade them below the other slaves.

Their hardware included everything I wore. They had rings in their noses like all women here, yours truly included. Also, their nipples were ornamented. There was a sunburst shaped shield surrounding their nipples. The shield had a long cylinder in front, surrounding the nipple. The shield and cylinder was held in place by a big ring through the nipple. Their nipple rings had bells dangling from them.    All wore bits with a bridle on their heads supporting colorful plumes.  The bits had large red balls threaded on them stretching the girls mouths wide open. The bits hid any expression but I thought they looked furious. They must be new, I thought.

I took hold of the first girl's nipple ring and turned her to face me. I was interested in her breast hardware and moved it around a bit, just getting the feel of it. She shook her head, protesting my touch silently.

Master held out one of the shields for me to take. I turned it around in my hands. "Light," I said.

"Look through the nipple channel."

"OK. What are those holes, Master?"

"Hold the shield in one hand and twist the cylinder while looking through the hole."

As I twisted the cylinder I saw the hole shrank in size and then little sharp points came out of the holes. It looked painful.

"Put it on."

"Me, Master?"

"Yes. I want you to experience it."

I opened it up and slipped it over my right nipple.

"Now twist the ring until it is so tight you can't pull it off."

I did and felt it grip my nipple. It was tight but not painful.

Now twist it a quarter turn more."

The points dug into my tender nipple. It felt like an animal with sharp teeth was biting my nipple. It hurt terribly. I yelped. "Master. It hurts may I loosen it? Please?"

"Loosen it one quarter turn. Leave it on." He handed me another one. Put it on tight.."

I did, careful not to tighten it more than needed.

"You tightened it one quarter turn beyond snug. There are three more quarter turns available. These women have theirs tight but have not experienced the next, pain inducing steps. Further turns add more points, but even at the harshest settings will not puncture them. Use them and the whip to encourage obedience. These women have done evil things.

"These must be the worst girls in Olympus, Master?  May I know what they have done?"

"These girls are some of the ringleaders of the Hindi attack on us.  The one on the left is Kitty, formerly Archana.  Then Lily, formerly Leelavathi, Shirley, formerly Aashirya, finally Megan, formerly Megraj.   The rulers in Hindi were surprised at the actions of their people.  Brahma  accepted our terms for returning his realm to him with pleasure.  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 now slaves.

One more thing, Megraj was a male in Hindi. Since he was a leader in the attack, Brahma also gave him to me for punishment. This is one of the reasons I chose you to train them. You trained Ramon well. You are the most familiar with the unusual circumstances 'she' finds herself in now." 

I was shocked. These bitches had planned mass murder of the people on Earth. My home! Just to distract the Gods of Olympus. Apollo had been too lenient with them. They must suffer. Megan's punishment was the most appropriate. To lose not only your power and freedom, but also your gender identity was real punishment.  I would have to be creative to give the others their deserved punishment

"He was glad to give us these ringleaders.  They were powerful people in Hindi. Slavery is new to them.  I want you to teach them their slavery.  I am placing you in charge of them.  There are training courses for you as a trainer and for them as pony girls.  I want you to train them to perfection.  I will be entering them in contests and shows.  I want them to be outstanding.  You may punish them any way you want, train them any way you want.  I want them docile, obedient and skilled pony girls. They must earn their keep. They will pull carts for the gardeners, into town, carriages for me and my guests, traps for racing. I want them strong and fast because I want them to race for me. I want them skilled in dressage and beautiful. Be stern, dominate them and make them work hard."

"Yes, Master. I understand." I was ecstatic. They were mine. Visions of them in pain filled my head. I thought of their helpless nudity screaming and writhing under my whip and cane. I saw thin red lines crisscrossing their asses, backs, and breasts. I dreamed of their bells jangling in discord as they struggled to pull my carriage under the scourge of my whip. I was delighted at the vision of these former powerful women brought low.   Obeying the dictates of my bit and whip.

This was going to be a lot of fun.

First Impressions

"Anne, introduce Ravi to your pony girls.  I believe he will relish the experience and it may help with their conditioning."

"Of course, Alexander, My Master. Does he have some knowledge of pony girls?"

"No. Both slavery and pony girls are unknown on Hindi. These females have not yet received much physical punishment for their deeds. They have anguish over their change to slaves, but they don't understand what pony girl means.  But, they must still be punished. Brahma sent Ravi to help us because of his skill, but he is not unique in his skill. He as chosen because he has suffered personal loss due to the actions of this group and is not pleased with them. Brahma hopes Ravi will be able to  mete out punishment to them personally and find some closure. Use your creativity to help him meet Brahma's expectations."

"You may give them pleasure or pain, even let them have an orgasm.  Up to you.  Would you like to get the trainer's course now?  They aren't going anywhere."

"Master, if you permit, may I have some time with them first? I can find the training center when I finish." 

"Yes.  Do whatever you think will improve their performance.  I have instructed house to provide whatever you want to train and punish these ponies." He disappeared.

I put the girls into separate stalls and secured them with a chain to their collar. I left the leashes on their nose rings. I entered Kitty's stall carrying a whip. She was standing close to where her chain was attached. Her hands were locked to the back of her collar and her ankles were chained together. It was a lovely sight an educated, royal lady helpless and vulnerable. I felt an unfamiliar power flow through my body. I was in charge!

I slashed the whip fiercely around her bottom. It curled all the way around her, the tip punishing her pussy, just above her nether rings. She tried to curl her body down around her fiery stripe of pain but she couldn't come close to the stripe. She let out a screech of pain and fear flashed across her face.

"Smarts, doesn't it. Well, we've just begun. Now pull on your chains. Try and get loose. Kitty tugged and got nothing. She tried again, not hard enough. The whip cut the air again, landing high on her bound arms and curling around to make her nipple bells ring. Another beautiful red line lay on her breast and arms. She squealed and thrashed. "

"Try harder. One might be loose. Pull your hand out of the cuff. Is the ring in the wall strong enough to hold you?" I lay the whip on the underside of her breast, backhand, so it curled around her arm.

"Pull, harder, unless you want me to continue."

Kitty was thrashing about, pulling frantically, kicking at her leg irons. She was crying and moaning. I flicked the whip all around her body until there was a red net of fire all over her.

When she fell on the straw and sweat plastered her hair down, I stopped. She looked up at me.

"Mistress I can't get loose."

"How long will you stay here?"

"Mistress, until you release me."

"Are you a princess?"

"No, Mistress."

"Are you a free person?"

"No Mistress."

"What are you?"

"I am a slave, Mistress."

Whose slave?"

"Your slave, Mistress."

"What does this mean to you?"

"Mistress, I must obey you and treat you with the greatest respect."

"Now you know what it means to be truly helpless. You are property. My property. You have no more independence or recourse than an egg. I can kill you or do anything else I want to you. You must learn to please me."

Kitty looked at me with the fear of a slave to a ruthless Mistress.

"On your back, slave." I stood over her. "Now."

"Yes, Mistress."

I knelt on top of her, my knees astride her waist, my pussy pressing on her hips. I reached down and fondled her ringed breasts. As my fingers were busy I leaned down and kissed her, hard. After a moment she kissed me back.

"How do you feel, slave?"

"Better, Mistress. I understand my position better. I'm sorry I was slow. There are no slaves on Hindi."

"No excuses, slave. Your only duty here is to please me. I still must punish you for your actions on Hindi. It is my duty."

"I understand, Mistress. We both must do our duty."

"Now it is time for you to attend your duties." I moved up until my pussy covered her mouth. Lick me, slave."

"Yes, Mistress."

Her tongue started licking my pussy lips. I directed her tongue all around, finally into my pussy. I told her to find my clit and suck it. I felt my juices start to wet my pussy. "Suck it up, slave."

I was in high arousal. I reached behind me and grasped her nipple rings. I shook her bells and twisted and pulled her rings. She moaned too as I climaxed over her. She kept sucking and licking up my juices. I slipped into that post orgasmic twilight state and moaned softly. When I recovered I slid down her until I knelt across her knees. I reached down and finger fucked her to orgasm. She obviously has not had enough fun in her life because after the first squeal, she fainted.

I left her asleep on the straw and went to see Lily.

Lily and Shirley went much as Kitty. I striped them, made them eat me off and taught them their proper place. I left them wide eyed at the wonder of orgasms. Then I went to see Megan.

She was different. Women are used to being physically weaker than men and have learned to cope. One who grew up and was successful as a man has learned none of womanly guile or sexual negotiation. All he knew was vulnerability and helplessness. The other ponies knew they had lost their status and power, but were used to the feminine drawbacks. Megan had lost status and power.  Now no longer had his masculine defenses of strength and toughness. By his old standards, he was less than nothing. Even worse, his female body was giving his  brain new signals that he found disturbing.  Every time a man came near, her  body yelled 'he's beautiful, spread your legs.' Her mind just hadn't accepted that she wanted some man to impale her pussy.

"Megan. Stand up."

She jumped up. "Yes, Mistress."

I felt power surge through me. Megan was a beautiful woman, chained and helpless, under my complete control.  Just like the others. But the thrill of power was much stronger. She used to be a man. I had a man under my absolute power. The joy I felt was superb. He would grovel at my feet, he would experience the helplessness females felt before the power of men. My whip curled around her, high on her arms, onto her breasts leaving its telltale thin red line of fire. The gasp of pain accentuated the fear in her eyes. I loved the way she writhed, trying to find some way to ease the hurt. But there was none.

"Pull on your chains. Fight them. One may be loose enough. Harder. The next lash circled her ass and belly. I struck whatever skin she presented until she fell to the ground and curled up into a ball.

"Well, What have you learned?"

"I can't get loose. Mistress."

"How long will you stay here?"

"Mistress, until you release me."

"What are you?"

"I am your slave, Mistress."

"What is your duty?"

"Mistress, I must obey you."

"Now you know what it means to be truly helpless. You must learn to please me."

"Lay on your back. Straighten out."

I went to each of the girls and twisted their clamps one half turn tighter. They winced and jumped and writhed around trying to find some way to ease their pain. It was quite satisfying to watch. All eyes were watching me intently. Two of the girls had tears running down their cheeks. "I'll return soon. You are here for punishment. Bad pony girls receive more punishment.  From now on address me as 'Mistress.'"

us back to the stable.  The other woman followed.  

Circle High Step

Mistress locked my leash to a ring in my stall.  I heard the others put into their stalls.   Then she returned and picked up a ball gag. "Open."

"Mistress, may I speak?"

"Not now.  You need to be quiet for a while."  

She held the gag to my lips.  I opened them and accepted my gag.  I was ashamed I had given in so easy but I had no choice.  I was helpless.  I was hurting so bad I couldn't think. I should have begged. I sank to my knees. She took hold of my leash and lifted. I stood up to relieve the pain in my nose. She took me out of the stall and to a room lined in tile.  She led me to a metal bar about waist high an forced me to bend over it.  She fastened the leash to a ring in the floor and then fastened my feet in place.

I felt cold fingers rubbing lubricant into and around my asshole. I didn't like it but knew I would be whipped if I moved. I suffered the silence imposed by my gag. I just waited, my breasts in agony.

Something cold touched my sphincter. I stiffened. Mistress said, "this plug is going in whether you want it or not. If you resist it will hurt more." She was right. I tried to relax my asshole. It may have helped. She put her hand on my butt and held me in place while steady pressure forced the thing into me. I felt it moving into me, getting wider and wider. At last it shrank and my asshole closed around it. I felt full. I don't think the butt plug was punishment. It didn't hurt. It made me dependent on my masters for a bodily function. Another reminder I was a slave. I guess I was being resized to be more convenient for my master.

Alice put her up while I brought Lily in. Soon the team all had their butt plugs in place.  We put their tall, heelless pony boots on them then I fastened their leashes to the pony trainer.  The device rotated and forced them to walk in a circle.  I got a whip and made them practice the high stepping walk.  Their ankle chains limited them, but they could get their knees as high as their waist.  I worked them at a walk for an hour making frequent corrections. They became dependable at high step walking and their posture improved.  In the last fifteen minutes I didn't have to use the whip much.

Our Mistress used the leashes from our nose rings to fasten us into what she called an exerciser. It had a thick vertical central shaft and four arms sticking out of the top. There were chains hanging down from the ends of the arms. She fastened our leashes to a chain and walked to a box. She said, "The verbal command for you to walk is 'Walk on,' ponies. When you hear 'Walk on,' you will start with your left leg. 

Rraise it until your hobble chain becomes taut and step forward as far as the hobble chain allows. Your steps must be even and regularly spaced. Walk on." She activated a control because the shaft began to rotate and we had to walk and follow our leashes.  We had to walk 'round and 'round, all our bells chiming relentlessly.  Our Mistress came back and stood close, watching us. Her corrections were frequent and painful. As I walked by she would give an instruction then flick her wrist to send the whip's thong across our buttocks. "Head up, pony girl." Crack. " Keep your back straight." Crack. "Lift your feet higher." Crack. "Longer steps, pony girl." Crack. At first we would foolishly try to avoid the whip by moving faster. "Even steps pony girl." Crack. We soon learned that was a losing strategy. It was much harder than simple walking. Soon our buttocks were a rosy red crisscrossed with thin red stripes.

My bottom was hot and radiated pain. My feet and legs burned with their exertions. The bit gag wedged in my mouth was uncomfortable and my pinioned arms were stiff with immobility. My breasts jiggled and made the heavy ring and bell pull on my nipples. The bells dangling from my labia lips banged against my sensitive inner thighs incessantly. My nose ring was tethered to the mechanical thing pacing my walk. It alternately pulled and dangled with every step and I had to follow it precisely. None of these could be disregarded.   They added to continual, but shifting pain I couldn't mitigate or stop. It had to be endured. Most uncomfortable of all was the continual churning of my heated belly. I was painfully aware of my engorged, rock hard nipples and my love juices dripping from my cunt. I was ashamed but I was turned on by my Mistress' total control. I was a submissive. I was aroused by her ruthless domination. I had become a true slave. It was painful and my God, so demeaning. I realized I had not been corrected in several minutes. I was high-stepping around the endless track without thinking about it.

She went to the control and I thought she was going to let us rest.

She said, "You seem to have picked up the walk so now you're going to learn to trot. The trot is just like the walk only twice as fast.

Oh No. She increased the speed. I watched the nose leash grow tight and I had to run hard to catch up. We had to go twice as fast and the whip started hitting us again. It wasn't fair. We were tired and had done well. Why was she making us go faster? I didn't dare try to slow down. The pain in my legs and feet was harsh now. It would rip my nose off if I fell or even lagged behind. I redoubled my efforts. After a long way, We all seemed to get it. I was in a groove again, just trotting without any conscious thought. It was not hard. Even Mistress seemed to agree because she didn't correct us for many turns.

The girls were sweating like, well, ponies. They were drooping so I shouted, "Posture, ponies, Heads up, breasts out, legs spread. Now." They popped into display position quickly. "Don't move." I went to Megan and slowly ran my fingers up her slit.. She was wet and swollen. She was aroused and gasped as I touched her. Good. I thrust my fingers into her cunt and rubbed her. I watched Megan's face She was struggling to hold still but she was

I linked them in a modified coffle - nose ring to collar, and led them on a slow walk around the garden to cool off.  I made them high step, of course.

After they had cooled down, I took them back into the stable and fed them.  Pony girl kibble and some water.  They were shocked they had to eat on the floor, kneeling over their bowls.  It was indecent, criminal, but they did it under threat of the whip.  My, the whip was so useful in training a girl.  Just a few strokes and they would do whatever, demeaning, disgracing thing you wanted.  I had never experienced that training.  It wasn't needed since I had submitted to Apollo without any needed inducement.

I watched them eat. When they finished I put each of them into a separate stall and fastened them with a chain to their collar. I removed their leashes and bits and put them on the wall with their tack. I was surprised to see none of them were crying.

I knew they had the pony girl training course, so they had all the required skills and muscle memory. What they needed now was the pony girl strength and stamina. They would only get that with strenuous exercise. I needed to combine that with orgasms. I knew orgasms came hard if I was tired. My plan was to let them rest for a while then give them a whip orgasm. They would get one before each exercise period, too. Their hands were locked up so they couldn't masturbate themselves into orgasm.

Their assholes were free so I could use them to stimulate an orgasm. I would wait until the whip could introduce an orgasm in less than four strokes. My own standard.

I inspected the tack hanging on the stable wall.

I saw there were several styles of bit. The ball gag type they wore today, of course. There was one consisting of a couple of metal links holding a tab on her tongue. Another type was a rubber coated bar with a metal plate to hold her tongue down. I thought I would try them all out. Heck, I would try out all the straps, chains, boots, and harnesses. I knew what everything was intended for, thanks to my course. But their effect depended on the girl and circumstance. I looked forward to playing with my new toys. I had a small doll when I was young. I enjoyed dressing her many different ways. I thought I would enjoy my pony girls even more.

Whip Orgasms

I should let them rest. "House, would you put a pillory, four whipping benches, and a hoist in here?"

"They will be installed in two hours, Anne."

I went to the house. I had my lunch out of a bowl on the floor just like my girls. I wouldn't tell them. I took a training course to learn how to play the violin. When I finished, house gave me a violin. I was shocked and amazed. I sounded great. It was so easy. Ooh. Look at the time. I hurried back to the stable.

The pillory was in place on one end of the room. It could be raised to the desired height and it had a clip at the base to hold a slave's ankle chain. I inspected the whipping benches. Covered in brown leather with a cradle for the neck, straps for arms, and a pillory type clamp for ankles. The surface was curved so her ass stuck up.  A wide plank went between her legs to keep her knees far apart so both her holes were available. There was a thick strap to hold her waist down. It looked uncomfortable and strict.

The hoist was ready too. I Brought Kitty out of her cell. I locked the hoist chain to her pinioned wrists at her collar and lifted her onto her toes. She could dance around a little

That would make me as hot as her. Good. I got a whip. "Kitty, do you know there are many ways a girl can reach orgasm?"

"Mistress, I don't understand."

I laid a stripe on both ass cheeks. She screamed beautifully and I felt my loins quiver. I stroked her breasts and watched her expression. Nothing yet. I waited a minute between each stroke and rubbed her all over. She begged me to stop. I ignored her. The first whipping is always a surprise. She doesn't know what she can endure. Her moans sounded just like the sounds of orgasm.

On the eight stroke her screams of pain changed to screams of pleasure. Then she moaned and stopped begging me to stop. She orgasmed on the tenth stroke and hung there moaning. When she could stand again, I lowered the hoist a little and kissed her hard. I released her from the hoist and put her back in her stall. I enjoyed her a lot. Breaking her with pleasure might be more fun than with pain. Well, I'd try both.

I gave the same treatment to the others. I orgasmed twice and gave each of them the first orgasm in their last year. I put them all back in their stalls then went back to the house. 


Chapter 5 : Basic Training

He transported me to the training center. I arrived alone. I opened the door to one of the unoccupied rooms and smiled when I saw the training chair. I had used one of these many times since arriving here.   But still couldn't help my feeling of erotic thrill when I saw it. A solid, contoured couch with a huge phallus sticking straight up . I saw the jar of lube on its little shelf and ignored it with conscious disdain. I hadn't needed that since my first time. My love juices started flowing as soon as I opened the door. I felt like one of Pavlov's dogs. I had become conditioned to associate this place with sex. And great sex it was. I said, "pony girl trainer's course, please."

House responded, "This will need ten minutes, Anne."

"OK, let's go." I positioned my dripping cunt over the phallus and let my body slide onto it. Instant arousal hit me, as usual and I had a wonderful round of climaxes. Finally, I woke up, feeling satiated, and happy. My engorged pussy was still dripping. I levered myself off and stood on shaky legs for a moment. I went back to the stable.

As I walked back, I thought about this job.  I seemed to have become the Apollo's reformer of evil women.  Ramira was a resounding success.  Brought here as a vicious male drug dealer, Apollo changed his sex and gave him to me to reform.  She was now a sweet, docile, happy slave girl.  These girls were a different type of problem.  Their sex was the same, but slavery was a drastic change.  But still, being from Hindi was almost as bad, sexual relations wise, as being from Earth.  First, I needed them to talk to me.  Luckily, or wait, was it intentional?  Anyway, I still had the truth charm

When I was young I had dreamed of having a pony. I pictured myself flying over fields of clover.  Through the forest and over streams on a beautiful palomino pony. It had silver encrusted tack and was warm and supple beneath me. I never fell and my pony never tired. Now I had my own pony girls. I doubted I could actually ride them, but I had seen drawings of exactly that. I wondered... No, maybe not, but I would check.

The four former Hindi royalty were still standing as I had left them. Now there were tears on all their cheeks. I took a crop from the rack. I went to the one on the left and read her nametag.  It said 'I am Archana. I am the property of Alexander.'   I took her bit out.  I watched her work her jaw a couple of times.

Princess No More

"Please turn off the pain, its terrible. I've never hurt so much. Please, Please."

I smiled sweetly and hit her on her thigh with the crop.

She screamed and twisted as far as her chains allowed trying to rub the stripe. She failed. When she looked aware of me again, I said, "Address me as 'Mistress,' slut."

She looked at me with derision. "I am a princess. I demand you treat me with respect!"

Oh joy. She was going to be difficult. It was going to be fun to break her. I hit her on the upper slope of her left breast. The thin red line flared with a rosy umbra. It was beautiful. She screamed and writhed as far as her chain permitted. I hit her nine more times on whatever skin was available. She jumped and twisted and bent and pulled. The only thing she accomplished was to yank her friend's necks around and give me new targets. I ignored her pleas and screams. I was going to break them all and this was a wonderful lesson for the others. I stopped at ten. She was sobbing and whimpering. After a minute I could understand her.

"Mistress, I'm sorry. I will always address you as Mistress. I was stupid. I will obey you. Forgive me, please, Mistress." She was still sobbing and snot dripped down her face.

I didn't believe her. A woman who has been royalty for a while just isn't going to give in so easy. She just wants the pain to stop for a while. "What are you?"

"I am your slave, Mistress.  What..What happened just now.  I was going to refuse to say anything but I answered anyway."

I wasn't going to tell her. Let her guess. "Describe yourself."

"Mistress, I am a woman who is helpless because of the chains on my limbs and neck and the rings in my body. I am submissive and obedient. I am willful and hope to be a better slave."

Since she has to tell the truth she must be responding in the short term until she finds a way to escape. Good. "What is your name?"

"Archana, Mistress."

I hit her across the bottom of her right breast. She screamed shrilly. And Moaned, "Mistress, I told the truth."

"Stupid pony girl. Alexander gave you a new name. I see it on your collar. What is your name NOW?"

"Kitty, Mistress. Your slave begs your forgiveness. I forgot."

" What was your position in Hindi?"

"I was the senior wife of a prince."

I hit her other thigh with the crop. Her yelp was loud and shrill. "I'm sorry Mistress, I forgot. I'll try harder. I've never been a slave before."

"Now you are a slave in the house of Apollo.  He wishes  you to become a pony girl and I am your trainer.  There are several rules you must follow or be punished.  First, address all women as Mistress and all men as Master.  Second, obey every command.  Third acknowledge every command verbally.  Fourth, do not speak without permission.  Are we clear?"

She looked at me.  Her eyes full of disdain. "I am a princess.  I will not bend to your wishes."

An honest answer. I loved my truth charm.   "It is always difficult for a new slave girl to learn appropriate behavior.  Learning is sometimes painful."  I laid a hard stroke on her thigh.  I paused a long time between each stroke. She screamed and tried to twist away from the pain so I lay the next stroke across her ass.  She yelled, "Stop that.  I can't stand it.  You'll kill me." and so forth.  Their chain was short and secured at both ends to the wall, so she didn't have much play.  As she writhed she yanked her neighbor's necks too.  My next stroke landed across both breasts, right across both nipples.  Her screams were shrill and long for this one.  My pussy was getting wet.  I loved this.  After eight random strokes she was begging me to stop.  After ten she was begging to obey.  She was sobbing and had snot running out of her nose again.  "Archana, are you going to obey the rules?"

"Yes.  Yes. I will obey them."

I lay another hard stroke across her breasts.  She screamed for a long time.  When she stopped, I said, "how should you address me?"

"Mistress!"

"Are you going to obey the rules?"

"Yes, Mistress, I will obey the rules."

"That was much better, Kitty.  What did you do to rate your punishment?"

"Mistress, I plotted to have my people loose Draks on Earth.  I wanted to conquer Olympus while your defenders were saving Earth."

"Why?"

"Mistress, I wanted to end female slavery on Olympus."

"The women here are not unhappy as slaves.  Why did you want to intervene here?"

"Mistress, I knew the women here are oppressed, even if they do not know it.  They have been slaves for many centuries and don't know any better."

"If we are happy this way, why do you want to change us?"

"Mistress, your slavery demeans women everywhere, not just here.  You are property. You wear ankle chains and a collar.  Do you like these things? It makes us less than men, unworthy.  It made me feel unworthy.  We wanted to raise up women everywhere."

"You have a lot of gall starting a war with the intent of killing millions of people.  All to change the lives of people that are already quite happy.  That is why you are here, under my control."

"Yes, Mistress."

"How many times have you had sexual congress in the past month?"

"None, Mistress."

"How many times have you achieved an orgasm in the past year?"

None, Mistress."

"Open your mouth."

I inserted her gag and tightened it. I left her nipple clamp where it was.  

I went to the next girl and took out her gag.

"Did you hear the rules I gave to Kitty?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"What is your name?"

"Lily, Mistress."

"What was your position in Hindi?"

"Mistress, I was the wife of a minister in Brahma's government."

"Will you break the rules when it is safe to do so?"

"Yes, Mistress."  She looked aghast at what she had said.

"It doesn't matter because it will never be safe to break the rules.  Even so you have earned punishment for your intent."  The first stroke landed across her ass because she turned.  Her screams and pleas filled the air.  I whipped her only eight times because she begged to obey after that one.

"What was your position in the conspiracy?"

"I was a planner along with Kitty, Mistress.  She was the leader but I was her second in command."

"Were your motivations the same as hers?"

"Most of them, Mistress.  She cared only for the women here. It would not improve her status if we had won.  I wanted to improve my husband's position.  I would benefit if we won."

"How many times have you orgasmed in the last month?"

"None, Mistress."

"How many times did you have intercourse in the past month?"

"None, Mistress."

"Do your nipples hurt, Lily?"

Mistress, I have much pain. I beg you to loosen them."

"They hurt much less than if they were eaten by Draks. Be thankful and accept your punishment."

"Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress."

I put her gag back in and strapped it tight.  The next two were  Shirley and Megan.  They each got eight stripes. They screamed just like the first two.  Neither of them were much into the principle of the plan.  They were most interested in personal gain.  So much for principle.  The training course had shown me how to care for them, but they hadn't had the pony girl course yet.  It's time to fix that.

I took the headgear off Kitty and hung it up. "Does it feel good to get this off?"

"Yes, Mistress, may we have our hands down? This position is quite uncomfortable."

"No. It is part of your punishment. You'll get used to it."

I took the headgear off the other three girls.

"Sluts, it's time to get you trained to be pony girls. I'm taking you all over to the training center. You're going to love it."

Kitty asked, "Mistress, can we know how long we must suffer the pain in our breasts?"

I gave her another stripe, this time on her ass. She jumped and squealed. I waited for her to quiet down.

"You may not speak without permission. You must ask for permission to speak first."

"Yes, Mistress. I am sorry. I will do better."

"You will suffer the pain until I am satisfied. Now silence."

Training Plan

I stripped the pony girl tack off them and hung it up.  I asked house to send me someone to help get them to the training center.  Alice appeared and I put a leash on Kitty's nose ring and led them to the training center, still in coffle.  I introduced them to house and asked him to give them the new slave and the pony girl courses. We put them on the chairs one at a time.  It wasn't easy because they were apprehensive about the chair's big phallus.  A touch of the whip and they were impaled and asleep.

I met Alice in the hall.  We both knelt.  And it struck me.

"Alice, Olympus is changing me.  I knelt to talk to you.  I never would have considered this on Earth.  And look at me.  I put myself on display without thinking about it.  Legs spread as wide as comfortable, breasts thrust out, head high.  I even crossed my arms behind me.  You look the same way.  I'm so conditioned.  I love my slavery."

"So, tell me about these girls we just put on the chairs."

"They are four ringleaders of the Hindi plot.  When we gave the place back to Brahma, he gave Apollo these four.  He wants them to be show pony girls and he asked me to train them."

"You're a good choice.  You did well with Ramira.  She turned out well for someone Apollo was ready to kill."

"So, here's what I want to talk to you about.  I have a plan.  They are different from Ramira.  She had to deal with a change of sex and slavery. These four were big shots in Hindi and now they're slaves here.  The pony girl stuff I think is minor compared to their loss of power."

"That sounds right to me, but I'm no expert.  I've never been a pony girl."

"Well, Alexander thinks he can punish them by keeping them from having orgasms.  I don't think that's going to work because these girls are so repressed.  None of them have much sex and even when they do, they seldom have orgasms.  So, I'm going to turn on their libido while I'm teaching them to be fine pony girls.  I'll begin by teaching them to orgasm to the whip. After they've had a lot of orgasms I'll add girls, then men. I think the physical pleasure is going to be so shocking to them that slavery will feel heaven sent. The pony girl stuff will be just a little erotic icing on the orgasmic cake.  After they're hooked on sex, then I'll put the chastity stuff back.  This will make them needy, unfulfilled pony girls."

"I like it.  We have all the means and its a proven approach.  How long until they're fully conditioned, do you think?"

"Since they are so depressed by losing all their power and status, more than a month, I'm sure."

House spoke up, Your girls are finished, Anne. Shall I wake them all now?"

"Wait just a moment, house."

"Alice, I'm their trainer now, but I'm going to be going to Hindi in a few months with Alexander. I want you to take over as their trainer. If you want it, I'll recommend you to Alexander."

"Oh, no. You're my friend. I need you here to talk to."

"I'll miss you too, so much. Remember, we're just slave girls. We don't get to make decisions. We don't have a choice."

"OK. Yes. I will be their trainer. It sounds like fun."

"Good. You need to take the pony girl trainer course. Its short. My basic plan is simple: They get fed twice a day, morning and evening. Their tails stay in except when we enema them. I want them to accept they are now property for others to use. For the first week I'll keep them in their cage at night and treat them like pet girls. Clean them, feed them, leave them in the cage all day, whip them in the evening and let the girls play with them. Repeat every day for a week. Then move them to the stable and work them hard. Clean them, put their tails in, feed them, whip and fuck, then some sort of pony girl exercise. Rest, then more pony exercises, feed and clean them then more whip and fuck. I want them to feel they are being punished and still give them two orgasms a day, minimum. Some evenings I want to bring them back to have the girls play with them and spend some time in their cage.

"All right, house.  Wake them one at a time and we will get them up. I'll start with Kitty."  I didn't think they could get off the phallus without help.  Their hands were still locked to the back of their collars.

I woke feeling a great arousal and a horrible pain in my breasts.  I was still impaled on that artificial male penis. My vagina was full and wet. My whole body and especially my breasts hurt with a deep ache. Mistress and her friend lifted me up and off the penis with an embarrassing, moist sucking sound. They took me out of the room and fastened my leash to a ring on the wall.  I watched as, one by one, they brought the others out and fastened us in coffle like before. I wanted to beg for the pain to stop, but I knew she wouldn't relent yet. When we were all in the hall, Mistress took hold of my leash and led us back to the stable.


Chapter 6 : Ravi Meets Alice

Olympus was a different place. Brahma himself sent me here to help repay their help. A small group of my people had tried to conquer this place through means most foul. I was ashamed for Hindi. We had acted heinously and I had contributed. Not voluntarily. I had returned home to find my wife and children had been arrested. I was summoned to the Minister's office.  His wife was there too. He informed me that they were in no danger.   They would be returned to me after we had taken Olympus. They wanted my help circumventing the Olympians systems of surveillance. I didn't know about the Draks, but I would have done anything to recover my family. They were killed when the Draks invaded Hindi instead of Olympus. The minister of defense himself had lied to me. This in itself was not unusual. I rarely knew the uses of my developments. 'National Security' and 'State Secret' was always the answer. I resolved never to accept that again.

Apollo received me. He felt much like Brahma. Wise, powerful and they both could see right through you.

We don't use telepathy much in Hindi. It is most common among family members. Apollo used it to introduce me to Vulcan and his associates. He gave me a map of the city and informed me of many details of life here.

There is much high technology here, but it is hidden behind a facade of antiquity. Every stone wall seems to hide nano-technology devices using molecular encoding. But there is much beyond that I do not understand. I could learn much here. For example, when we were about finished, Apollo asked me if I would like him to help me get ready for the females. I was confused so he explained that I would have compliant females trying to get me to love them continually. I didn't see any problem with that and he asked me how many women I could love in an hour.. I hemmed and hawed. Finally, he told me that every man in Olympus had that problem and asked me again if I wanted him to help me get ready. When in Rome...so I said, go ahead. He gave me a piercing look and a thrill shot through my body.

"Now you have conscious control of the state of your penis. Just think of it being hard and it will be hard in seconds. Same for soft. Try it."

I did, and it worked. I could control it. Frankly, I was eager to give it a trial run. "Thank you Apollo. Is there a girl handy for me to test this on?"

"Of course. Mel"

A quite astonishingly beautiful blond nymph entered the room. A slave girl, collared, chained and naked. Oh my. My cock started stiffening on its own. I thought, 'soft' and it relaxed. "May I have this slave show me around, Apollo?"

"Naturally, Mel, show Ravi around and find somewhere more private and seduce him."

She smiled, "Yes, Master." She took my hand and led me out of the room.

"The garden is very nice now, Master."

...

My cock performed admirably and repeatedly for Mel. She told me about life in Olympus between cock tests.

The personal lives of Olympians seems too simple and uncomplicated. Men are complete masters of women. Women are property, slaves of the men. It is common for a man to own at least one woman. And all the women are chained. At home, men and women are more equal. Women are respected and parents choose their mates. Men can have more than one wife, but it is rare. We think only an exceptional man can properly care for more than one woman. I walked through the city and saw few young boys and no girls. I understand that most children are not raised by their parents.  And the girls prepared for slavery at an early age. I don't see how this works yet. I enjoyed my childhood with my parents and I would not have wanted to give it up. Yet I understand how raising a child is a burden too. I need to learn more.

Apollo loaned me one of his women while I am here, showed me her image, and told me how to find her. Her name is Alice and he told me she is a new arrival from Earth, not born here, and she's helping in the stable. She seems to have a surprise for me. I guess its time to meet her.

I found her outside of a stable. She was beautiful with long red hair, a pixie face and a wonderful figure. She was brushing a long skein of dark hair. "Hello. You are Alice?

She turned to face me, still holding the hair in one hand and a brush in the other. Her face was quizzical at first then blossomed into a radiant smile. She dropped the things on the ground and knelt facing me. She spread her knees wide and crossed her arms behind her. Her breasts were perfect. She was naked and wore a collar and chains. There was a large gold ring in her nose.

I was finishing Kitty's tail when I was startled by a man's voice. He said my name. I turned and saw a tall, dark complexioned man. Suddenly I was awash in lust.

He was athletic and handsome. I was mesmerized and I wanted him in me. All I could think of was loving him. I knelt as I was trained and crossed my wrists behind me. My bracelets locked as I knew they would. I belonged to Apollo, but he told me he had loaned me to this man, Ravi.

"Greetings, Master. I am Alice. How may I serve you?"

"My name is Ravi. Apollo told me you knew I was coming? And stand up. I'm not used to beautiful women kneeling to me. It makes me uncomfortable." She seemed to levitate up, her motion was so smooth and graceful.

He called me beautiful! "Master, I am Apollo's slave and all men are my Master. I will obey you as long as you are here. I might be punished if I do not show you proper respect. Also, I love submitting to men. I am your obedient slave girl and it is my duty to please all men." I can't give myself to you. You must take me. Fuck me now you cad!

"What do you mean?"

"Master, may I kiss you?"

She was like an houri in our fairytales. "Of course."

She slid to me and molded her curves to mine. She kept her arms crossed behind her back and raised her red, ripe lips to mine, her head cocked to my right. I matched her and pressed my lips to hers. I held her tight and found her wrists were locked together. She put more passion in that kiss than I had ever felt before. Her nose ring pressed into my upper lip and I thought it made her even more erotic than the sight. She tasted of honey and flowers and I felt giddy. What a kiss, what a woman. Are all Olympian women like this or was Apollo unusually generous? No wonder the Olympians keep their women slave.

Our tongues did the lover's gavotte all around our mouths. I think she would have held the kiss forever. I broke it and came up for air only when I had to breathe.

Our kiss was wonderful. He tasted of musk and spice and far away lands. I felt his cock growing against me. Maybe..."May I service you, Master?"

"What do you mean?"

"Master, I feel your erection. May I relieve you or would you like to love me now? We have all day and night as long as you are here."

My God. Is this what Olympian men have available. How do they get anything done? "Yes, service me now, slave girl."

I slithered to my knees keeping as much body contact as possible. I lifted his zipper with my tongue and grasped it with my teeth. His musk was strong here. My love juices were wetting my nether lips. Finally, I got it down and stuck my nose into his treasure zone. I loved his aroma. It was a struggle, but I got his cock exposed and it forced its own way out of the clothing. My he was big. I want this in my cunt soon. I licked and sucked at the tip until his pre-cum appeared. I lapped it up like ice cream. It was delicious.

She used her mouth to free my penis. That was mind blowing by itself. Then she sucked my whole penis into her mouth licking all the while. She bobbed her head in and out. I came into her mouth and she swallowed it all. Not a drop escaped. She held my cock in her mouth sucking ferociously until I shrank to my normal size. She looked up at me and smiled.

I felt so good. He was delicious and I think I made him feel good too. Much of my joy came from seeing the wonder on his face. I don't think he's ever had a blow job before. "Master, you are delicious. Thank you for letting me pleasure you."

"Alice, won't Apollo be upset with you for 'servicing' me? And will he be upset with me for letting you?"

"Master, I am a slave and my duty is to be pleasing. I have an endless capacity for love and service. Master Apollo would be quite unhappy with me if I failed to please his guest.  Also disappointed if you did not find me enticing. I am a treat he provides to his guests. You should regard me as an endless candy dish, to be sampled at you pleasure."

"Anne, what were you doing when I arrived?"

"Master, I had just put a pony girl's tail together and was brushing it out."

"OK. What's a pony girl?"

Master, that's a girl who's job is to be a pony, a small horse, a beast of burden. Often they get this job as punishment."

"What's the tail for?"

"She has to wear it. Its a butt plug with a lock of her hair attached. Its to make her resemble a pony and it shames them and reminds them they are now only an animal."

"They wear it all the time?"

"Not continually. I remove it once a day so they can eliminate. Its part of the pony girl process to make them dependent on their owners for everything. I control their restraints, tack, food, elimination, training, vision, communication, and punishment."

"And you are their owner's agent?"

"Yes, Master. Although I've never done this before, I am trained. I only received this job and these pony girls yesterday. You may know them. There are four pony girls and they were ringleaders of the Drak plot. Brahma gave them to Apollo for punishment. Their names are Kitty, Lily, Shirley, and Megan. They had other names on Hindi: Archana, Leelavathi, Aashirya, and Megraj."

My mind filled with joy. Those bitches. Of course I knew them. That was one reason Brahma had chosen me to come here. I had dealt with Megraj and Leelavathi directly abut only knew the others by reputation. Pony girls. How fitting. It was thrilling to imagine the overbearing, pompous females reduced to beasts of burden.  Following the dictates of rein and whip. "Finish what you were doing. I want to see these pony girls."

"Of course, Master. Would you release my hands, please. This will go faster."

"All right. How?"

She turned her back to me. "Master, just pull my wrists apart, and the ring will release them."

I took her hands in mine and watched as I pulled. The golden ring joining her cuffs seemed to flow around one of her cuff's rings and then close again. More technology applied without fuss. I released her hands. I would learn more about this later. Now I wanted to see what a pony girl looked like.

"Thank you, Master." She picked up the tail and brush and led me into the stable.

She led me in the door and to a tiled room with several drains in the floor. I saw four strikingly beautiful girls standing in a row, their hips against a bar in the middle of the room. There was no doubt they were slaves because they were fastened more rigidly than any women I had yet seen here. Their ankles were chained like Alice's. There were more chains running from rings in the floor to hold the feet as far apart as possible. Their arms were folded up tight behind them and their wrists fastened to their collars. Chains descended from the ceiling to hold their heads high. Unlike the other women I had seen, these all wore rings supporting bells in the nipples and labia. Perfect for ponies I suppose. The girls all had ball gags strapped tightly into their mouths.

I stepped closer and inspected them. They had name tags on their collars. I found Kitty and Leelavathi. "Greetings pony girls. You look much improved from when we last met." I grasped both of their nose rings and lifted and pulled until both of them looked into my eyes. "I understand you are to learn the skills of a beast of burden and to be punished for your past deeds. I am pleased to help with this. Did you know that my family was killed by your Draks?" I saw recognition and fear in their eyes. Good.

Oh my. I hoped Ravi would not kill them. They were my responsibility. I needed to distract him. "Master, I was going to clean them out, insert their tails, and start their strength training. Would you like to watch?"

"I think this will be most interesting to observe, Anne. I want to help. I want to see these particular pony girls pay for the shame they have brought on my land."

"Excellent, Master." I put the tail and comb on a table with the other tails. I inserted the cleaning system nozzles into their assholes and started the system. The girls started shifting their asses around. "The clean cycle is automatic. It fills them with cleaner, waits a moment then empties her. This takes about two minutes. It repeats three times."

It was pleasing to see the four bitches handled like livestock. They were helpless and handled like livestock. I watched the girls faces race through indignation, surprise, fear, and back to indignation. Anne removed the hoses when the cleaner stopped. She took the chains off their collars then forced them to bend over the bar. She fastened their nose rings to the floor and then inserted the tails. I came close and watched the process. The plug's front end was a tapering cone, with a narrow waist and a flaring end. Besides the hair glued in the end there was a small ring and a round hole. She greased the plug then worked it into the girl's asshole. She was far too gentle. I wanted them to feel more pain as the unwanted invader entered their bodies. After it was in, she inserted a key in the hole and turned it several times. I saw the girl's ass tighten as the key turned and heard her groan.

"This makes the front end larger, Master, so it can't come out until I unlock it. It will get a lot of motion as she's running. The lock is not used on all the ponies. Only those who we want to reinforce their dependence on the good will of others. They need to learn that their body is no longer theirs."

"Good. I expect it is difficult for these girls especially to learn that lesson."

"They have been difficult, Master, but I believe I am getting through to them."

"How are you accomplishing that job. I know they are stubborn."

Master, the tried and proven way to make a non-submissive female a slave is to keep her helpless and in pain. Usually using a whip for correction is enough. In this case we some extra inducements available. Let me get their heads up and I'll show you."

Alice released the chains from the floor and left them hanging from their nose rings. She went to one of them, grasped the girl's nipple ring and pulled it forward. The girl swayed forward. Alice pointed to the girl's nipple. "See. Master. Each of their nipples has this two part cylinder around it. The ring holds the cylinder on so she can never get it off. The two halves screw together. The inner diameter shrinks as its tightened. Once it's tight, more twisting causes metal spikes to rise into the nipple. Every quarter turn increases the pain. The are all set at one quarter turn of pain now. Master Apollo had me try one on my nipple. One quarter turn of pain is terrible. They had been receiving pain overnight for being difficult. After they have had a day of pain, in about two hours, I plan to remove the pain. If they act recalcitrant again I will give them more pain for a longer time. Let's see what they think of that."

She removed the gag from the girl. Her name tag said 'Shirley." Once her face lost the gag's distortion, I saw she was beautiful. Beautiful and once deadly, like a black widow spider whose fangs have been pulled.

"Shirley, does your tail hurt?"

"No, Mistress. Thank you for removing my gag."

"Do your nipples hurt?"

"Yes, Mistress, they hurt terribly."

"Describe the pain."

"Mistress once it was a sharp shooting pain. Now it is a dull, relentless ache. My whole chest is in pain."

"Why did I give you that pain?"

"Mistress, I deserved it. I failed to obey you. It is fitting that I be punished. Please forgive me."

"If I remove the pain, will you be obedient?"

"Oh, Yes, Mistress. I will obey you and everyone over me. I have learned I am your slave. I seek only to obey. My past life is gone and I will obey. I am broken. Try me Mistress, please."

"Open." Shirley opened her mouth and Anne plopped the ball back in and tightened it.

"Master, I don't know. Do you have slave girls in Hindi?"

"No Alice, this is new to me."

"Master, all we have here are slave girls. Part of out training is the methods used to control and discipline us. One of the most important rules is to administer discipline immediately and consistently. Delaying punishment or softening it is worthless for training. That is why I want to relieve the pain in a few hours. I understand your anger toward these ponies, but I hope you will let me use my training to get good results. Of course, you are my Master and I will obey you in all things."

"Alice, I am new here and will not interfere in your methods. I do want to see these women punished for their treachery. If I am about to undo your training, I will stop. Is it possible for me to receive some education in pony girl training?"

"Master, I received a training course. It only took a few minutes. I am sure you can have it too. Do you want me to ask house?"

"No. I will inquire. Continue."

"OK, Master, next I will put their tack on them and set them to work."


Chapter 7 : Strength and Endurance

Alice pulled harnesses and things off the wall and laid them on a table. She sorted them out for each girl.

"First, Master. The headgear. There is a bridle and bit and plume. Very elegant."

She strapped the bridle onto the first girl. I saw her nametag -Kitty. A former Princess of Hindi. She was of the highest rank and undoubtedly the ringleader. Her eyes were anxious. Clearly she was worried about me. Quite correctly. Alice took out her gag and held a bit up to her mouth.

"Open wide and stick out your tongue, Kitty."

"Mistress, I've had that gag in my mouth for hours. Please don't gag me again."

"Kitty, I have several options now. You can comply or I can give you more pain, either through your nipples, or the whip. A longer term option is to put a ring in your tongue.   Then fasten a chain between it and one of your other rings: collar, nose, nipple?   Then I can just pull it out whenever I want it. Of course it would give you a permanent lisp and eating would be more difficult. Do you have a preference?" As I looked at her fearful face I recalled the first night when I made them bring off all the girls in front of the men. How much more effective they would be if they had longer tongues. With big, silver rings in them. I'll have to see about this.

"Mistress, I'm sorry, I'm sorry. Please forgive me." Kitty stuck out her tongue.

I held the bit up to her face. The bit  was rubber coated and had a slot in the middle for her tongue. I slid the bit over Kitty's tongue and fastened the bit to her bridle. The trapped tongue could not now form words. Next I inserted a tall plume into a leather holder on her forehead. It was purple and stuck two feet in the air. Heelless pony boots were put on Kitty next so she was standing on the ball of her foot. The other girls were obedient and soon all were outfitted. I fastened them together in single file. Nose ring locked to the collar in front before I released their feet. I would always maintain strict security with them. They needed to feel controlled and helpless to resist. I took the first girl's leash and led the coffle outside. I fastened a cart to a pair of girls. The carts were big and had boxes on them. They were heavy.

"Master, would you like to drive a cart?"

"Yes, this looks amusing. There's nothing like this at home. "

She fastened reins on each girl and draped them on the cart's seat.

"Basic instruction, Master. Pull on the right rein to go right, left rein to go left. Both reins to stop. Loosen and shake the reins to go faster. Be gentle. A little direction is what they need. Don't speak. They have to learn to follow their reins. If they don't respond well there is a long whip in the cart. They know what to do. They have been trained but they have not practiced. This is a heavy load so slow is all they will be able to do. See where their cart is fastened to their harness. There is a white connector between the chain from the cart and their harness. If the connector shows red the girl is pulling with at least sixty pounds of force. Less than that stays white. If a girl is slacking off, use the whip. The training plan calls for an hour of pulling with a ten minute break in the middle. I was going to have them pull the cart out that road for a half hour, take a break and return. Is that OK, Master?"

"Alice, I'm following your lead here. It is OK."

"Would you like to lead or follow?"

"I'll follow."

"OK." She mounted her cart shook the reins and the girls pulled the cart slowly down the road. I waited until the cart was fifty feet down the road before starting. It seemed my team was not pulling as hard as they could. I looked at the connectors and both barely had any red showing. I shook the reins. No change. I picked up the whip and shook the reins again. No change. I flicked the whip across the rump of both girls and the connector showed a lot of red and we picked up speed. I used the whip a lot and my girl's rumps shone in the daylight.

Alice was correct. A little pain improved a slave girl's performance. We crept up on the lead cart until we were back to fifty feet between us. My ponies rumps were a fiery red now and sweat poured down their bodies. I didn't care how fast they were so long as they hurt. It was easy to control my two pony girls. They could see the road and followed the center without any corrections. I suppose that was true of real ponies and horses too.

I wonder what it would be like if there was no road. It would have been boring if I didn't have such a wonderful view. My cock was growing hard as I watched the ponies. Their bells were a special treat.  They chimed with every step and sway of hip, every glimpse of ringed nipple. I wish we had this at home. No, wait. We do now. Brahma is enslaving all the females in Hindi. Shit. I'm going to miss out on the change. Brahma promised me I wouldn't be forgotten while I was here. I hope that means I get a couple of slave girls. After all I helped our Gods quite a lot and I'm smoothing things over here now.

I saw Alice pull her cart off the road onto a grassy patch. I followed and stopped behind her. I got down and looked at my ponies. They were blowing and gasping and covered with sweat. My cock grew harder. I walked up to Alice. She was locking the ankles of her girls together.

"Hello, Master. Was your trip enjoyable?"

Yes, my slave girl. Take care of my ponies then join me under that tree."

"Oh yes, my Master. I will hurry."

I watched her. Instead of fussing with their feet, she just tied one of their reins to the end of her cart and hurried to me. I watched her hobble chain flash in the sun with her tiny, quick, high steps. I heard the bell on her collar. Quite a different tone and rhythm than the ponies' bells. She reached me and started to kneel but I caught her waist and lifted her to my lips. She was sweet and hot. I held her tight around her waist and she threw her arms around my neck. She broke the kiss and asked, "Master, this may sound strange, but would you lock my hands behind me?"

"Surely, Alice. Explain please."

"Master, I am a true submissive as well as a slave in fact. Sex is much better for me if I'm helpless."

My cock was hot and fully engorged. Locking this beautiful, submissive girl's hands together almost made me come. I threw her to the ground and jumped on her as she spread her knees for me. I freed my cock and it slid in easily. She was already wet or maybe instantly wet. I don't know. But two thrusts later I blew and her scream was loud. The way she bucked and squealed I think she came instantly too. I thrust several more times as my cock deflated and she came again. My God she was hot. I never saw any woman at home so hot and ready.

The ponies got more than ten minutes rest. When we got back to them they were dry and breathing easy. Alice loosed the feet of hers and I untied the reins of mine.

"Master, would you mind driving your pair up beside mine? I need to talk to them."

"OK." I steered mine alongside Alice's.

Alice stood in front of the ponies. "Girls, Your day of punishment is almost over. If you work hard and hurry home, I will remove the pain from you nipples as soon as we arrive. That will be about an hour off your punishment." She mounted her cart and got them going.

I followed.

Now that I had tasted Alice, I wanted more. My cock started hardening almost as soon as we started. The swaying asses, their tightly fastened arms, the chimes of their bells. It all conspired to make me highly aroused before we got back to the stable. I was tempted to stop the cart and fuck one of my ponies only half way there. I resisted, mainly because I wanted Alice.

My mental powers were vastly overshadowed by Apollo and most men here. Alas Hindi had followed the mechanical side of technology.  Alternately, Olympus pursued the mental aspects of technology. From what I have seen, Olympus got it right. They are much more powerful individually than any other realm, even the Norse.

All that notwithstanding, I reached out to Alice and told her to stop her cart. I stopped mine and then teleported her to me. I had her suck me off and it was good. It was at least as good as the first time. What a talented seductress. Then I sent her back to her cart. My how I liked Olympus.

The girls worked hard and we made good time on the way back. Alice kept her word and she twisted all their nipple cylinders back to no pain. All of the girls thanked their Mistress profusely with many promises never to be bad again. I wasn't going to let them off so easily and I would ensure Alice did not either.

I left Alice putting the ponies away and went to the house. The AI Alice called house directed me to the male learning center.  I took a course on pony girl training, and one on the history of Olympus. This system was much better than the learning systems at home. I wonder if this is one of the keys to Olympus' success? My training took less than a half hour. House told me Alice was still in the stable.   I didn't have to start working with Vulcan until tomorrow, so I headed for the stable. The training course had given me a wonderful idea.

Groom

Anne found Alice in the stable after Ravi had departed.

"Alice, thanks for helping with the girls. I didn't know how much work it would be."

"I'm glad to help, but this is too much work for one person. You need an assistant, a groom to help with them. I'll bet house could make a facility to clean them too. House, can you put a facility in the stable to clean and dry these four pony girls automatically? It should also keep their hair clean and trimmed and keep their restraints shiny."

"Yes, Alice. I can have it ready tomorrow morning. Should it wash them together or separately?"

"You may choose, house, as long as the entire cleaning cycle takes less than thirty minutes. They need to stay restrained the whole time."

It will be ready in the morning. Please plan on having them in coffle when you want them cleaned."

"Thank you, house."

"You are welcome, Alice."

"House, this is Anne."

"Yes, Anne?"

"Would you find me a silver to be my and Alice's assistant and groom to these ponies?"

"Anne, Elantra will be your assistant. Do you want her now?"

"Yes, house, please."

A slender, silver slave girl appeared in the transporter circle. "Hello, Anne, Alice. My name is Elantra and I am assigned to be your assistant. What shall I do now?"

"Elantra, that's a nice name. Have you had the pony girl training lesson yet?

"Yes. Almost a year ago, but I didn't get that job. I wanted it so I took the lesson. I'm glad I'm here finally. I looked forward to it."

"Good. Alice and I are responsible for four new pony girls and I need your help. Go meet them. They are being punished so they have some unusual equipment. They are in stalls five through eight. Its almost time to feed them. Why don't you get them ready."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Wait. Call me Anne, please."

"OK, Anne. I'll go see them and get them ready to eat." She walked into stall five.

Groom Meets Kitty

Elantra walked up close to Kitty and looked at her nametag.

"Kitty. A good pony girl name. Where are you from?"

Kitty didn't answer.

Elantra reached out and took hold of Kitty's nose ring. "It's polite to answer when you are asked a question pony girl." She pulled and Kitty leaned forward to relieve the pain.  She yelled "Mistress, I'm sorry. My name is Kitty and I'm from Hindi."

"Good girl." She kept hold of the nose ring and pulled a little harder. Kitty squealed, "please, Mistress, I'm sorry. I'll be good."

"So, why are you being punished Kitty?"

"Mistress, I....I was trying to do good, to free all women. To make you free women. I lost and now my King has given me to your master to be a slave too."

So, Kitty, you were behind the Drak plot. I see. I guess all four of you were involved in the plot?

"Yes, Mistress."

"What is all this metal on your breasts, Kitty?"

"It's to punish me, Mistress."

"I see the ring and bell. They are just to shame you, I think. What is this cylinder?"

"Mistress, it causes me pain if I need correction. You just twist the two halves and needles stick into my nipples. It's painful."

"How long have you been here, Kitty?"

"One day, Mistress."

"Already being punished. I guess this is a much different life than you were used to. What was your place in Hindi?"

"I was a Princess in Hindi, Mistress."

"So, servants, fine dishes, big houses, important decisions?"

"Yes, Mistress. "

"Are you innocent?"

"No, Mistress, I am not innocent. I did plot to free the Olympian women. I am not sorry I tried, but I wish I had not used the Draks."

"Yes, that will cause you grief for a long, long time."

"Yes, Mistress."

Elantra released Kitty's nose ring, put a dish of water by her, and left.  Kitty wished she could leave too. She was realizing how the dimensions of her world had shrunk. From a Princess free to roam at will to a pony girl chained in her stall. But she had not accepted her lot. She still had hope of rescue or death.

Elantra visited each of the Hindi girls before returning to Anne.

"Anne, I've talked to the four and given them water.  Shall I feed them now?"

"Yes, please.  What do you think?"

"Kitty is still fighting but the others are accepting their lot.  Another week and Kitty will come 'round."

"Good.  I want them to work hard on strength and endurance.  Feed them accordingly, please."

"Right." She went to the storeroom and came out a few minutes later with a their food dishes on a cart..

"Make sure they eat it all, Elantra."

"OK." 

In a few minutes she pushed the cart back to the storeroom. She wrote a note on a scrap of paper and shoved it into the pony girl feed container. All the note said was '0900, 2 days, two gold.'

...

Anal Training

Ravi entered the stable and walked over to Alice and I.

Alice said, "Master Ravi, this is Anne. She is really in charge of the ponies, but will be leaving in a few months with her Master, Alexander. He will be the ambassador to Hindi. I will be responsible for the ponies when she leaves."

"Anne, Alice, I just finished the pony girl training course.  I would like to start their anal training. Are they available now?"

"Of course, Master. I have a new assistant, Elantra, a silver. She is getting them ready to eat. That can wait. I have enough benches for them all or would you rather do them individually?"

"We have four trainers and four benches, let's do them all at once. Have they been cleaned lately?"

"Yes, Master, after we returned from their strength training."

"OK, let's get them mounted."

I called Elantra and all four of us brought a girl out and mounted them on a bench. When they were strapped down they were immobile.   Face down, ass hanging off the end, their heads pulled back.  Their mouths and assholes were aligned. They were well positioned for all three of their holes to be used. Ravi wanted Lily so I took Kitty, Alice took Shirley, and Elantra had Megan.

I leaned over Lily's head and whispered, "Do you find it as interesting as I that I hold the power? Now you are at my mercy. You are now only a beast of burden, livestock that your masters will use however they wish. Your will, your opinion, your choices ignored. You are here to be used in any way your masters desire and you must become skilled at pleasing your masters. If you are not pleasing, you may be punished. You want to be pleasing, don't you, Leelavathi?"

"Y...Y..Yes, Master. Please. I never thought your family..."

"Stop. It only matters what you did, not what you expected."

"Y..Yes, Master."

I went to her ass and explored its smooth curves. I kneaded and lifted it. Feeling its resilience and flexibility. She was well padded. Built to take the of cane or whip. I parted her cheeks and ran my fingers around the clenched rosebud of her anus. "Tight."

I took out my rigid cock and rubbed it over her ass. Her flesh jumped. I enjoyed her trepidation. She knew she was in perfect position for me to use all her holes or give her terrible pain. Which was it to be. She knew herself helpless and in my control. And she knew I hated her with good reason. What would I do?

"Lily, you know your asshole is going to be used. Men will want you to let them in and then hold on to them as if you didn't want them to leave. You will need to learn to control your sphincter so you are an excellent hostess, or pain will ensue. We're going to have you practice that today."

No answer. I got a whip and laid three glowing red stripes on her ass cheeks. She screamed for all three.

"Master, I'm sorry. I will do better."

"What is your answer?

"Yes, Master, I know my asshole will be used and I must give pleasure. Thank you, Master."

I got some lube and used my finger to spread it around and in her anus. She was clenched tight. I wiggled my finger in her. "Lily, you are too tight. Relax . This can be pleasant for you if you learn to control yourself. Follow my instructions: Clench your anus tight. Good. Clench your buttocks. Good. Hold it. Relax your butt. Good. Now relax your anus. Good. That was better. Now repeat. Anus, Buttocks, Relax Buttocks, Anus. Much better. Now do it by yourself... Excellent. Now relax your anus." I worked her tail plug into her. It went in without much pushing. I worked it around in her. Wriggling it back and forth, Removing it, inserting it again. "Squeeze it hard, good, relax now. Let your ass go limp." I removed it and watched her muscles close but not all the way. I inserted it more easily this time. "Squeeze it. Now relax your whole body." I removed it. Squeeze, Relax. Keep it up."

When she relaxed again pushed my finger in her. I saw her neck jerk in surprise. Keep practicing. Squeeze, Relax. Good. I moved my finger. "Feel my finger. Your masters may put anything they want into you. Expect it and love it. Focus on your duty. Learn the joy of giving pleasure to your master."

I pulled my finger out then replaced it with two fingers. I kept talking soothingly to her, gentling her, getting her ready for my cock. All the time I was getting harder. I wanted to bury myself in her. I pulled my fingers out, grasped her hips and thrust my cock in her. It was so good. She was tight and it felt wonderful. She tightened up more as I moved in her, just the way I wanted. She grunted in surprise as my shaft went in to the hilt. She bucked, jerking at her restraints. Her anus clenched around my shaft, holding me in. I came in a rush, and stayed inside her as I relaxed. She was quivering and moaning.

"Remember how this feels pony girl. Every cock put into you will feel like this. I was the first to fuck your ass and every man who follows me will do it for me. I will feel pleasure every time your ass is taken. Every time it will be without your consent."

She whined and moaned. I thought she sounded needy. "Lily, do you beg a favor?" She nodded vigorously.

"Please, Master. I'm so close. I need you. Please, touch me."

"So, you want my touch?"

She nodded.

I reached around and rubbed her pussy, just a little. I wondered how close she was to climaxing. As I moved my fingers up and down her labia her breath came in gasps. She moaned in pleasure and bucked against her bonds. She was very close. I withdrew my hand. It was wet with her juices.

She cried out, "please Master, don't leave me. I need you. Please."

I went to the bath and cleaned my cock. She continued to plead for me to return.

I returned to the still begging Lily and slipped a gag into her open mouth. "You are much too noisy, pony girl."

"Mmmph."

"I agree. I need more relief, and you are well positioned to provide it."

I felt her pussy again and it was still wet. She grunted as I felt her. My cock was semi-rigid and growing more rigid as I rubbed her. I positioned my cock against her pussy and rubbed it. Her moans became louder. I felt her labia spread open for me as she became more aroused. My cock was now stiff and ready. I thrust it n her, feeling her moist love tunnel slide down my shaft. I was excited and aroused and more. An enemy, one of those whose machinations led to the death of my family, was helpless and in my power. I had fucked her ass and now I was fucking her vagina. The feeling of power flowed through me. My prick grew larger, longer, stiffer. I rammed it into her over and over. I loved the way she grunted whenever I bottomed out. Her squeals and moans were magic. My spend flooded her and squirted out around my cock. She screamed but not in pleasure. She hadn't climaxed yet. I withdrew, leaving her unfulfilled, needy and so close.

She was moaning piteously. I knew she was in need and I wanted her to suffer the agony of lust unmet. I left her helplessly strapped down and went to see how Elantra was doing with Megan.

"You were too tight. Work on it. I took up the whip and gave her five quick, hard stripes on her ass. "Do better next time or you will get ten stripes."

"Y..Y..Yes, M...Master." I will do better, Master."

Kitty knelt on her straw and watched Elantra leave her stall. Her hands were still locked to her collar. And her collar was chained to the wall. Her nipples still hurt, but they were much improved.

"Alice, how did you ever leave Olympus the first time? I feel so alive here, so much more valued than in New York. I would never leave Apollo."

"I didn't have a choice, really. We can choose to leave whenever we want, that's true. But our masters can decide to return us whenever they want too. I was sent back when I became pregnant with my daughter."

"But why? They want new women here and bring them all the time."

"All I know is they control their population tightly and are working to improve Earth's gene pool. They wanted me and Julie on Earth. They brought Julie back here several months ago. I don't know why. And we were exceptions. I basically called in a big favor to save us from Ramon. I can only hope they let both of us stay."

"Alice, I'd do anything to stay here. I've never felt so alive, so valued as here. Home was scary and boring at the same time."


Chapter 8 : Speed

I had worked the ponies several days on form, pulling a carriage, and heavy carts. It was time to work on racing. Their hobbles were likely to be an issue, but I would train them hobbled for now. In the morning I took them down to the track. None of them had seen it yet, but it was fairly obvious what it was for. The Olympians liked both horse and pony girl racing and used the same track. I had Elantra put them in coffle. Alice, Elantra, and I took them to the track. I got them on the track, lined them up, and removed their leashes. "All right ponies. Today we are going to see how fast you can run. I want each of you to run as fast as you can. There is no good or bad as long as you try your best. When I say 'GO,' you will run around the track one time as fast as possible and stop only when you cross this line." I pointed at a broad white stripe on the ground. "Any questions?"

"Mistress," asked Kitty, "how can we run with our ankles chained. We will be very slow."

"I know. mine are chained too. Work hard and go as fast as possible."

"Ready, GO." They started off, their feet moving rapidly, at about a normal walking pace on Earth. I saw they all maintained their high step as they hurried.

"They don't seem to be working hard," said Elantra as the ponies were halfway around.

"No. They will do better next time."

The ponies made it back to us. Lily had the fastest time at 5:15.26.

Ponies, you ran well at first, but seemed to lose your desire about halfway around. I want you to try it again and work hard the whole way. I want to see sweat when you finish. Line up. "Alice, Elantra, hold them please."

Alice and Elantra each took hold of two nose rings. I went down the line and twisted their nipple clips three fourths of the way around. The ponies gasped and moaned at the pain.

Now ponies, if I think you worked hard the whole way, I will turn off the pain. Stand still. Alice, Elantra, release them." After the ponies way was clear, I said, "GO."

What a difference a little incentive makes. Their feet blurred all the way around. When they finished they were sweaty and panting. Megan was the fastest at 4:24.30.

"Please, Mistress, can I speak?"

"Yes, Lily. What do you want to say?"

"Mistress, these awful things on my nipples are too much. I can't think of anything over all the pain. Please turn them down. I promise I will always run my hardest if you don't make them hurt me. Please , Mistress."

"Line up. Elantra, please leash them." I followed Elantra across the line, loosening the nipple cylinders. I wasn't proud of this, but seeing the pain in their expressions turned me on. It was nearly as good as whipping them. Those pain controls on their nipples were convenient and secure. There's no way for them to get them off or change the setting by themselves. I will use them a lot for training.

"Ponies, if you run hard I will not have to use the pain incentive. You can be sure I will use it if you don't run as hard as you can."

They chorused back, "Yes, Mistress."

Enhancement: Tongues of Distinction

We put them back in coffle and took them back to the stable. I had Elantra clean them up and feed them lunch then put them back in the cage in the rec room. Alice and I discussed their training. Since we wanted them complete ponies, we needed to add Dressage and keep up everything we had started. We talked schedule with house.  We came up with two days of heavy work for the farmers and gardeners.   Two days of speed training, one day of Dressage, and two days of carriage work.

Horse dressage means horse and rider perform from memory a series of predetermined movements. That wasn't going to work for these pony girls. I had to punish them. They had all been high society members on Hindi. I wanted them to learn to 'perform from memory a set of predetermined movements' all right. But I wanted them to be completely shamed and degraded by the 'predetermined movements.' They had to be sexual and demeaning. Earth pornography provided a start. Oral sex.  Golden showers. Anal sex.  Animal sex.  Pet girls.   Mud wrestling, etc.

As I talked with Alice I kept seeing the ponies that first night. The four of them kneeling in a row, A line of girls in front of them waiting to be eaten out. The ponies tongues feverishly licking. The sounds as the ponies sucked and swallowed the girls love juices. The gasps and moans of pleasure. "Alice, my job is to train and punish the ponies, right?

"So?"

"What if they feel anguish and shame while feeling physical pleasure  at the same time. What an elegant punishment to be forced to perform a degrading, shameful act yet longing for it."

"It sounds complex. Will it require a lot of work?"

"Not for us. I'll need to talk to house to see if its even possible. House...

At bed time Elantra and I took the ponies out of the cage, put them in coffle, and Alexander appeared before us. My lust flamed into intense arousal. It was all I could do not to kneel and kiss his feet. I saw the other girls lust and awe in their faces.

"Hello girls. Let's take the ponies to Cotys and get them started. Hold them tight."

"Yes, Master," both of us said. We each held the nose ring of two ponies. The ponies were bitted so they just looked at us anxiously and shuffled their feet. This was something new. Alexander transported us to another room where Cotys, a silver waited. Elantra handed her the coffle lead.

She said, "Welcome Master." If you approve I will start immediately. They will be done in about two hours. Shall I have them delivered?"

"No, let me know and I will pick them up. I will want to test their mods. Its a clever idea. Only a woman would have thought of it." He looked at me and smiled. "Maybe I would like it done to some others."

I quailed inside. Surely he was joking, teasing me. This was only for females under punishment. Then I realized I was his property and he could do anything he wanted. My arousal was making speech difficult. I couldn't think of anything I could say to make the problem better, so... "Master, may I tell you of the training plans I have for the ponies?" I needed him to appreciate me for my mind right now, not my body. No, that wasn't right. I needed him to want my body, just as it was.

"Good idea. I am curious. Elantra, you are off duty now."

"Master. Yes, Master. Thank you." She disappeared.

...

It was late and we were normally left alone for the night by now. Mistress Anne, Elantra and Master Alexander had brought us to a new place and given us to another slave. Something was going to happen to us. We were all still quite helpless. Helpless as usual, we all were bitted so we couldn't speak. We could make only the smallest, ineffectual resistance. In my whole life I had never imagined I would ever be so ineffectual. I blamed only myself for our subjugation. I had failed and lost my status and ruined my friend's lives.

Alexander sent Elantra away. My lust was overwhelming. I needed him so bad. It was agony having him so close and yet unreachable. I stamped my feet in frustration.

"It appears Kitty is anxious to get started. Go ahead Cotys" Alexander said. He reached out and took hold of Mistress Anne's nose ring and tilted her head back. He moved closer to her and then my view was blocked as Cotys led us into the next room. Damn, I wanted him so bad.

The slave led us through a door into a room with six biers in it. These were rectangular and solid, just over two feet wide and six feet long. They were between three and four feet high. One by one she had us lay on the surface and she touched a yellow circle on the side. As soon as she touched mine I lost all control over my body. I remembered waking up in a place like this. I could see the others being moved along and laid out.

She walked back by my bier and touched a control. Blackness swallowed me.

Cotys left the ponies unconscious and went to the outer office. "House, they are ready."

"Thank you, Cotys. Beginning procedure now. Do you wish to observe?"

"Yes."

A screen opened in front of Cotys. She could see the girls. A thick helmet covered all four heads. There was no motion to be seen. After a minute she spoke, "Close the window, house. There's nothing to be seen." The window closed.

In one hour and fifty minutes, house said, "Procedure complete, Cotys. Shall I wake them?"

"Yes, wake them but leave them immobile."

"Done."

Suddenly I was awake again. I still couldn't move but I could feel everything. There was something hard in my mouth, resting against the inside of my lower gum. It didn't hurt. Nothing hurt, but it was new and disturbing because I never felt it before.

Cotys went to Kitty's bier. "Would you like to see what we did to you? Blink once for 'yes' and twice for 'no.'

"OK" Cotys turned on the ceiling mirror above all the bodies.

I could see myself in the mirror that appeared on the ceiling. Chains and rings and bells all over my body. I looked healthy and helpless. Cotys reached to my head and pulled my jaw down. Then she put her hand in my mouth. Her hand blocked my vision so I only felt her take the hard object off my gum. I felt her pull my tongue out of my mouth. Her hand moved down and I could see my tongue. It was long and thick There was a silver ring in its tip! I had a dog's tongue. It was so long. Oh why did they do this to me. I wanted to cry but I couldn't move a muscle. Finally she put my tongue back and closed my mouth. I felt so used and dirty.

Why did they do this to us? What purpose could it serve? Not as pony girls. Then I remembered the last time I used my tongue. I was made to eat out a flock of slave girls. Were we modified so we could serve them better? No. That was too barbaric to consider. Try as I might, I couldn't think of anything else this might aid. So, we had been changed to service slave girls when we weren't pulling the plow in the fields. No. We would refuse this ultimate indignity. No one could blame us.

She went to each of us and showed them their tongues. We were all silent since we couldn't move. Soon she returned and turned us back on. We were put back in coffle and led out to the first room. Tears flowed from all of our eyes. We all realized how low we had fallen.

"It appears Kitty is anxious to get started. Go ahead Cotys." He reached out and took hold of my nose ring. My lust was making me dumb. I couldn't speak at all. He lifted it and tilted my head back.

"Yes, Master."

He kissed me. His mouth held me transfixed. His hands caressed my breasts. I put my hands behind me and pushed my cuffs together until they locked. He picked me up, so easily. Then we were in his bedroom and he dropped me on his big bed. I lifted my knees and spread them as wide as possible. I pulled my hobbled feet under my ass, and thrust my hips up to meet him. I felt y love juices flow into my pussy, lubricating my love canal, getting ready to receive my Master.

He knelt between my legs and fondled my breasts. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit. I felt it spread open to receive him. I needed him in me.

"You know, Anne. I like the nipple ornament on the ponies. How would you like them?"

"Master? Everything? The bells and rings and the pain shields? A girl likes to dress up and look good for her Master, but those are the things you put on girls to be punished. Do you want to punish me, Master? Have I not been pleasurable?"

"Have you been bad, Anne?"

"No, Master."

"Should you be punished?"

"Only if it pleases you, my Master."

"A slave girl must be punished regularly so they remember their place."

"Yes, Master. Would these things be punishment?"

"No. Adornment, but I do like the way they make a girl even more subjugated. It is something their master does to her for his pleasure, not hers."

"Then Master, I will adore them and ask you put them on me so I may enhance your pleasure."

I felt his cock thrust into my love canal, big, strong, ruthlessly insistent on its right of passage. My love juiced flooded my pussy. I came with a scream of pleasure on his fourth stroke. My pussy clenching his cock, striving to pull him deeper, to keep him in me. He slowed as I swooned. When I recovered he increased his tempo, driving me to my second climax almost instantly. I had another climax before he came in me. I felt his hot seed fill my cunt like blowing up my balloon. I came again and must have passed out. When I became aware of my surroundings, he was standing beside the bed, dressed again.

"Use the restroom and clean up." He lifted me up and freed my hands. I obeyed my master, afraid to say anything other than, "Yes, Master."

When I came out,  clean and frightened of my future he was sitting in a chair and beckoned me over. I knelt before him and he lifted me into his lap, like a pet kitten.

"Tell me what you plan for the ponies."

""Yes, Master. I described the training program Alice and I came up with. Then I told him about my plans for punishment.

"Marvelous, Anne. You are subtle, devious and evil. I love it. I would like to be there when the ponies learn of their new skills and employment."

"Of course master. I thought to start early tomorrow on their punishment, right after breakfast. Though that will give them some warning, I suppose."

"Cotys is ready now. Let's go see her. He stood up and clipped a leash on my nose ring. He also clipped my hands together behind my back. This was worrying. But I had nothing to say about it. He transported us to Cotys. She had the ponies in coffle with one end chained to a wall ring.

Alexander walked up to the coffle. I followed. No choice. "Face me. Open your mouths." They opened wide. Their tongues look healthy and pink. They were narrower and thicker at the tip. There was a large silver ring through the tip with plenty of space between the tongue and the far side of the ring..

"Stick out your tongues."

They were much longer than before. He took Lily's ring in his hand and pulled straight out. It pulled out another half inch. It was freakishly long and strong. He pulled the ring down and the tongue reached past the bottom of her jaw.

"Good. Close your mouths softly and leave your tongues sticking out as far as you can."

They complied and it was a strange sight. Even with their mouths closed around them, the tongues stuck out several inches. He took hold of Lily's tongue ring again and pulled it up and clipped it to her nose ring. "Excellent. Good job Cotys." I saw all the ponies were crying. Now they knew what it meant to be under the absolute control of a Master.

He released Lily's tongue from the nose ring. "I think you should all thank Cotys for the excellent job she has done on you. And thank Anne for the wonderful idea to make you uniquely useful and even more controllable. Ponies kneel. He pointed at Kitty and Lily. You two service Anne and Cotys." He released my hands.

Cotys and I walked up to the two ponies and spread our knees wide. I took hold of Kitty's nose ring and pulled her into my pussy. The first touch of her tongue was shocking. It was strong and quick and the ring was pure pleasure. She licked harder and faster than I had ever felt. I was panting in three strokes and had climaxed in seconds when her ring rubbed my clit. That was the most intense, quickest tongue job I had ever known. I heard Cotys climax next to me.

I heard Kitty and Lily moan together. They had come too. I had asked for that mod and house was not sure if it could be made strong enough, I guess it was. Now my ponies could reach orgasm by giving oral sex.

"Master, I wasn't ready. Let me try again. It was over too soon."

"OK, but slide over two and see how Shirley compares."

Cotys and I moved over and I took Shirley's nose ring in hand and pulled her close. It was just as shocking with Shirley. Her tongue was so strong and pushed into the depths of my pussy in an instant. I felt her ring sliding in and out of my love canal. I had never felt that before with a woman. I guess her long, strong tongue now made it possible. We may have to develop a training program for pony tongue jobs. Kitty hadn't done that. I came quick, maybe even a little faster because of the deep penetration.

Again, all four of us had climaxed together. It was such a rush having my plan be fulfilled so easily and quickly. I was aglow with my climaxes and the fruits of my plan.

Widespread Ornaments

Alexander took my hands and clipped them together behind my back. He handed my leash to Cotys as I looked at him in surprise. "I like the extra hardware on the ponies. Equip Anne that way too. How long will it take?"

"Yes, Master. Only five minutes. I have everything I need."

"I wailed. Master, must you? I will look like a pony girl."

"Obey."

"Yes, Master." I followed Cotys through a door. She laid me on a solid table and suddenly I couldn't move. She was brisk and efficient. She didn't speak and I couldn't. I felt no pain as she pierced my nipples and labia. Wait, not my labia. Alexander only wanted my breasts adorned. Wait. I couldn't move anything but my eyes. I blinked my eyes furiously. She didn't see me. Shit. Shit. Shit.

She put the shield with the knurled cylinders on my breasts then pulled the nipple out and put a ring in the hole. Before the ring closed she added a bell on a short chain. Then she moved to my loins. I couldn't see her any more, but I knew what the ponies had and I could feel every motion. It happened so quickly. I was standing then and Cotys turned me to see myself in a mirror. Shit. All I needed now was a bit to join the ranks of ponies. Slave girl. No decisions, no choice. Obedience. Pleasure to my Master. Not always an easy life. At least my tongue was normal. For now.

Cotys finished up and turned me back on. I felt fine, physically. I felt the new rings laying on my breasts and labia. The bells on their short chains lay along my skin and were an alien presence. They were distracting. When I stood up every one of them moved. The bells slid along my skin until they dangled free, chiming like church bells. The rings in my labia hung down and were pulled further by the weight of the bells and chain. I felt my pussy lips being pulled apart by the weight. The breasts were worse. The shield and cylinder, the rings and bells and chains pulled down on my breasts. It was like tiny hands or claws grasping my nipples, dangling there and swaying in the air. I looked down and could see the bells swaying on their chains and chiming when they hit my ribs. I longed to touch them but my hands were still locked firmly behind me.

Cotys led me into the outer room where the ponies knelt and Alexander waited. I blushed as he looked appraisingly at my new ornaments.

"Looking good, Anne. The new look suits you. How do you feel"

"Master, I am doubly slave now," I sobbed. "Only the pony girls have these. I am more slave than everyone else now."

"Anne, you are a gold. Have you thought that you may be a trend setter. The first gold to be so honored? In any case, it is not your choice. Slaves do not get to choose how their masters adorn them. Are you not happy to receive special attention from you master?"

"Yes, Master." Tears still ran down my face. "It is only that I am so noisy and controllable with these. Any other slave can force obedience from me with two fingers."

"Worry more about my pleasure than what other slaves might do."

"Yes, Master. You truly like these on me?"

"Yes, Anne, my slave. I believe they show the true you."

"Then, thank you, my Master." He took the leash off my nose ring and released my hands. I leapt into his arms and we kissed lustily. He broke the kiss and said, take the ponies from Cotys and let's pu hem up. They have had a strange evening."

"Yes, Master." I released the coffle from the wall and he jumped us back to the rec room. I put the ponies in their cage and released them from the coffle. After I locked the door, he transported us back to his room.

Nudity was certainly a time saver. I came to appreciate my new adornments. He played with them a lot. Before, during, and after sex he kept them in constant motion. They were quite effective in increasing my arousal. I climaxed at least twenty times that night and awoke refreshed and ready to do it again. But alas, I awoke alone and returned to my normal routine.

I ate and went to the rec room to fetch the ponies. They were already gone and I spent an hour showing off my new things to the girls. I was the toast of the town. They were my sisters in bondage and none seemed to think the less of me. In fact, they admired them and wondered aloud how they would look with them. House obliged their curiosity by making a viewscreen on a wall and turning it into a magic mirror. As one of them walked in front of it he added copies of my rings and bells to their image. It was perfect. Every girl got to see what she would look like with them on her.  I spent long minutes moving my body and swinging my rings and bells around then explaining how it felt. I spoke in rapturous terms on the arousal the nipple rings and bells gave me. But they could see visual evidence as my nipples grew hard and swollen as I fondled my bells.

I felt like a vacuum saleswoman dumping dirt on a rug then sucking it up. But no saleswoman ever had so rapt an audience. House modified his magic mirror.  It now showed what would happen to a girl's pussy and nipples as they shimmied across the mirror.

Both Apollo and Alexander appeared as we were playing with our images. Someone screamed, "Master," and we all dropped to our knees facing them. After we explained they gave their approval. Apollo looked at the bevy of kneeling girls and said, "All of you desire such jewelry, I see. Anne, come here."

I stood as graceful as possible and went to him. As I was about to kneel, he took my arm and drew me close. I froze. He took one nipple ring in each hand, holding them between thumb and forefinger.

"These make you more helpless than before. Does this bother you?"

"No, Master. I am a slave and my Master's will controls me absolutely. These are just extensions of my Master's will. They are mere ornaments my Master wants me to wear."

"Mere ornaments?"

"Master, they arouse me when they move and tug at my flesh, as my Master desires."

"I see your ears are already pierced. Would you like rings there too?"

"If my Master wishes, I would enjoy rings there too."

"I think they would look good there. Alexander, Would you like Anne to have rings put in her ears?"

"Yes, Father. I believe they would look nice on her."

"Then it is settled. House, arrange for all my slaves to wear jewelry like Anne and put rings in their ears. Make those larger diameter." He griped my chin, gently and turned my head to the right, then to the left, "two inches and an eighth inch thick."

"Yes, Apollo. I will send the girls to Cotys individually."

"Now, Ariel, I understand you have a new skill?"

"Yes, Master. May I show you."

Ariel went to the stage and gave a good musical performance. She played several Earth classical pieces from Mozart and Bach on a piano. All the time she was playing, house transported girls out to be ringed.  He returned them only minutes later. By the time Ariel was done, all the girls but her had been equipped as I was. I had been briefly taken to have my earrings put in. When she was finished and taken her bows, Apollo thanked her and she disappeared to be ringed. Several more men had joined us and the Olympian version of speed dating was in full swing. Every girl there had an orgasm in less than a half hour. We were all so filled with lust from the men's presence that only five or six thrusts sent us over the moon. We had long since learned that sex was not a private event. We enjoyed having several girls gathered around a coupling to fondle every available part.


Chapter 9 : The Chase

I led the coffle out to the big lawn. Fifteen other girls followed to see the show. 

"Line up."

The ponies formed a line abreast, facing me.

Bend over all the way. Spread your legs."

"Elantra, remove their tails please and freshen up their lubrication." She was already moving when she said, 'Is it time for the new game?"

"Yes. Ponies, I have a game for you to play. I call it predator and prey. Two of you are the prey and the other two are your predators. Which of you are which we'll let chance decide." I held up a U.S. dollar coin and walked in front of Kitty and flipped the coin in the air, caught it and slapped it on my wrist. Head. "Kitty you are predator."

I moved to Shirley and flipped again. Tail. "Shirley, you are prey." Next. Heads. "Megan, you are predator. Lily, you are prey. Elantra bring the toys."

She handed me one of the thing I had house make and she kept the other. It looked like a three-headed dildo with balls hanging under one head. All the cocks were identical to the ones on the education chairs. Modeled after Apollo's own, and made of a semi-rigid, pliable plastic material. They were set at different angles and all were the same length. "Lube it well and put it in Megan."

Megan, this will feel unusual at first, but there will be a certain familiarity once its in place. Don't move." "Yes, Mistress."

Elantra lubed the cocks then worked two into Megan, twisting and pushing. One slipped into her cunt without trouble. The other was more difficult to seat in her anus, but eventually it was home. The third cock was a rigid cock between Megan's thighs. The balls were soft.  Elantra pushed them through Megan's labia rings. They expanded to help hold the toy in place. Megan gasped and moaned as the toy was fitted.

I went back to Kitty and handed the other phallus to Elantra. "Fit Kitty now, please." Elantra fitted her with her replica phallus and she made the same noises Megan had.

"Lily, today you are prey."

I went to Kitty and Elantra did Megan. We freed their hands from the restraining bar and removed it from their collars. We put thickly padded gloves on them and fastened them to their cuffs. Now they had hands but their fingers and thumbs were held rigid. Next we removed the restraining bar from the prey and locked their hands behind them.

"The prey are to resist being taken by the predators. The predators must 'take' the prey. 'Taken' means a predator must insert her phallus all the way into the ass of the prey. The prey that is taken first will have her nipples put in pain for an hour. Your playing field is the lawn." They all looked at the large fenced lawn. "Prey will have a one minute head start. Prey- go." Shirley and Lily ran across the lawn.

The spectators laughed and clapped. Some cheered the ponies on.

They stayed together and aimed for a far corner. I could hear their bells all the way across the big lawn.

Predators, you understand you have to get your phallus into a prey all the way for her to be Taken." We waited and watched the prey cross the lawn. They ran as fast as their hobbles permitted. When the minute was almost up I turned to the ponies. "As an incentive to work fast, your nipple clamps will be turned off when you take a prey." I twisted Kitty's clamps and Elantra twisted Megan's. They both gasped at the sudden pain. "Go." They hurried off after their prey, chiming merrily. I asked house to transport us to where ever a prey was taken so we could adjust the nipple clamps promptly. We followed them across the lawn, along with the spectators.

Shirley and Lily had reached the fence and were looking at the ponies chasing them. They spoke for a minute then separated. Lily went left and Shirley right. There were trees and bushes in both directions. I lost sight of Lily in the bushes.  It could still see Shirley moving right, apparently aiming for some tall bushes. Megan and Kitty also split, Megan aiming toward Lily and Kitty for Shirley. I wondered if Megan thought she might have some advantage with Lily since she had been married to her for a long time. Known habits and reactions? We followed Kitty since she seemed to be closer to Shirley than Megan was to Lily. I heard Shirley yelling something when we passed a large bush.  We found Shirley holding on to a waist high branch with both hands and Kitty trying to pry her loose.

Suddenly Elantra and I and the spectators were transported a to a new position.   A few feet away Megan had Lily face down on the dirt and pumping her ass for all she was worth. Megan was saying, "this is just like old times isn't it Lily? I loved fucking your hot, tight ass when we were just married. Then you stopped wanting it, didn't you? Huh, didn't you? Now this is the only way I can fuck you. I'm getting a climax from fucking your ass. Enjoy it bitch."

The spectators were cheering Megan and clapping.

Lily was just crying and moaning. "I wish you were still my husband, Meg. I'm sorry. I'm sorry."

"OK, girls. Megan, you won. Stand up."

"Yes, Mistress." She slowly pulled herself out of Lily and stood up.

"Lily. stay on the ground."

"Yes, Mistress."

"Megan, face away from me." I pulled her hands behind her and clipped them together. "Bend over."

"Yes, Mistress."

I removed her fake phallus and handed it to Elantra. "OK, stand up and turn around."

"Yes, Mistress."

"That was good work." I released her nipple clamps.

"Thank you, Mistress."

"Stand up, Lily."

"Yes, Mistress."

I tightened her nipple clamps and she gasped at the sudden pain. "You were the first prey caught. Run better next time."

I put the lashes on both their nose rings and handed them to Elantra. "House, send us to Kitty." We were standing a few feet away from where Kitty now had Shirley on the ground.   Kitty was rhythmically shoving the fake phallus into her.

"OK. Kitty. Stand up and face away from me."

"Yes, Mistress." She was applauded and congratulated. She smiled at the cheering crowd.

I clipped her hands together behind her back. "Bend over."

"Yes, Mistress."

I removed her phallus and gave it to Elantra. "Turn around."

"Yes, Mistress." I released her nipple clamps. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Stand up, Shirley."

"Yes, Mistress."

I put their leashes back on them. "Elantra, put them in coffle, Megan first, then Kitty, Lily last."

I led the coffle back to the stable followed by the audience. They were laughing and saying how much fun it was to watch. I guess there wasn't something new very often around here.

That evening, in the rec room Alice and I were talking about the next steps in our training program. "Excuse me, Anne." I looked up and found eight girls had gathered in front of us. "Yes?"

"I'm Amber. We watched the chase game today and we were wondering if we could play too?"

I was taken aback. Amber was a silver. Most of Apollo's girls were. I thought the game was more fun to watch. "You know I designed that game to humiliate the pony girls as p[art of their punishment, don't you?"

"Oh, yes, we know and it worked wonderfully. It also made us real horny. It looked like great exercise and we, well, we're a little bored. A chance to beat our friends or humiliate them is a good enough reason to chance it yourself. Any way, we think so."

"Well, I guess so. I'll have house make up a few more phalluses. How many of you want to play?"

"All the girls."

"You mean all eight of you want to play?"

"No, all of Apollo's girls, there are twenty two not counting you two and the ponies."

"What makes you so interested in playing?"

"Just speaking for me, the chase is exciting, and if I'm good, I get to act like a male. Silvers have never gotten to do that. I understand some golds got to play like that on Earth. And, of course, if I'm caught, its just more sex."

"I see. Did you discuss how often the girls would like to play?

"No, we wanted to talk to you first. The play didn't take long. We could do it any afternoon. Is there any limit to how often we could play?"

"I think we are just limited by the number of phalluses we have. House can make as many as we want. I don't think we have to have the same number of prey and predators. All the girls have the nipple shield and clamps. Whoever plays will have to wear the nipple clamps on the pain setting for an hour. Which means they have their hands locked behind them, too."

"We know. we discussed that. When can we start?"

"Let's plan on tomorrow. House make me fifteen more game phalluses, please."

"OK, Anne."

"So everyone who wants to play, meet me at the lawn entrance. Your part will be determined by chance. I need to determine who gets their nipple clamps tightened with more players. No arguing about the rules . If anyone protests after they are turned on, I'll turn them up another notch. Tell everyone to be respectful, submissives."

"OK, Anne."

Alice said, "My aren't we dominant today."

"My ball, my rules. Besides, we're golds. They're below us, and it felt good."

"The rules, why not leave them like today. The predator that takes last or not at all gets more pain and the last prey taken gets no pain."

"That's what I was thinking of. Let's try it."


Chapter 10 : Eating the Cat

"Let's bring the ponies in after they're fed.   They can demonstrate their new tongues for the girls."

"Wonderful Idea, Anne. Would you mind if I spent some time working on eye makeup for them. I think that since all anyone is going to see is their eyes, they should be especially attractive."

"That's a good idea. It will have to be you or I because I don't think a silver has ever seen eye shadow or mascara. I think I'll help you if you don't mind."

"I'd appreciate the help. We can do each other too."

...

After dinner, I asked Elantra to feed the girls and get them ready for an 'inner clean. When she was done we made up their eyes. They were all smiles when we finished. Then I did Alice and she did mine. I think both of us used more than we used to. Maybe because we wanted a dramatic effect and also because we were out of practice. Alice and Elantra stayed to get the ponies ready and bring them over. I went to the rec room and told the girls we had a treat for them before the men arrived. I had them rearrange the furniture so we had four clear lines. And lots of well placed cushions to watch the action. I asked house to get some good recordings of the action, too.

We were ready and there was a sense of tension when Alice and Elantra brought in the ponies. The pony's hands were locked to the restraining bar on the back of their collars. This was how we kept them most of the time. "Would you take them out of coffle and kneel them here." I indicated the four positions in a row.

Alice and Elantra took their leashes off the girl's collar in front and ked them to the line. We locked their ankle chains to floor rings  and left their leashes dangling. The girls were already staring because they had hardly ever seen eyes made up. There were several conversations going discussing the eye make up.

"Everyone gather round so you can all see the face of one pony." I had not told the girls of the modification I had had done to the ponies. I wanted a surprise and as much embarrassment for the ponies as possible.

"Ponies, stick out your tongues as far as you can and leave them there."

The gasps of surprise and exclamations of joy were all I hoped for. The pony's blushes were even better. Every one turned a vivid pink. They looked miserable and would have sunk through the floor if possible. The girls crowded close and touched and andled the long tongues and their rings.

"Girls, these ponies are here to be punished. These modifications are part of that punishment. It makes them unique.  They shows the universe what abject, helpless slaves they have become. It embarrasses them and shows they are livestock to be handled as their master wants. Also, it makes them excellent sex toys. I have tried them and they cam suck off a woman in seconds, they are that good. I have arranged them for you to try them out, should you care to. For the quickest, most intense orgasm of your lives, line up in front of one of these ponies and set them to work.

The lines formed instantly and the ponies tongues got busy. The first girl orgasmed in thirty seconds. The other three were finished before the next girl stepped up. All twenty two girls were serviced in less than four minutes. The first girls done were ready for seconds. The lines did not shorten for fifteen minutes and the ponies were finished in twenty. All the girls were lolling on cushions, with broad smiles on their faces. We put the ponies back in and took them back to the stable to clean them up. I put Kitty up last. After I chained her up for the night, she said, "Mistress, may I speak?"

"Yeah, Kitty. Go ahead."

"Mistress, you're a gold. How did you get here?"

"Kitty, I was watching a guy kill me with a knife. His hand was falling toward my heart. Then I woke up here. You've met Alice. She was with me, tried to save me. We were caught and this guy was about to kill me. She called Apollo and he heard her. He got there just in time and stopped Ramon. He brought Alice, me, Ramon, and his whole gang here. Don't ever get on the bad side of one of these Olympians. They are powerful beyond belief. On the other hand, I've never seen or heard of one of them ever treating one of their girls bad. We get punished all the time, but its only pain, never any damage."

"Mistress, why is he making us be pony girls?"

"Kitty, here, a pony girl is out in public a lot. Pulling carts and carriages, racing, strutting their stuff in dressage competitions. Pony girls are the lowest slaves around. They aren't allowed to speak. They are controlled with reins and whip. They are subjugated more than all other slaves. He wants you to be seen. You are an example to everyone that one should not mess with Olympia."

"Please, Mistress, is there any way I can earn my way out of this, sometime?"

"Honestly, I don't know. I haven't been here long enough to know how he thinks. I'm not sure I'd tell you even if I knew. What you tried to do was beyond inhuman. You haven't earned my forgiveness yet. Be a good pony girl and you'll eventually get promoted. The one thing I'm sure about is that you will be a pony girl for a long time. My job is to make you are a good pony girl."

"Thank you, Mistress. I will be the best pony girl I can. Please teach me. I have been tamed. I know I am a slave and all I want to do is serve."

"Keep up your attitude and learn what we teach you then you will avoid pain and eventually be promoted."

"One more question, Mistress? Please?"

"What?"

"Mistress, Why are our hands always retrained?

"Because I want you to continue to be and feel helpless. To know you are just an animal and be unable to do anything we don't expressly permit. I thought you'd like this arrangement more than the original one. I know more positions that not only keep you helpless but also cause pain. Be happy you have improved."

"Yes, Mistress. This is better than the other position. Thank you. I understand this is all I should expect for a long time."

"So, Kitty, have you talked to your other pony girls about your tongue mods?"

"Of course, Mistress. We are all frightened of the ease with which you changed us. You can change us on a whim and we are concerned what else you might do to us."

"Of course I can. I am in charge of livestock who have no say at all. How much easier it it would be to simply remove your arms than to keep changing your arm restraints. Be extremely respectful. But what do you think of your modified tongues?"

"Mistress, We kind of like them. We can give pleasure to both men and women better than before. Its less tiring to tongue a person too. Our tongues are much stronger. We don't especially like the way they look, especially the rings. Too strange. We will accept them in time, but for now, we'll keep our mouths closed as much as possible."

"You needn't worry about how they look, you'll be bitted or gagged most of the time you're not in here." I turned off the light and left.


Chapter 11 : Kidnapped

I turned off the light in the wash room and left the stable. As I stepped outside everything went black.

There were three of them. They loaded her limp body on a cart with big wheels. They pulled the cart slowly, being as stealthy and quiet as possible. They entered a door on the other side of the complex and wheeled her into a brightly lit room. A silver was waiting and wrote their message on her left breast. They rolled her over and clipped her hands together behind her back then laid silver mesh over her. They rolled her over so the mesh surrounded her. A metal band was used to pull the ends of the mesh together above her head and below her feet. Now the mesh completely enclosed her. A box was put on the cart and a thin wire from the box was connected to each metal band. The cart was pushed into a closet and the box hooked up to a power source. A red light glowed on the box. The silver flipped a switch and the light now glowed green.  A hum came from the box, and the silver mesh glowed  white. The door closed and Anne was alone.

Alexander appeared in Apollo's study an said, "Father, something strange has happened. Anne has disappeared."

"To anyone else I would say 'that's not possible,' to you I say tell me what happened."

I had finished my tasks and came to my room. Anne was not there. I reached out to her and found nothing. I could not touch her mind. I asked house to tell me the last place she was sensed. House last sensed her when she walked out of the stable thirty three minutes prior. I went to the stable and found everything in order but no trace of her. I came here."

"I see. House Has anyone left the perimeter since your last contact with Anne?"

"No, Apollo."

"So, she is dead, or transported off the premises, or she is still here and her mind is being shielded. Let's get some help. House activate the rapid response net, Alert level three and describe what happened. Ask anyone with pertinent information to send it in. Ask my primary contacts to come here and assist in the investigation. Make it so."

"Father, if someone transported her out, how can we find her?"

"Hephaestus operates a tracking system to watch for long range transports. If she was taken or sent far, he will have the information. He is one of my primary contacts so he should be here shortly."

Men started appearing all over the room. Soon it was full and the room literally glowed with power. Hephaestus quickly understood the options and contacted his monitoring group. "There have been no long range transport from Olympus in the last two hours. She is still here. One of the ways she can be shielded is with a medical stasis field. Do you have any here, Apollo?"

"Yes, there are four in the clinic for emergencies."

Hephaestus asked, " House, are there any unusual power drains in the clinic now?"

"Yes, Hephaestus. There is one in a storage closet that is not usually there."

Apollo said, "Thank you. Alexander and I will go there now. Would the rest of you wait here in case this is a false alarm?" They disappeared before anyone could answer.

Apollo and Alexander appeared in the clinic with all senses on high alert. Nothing happened. Alexander opened the door while Apollo stood guard.

"Someone is in a medical stasis field. I'll have to turn it off to see if its her."

"Go ahead. A real patient would not be in a closet."

Alexander turned off the stasis unit and removed the end clamps. He gently unwrapped the small body and felt relief wash over him as he saw Anne's face. The depth of emotion surprised him. She might have been only one slave girl among many, but he had apparently become quite fond of her. In a moment Anne was unwrapped and he was holding her to his chest.

I woke up and found Alexander was holding me. I remembered leaving the stable and nothing else. I saw Apollo standing behind him. "What..."

"Anne, can you tell me what happened to you?"

"Masters, I had just left the stable then I woke up here. I didn't see or hear anything. Where are we?"

"Someone knocked you out, probably with a medical stunner.  Brought you to the clinic and hid you in a closet, in a medical stasis field."

"What's a medical stasis field, Master?"

"If someone is critically injured, the field vastly slows time so they can be transported to a clinic. Its saved a lot of lives."

Apollo said, "Alex, I watched her thoughts as she recalled the events. I saw no other useful information, either."

Alexander carried me into the clinic and set me down. My hands were locked behind me. I knelt into display position. I looked up and saw both men were staring fixedly below my face. I looked down, wondering what was so fascinating about my boobs. Something new. Someone had used a red marker and drawn a heart on my left breast. There were words in side it. They were upside down to my eyes, but I finally deciphered it. It said 'WE NEED MORE, MASTERS.'

I looked up at Alexander, "Who needs more, Master, and more what?"

Both men looked grim and Apollo said, "Good questions, Anne. Alex, we will find out."

Alexander took me back to his quarters. "You didn't see it, Anne, but your disappearance caused a major response. Apollo is quite senior in Olympus.   When he asked for aid in finding you more than fifty powerful men responded within seconds. I think he was testing our rapid response system. He must have been pleased. And they found you quickly. Now we need to find out who did it and their reasons."

"I wish I was more help, Master, but I didn't see or hear anything."

"We know. Hephaestus is looking at house's records and systems to see what he can discover. I expect it was some silvers. House was  designed with priority for perimeter security and general awareness inside the grounds. The parameter will be tightened so this  type of incident will be detected."

"Master, will it mean less freedom for the slaves?"

"I don't see why it should affect your lives at all. Likely we will just have better information available on interior movements."

"So, we will have no privacy, Master?"

"Slave girls are not permitted to have pride, dignity, or privacy. You know that."

"Yes, Master."

...

Four slaves knelt before Apollo and Alexander. Their hands were locked behind them and they were linked in a coffle by their collars.

Apollo said, "You knew you would be caught, didn't you?"

All four girls said, in unison, "Yes, Master."

"You expected to be punished?"

"Yes, Master."

"Well, you didn't harm any person or property, but you did cause a nice stir. Your stunt had some beneficial side effects. Now I'm more interested in your motives and desires. Why did you do it? Cotys, you are senior. Will you speak for the others?"

"Yes, Master, although any of the others may wish to give their viewpoint if you permit."

"All right. Now tell me why."

"Master, I and my sisters in your service want nothing except to serve you and give you pleasure. You are a good master and we are starved for your attention. We feel most neglected. We devised our plan so no harm would be done and we could attract your notice."

"Cotys, I am sorry you feel neglected. Do the rest of the girls in my service feel neglected?"

"Master, I think the golds do not. At least I have not heard of it."

"Have you ideas for how I could improve your lot?"

"Master, we have discussed this endlessly. We all want to serve you personally but realize there are limits to that. By our count there are four men in your household and thirty women. Master, all the slaves feel great lust for any man in the vicinity. But only one woman can be satisfied at a time. We mainly enjoy sex with other women but by necessity, not by choice. It is so much better with a man. But Master, sex is not the key issue. Interaction is. We miss touching and cuddling, and talking and doing things together. We are like shadows of women. We want more interactions, and they don't have to be pleasant. Right now, I want you to punish me. Whip me. Force me to serve you. I need you to dominate me. Subjugate me. Love me if you want, but hurting me is great too, so long as you do it."

"Do the rest of you agree with Cotys?"

"Yes, Master."

"Why did you say golds are more happy?"

"Master, golds get more interesting work to do and as a result they are with you more. A silver's work is more routine and needs little interaction with men. House assigns us work to maintain the property and it is already well defined. Golds get all the new things."

"All right. Don't do anything like this again. You will be punished later. I will think about your desires. Alexander, send them to the cage in the rec room, please." The slaves vanished.

"So, Do you have any suggestions?"

"Father, Zeus has been trying to get you to take on more help. Why not bring some capable men into your household. It would be trivial to build some extra quarters on the estate. Then you could assign several slaves to each assistant. Most men do quite well with only two or three slave girls. I know I'm finding Anne to be enough for me now, but I think she's happy because she has the ponies to take up a lot of her time."

"Thanks Alex. I like it. I'll talk to Zeus and see if he has any good candidates. So you would suggest we find six more men and assign three slaves to each one? Should I just give them the slaves or rotate them? "

"Its never certain at first who will get along best. How about we assign them and see how it works out?""OK. Would you work with house and come up with a plot plan?"

"Sure."

"OK. For the punishment for these four, here's what I thought...

...

Four pillories on the patio holding a slave girl facing the lawn. A whip hanging on each pillory. A large sign: 'Everyone seeing this sign whip all of the asses before you with ten hard strokes. Apollo.'

Alexander and four slaves brought the four miscreants into the rec room in the afternoon. Their asses were a fiery red, crisscrossed with fine red lines and they walked gingerly. They had red ball gags in their mouths. They looked with consternation at the new construction awaiting them. There was a new wall at the back and four sturdy stands to hold them. They were fastened in place standing tall.   Their collars and cuffs locked to a metal frame behind them. Their hands were extended high over their heads.  Their anklets fastened wide below them. There were two spiked balls hanging before them.   One level with nipples and one level with clitoris. Each ball was clipped to the girls dangling bells. If a spiked ball was moved, it would hit either breast or labia with stinging result. Facing them were tables with balls in a hoppers, twenty feet away. They were left to contemplate their fate for a long time.   Then the rest of Apollo's girls were admitted to the room.

The four girls were terrified as four men walked to the tables to take their shots first. They each picked up two balls and threw the first ball hard at their breasts. Their aim was true and, as one, the four thrown balls impacted on a girl's spiked ball before their breasts. The spikes were knocked into one or both breasts, leaving red spots where the spikes had landed. Their bells chimed loud and they squealed through their noses at the pain they couldn't avoid. The next balls hit the spiked balls before their pussies. With the same aural accompaniment.

The men stepped away and four girls took their place. Again balls were launched. One hit a spiked ball and the others hit breasts and belly. The girls who had already thrown went to the men and flirted. House kept score and showed the results on a holographic screen. After each girl had thrown ten times the men took the four girls with the highest scores away with them. The remaining girls continued pelting the miscreants with balls for another couple of hours. After all the girls had retired, Alexander returned and freed the girls from the frame. He locked their hands to the back of their collars and let them use the toilet. He kissed them each, thoroughly then locked them in the cage. "I hope you received enough attention girls."

"Yes, Master. Thank you."

He turned off the light and left.


Chapter 12 : Carriage Rides

"Alice, the last individual pace training went well, I think. Do you agree?"

"Oh yes, Anne. All the girls did well with the walk, trot and canter. I don't see any need for more of those."

"OK, then I guess we should start on carriages and rein training."

"Elantra, would you fit the ponies with their training bits?  Alice and I will get the carriages ready."

"OK, Anne."

In the morning, someone, usually Elantra, would bring me food then take me to the washroom. She would remove my tail and clean me out inside and replace the tail. Then she'd take me back to the stall and chain me up again. I had to bend over and she'd give me five or six stripes with a short whip.  I would moan in pleasure and juice into my pussy. After all the ponies were done someone would take us out for the next training session.

This morning Elantra strapped a rubber coated metal bit in my mouth. My oversized tongue and ring fit through a slot in the bit so I couldn't form words. Then she took me into the stable itself and put me in coffle with the others. We high stepped outside. I was last in the coffle and focused on Megan's body. I had seen it many times but today it struck me how beautiful she was. Her body had perfect form and posture. In coffle we always had to watch the slave in front of us and match her pace. If we failed, the chains linking us would jerk our noses painfully. Megan's ass was still glowing pink with several red lines crossing it. I imagine mine was similarly colored. Anne and Alice were waiting beside what were obviously our individual carriages. Ravi was with them. We were taken out of the coffle. I felt someone behind me clip reins on to the ends of my bit. I was trained by Alice. She explained the simple rein commands. Pull left - turn left. Pull Right - turn right. Pull both - slow or stop. Shaken, speed up. Whipped if I make a mistake. We practiced with her walking behind me until I responded satisfactorily. She fastened one of the carriages to my waist band then she climbed into it.

I didn't feel much when she boarded. Well balanced, I guess. She clicked her tongue and shook the reins. I walked forward the carriage was light and easy to pull. She walked me forward and practiced turns, speed up, slow down, left, right, stop. She had me practice on the lawn with all the other girls running in different directions.

She steered me onto the track and had me change speeds - walk - trot - canter -trot walk. I knew I could go much faster if my ankles weren't hobbled. It was peaceful, with no words, just tugs on my bit to communicate with me. Of course I couldn't answer but I had nothing to say anyway. I enjoyed the mindless exercise with no thoughts about the future or what I wanted. I just had to obey or feel the whip she held. I tried hard. but sometimes if I was slow, she would lash my ass or hip. She had a gentle touch. The bit would tug softly on my mouth and I responded as fast as I could. Her directions were never hard. I think I responded well. She maintained a fine control over my direction with many gentle tugs rather than a few hard ones.

After a while the drivers changed carriages and Elantra climbed on mine. "Kitty, Walk."

Her touch was more relaxed with fewer but harder corrections. I went around the track in a series of straight lines rather than the gentle curves sought by Alice. She drove me around the track five times before stopping. I was sweating and tired and my ass was sore from her whip. All the ponies were. It was a hard workout. They unhitched us, put us back in coffle, and took us to the play yard. It was a hundred foot square fenced, grassed area where we were allowed to relax. The coffle chain was removed and we were left to 'play.' There were several water spigots fitted with rubber nozzles. We could get water  even when bitted. We all drank a lot. Our communication was quite limited without our hands or voices, so mostly we just lay on the grass. Sometimes we would play love games with our tongues and clits. Our enhanced tongues were long and strong enough to easily bring a girl to orgasm. I'm sure the rings helped.

Today, Lily came over and nuzzled my nipples, a sign she wanted to play. I laid down on my back and she lay on top of me, her pussy over my mouth and vice versa. The girl with the pussy has to get it close to our mouths so they have to spread their knees wide and straddle our head. We must look a sight, but who cared. We were just the livestock. So we got in position with a little wriggling until we both could get our tongues into the other's slit. Even if strange looking, our tongues were perfect tools for this. My mouth just touched her clit, but I could suck her sweet juices down just fine. I got my tongue even through her inner lips and licked and sucked as hard as I could. She squealed inside my pussy. That was a strange and wonderful sensation. We both had wonderful orgasms.

She rolled off me and I saw Megan on top of Shirley doing what we had done. Megan had adapted well in past few weeks. I doubt anyone meeting her would guess she had been male. She is certainly using her girl parts well. If we could ever talk to each other I would love to hear her describe her novel experience.

In a little while Elantra called us over and put us back in coffle. She took us into the stable and fed us a light meal. Then back out to the track and we got new riders. Ravi got in my carriage first. I was a little concerned because he must have weighed twice what Elantra weighed. I could feel a little more weight. He was harder to get going, but once started it was the same as the women. Of course my arousal kicked into high gear when he was near me. I was dripping as soon as we started. His hand was mus=ch stronger on the reins than the women had been. Where Alice and Elantra urged me to adjust my speed of direction, he commanded. I felt my arousal building uncontrollably as he dominated me. I was helpless and utterly controlled by his hand on my reins. I nearly stumbled as I climaxed in mid walk. Such an amazing feeling. To have my body climax while I was being roughly commanded was incredible. It was as if my body was encouraging my submission. My belly was spasming in time to my steps. Left up [spasm], right up [spasm]. The pleasure wasn't constant, it crescendoed at every step.

We practiced single carriages for a week, twice a day until we were perfect.

Then we were trained in a dual carriage. Two ponies in a column, single file, pulling either a driver or a driver and passenger. It was similar to single pony training but with the added requirement that we had to be well coordinated. First pony leads and second pony stays in step, turn together. Respond to the reins at the same time. It was harder and we were whipped a lot the first couple of days.

We were tried out with different partners and soon stabilized. I was paired with Shirley and Megan and Lily were together. I was a better first pony, as was Megan.

Finally after a week of dual training we started training with all four of us pulling one carriage. The carriage was bigger, heavier, and more ornate. Despite the amazing materials, it was still heavy, especially with four people on board. We were taken on longer and longer rides. Hills were added and increased speed. Our leg muscles grew ever larger and stronger. We all looked like dancers or weight lifters, but how we could run.

At the end of a week of training we were going twenty miles at a canter without stopping and ending up ready for more. We made daily trips into the city doing routine pick ups and deliveries. We were driven by many of the slaves and sometimes by the men. We got so that we even had coordinated climaxes. The sounds and smells of one girl must have triggered the others.  We would all climax nearly simultaneously. By this time,  the drivers usually didn't notice. Because we hardly even faltered. It was a great way to avoid the monotony of running. On a long trip, say twenty miles, we could climax every five miles, like clockwork. Every three miles if a man drove us.


Chapter 13 : Hindi

Megan chewed on her breakfast, bent over her food bowl. As always her hands were held above her shoulders by the bar fastened to her collar. When they all finished eating they would be taken to the washroom and cleaned, inside and out. Then my hands would be taken off the bar and locked to the back of my collar. I wondered what my day would be like, for we were never told ahead of time what was going to happen. My master or mistress would decide and I would obey. I liked my life. It was simple and there was never any worry or stress. I got to run in the country a lot.

Mistress Elantra took us to the washroom and cleaned us. Today, after our hands were put in place, she harnessed us. Today we got our fancy harnesses, all polished leather and silver. She put the purple plumes and blinders on our bridles. It was a dress up day. She looked us over and then led us out to the yard. The ornate carriage was ready and she fastened me in the left second position. After I was fastened to the carriage she clipped the reins onto my bit and took off my nose leash. I shook my head to settle everything in place and waited. Pony girls learn even more patience than regular slave girls.

Ravi came out and climbed on the carriage. My lust kicked into high and I wanted him. So did all the other ponies. We all stamped our feet, restless to get started. I felt his firm grasp on my reins and I wanted him to command me. Then I felt the reins shake on my shoulders and I lifted my left foot to follow Kitty's precisely. We started off smoothly and I was proud of our coordination. It was hard to learn but well worth it.

Ravi guided us out of the stable yard and around to the house's main entrance and stopped. He set the brake and climbed down. We could feel the carriage move and heard his feet hit the pavement. He left us and went inside. In a little while I heard the door open and several people came out. I couldn't see to the side because of my blinders.  I heard them stop on the other side of the carriage and talk to Shirley. I herd the creak of her leather and the jingle of her bells. Sounded like she had jumped.

Then they went to Lily and I heard her snort and stomp as her bells rang. They moved to Kitty and I could see Ravi and Apollo and Alexander and... and ... Brahma. My former king Oh. My. God. I didn't want him to see me like this. When he last saw me I was a strong, responsible man. He was my leader. Even though I was happy with my submissive life, I felt I had let him down. I was not ashamed of what I had become, for I had no choice but I did not want him to see me this way. Inevitably, they came to me. I felt strong hands take hold of my bit and turn my face to Brahma. I couldn't speak. I felt hot tears roll down my cheeks. My female cheeks. With a bit strapped into my female mouth. With my limbs in female chains. Totally controlled by any one who held my reins. I was a pony girl. I smiled at him around my bit.

He looked at me and said, "Megraj, you have been punished ,yet you have become a joy to behold. Your new Master tells me you have performed well and are a prized pony. I am glad for you. Your punishment is over and you may enjoy your life."

The party climbed into the carriage and we took Brahma on a tour of the estate and city. We ponies all had a spring in our step and responded excellently to our commands. We were proud to bear our masters as regally as possible.

Alexander appeared in the stable.  Alice and I were discussing training the ponies for racing. "Anne, its time. We are going to Hindi in a few minutes. Go say your goodbyes to the girls. "

"Goodbye Alice. You're in charge of the ponies. Remember, racing and dressage are next." I hurried off for the house.

I heard Alice, "Goodbye Anne. I'll train them well for you."

Alexander said, "Alice, I already told Anne, yes, you are in charge of the ponies. And goodbye is not for long around here. Anne and I will be back frequently. After all, translation doesn't take any energy or time, so whenever I want we can be here. Apollo or any of the men can contact me easily if Anne or I are needed. Literally, we are just next door. Goodbye."

"Goodbye, Master." He vanished.

I had just finished saying goodbye to the girls in the rec room when my Master appeared. He handed me a cloth bag. "Go get your toiletries and your violin. then come to my room."

"Yes, Master."

When I got to his room he had some things in a bag too. It wasn't much bigger than mine. "Is that all you're taking, Master?"

"Remember, I can step into this room anytime I want something. Most of my things will stay here."

"Oh, yeah. Then why am I taking my stuff, Master?"

"Because you are a slave girl and the room you are in will likely be reassigned by tonight."

"Oh."

He took my bag and put it down. He clipped my hands behind my back and put a leash on my nose ring. Then he transported us to Apollo's audience chamber. Apollo, Brahma, Ravi, two men and four slaves I didn't know were waiting for us. The slaves were fixed like me. All of us were golds. Each man was holding the leashes of two slaves.

Apollo said, "We are all here. Brahma are you ready?"

"Yes, Apollo. Everything is in readiness."

"Alexander, report to me frequently. Zeus sends his blessings for you and your mission. We have great confidence in you. Enjoy your adventure."

Then we were all standing in a large ornate room. The walls were covered in tapestries and there was a crowd of men waiting for us. Many wore turbans and most wore robes rather than pants and shirts. I gathered we were in Hindi. The men must have been briefed.  A man walked up to Alexander, welcomed him to Hindi, bowed, and asked if he could take his property to his room. Alexander thanked him and handed him my leash. I didn't want to leave him in this strange place, but he smiled at me and said "go with him, Anne." He took the leashes of the other slaves and led us all away. A flunky followed with our luggage.

He led us down first a wide hall then a slightly smaller one before he took us into an office, then into an inner office. He  led us over to a wall, lined us up facing it, and locked our leashes to a metal bar halfway up the wall. He walked behind us and said, "Kneel. "

We did and he left, taking his flunky with him. After a moment, I said. "Hello. I'm Anne. What are your names?" I heard "Mary," "Sandra," "Amber," and "Nylla."

"Pleased to meet you. My Master is Alexander. What are your Master's names?"

Mary said, "Jason."

Amber said, "My Master is Thomas."

"All of us are golds. Where on Earth did you come from?"

Mary was from British Columbia. Sandra came from Austria. Amber was from England. Nylla came from California. We talked a little about our homes and how we came to be taken to Olympus. Amber was a rescue like me. The others were just collected on day. All of us agreed we liked our lives as slaves and we were surprised at that.

The men came into the room and we stopped talking.

Alexander said, "This is an office Brahma made available to us in his place. Our real home is in our new embassy. We'll go there now." He and the other Olympian men took our leashes off the rail and transported us to a different place. We were in an office with a single large desk facing a large door. The men separated and Alexander led me to a transporter lift that took us upstairs. He led down a hall and into a large suite. I could see a study or office and a bedroom and a bath through open doors. I saw there were lots of rings for fastening me or other slaves in the walls and floor. He led me into the bedroom and through another door. It was a 'games room' equipped with all sorts of bondage equipment.

"All for me, Master, " I asked coyly.

"Why yes, Anne. Which one would you like to try first? You need to be reminded of your place."

I looked at him. He had a crooked smile on his face. I guessed he was serious, so I really looked at the furniture. I had a better idea. "Master, I would love to have you put me over your lap and spank me. That big bed would be ideal and then you could take me at your leisure."

He smiled at me. "All right, slave. That will do for now, but I plan to have you test every one of these devices. I think one a day will be about right. Then I can choose my favorites." He led me back to the bed and tossed me over his lap. My lust had been simmering ever since I saw him today and I was almost ready to burst. His big hand landed on my left ass cheek and hurt like the devil. Not the sharp bite of a whip or cane, but wider and deeper. I gasped.

"Count, thank me and beg for another."

"Yes, Master. One. Thank you Master. May I please have another?"

'Smack' and my right ass cheek burned. I squealed and squeaked out, "Two, Master. Thank you. May I please have another?"

'Smack'...after number four my ass didn't hurt anymore. It felt warm and good. My arousal was growing too strong to contain. I had forgotten how good this felt. I wished he would spank me every day. Several smacks on my ass and my belly turned to hot, quivering jelly. I felt a pang of pleasure at every quiver. At five smacks I climaxed all over his pants.

"F..F..Five, Master, Thank you so much. Please, Please, may I have another hard swat, I beg you? Make it hard."

'Smack. It was the hardest of all and it was so good. I felt his hard cock stabbing me in the belly. I wanted it in me.

"Six, Master. Thank you. Thank you. Please may I have another hard one? Please, Master."

'Smack.' A real hard one. It was fantastic. It pushed me over again and I screamed in pleasure. "S...Seven, Master. Thank you so much. Please may I have another? Please?"

He flipped me onto the bed and I felt his rigid member thrusting into my sopping pussy. It was fantastic. I knew I was a pain slut as well as a sex slave. I was so hot and ready for him. He was ready too. Four or five thrusts and we climaxed together. Our hot juices mixed and squeezed down my pulsing love canal.   They flowed past his huge member and oozed onto my spread thighs. It was wonderful. I nearly swooned it was so intense. He stayed in me for a long tome, until he was back to normal. When he pulled out, I felt drained, lifeless, but oh, so, good.

He sat me up kneeling on the edge of the bed and stood close to me, his penis damp in front of my face.

"Clean me, slave."

This was one of my most submissive, humbling and favorite tasks. I loved the taste of our mixed juices. This was the most submissive sexual act a female could ever do. I licked and sucked until I had claimed all of our love juices for my own. I must have looked smug when I finished.

"You enjoy this a lot, don't you?"

"Yes, indeed, Master. I love the taste of us after sex. Its a way I can take a part of you inside of me.”

"You know, there's other ways we can do that?"

"Yes, Master, I like those too."

"Go get cleaned up." He took off my leash and released my hands

"Yes. Master." I hurried to the bath and took my bag with me.

"You look good, Anne. Come here." He kissed me and I wrapped my arms around his neck.

When we broke, he turned me around and fastened my hands behind me. Turned me around again and put the leash back on my nose ring.

He took me downstairs and out the big door. It was a busy street. I knew how to heel. I was well trained. I stayed two paces back and one pace to his right. He held my leash in his right hand. I had to move my feet quickly because his stride was twice my hobble's length. After we had gone a block or so, I was able to look at the street scene. it was similar to Olympus. There were men and slaves. I knew Brahma had enslaved the women after the disastrous Drak fiasco. When I looked at the women, I saw they were chained like me. They also had a wide steel belt, or girdle, much like my ponies, around their waist. All the women I saw had a ball gag strapped in their mouth. When I saw a slave from the back, her hands were locked to her belt and there was a double chain running up to her collar. I didn't understand how it worked, but every woman I saw was similarly chained. None of the women I saw had bells or rings in their nipples or pussy. I was much noisier walking than they were. All I heard from them was the clatter of their ankle chains. Demeaning, but common. I was extremely aware of the chiming of my bells. I sounded like a pony girl. Men who passed me looked at me in several stages. First they looked toward the sound I made. Then they looked at my face and hair. Then they stared at my nipple rings and bells. I blushed all over the first time this happened, and the second. Then I was just continuously pink all over. After a while I got used to it. After all, none of this was my choice.

In Olympus, slaves would often be sent on errands unescorted. Their hands were always locked behind them then. But if the women were accompanying a man, often their hands would be free. Here, no women's hands were free. All were locked to the back of their girdles, with a man or not.

We walked several blocks when Master turned into a shop. It looked brand new. Everything was clean and sparkling. I looked at the displays and saw they were all slave restraints. This was a slave equipment shop. Master went to the front counter.

"My slave is missing her girdle. We are new her and I want her properly equipped. Can you do that for her right now?"

"Yes, sir. Bring her back to my shop. Jared, watch the counter."

Master led me back into the shop and the counter man measured my waist and arms. He selected a girdle for me and had me stand in a large device. He slipped the cold steel around my waist and used the device to close it tight around my waist. He riveted it shut and released me from the device. He measured out a length of chain and fastened the ends to my cuffs. He threaded the chain through a ring on the back of my girdle and welded a larger ring to its center. He had me reach both arms forward. They were jerked to a stop just in front of my waist. He pulled the center ring up. This pulled my arms back until they were fast against the ring in the back of my girdle. He clipped the ring on to the back of my collar and my hands were held tight against the girdle. He released the ring from me collar and took hold of my arms. He folded them up and locked my hands to the back of my collar.

The smith asked my Master about my nipple ornaments and bells. Master gave him permission to handle them and he did. He grasped my left nipple ring and used it to lift my breasts. He inspected the shield and its attached cylinder. I hoped he would not experiment. My arousal, already high, shot up as I was handled like a dumb animal. Master explained the cylinder was a correction device that didn't mark the girl. He explained how a twist would cause me pain and there were three pain settings. The smith asked if he could try it and I prayed my Master would refuse, but no, of course not. A little pain every now and then reminded me of my place.

The smith put one hand on the shield plate and the other grasped the knurled cylinder. He watched my face as he twisted it to the first detent. It hurt like blazes. I tried to keep still, but I grimaced as the knob turned. I could feel the spikes pressing into my tender, already engorged flesh. The pain, even at the first detent was bad. He turned it another notch and I squealed at the increase in pain. It was cutting my nipple in half. ""Please, Master. That hurts terribly. Please release it. Please, no more."

"Interesting," said the smith, "a useful device and much less work than whipping her. How long can you leave it on?"

"As long as you want," said my Master. "It won't do any harm to her. Leave it as long as needed for her to learn."

"And there is one higher setting?"

"Yes, but don't use it. I have no need to punish her now. It won't harm her either, just add more pain."

"All right." He turned the clamp off and the pain dropped away. "Thank you for showing these to me. Is it possible for me to buy some of these. My clients will definitely be interested in them."

My nipple still burned, but that was receding too.

"I am looking to improve trade with Olympus. I'm sure we can provide these. We will have to work out an agreement with Brahma and his government. Here's my contact information. Let us talk in a couple of weeks."

The smith said, "All done, but she needs a gag too."

Master nodded and the smith held a white ball gag to my mouth.

"Open." said, my Master and I accepted the smooth sphere into my mouth. It wasn't too big, most of it fitting inside my mouth and the strap pulling my cheeks back into a smile. It depressed my tongue preventing any speech.

My master handed the smith something and the man beamed at him. "Thank you sir," he said. My Master led me out of the shop, my hands now locked to the back of my collar. When in Rome...

Now I looked just like all the other slaves, except that I was blond and blue eyed and none of them were either. Master continued walking and I was content.

I saw some motorized vehicles in the street but few and the ones I saw were small. I saw a few carts pulled by pony girls and the arrangement was like at home. The carriages were different. The few I saw had two pony girls bent forward, hips against a padded bar and their collars locked to a low bar forward. Their breasts dangled below them with rings and bells. A frame work between them extended forward and a steering wheel was under the nose. The driver just used voice commands to control their speed and a tiller to steer the wheel. The driver had a whip in a holder beside him. The girl's faces were hooded so they couldn't see anything. it looked like the carriages worked finer. I thought the pony girls at home wouldn't like them though. At home the ponies looked proud and could see the countryside. These ponies could see nothing and never could look proud. The driver could have laid a cloth over them for all the looks they could get.

As we walked I realized another difference was all the children I saw. Boys of all ages and girls too. But all  the girls were young. Teenagers at best. Master stopped at a small cafe with tables on the sidewalk. I knelt beside him and he took out my gag.

"Thank you, Master, may I ask you something?"

"All right, Anne. What would you like to know?"

"Master, I can see children around us. How does the Hindi system differ from yours?"

"Anne, there are many differences. The most obvious one is that the children are raised by their biological parents."

"Master, may I ask another question to follow my first?"

"Anne, you can ask  about the Hindi children without asking permission."

"Thank you, Master. I don't see any girls older than fifteen or so. Are they enslaved after that?"

"Brahma decided that women sixteen or older not in university would be enslaved. Those in university when they graduate or after they have been enrolled five years or more. Women that are infirm are freed. His agents are still looking for girls that have avoided enslavement so far."

"Thank you, Master."

"All women in public must have their hands and feet chained. This is why I had you fitted with the Hindi standard device."

"I noticed, Master. I still don't look like all these dark haired women."

"I can always take you home for a quick modification for skin, hair, and eye color."

"No, please, Master. I am accustomed to my appearance. Aren't you?"

"Yes, little minx. I am. No changes today."

"Thank you , Master"

After a little more walking, Master transported us back to the embassy.

I found out I had my own quarters. A tiny kennel on the floor in the study. I hoped Master would let me sleep in his bedroom. I would prefer to sleep on the floor rather than the kennel. But his bed would be best. He left me chained in the bathroom on a long chain. My new hand restraints were much more restrictive. With them held tight to the back of my girdle I couldn't ever see what I was grasping. It was always by touch. With them just fastened together, I could strain them to one side and I could see them.

Master returned and took me out of the bathroom. He freed the chain from my collar and let it dangle. He took my hands and pulled them forward. My hands pulled the chain tight with a clatter and could reach in front of me, maybe a foot. It was a lot better than having them cinched to my girdle, but worse than without the chain.

"Inside the compound, this is OK. If I take you outside, your hands must be fastened tight and you must be on a leash and gagged. You will never leave the compound unless I take you."

"Yes, Master. May I ask why the slave rules are so strict?"

"Hindi was thrust into a war without warning through the actions of some women. Several of them are now pony girls back home. Brahma, like Zeus long ago, realized women are not trustworthy. He intends to ensure they never have enough freedom to make trouble again."

The embassy grounds are surrounded by a high stone fence. Master tells me there are many sensors and defense devices in and on the wall and building. The whole enclave was built by Olympians to ensure its security and privacy. Which was the main reason he had to wait several months before coming here.

Master is often gone for hours during the day. He tells me he is learning about Hindi and its way of life. The Hindis are just learning how to treat their new slave girls. Its a challenge for the men as well as the girls.  Leather merchants now stock a wide range of whips and leashes. Labor saving devices for women housekeepers are dying out. Men want to keep their women busy, so manual methods are preferred to having them sit idle .

Women who had creative or technical jobs have been allowed to stay on. They are prohibited from further education or any training except rote.

The new slaves are kept under more stringent restraints than I had in Olympus. Master thinks this will ease when the Hindis become more familiar with their women. in these new relationships.

The new slaves are resentful of their new status, but don't have any recourse. Even at home they are only released to the least needed for a task. Many had to be broken to heel through repeated whippings. Master says the bastinado is frequently used to tame the women. Once or twice is usually enough to teach them their new reality. I have never seen it but the stories make it sound most dreadful. I like a good whipping because it almost always turns pleasurable. I don't think having the soles of my feet beaten ever could do that.

Zeus charged him with finding something that could be exchanged between Hindi and Olympus. At the end of the day he tells me of the things that interested him. Some things I find interesting, but all I really want is for him to pay attention to me. I pretend interest and sometimes I am. I'm always aroused.  I usually end up in trouble.   I can't keep from rubbing against him or something affectionate. If he ignores me too long, I find something naughty to do so he has to correct me. I love it when he spanks me. It always leads to huge orgasms for both of us.

He often takes me with him on his excursions.  Hindi seems to have many more people in it than Olympus but maybe they are just more crowded together. My bells and rings are always a good conversation piece with the men he sees.  As soon as we enter a room the men gather round me and pay rapt attention.  Master demonstrates my decorations.  My bells are the conversation starter.  But my nipple pain devices get the most attention.  The internal prongs are out of sight, so I always get to cringe and whimper as he demonstrates them.  The men always, always want some for their slaves.  The men wax poetic about the loss of their slave's services. And all the time it takes to properly discipline their slaves.  When the audience is dubious, he sets them on the lowest pain setting and has me kneel beside me as they talk.  In a few minutes I am whimpering and wiggling my breasts.  Their attention comes back to me every few minutes as I try and cope with the burning pain in my nipples. The pain is awful, but I started aroused because of my Master's presence.  Being helpless and naked in front of strange men strengthens my subjugation.  My arousal spikes upward.. And the pain, is awful, but then it becomes more arousing and I am ready to climax.  All I need is a touch to push me over the edge.  My need is agonizing. Time doesn't help.  I'm frozen in my need.  I'm unable to move or speak, so I just hang there teetering on the sharp point of my need, my agony.  I ache all over as my body strains and spasms internally.   Unknowing that its juices are wasted on my empty tunnel.  After an hour or so I am soaked with sweat and my pussy is with my love juices.  Master will turn to me and run a single finger up my slit.  The touch pushes me off the sharp edge and I climax with a lot of squealing and thrashing.  I would be completely embarrassed if I didn't love it so much.  When I can sit up again, the audience is applauding and begging to buy nipple clamps.

Master took me back to Olympus early today and released me to visit my friends while he met with Apollo and Zeus.

I went to the stable and found Alice and Elantra feeding the ponies.

Alice cried,  "Anne." She rushed over and threw her arms around me.  She released me quickly and turned me around.  She fingered my Hindi wrist chain. "What's this?"

"In Hindi the women all have to wear these.  Their hands have to be fastened to their girdles whenever they are not in their homes.  So Master put it on me too to obey their laws."

"So it looks like we are better off here than in Hindi."

"Oh, and women have to be gagged in public."

"OK. A lot better off here."

"Yes, indeed.  Master thinks the Hindis may relax a little in a few years.  Thay are still annoyed and distrusting of their women."

"So how does this chin thing work?"

"Its simple.  See the big ring in the middle of the chain?"

"Yes."

"Take hold of it and lift it up to my collar then clip it on to my ring." I put my hands behind me as Alice pulled the chain up.  My hands came together at the middle of my girdle and I felt her clip the chain to my collar. "This is how all the Hindi slaves are fixed outside of their home.  Except they are gagged too."

"You are more helpless this way than just having your hands locked together."

"I've found it much more restrictive and harder to do lots of things.  Let me loose and I'll tell you about Hindi."

"OK." She released the chain from my collar. I put my hands back in front.

"Your hands are still limited by that chain.  This is as good as it gets?"

"Yep.  Don't go to Hindi if you have a choice."

"You know I won't have a choice."

"Yeah."

"OK, What's it like?"

"Its hotter and more crowded.  The city is as clean as here.  The streets are all small, like here, too.  They used teleport for most transportation like here.  Now that the women have had their teleport powers removed, they walk a lot and the streets are crowded.  There seem to be about the same number of men and women, unlike here.  Master's been looking for things we could exchange.  Both cultures are beyond needing to change raw materials into goods, so He's having a hard time.  It looks like some luxury goods like wines, spirits, art and ideas like in science and technology are good possibilities.

...

"So, our best possibilities for trade are in luxury goods, like wine, spirits, art - things with different tastes than at home.  Also there are some possibilities for trade in ideas in science and technology.  What Brahma wants immediately though is slave girl related.  He wants us to take more of his criminals , train them and return them as finished pony girls.  he was quite impressed with the four of ours he saw.  He wants to have a lot distributed in Hindi for competition, work, and transportation.  But mainly he wants many good examples of what happens if you break his laws.  Oh and there seems to be a lot of interest in slave jewelry and training gear."

Zeus asked, "Alexander, I'm pleased you found some good possibilities.  How many pony girls does he want us to train?"

"Zeus, he seems to have quite a backlog.  He has more than a thousand ready to go now and he's adding a hundred more each month."

"Apollo, how many can we handle?"

"Zeus, only about sixteen at each of twenty facilities.  It takes a couple of months to thoroughly train a pony girl.  So six months to train his first thousand and then three months to get down to just training a hundred a month.  Alexander, do we have to do anything else besides training them?"

"Well, about half of them are now men."

Zeus, add another month to my estimate."

Zeus asked, "Alexander. how will Brahma pay for this work?"

"In pony girls, Zeus.  He offers one pony girl for every two trained."

...

The light brightened in the room with the four females. Two slave girls entered with a rolling cart. Chetan was processed first. She needed a new name, for she was no longer male. She had been told of her sentence and was not surprised at her new sensations. She opened her eyes and saw the slaves. They wore silver slave collars and had large silver rings in their noses. As they worked on her she saw they had silver cuffs on their wrists with sturdy attachment rings. She couldn't move her body so she just closed her eyes and felt the girls fingers turn her into a slave and pony girl. Her pubic hair was removed and re-growth inhibited. Cuffs were put on her limbs and a collar around her neck. A wide metal belt or girdle snugly clamped around her waist. She felt the needle, but no pain as it pierced her in seven places and rings put in her flesh. Her septum, ears, and labia.

A disc with a hole in the middle was put on each nipple, followed by a hollow knurled cylinder. Finally her nipple was pulled out and a ring put in her piercing, to hold the cylinder and disc in place. Every ring save her nose supported a short chain and a bell. A bridle strapped around her head holding a rubber bit in her mouth, her tongue pushed through a slot in the rod. A chain linked her ankle cuffs. She was rolled over and her wrists fastened to the back of her collar, her arms held vertical and snug to her back. She was rolled back onto her arms and blackness descended as she was turned off.

The last one done was Dilip, though he also didn't rate a man's name now. He was also aware of what to expect, but he didn't believe it.  He watched the slaves as they worked on him. He could feel everything they did to him, without pain. He felt them shave his pubic hair, but it didn't feel right. They never touched my penis or balls. I felt their hands and implements pass straight across the center of my loins.  How could they do that?

I felt it as they clamped metal bands on my ankles, then my wrists, then my neck. I saw my wrists as they lifted my limp arms. They were much smaller than I remembered. My arms were thick, bulging with muscle. Those I saw were slim with no muscle tone at all. Now I believed that I had been unconscious for months, atrophying away. But I felt good, strong, not weak. Before they put the wide belt on me they held it up and turned it around where I could see it. It was tiny, no more than seventeen inches across. It wouldn't fit on my thigh. Somehow it fit my waist. I felt the thing snug itself around my waist. Impossible. I felt them spread my legs wide and I feared the worst. They were going to castrate me! But no, I felt them grasp two sensitive flaps of skin and separate them. I couldn't understand what I felt. They were holding skin, fingers on both sides and pulling. I didn't feel my penis and its unique presence. What had they done to me? I felt the needle push through my skin, not as pain, but as a separation. The needle left and the blunt rings entered my flesh and became joined. I felt the weight as they were released and heard the bells chiming as they fell. I felt the bells rolling along the skin of my thighs. I didn't know when or how it was done, but I recognized the unmistakable geometry of a female cunt. I knew black despair. I wallowed in defeat and longing for my lost manhood. The girls worked on my breasts next. I couldn't see them, but I felt their hands massaging my new mammary glands. I was ashamed at how good it felt. They stroked and massaged. They licked and sucked and my nipples, already large, grew rock hard and ached. I felt the needles part the engorged flesh. The discs settled around their base like washers on a screw. The snug cylinders were screwed onto them. My nipples were pulled far out and rings put in the holes left by the needles. The bells and chain were heavy and were permanent when the ring closed. Tears leaked out of my eyes. The slaves now worked on my nose. I could see them clearly. Their large nose rings were prominent in my vision. I knew I would wear one too. I felt the punch enter my nose, heard the click. and felt the pressure as a quarter inch hole was punched through my septum. The grommet was set with the same feel of pressure. I watched, cross eyed, as the two halves of the ring approached and joined together. I felt the heavy weight laying on my upper lip. A bridle was strapped around my head holding a rubber bit in my mouth, my tongue pushed through a slot in the rod. Now I knew the Olympian's vengeance was more terrible than death. I would be a female slave for a long, long time.

When all were done the girls left with their empty cart and the light dimmed. Four sleeping females were ready for the next step.

The End
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