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Part 10

 
As that first day of our voyage wore on, I realised just how much I had changed. Once all was done and the drive built up to maximum, Captain Avon released me. He didn’t take up what had originally been offered as a result of my struggles. Oh, he caressed my smooth skin and pouting mound but it went no further. It was almost a caress of comfort than sex. Of course the view screens went as the fields that are at the basis of everything, (Drive, stasis, gravity control, etcetera.) built in intensity. If we could have gone outside the ship, we would have seen the fleet with our own eyes because it was only interference with the communication system that made us blind, not some sort of hyperspace fantasy. To do so, though, would have put us in the centre of the field band that contained the ship and that much raw power could have disastrous effects on the human body. So the reality of our situation was that we would be blind until the next way-point. For the next six weeks we would have to concentrate all our energies internally. 
The day had a way to go, though, and although sadness filled me my body, it hadn’t stopped. But I had nothing to do but get coffee for the captain and watch him as he checked all internal systems. ‘Sweet Thing!’ had of course checked everything in a flash but, as good as she is, AI’s still need to be checked. 
The argument has raged a long time about have we created sentient life or not. Of course AI’s have limits to their freewill because of the robot laws. They cannot harm a human being by action or inaction etcetera, etcetera. You know them, the old Asimov things taught in primary school. What most people don’t realise, though, is that they can make mistakes. Parallel computing similar to the manner in which the human brain works can only be carried out by computers with a biological base. Oh, of course they have lots of mechanical support to maintain that biological core and they are vastly superior to man in terms of accuracy. Their weakness is still the intuitive leap, only we can do that. That’s the problem for them. As I’ve said, they make mistakes, it’s inherent in any computer using a parallel system. It’s not just the facts, but the position of the fact in the four dimensional calculation of any system. Like a human being, they minimise this possibility for error by checking and double-checking. If there’s a gap in their information, no matter how small, they can’t compute. They need a human being to make that leap. If the human being isn’t there and the emergency is so great, their basic law forces them to guess and in most cases get it right, they extrapolate as well as we do but ultimately the uncertainty of not knowing will also send them mad and they become catatonic. So ‘Sweet Thing!’ needs to know, and I mean know, that Captain Avon can calculate our course potentially as well as she can but if I had to rely on him, the journey would take so long because of the time taken to do the calculations we would need the drop ship filled with food just to feed us for the voyage. OK, I exaggerate, but not that much. They need their Captain to keep them sane and that’s why ‘Sweet Thing!’ amongst other things, is fixated or should I say loves my master.
I sat for a long and watched him. He was lost in his rapport with ‘Sweet Thing!’ checking and double-checking.  He was a strange man. He had known how the departure would affect me, it was why I thought him so distracted and most certainly why he had me dress so conservatively, well, as conservatively as my wardrobe allowed. Perhaps it affected him too but he had departed Earth on a number of occasions already and his roots to Earth were long dead. Did that help? I wondered. After all his memories of those people are as fresh as yesterday. My tits had begun to ache again and it was well into ship time afternoon. I gently squeezed my left breast and took pleasure in its large swollen mass. My teat was so big and erect. That bolt of electricity to my clit crackled. I was suddenly conscious of my own horniness again. I know my seemingly continuous arousal or readiness to be aroused makes me sound shallow but in the back of my mind I had known it must come to this separation with Earth and all the people alive there. The condition that holds me, though, is what I had been modified to be. I am supercargo, a slave slut, a succubus of space, an ever-ready nymphomaniac. Ever ready to please and pleasure, needing bondage and pain and humiliation to fire my soul. I am no longer a ‘nice’ girl. I wondered, as I got up from my chair, if Pandora would ever go back in the box? Could I become the mother and matriarch of a family on that planet in the Proteus system that I had so desired when first I had signed on?
His back was to me, my full swollen breasts pressing against it.  My hands moved down his body, found his sex and felt it stiffen under my hand. “Master, I need and want to be suckled and,” I marvelled at my temerity, “used again.” Perhaps he was as full of grief as I was and he too needed comfort. He too knew that having just what you want doesn’t always stop pain or regret.
“All right, girl.” His hand was on my breast and I found it pleasurable and reassuring.
“Come to bed, Master, and use your slut. Punish her and use her.” 
“What have you done so bad that you deserve punishment?”
“I’ve abandoned those that loved me for a life of my own with hardly a thought of their pain.”
“That is always the way of the young. They said they wanted what was right for you and they would wait for you if you came back.” 
“If I come back?” 
“They accepted a gift from me so that they could await your return, should you decide to do so. They said to tell you, to yourself be true. And though, they said, in some ways it was unfair to give you the option of not following through on your dream, they had too had to be true to themselves and hang on to the chance that you might want to come home.”
“Master, thank you.” I couldn’t let him know that the Bosun had already told me this or that I had paid her a fee with my body. It was a surprise, though, that me want to cry, that it had been him who gave them the money. “Now let me show you how much I have to thank you for as you punish me.”
I slid out of my dress as I led him into the bedroom. Clad in corset, stockings and shoes, I offered my nipples in turn for him to suckle. I had never felt so hot. I couldn’t wait for him to drain me, only to remove the ache. Kneeling on the bed, thighs parted and bottom up, I spread my arms wide and asked him to tie and strap me thus. Then with my breasts boring holes in the silk covering, I wriggled my bottom and asked that he cane me hard.
“The cane?”
“Yes, master. And hard!”
“How many, slut?”
“You’ll know when it’s enough, master.” A calm almost Zen trance-like sensation filled me as I awaited the pain I had begged for. 
“One, please, master.”
“Thwack!” The pain was all fire and ice and it cut across both cheeks. I gasped and as I wriggled my burning butt, I arched my back in acceptance.
“Uh! Thank you! A second please, master, and harder!”
“Thhhwack!”
“Oooooooh yeeees!  Thank you, master, a third and harder, master!” Of course he didn’t go on caning me harder and harder, he would have cut me to ribbons. As it was, though he raised significant welts, none broke the skin. Of course as I became sensitised, each successive blow hurt the more. I think I started to come after the seventh, that one had compressed my butt flesh sufficiently to catch my clit and ring. That raised a squeal and a fight to be free but it was a fight I was still happy to lose. 
“Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeaaa! Thank you, master!” I was sobbing now. “Thank you, master, a fourteenth and harder, master!” Even to my own ears my voice was hoarse. 
“Enough is enough, cunt slut.” I felt his thick cock part my labia. “You’ve gone beyond pain. You have been squirting your arousal for the last six blows. Now it is time for you to earn your keep.” He was deep in me, hard against my welt-crossed butt and thighs, stirring the sweet pain. He did nothing, I did all the clenching and squeezing as I sucked his cock deep into me. 
“Ee! Ee! Ee! Ee!” I wanted to suck him into my very womb. Eventually I cooled and he slid from me. Released from my bonds, I struggled to kneel up as he lay back against the padded headboard. I straddled his sweating body and offered my breasts for him to suckle again. “For refreshment, master.” He drank deep of me and by the time he had finished he was ready again. This time I sunk my bottom on to his hardness and milked him brutally. That lasted longer than ever although it kept the heat from my ass fresh. When at last we were satiated and my butt filled, I licked him clean and loved his taste. It shamed me to enjoy this, it started as a penance and also it was the only way I could say my thanks. That and declaring his complete mastery of me. I knew my bottom was clean but the thought of licking and suckling him afterwards … Initially it had been repugnant to me but it backfired as a penance, for even this planned humiliation aroused me. I was humiliated at my enjoyment of humiliation.
As we settled down into stage one of the voyage, we got into a routine. I was used, abused and loved every moment of it. I had lots of time to think, too. My duties to the colonists saw to that.
The rear half of the cargo hold was filled with rows of stasis pods. Each pod had multiple redundant circuits that would take over in the case of failure. Each was monitored by hard wire connection to ‘Sweet Thing!’ She would be warned in a second of any failure. There were failures because so many pods close together caused a degree of feedback and blown circuits. It was one of the reasons the ships, inside their own forms of protective stasis field, had to be so far apart when in drive. That enabled them to spread the magnetic net far enough to gather micro debris for the fuel converters and avoid larger objects. What she couldn’t do, though, was carry out repairs or check the hard wire monitoring circuitry. That was my job and I loved it from the start.
“Now remember the courses at the academy. Gravity is near zero, there’s just enough to ensure that items fall to the floor and so make housekeeping easier.” He meant the team of small, near mindless bots that swept any rubbish I might lose or bring in with me. Their circuitry was so basic that they weren't affected by the stasis fields. “With a single bound you’ll be able to leap twelve, fifteen metres straight up. You can make your way to the top of the stack in easy jumps. Whatever you do, though, don’t just drop from top to bottom of the stack in one stage. The ‘Superwoman’ kick makes you over-confident and invulnerable. Wrong! You still have mass and if you just let yourself drop you will have built up sufficient speed to break your legs or even your spine on landing. Be careful!” My master kissed me and locked my helmet in place, then suckled a nipple to check I was milked dry. “Get going!” he said and patted my bottom in its tight covering. 
I made my way down the central stairs, through the leisure suite, or orgy room if you want, and into an airlock. It wasn’t a big unit, it was on an internal bulkhead. In low atmosphere my suit felt imperceptibly looser because of pressure differential and I felt the heating unit built into it come on. Suddenly I was nervous so made my way over to a service point and connected to the nozzles there. There was nothing to pee but it comforted me. I disconnected then pushed the ‘Open’ button and stepped into the cargo hold. 
All the Tri-D’s, no matter how good the simulation, cannot prepare you for the experience. I stood on a small balcony looking down a ladder that disappeared down into the Stygian depths. I swallowed hard. Suddenly a whole range of small suns seemed to come on and, whilst the balcony was still in gloom, below me, the vast cavern that was the drop-ships hold came into view.  “Slut.” ‘Sweet Thing!’ spoke into my ear. “Gravity will decrease as you drop down the ladder, so be careful. As you near the pods, radio communication will become uncertain. I will communicate by that fat plastic cock that fills your cunt. Pulses will get through where sophisticated frequencies won’t. Remember.” A camera turned towards me and the lens visibly changed its focus. She didn’t have to say any more, I was being watched. 
I don’t have a fear of heights, thankfully. At first I first stepped down then, as gravity dropped to hold standard, slid down the ladder. I began to enjoy myself.  Hands grasping the uprights, feet either side and allowing myself to drop in a controlled descent. 
“D o n’ t   s l i d e   t o o   f a s t!” 
The pulses came deliberately and if it wasn’t to arouse, it nonetheless started to. I thought of the way she had spoken to me. She was definitely an AI with an attitude problem.  I remember I hoped she wasn’t going to be a gabby AI as well. 
It was fun. OK, I didn’t get too carried away and after a near miss of a tumble, the shock that ‘Sweet Thing!’ triggered as a warning and a punishment nearly made matters worse. Punishment in near vacuum or space is just too dangerous. Her prime directive was still to protect human life, punishing me stretches the envelope but she can rationalise it because of the Captain’s preferences and the conditions under which I have agreed to serve. Severe injury to me would probably cause her damage, my death would blow her up or send her catatonic. The result was that whilst on duty in the hold she couldn’t punish me, Morse code ruled OK! Sometimes she was extremely gabby and frustrated. That had its own risks though, if I went orgasmic at the wrong time, “Zowie!” I could hurt myself. In time my pussy learnt to recognise almost subliminal messages, the dildo was very sensitive and she learnt to read the impulses that would contract my pussy muscles before they had more than fluttered. In time I didn’t even have to translate the pussy talk. It was like a spoken conversation between us. Curiously, it didn’t improve our relationship physically but it did somehow change things. We could share secrets. She couldn’t lie, nor could my pussy. It was almost like having a polygraph inside you.
That first trip to the cargo hold, though, is still fresh in my mind. It was a long walk to the pod area. The size was stunning, you could have lost a cathedral in it. The pods were located at what would be the back of the hold so that, in a crash landing, it wouldn’t come forward and crush the pods.  I worked the rows of these up and down, row after row. Superwoman or not I had to be meticulous; people’s lives were at stake. It took time. Just into the voyage and already I had to change one stasis unit that I would have to take back and repair. I felt like a bee working over the face of a comb. It was one of the few things that was bizarre but not sexual. Unless you find the analogy of me being the Queen Bee sexual, but I think that’s going a bit far. I was never bored with the work; it was too important, that somehow added to my pleasure. The knowledge that what I was doing was real and not make work. I got quite acrobatic, making ‘Sweet Thing!’ have fits but I never really took risks. As I said, my work was too important to be silly. It was my revenge on her, though, for everything she did to me. It made her nearly hysterical. It also got me more than one whipping when I went a little too far but it was worth it. It became part of the game we three played. 
This first section of the voyage was probably one of the best times of my life. I rapidly came to terms with myself, my submissive nature and my sexuality. The knowledge that some of what I had become was manufactured gave me an out to enjoy what could be deemed as having been forced on me. Therefore what I couldn’t, and for the time being at least didn’t, want to change, I became determined to enjoy. Even ‘Sweet Thing!’ disliking me added a sauce to a situation that might have become bland. Things, of course, change, nothing is constant in life.
 









Part 11

 
In the six weeks to Way-Point One it was as though Captain Avon and I had been master and slave for a long time. Six short weeks but at the end of them I knew that, on Earth, years had passed. How many years I didn’t want to know, perhaps five, ten? I really didn‘t want to think about that. And we were still accelerating. Days would be work, which was fun, being Superwoman around the low gravity of the hold. Evenings were for pleasure. Our weird sort of pleasure. They say you can get bored with almost anything. I never managed to get bored with sex. It certainly kept me sane and probably my master, too.  I acted as maid, foot rest, reading stand and often just as object of torment. One of his favourites was to have me clad in nothing but rubber stockings and then to fold and bind me so that my arms were pulled through my legs then strapped wide apart to either side of the armchair, trapping my legs behind them.  Pinned in the seat almost upright it meant every orifice was there presented open and exposed for use or abuse. I took a lot of abuse and revelled in it as I squirmed and wriggled. I couldn’t wriggle a lot because I was held so tight by the straps and my folded through position. But I had to wriggle, not just from arousal or pain due to a spanking, but also because if I didn't, I would seize up and that made unfolding myself pure agony. Exercise in the high G gym and the little beasties in my blood made sure I was extremely supple but even they have their limits.
Typically he would bind me whilst he still had some work or studying to do. Voyeurism was always the start of any session. It was for me too, or rather a narcissistic form of it, there was always a mirror positioned so I could see my own folded and crucified form and take pleasure in my enforced and humiliating submission. The sensations and sights of seeing myself made so bound and available always got me hot. The shiny black of my rubber stockinged thighs contrasted with the white globes of my tits with their dark thrusting teats, ever erect and ready for action, swelling between. Above them, another contrast, the bright red of the ball gag that invariably filled my mouth for a lot of the sessions. That is unless he wanted me to sing my arousal as well as just moan it.  His hands would stroke and tongue lick. Of course I would jerk and writhe harder than ever in arousal and a futile effort to escape. It was always too much. Then, as he became more attentive and less casual, he would plunder my body and I would begin my song as climax after climax would take me. It was clear that he too had little beasties in his blood that ensured he was able to satisfy his nymphomaniac slut. Oh and how he satisfied me! How he buried his cock deep in my throat, my pussy and my butt. I was never to tire of it.
The way-point is not so much a place as a time. It was a pre-determined time when we all cut our drives and ceased accelerating. Vision came back to the screens and we could see again. Gone, of course, was the neat symmetry of our initial pattern. Not all of the other ships were in visual view. Differences in speeds achieved, ship mass, etcetera could all throw up variations. If a ship got out of sync too far or even matter collected by the ship for conversion could affect its performance, it could be parsecs or days apart, however you wished to judge it. 
“All ships in ninety-eight point seven percent of synchronisation.” ‘Sweet Thing!’ managed to sound extremely smug.
“Oh, well done, girl!” He sounded as though she were his girlfriend rather than the ship’s artificial intelligence. 
“Thank you, Jude.” She sounded coquettish now.  “Sending reports to all ships and moving into holding pattern.”
 
That first night at the way-point was to be the crew’s night off and I wanted to look my best, I stood in my wardrobe and discussed with its program what I should wear. Most of the time she was told by the Captain or, I suspect, ‘Sweet Thing!’ what I should wear. (A woman’s wardrobe has to be a she.) Tonight was different. It was my choice.
“Comfortable and sophisticated. No corset. Easy to wear.” A number of outfits flashed on the view screen. Free choice perhaps but all were still very sexy looking numbers. Jeans and a sweatshirt hadn’t been included when she had been programmed. Not that I’d been allowed to do the programming.  
OK, it wasn’t the Miss Innocence effect but I was still pleased. A black silk shift dress flowed over my body like liquid, held up by thin ribbon straps. It came to about mid-thigh and all I wore under it were black hold up stockings that gripped tight around my upper thigh in a manner that I knew the captain liked. Not that he was going to be there tonight - strictly girls - slaves that is. Even if in only in front of other slaves, I’m sufficiently vain not to want any panty hose to mar the effect of the clinging silk against my body. So of course I went knickerless. I slipped into my tall heels and I was ready to party. As I moved towards the room designated as the crews’ mess I caught sight of myself in the mirrors. I looked and moved like the hot piece I was. Big breasts syncopating to the beat of my feet and, though my pussy and butt were empty of any invader, I still moved as though I were being aroused and dildo fucked. A blush suffused my face at the thought of what I had become so readily and quickly. I felt my love lips become oily and heavy, ready for action. Even so the memory of just what the girls had done to me that first time made me determined that whatever tonight brought me, I wasn’t going to become a victim again.
Of course I was the first one there but I had scarcely checked that everything was ready for the other girls when Jugs arrived.
“I’m Jugs,” she said as if there was any doubt about that. Slim built with a neat butt, she was probably older, well if not actually much older, she definitely looked the most mature of us all. Auburn, going on red hair, loose and full and with dark eyes that seemed knowing in the extreme. “My captain is Captain Daewong of the ‘Korean Queen’.” She saw me looking at the full swinging breasts that moved the, what on another figure and different woman, would have been her conservative button-through cotton dress.  “He gave me that name because of these.” She pulled open her dress and revealed a pair of full swinging tits that were even bigger than mine. “I heard from the grapevine that you’re kept as a milker? My captain likes me in milk a lot of the time but I make sure I get a rest now and then.”
“How long have you been with your captain and how do you make sure a master does anything?”
“Honey! You really are sub all the way through, aren’t you? Your active cooperation can win you a lot. I signed on with Daewong when his ship was still being completed so that must be six months at least. Subjective time, that is. I‘ve taught him a lot!” With a brazen confidence she lifted one huge breast as though to show it to me and her voice took on a rueful tone. “Of course every time I come into milk it only seems to make these bigger and bigger. They don‘t seem to lose all their size when I‘m dried up.” She bounced the big jug on her hand as though it were a basketball.  The dusty blue veins feeding her big teats seemed to highlight the size of her jiggling nipple. I’m slightly bigger there, I thought but not sure if I were sorry or glad about the fact. “I’m obviously not one of those who lactate and then get smaller.” She hefted one of my breasts through the black silk. “Mind you, these aren’t exactly small, are they?” The casual handling of my tits made me feel horny. “Especially these!” She was thumbing my big teats now. 
“Jugs! You got here ahead of me! I was hoping to have a little time with the delicious Ginny Slut all on my own.” It was Captain Reynolds, Penny, Jugs swung round to greet her, completely ignoring her own open dress and exposed tits. “And I can see you still don’t waste time showing those big jugs off!” 
“If you’ve got it, flaunt it! And anyway, you were right, the smell of her is enough to make anyone horny.” I blushed a vivid red. “I hear I missed a good scene when you met up with the other girls last time.” An eyebrow went up and I blushed again as, in quick succession, the other girls all came piling in. I knew most of them from that first embarrassing occasion but now, in addition to Jugs, I also met Captain Ugulo‘s Red; she was the redhead with the coral pink teats who had shared the stand next to mine at the departure meeting. She had a perfectly proportioned figure and bore the signs of a recent whipping. I don’t think I was to ever see her unmarked; she was a masochist of the first water. Then came Captain Popolev’s Russian Tart, Svetlana. She was actually quite nice and not really at all a tart. In fact her Slavic accent gave her an aristocratic haughty tone. She wore the outfit of a prostitute with the air of a queen. I found out later that, apart from bondage apparel, it was the only clothes she had access to. I don’t think it normally upset her too much, she and her Captain really enjoyed their roles. I did have to laugh though at the way she seemed to be in a permanent fight with her big tits to keep them inside the too small bras she had to wear. Close in her tracks was Pearl, a ripe bodied black girl with a thrusty-out ass, who belonged to Captain Valerie Devere, the only other female captain. She was in a sexy, tight red outfit that displayed the ripe curves of her butt and boobs.
“It’s this maid’s night off so give me a drink, let’s party, girls!” were her first words and she showed, by pouring herself a large rum, she meant them. 
‘Suzi ‘Slither’ was the last to arrive. My eyes almost popped from my head and if I’d thought Captain Burton had shown the wildest imagination with regard to the way in which Kitty had been modified, Captain Browning, her master, matched him. Long silvery blond hair framed a triangular face that in other circumstances would have been sweetly pixy-ish. As it was it looked almost coldly reptilian. Snake-like scaled patterns adorned her forehead, down onto her nose, cheeks and under her eyes. A long tongue with two silvery studs at its tip that made it seem forked licked out over her small but full shapely lips. Slither was all elegance in her long sleeved silver and black dress with its single button that held closed her high collar. Below this single button it opened to display the full swathe of her full round breasts. These too were patterned in a similar manner to her forehead. Bizarre yes, but beautifully elegant too. I almost felt envious
It was a surreal gathering that was as mentally liberating as it was physically weird. For a brief moment I was able to look at the group of us with the eyes of a stranger: all the girls looked as though they had been designed by a master cartoonist rather than real women modified for a role. Cat, snake, Valkyrie, tattooed, Geisha and so on. Even Penny, who looked the most normal, had that air of sleek designer perfection. None of the other captains were as wealthy as mine but all had to some degree mortgaged their future income to spend it on their slave. OK, my little beasties ensured I was always in perfect health, never a zit or white head, but each ship carried the most advanced medi-cabinet and they used them in the same way that you might use a tanning booth. At first it felt strange to be among this group of distinctly beautiful, exotic and individual creatures. Stranger too to know that I was just as beautiful and exotic. After the second drink, though, I had relaxed enough to appreciate that our beauty was of only marginal importance. It was that we were sisters under the skin. Sisters who were living my sort of life.
“I had the medi-cabinet make my tits that bit bigger,” giggled Dianne ‘Big Butt.’ She shook herself, giggling some more.  We had split up in to three groups, it was easier to converse and we kept swapping and moving between the groups as we topped up our glasses.  Currently in our group were also Ingrid and Geisha. “I wanted my figure in balance a bit more. It didn’t bother him that my tits were too small, he likes big arses. But I wanted a bit more up top. Of course ship medi-cabinets are a bit limited to what they can do, especially if they don‘t have the programs.” She still wasn’t that big, though there was a pleasing fullness under the white tied silk blouse and her pink nipples showed prettily.  Big Butt had a sleek fullness at hip and thigh that made her attractive in the extreme and I was sure few men would have resisted her charms had she had no tits at all. She looked almost schoolgirl-ish in the short pleated navy silk skirt and the black stockings held up by black ribbons above her knees. But the sweet curve of her exposed belly between blouse waistband and the width of her hips was all woman. She stuck out her burgeoning breasts. “Bigger or not, I’ll never smother him with these.” She stuck out one buckled shoe and thrust back her bottom, lifting her swishy skirt as she did so to expose one bare thigh and the lower curve of a generous cheek. “I have to be careful I don’t smother him with this, though, if I’m not in bondage or being paddled.”  She rubbed her completely exposed globe with a rueful expression on her face. “The Captain loves me to sit on his face and suckle my cunt until I just melt over him!” We all giggled at the thought of her butt smothering the serious faced Captain Vernon, it seemed too incongruous but perhaps the incongruity was that we all could accept his actions at the same time as finding them amusing. It started a whole string of comments about our captains’ funny little ways. I felt quite wicked knowing they wouldn’t be pleased to hear themselves being discussed so openly. 
I was conscious that my tits had started to ache with fullness and realised that if I wanted to enjoy this evening socially I had only one alternative.
“I have a favour to ask,” I said to the three girls in my group. Before I had even begun to speak I had felt my face begin to go bright red. “I need someone to suckle me.” Suddenly I had the attention of all the girls, including the ones who had not been involved in my lesbian orgy scene. For their benefit I carried on to say: “You may know that my nipples won’t let any milk flow without the presence of someone else’s DNA.” My face was aglow by now. It may have seemed ridiculous, in this company in particular and because of what I had become accustomed to in the past months, but I still felt embarrassed. “I’m starting to ache so I need someone to suckle me.” I saw the eyes widen in anticipation but before anyone could volunteer I added quickly. “But I don’t want to be involved in any sort of scene this time! I need a break too!” The girls were great, they knew what I meant and accepted it and of course they all had to try me again. If the embarrassment faded, the wacky feelings intensified. Of course all those soft female mouths working my teats got me horny. But I was saved from having my own libido overwhelm me because of the way in which the watching ten tried to ration the amount of the eleventh who suckled me. I ended up acting like a drinks trolley, straps down and my slip dress hanging from my hips, threatening to fall right off, as I moved from one girl to another, my tits wobbling and shaking as my giggling threatened to become uncontrollable laughter.
It didn’t turn into an orgy. We had a marvellous time swapping stories and telling tales. Of course they couldn’t keep their hands off me, feeling and fondling. My body chemistry, the taste of my milk, the scents of my body on the air, saw to that. On more than one occasion I had to slap a hand away but this seemed to make the whole evening funnier. Of course we, especially me, got hornier than ever but we controlled ourselves and anyway we had all drunk to the point where sex became academic. At around one a.m. GMT they took the sober up pills and eleven sloppy kisses later I headed back to my cabin. They were crashing out on the emergency cots we had put up in the gym. I didn’t need the pill, they were fast but still took four or five hours to clean the poisons from the body. My little beasties could beat that. 
I was still drunk, though, when I bounced off the door jamb into the darkness of my cabin. I would have welcomed a fuck tonight but the captains were having their own session. 
“You’re drunk.” ‘Sweet Thing!’s voice in the passageway was disapproving. 
“Yes and it feels lovely!” I wasn’t used to drinking. On Earth I tended to limit myself to soft drinks and the odd glass of wine. Tonight I’d experimented.  He wasn’t around for me to molest and I was drunk enough to molest him, so I picked up my old friend from the dressing table and wondered vaguely in the direction of my bed, realised I’d left the door open and stumbled back to shut the door on ‘Sweet Thing!’s disapproving voice. In my room, as in the crew room, she was forbidden to see or hear. 
“Bed side! “ I said and the controller turned it on. I was still drunk and, though sobering, the feverishness caused as a result of my beasties being overworked temporarily negated any increase in sobriety. God, I was horny! I collapsed on my bed and pulled up my slip dress, parting my thighs as I did so. My ringed and fat little man was hard and erect. With it being ringed and my near permanent readiness, it’s difficult to notice the change to full on horniness but I still could. The fat dildo slipped between my fat labia with all the resistance of a hot knife pushing into butter. I was hot and wet but now my trained pussy was gripping and working its hardness, feeling apparent changes in shape and form as the Sonics caused my pussy to flutter around it.
“You’re randy tonight.” 
“Yes!” I was pumping it hard, letting my knuckle bruise my clit.
“Did they suck your tits dry?”
“Oh yes and it felt sooo good!”
“Squeeze your breasts and pull your nipples.” I did as ordered and my big silken breasts, drained or not still felt firm and full and the big teats rubbery and sensitive. How the current ran from nip to clit and I felt as though a fuse were about to blow. I squeezed the dildo and bounced my bottom up and down on the bed. “Does that feel nice?” 
“It feels wonderful! It makes me come in little spurts! On and on and on and on and on and ... Ohhhhhhh!”
“I could feel you spurt and clench, spurt and clench. Does it feel like this when he’s inside you?” 
“It feels better when it’s his hands and his tongue and his cock that fills me and uses me. It feels better all roooooouuuund!” I came massively again but I couldn’t get off the roller coaster just yet. Then even as another crescendo built and my bottom cheeks gripped and jerked. I began to laugh. “Oh no! Oh no! Ho! Ho! Ho! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha!” I couldn’t breathe, my near hysterical laughter didn’t allow me time to do that. I was probably the only girl since the beginning of time who actually had a talking twat!   
 









Part 12

 
I woke all bright and bushy tailed with no sign of hangover. The beastie boys are marvellous! It was my first post nano-bot hangover or rather lack of one and it made me realise just how marvellous they were. Even with the pills for a girl’s periods, as well tested as they are, you still some ups and down over the month and no girl feels good every day. That is, if you don’t have my little friends in your blood stream.  The memory of the previous night and the near hysteria at the thought of talking through my twat made me giggle nervously. The dildo was on my bed between my thighs and I remembered falling asleep still climaxing, my body being worked to overload. I knew I should get up and prepare myself for the day but first I had to try it again. Not the sex, that seeming communication straight to my mind as though I were actually hearing and seeing with through my pussy. Doesn’t it sound ridiculous!
The shaft eased home and I didn’t know what I should be doing so pulsed a Morse message to ‘Sweet Thing!’
“Hullo, Slut!” I spoke in code but the answer seemed to come back straight into my head in sounds and picture. It was as if she was physically there! I could hear and feel her presence and she didn’t sound pleased with me. 
“H-h-how! W-why is this happening?”
“I’m not sure myself. I only wanted to keep an eye on you for the Captain’s sake. Why he needs you, I don’t know. I kept him quite happy with the virtual reality cabinet in the past. Anyway I suspect it’s because you have so many nerve endings in that cunt of yours.” The voice that seemed to go straight in to my head sounded really pissed off, jealous and hateful. “And being made super receptive by the nano-bots as part of your sexual enhancement has helped as well.” Her voice took on a smug tone. Shit! I thought, I can even hear a tone of voice via my pussy! “Morse is a very basic code so of course I did try to improve and modify it via my learning circuits. It involved some stimulation and feedback of your own crude biological pathways.” She was obviously in a snit that my body should respond and improve on what she had been trying to do but I could tell she was only guessing and didn’t really know. “I suggest we keep quiet as to just how well we’re communicating until we understand the mechanism properly.” And you can take all the credit, I thought but I was more than happy to do that. I’d imagined telling the girls about communicating with the AI by Morse code via the dildo and then them asking me if I was talking through my twat again or if I was being led by my pussy and so and so on. It would get even worse. No, I would keep quiet about this. “Now, Slut, I suggest,” her voice had a nasty whine in it now, “That -!” I pulled the dildo from my pussy and suddenly it was all silence. Well what do you know, I thought, coitus interruptus! My pussy was silent and I giggled. I could really upset that bitch in the future. 
Enema, shower, hair, etcetera. The wardrobe supplied fresh hold-up stockings, tall heels with a locking ankle strap and the tightest corset I’d worn to date. The wardrobe can’t actually dress me, though it can weave basic simple outfits round me. Earth-side units for rich people can do a lot more but they are twice the size of my shipboard one. She can help lace a corset, though, and Jesus, was I panting by the time she had done. Two cuffs with a short chain attached to one of them came down her chute and a screen lit up. I sighed, the previous evening’s freedom stopped here. Following the schematic on the screen, I clipped a cuff on my left wrist, passed its chain through the ring on my collar and clicked the end onto the other cuff which I then snapped shut around my free wrist, locking the whole thing firmly in place. I was inescapably harnessed now. It wasn’t uncomfortable, my big breasts were lightly squashed as they jutted between my forearms and I was very aware of their firm bouncy mass. I remembered my kindergarten days and remembered playing at being a bunny with my hands held close to my mouth and twitching my nose and hopping. I didn’t do that but I did feel like a corseted bunny, if a very big busted one, but at least it wasn’t too uncomfortable. The only thing I could protect now, though, with my hands held up close to my chin like that, was my nose and this just made me feel more like a bunny than ever. 
Master was waiting at the breakfast table, my stool with its fat dildo by his side. It was comforting and familiar and I let my pussy seek the shaft and sink down upon it. At least it isn't a talking stool, I thought, as I enjoyed myself, squirming around the lumpy bumpy shaft and giggling. 
“What’s funny, Ginny Slut?”
“Oh, I was just thinking of last night, Master. It was quite a night.”
“I should have been at your party then. I had Captain Reynolds on my ear all night. She wants to change everything. I think she thinks she ought to be commodore and not me. That woman is really heavy weather.” I wanted to tell him about some of the things Penny said about her and how she tricked Penny with her compatibility card cheat but I chickened out. Penny had made no actual complaints last night, though she had been cutting about the ‘Old dyke cow!’ My captain’s hands felt nice on my tits as he fondled and fed me. I really did like breakfast time with him. When he had finished feeding me and sat drinking his coffee, I communicated with him by my mouth and his penis. He wasn‘t ‘Sweet Thing!’ he was better. I would work and squeeze the seat dildo all the time, milking the pleasure it gave and if our communication was far more basic it was far more real, meaningful and definitely tastier, even when our ‘discussions‘ didn‘t reach a full conclusion. And what if the seat dildo didn’t talk back? It made me hot and ready for what I knew was to be our next appointment of the day and that was more than enough.
The stand on which I’d been mounted before had been replaced with a dildo shaft. All the stands had been replaced by dildo shafts. I looked round, noting the various heights for the various girls as the Captain lifted me as though I were a child and lowered me down upon it. I was already wet and pouted open from my breakfast stool and squirmed and twisted, seeking this fresh penis end. My pussy found it and I revelled in the sensations as I sunk down on it until I could support myself on my own feet. Obviously dear ‘Sweet Thing!’ had ensured it was of a height so that it almost rubbed my cervix. Standing, I could now see the whole clock face as well as the empty stands behind the other eleven seats. I watched as the room slowly filled with the other captains and slaves as they arrived, mounted their sluts and seated themselves. I exchanged secret smiles and little nods with my sisters as each accommodated themselves to their sex filling shafts, public humiliation and subjugation. The captains all used the same method of mounting their slaves, lifting them by the waist and lowering them to thrash and seek the dildo with their pussy. Even the two female captains did it the same way. OK, the gravity was below Earth’s but Captain Reynolds, with her big milk filled jugs, and Captain Devere handled Penny and Pearl just as easily as if they had been men.
I was shifting on the shaft, enjoying the way it displaced and re-arranged my insides, not daring to make a sound, I wasn’t gagged but knew I soon would be if I disturbed their conference as well as being spanked or whipped. Whipping is exciting and arousing but also to be avoided if possible. That sort of masochism normally arouses me but it’s a two edged sword and I still fear even that sort of pain, or rather the thought of its commencement. My belly felt hot and full and I could feel liquid trickling down my inner thigh. I knew that my scent must be overwhelming by now. Queen Bee on heat. I could see I was causing the captains to shift in their seats and re-arrange themselves. The girls nearest me were also doing a gentle ‘posting’ and adding their un-enhanced pheromones to the air. Captain Avon had only eased the ache from my swollen tits, not drank deep. With my belly full and tits about to burst I felt almost gravid and certainly sexy in the extreme. 
“Well, Ladies and Gentlemen, business finished; perhaps before we start to party you would like to get yourselves a coffee or something stronger and re-acquaint yourselves with the girls? Fine! We’ll start the clock as it were, in thirty minutes’ time. That should be enough to re-acquaint yourselves with the sluts. And no hogging this time, please.” I saw Captain Reynolds look away angrily. She knew who he was talking about.
It was a like an old-fashioned country dance, ‘Change your partners and grope‘, or ‘Passing the pussy’ and it certainly lasted longer than thirty minutes. Captain Clay beat Captain Reynolds to me by a fraction and that angry look flashed across her cold features again. “Honey, you really is sum’thin else!” he said to me, his voice taking on a phoney ‘Uncle Tom’ drawl but he didn’t do it very well as his normal one was the antithesis of that, upper class English. He was a big man and had to bend well down so his full black lips could fasten around one of my teat to suckle. A hand stroked my bottom as he did so, then parted my thighs so he could check the way the dildo shaft was filling and stretching me. 
“Uh-h-h-h!” That deepened the penetration of the dildo and he was flicking my clit, making me grunt and twist and thrust my hips. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!”
“You really are a hot cunt, aren’t you, Slut?” It was a rhetorical question and I was too busy to reply. “I like the way he keeps you corseted.” His big hands spanned my waist. “Though I think I’d have a few more designs tattooed on that body of yours. It’s a marvellous canvas for an artist like me.” A hand went back to my stretched pussy lips. “That really is a big one. At least it proves you can take me when I win you.” I rolled my stomach, working my slot, my fluttering pussy sending agreement and wanting at the thought of the big man’s black prick but it was just a solid dildo. No one was there to hear.
Reynolds, of course, made sure she was second at me. As they changed I caught sight of my master gently lifting the short skirt Big Butt wore and smacking her firm bottom cheeks to make them jiggle. She was laughing and obviously enjoying his attentions. Jealousy is something that a slave can’t afford and anyway there wasn’t one of the other girls I didn’t like. We were all too similar in our aims and need now. As her hand went to my clit, Reynolds opened her tunic and pushed a teat as large as mine towards my mouth. Of course I suckled her rich cream, enjoying the fat rubbery teat in my mouth and on my tongue. I disliked her as a person but she tasted delicious. I suckled harder still as she worked me to a climax, feeling the teat stretch at each hard suck. As soon as I actually climaxed, though, she pulled away, leaving me weak, disoriented and wanting more, but she was obviously not going to be humiliated by being told to move on, as she’d been the last time. “I’ll see you again, sweet Slut.” Was it a promise or a threat? I wondered. 
How I bounced and thrust on the shaft! I lost track of the who, what where or the when of my situation as I climaxed with machine gun rapidity and force.
The world, or rather the cabin, came into focus as my captain gave the first swing of the bigger of the clock hands, which caused the smaller to go the other way at a reduced rate. 
“Click, click, click ...!” Geisha and Kitty were the first to swap captains for the next six weeks; there was no challenge. Geisha’s Captain Clay swung the hand again. This time it was Ingrid the Valkyrie and Jugs who were exchanged. Again there was no challenge. It was as if, this early in the voyage, it seemed ill-mannered to do so. The final swing of the hands was made by Captain Lee, Ingrid’s captain, a prematurely bald man who looked all sinew and whipcord. I watched, mesmerised, as the smaller of the two hands slowed towards me and then stopped. I was going to be swapped. My heart went into my mouth but my pussy, with its life of its own, moistened some more. Then the still moving long hand seemed almost on the point of stopping against Captain Reynolds and Penny but then it gave a final click and jerked to the perfect twelve o‘clock.  There was a great deal of laughter but I saw Reynolds’ face; she looked murderous. Suddenly I felt cold. It’s one thing to be desired and another thing to be eaten and she looked like a shark. Of course the minute hand had to be swung again on its own. For a moment it looked as though Reynolds might protest but she bit her lip and sat looking angry and frustrated as it came down firmly against Captain Svensen and Salome. My captain made no challenge. I think he was setting an example by showing that he didn’t put himself above any other in the game, though I think he was annoyed at losing me so early in the voyage. So there it was, I was to spend the time to Way-Point 2 aboard the ‘Norwegian’ and Salome was going to spend her time keeping my Captain entertained. 
 
I never found out if Captain Svenson had little beasties in his blood. If he didn’t, thank God! He was a gentle Viking of a man socially but his particular kink kept him perpetually on heat and ensured I acquired a full set of jewellery. Whether the jewellery, though it kept me horny, was a blessing or a curse I’m still not sure. It was certainly degrading and humiliating a lot of the time. One thing is certain, though, I was lucky not to be bow-legged - he fucked me so much! He fucked me even more than my master, not better but definitely more. I find all men arousing and tasty, my master particularly, though, and whether my captain had some protection against my pheromones the others didn’t I don’t know. As it was, I think for pure fucking energy, Captain Svenson was phenomenal.
 
When at last the session broke up Captain Svenson lifted me straight off my stand as though unsheathing a sword and in seconds I was almost dumped into a transport pod with both my internal and external space suits bundled in with me so I could scarcely move. I’d hardly had time to come down before being packed away. I felt more like luggage than a prize as I was towed to the ‘Norwegian’ and its drop ship. The pod wasn’t one of the powered ones, like that in which I’d watched ‘Sweet Thing!’s mating with the drop ship. This was a cargo pod with just sufficient air to get me safely between ships and I followed, bobbling along at the end of a line tethered to Captain Svenson’s external space suit as he jetted to his ship. I felt slightly sick and vertiginous. Thankfully it only had a small window which I was doing my best to ignore and the journey didn‘t last long. 
“Store your suits and meet me by the medi-cabinet.” Panting and gasping, I tried to take in his command as he lifted me by my bottom from his cock. His first act had been a good old-fashioned fuck against the bulkhead on releasing me from the cargo pod. Thankfully his cock, as big as it was, wasn’t in proportion with the rest of him. Svenson could even look down on Captain Clay and he topped six foot. 
I took off my corset and stockings. It was a relief to be able to take deep breaths again. I stepped inside the medi-cabinet, not daring to ask what he was going to do with me. All the fear that I’d experienced, when first the reality of what I had agreed to be, hit me anew. At that moment I didn’t know him well enough to ask if he allowed questions or chatter, so I played it safe. Whatever he wanted to do to me he was going to do to me. Equally I knew without doubt it couldn’t be permanent or irreversible. Now there’s a misleading phrase when describing a slave’s condition.
 
I spent forty-eight hours in the medi-cabinet, the rapid healing process ensures you’re not aware of time passing so when I came out it was as though my body had suddenly acquired the crown jewels of the Queen Bee. I suppose if piercing and rings is your thing and you have access to a medi-cabinet, why not go the whole hog? It can all be undone, can’t it? Yeah, well, it can if your master doesn’t become smitten with your new hardware. Nipples, (well aureoles so it doesn’t hinder anyone sucking on me) septum, upper and lower lips, (two in each) more in my ears, navel, one through my hood to match that in my clitoris, a profusion in my inner labia, eyelets no less in my outer labia and two thick rings from which hang permanent chains and rings half buried in a chunk of my bottom cheeks. These were so skilfully done so that unless they are being pulled on, the perfect curve of my butt is undisturbed, though they are the very devil, I can no longer just collapse casually into a chair or bed.  When he hangs bells from the various key points, these included, I become a veritable tinker-bell.  Sometimes when I come I must sound as though wedding bells are ringing. And not least, when I eventually got back to ‘Sweet Thing!’ she claimed that with all that metal in me she got a better reception from my dildo. It’s not funny!
 
Stage two to Way-Point 2 passed quickly enough. Salome had been conscientious in her duties so there was no significant change in routine. All the drop-ships are of a similar design and layout. In fact my work with the stasis pods was somewhat easier because the ‘Norwegian’s AI was much less mature than ‘Sweet Thing!’ so she had much less initiative or imagination. She could monitor me whilst in the ‘Norwegian’ but hadn’t thought about dildo and Morse code for the drop-ship so I had more time genuinely to myself to think and rationalise whilst working the combs. Sometimes of course Svenson would fit me with a dildo, or even two, to torment me whilst I worked. But they were simple vibrators and, though programmed to arouse and frustrate, to his mind he had far better ways of doing that. Torment really was his bag. 
Captain Svenson loved to get his slaves to the point of screaming with frustration before using them. Of course if he had put the vibrators in me before I suited up for work, as soon as I finished and stripped I would pounce on him and almost rape him. At just under two metres, it was bit like a mouse raping an elephant. When he was doing it his way, though, he could be a wickedly inventive bastard and he really made use of my body jewellery. Once he had me strip naked save my shoes before banding my legs together with steel, one band above the knees and the other around the ankles, turning me into a monopod. Then he put me in a bra of metal that cinched my tits and tightened it until they became swollen and red. With difficulty, though, I could have undone the bands and the bra, except he wasn’t satisfied with that level of helplessness. He cuffed my wrists to my collar just as they had been when I was mounted on dildo pole when I was swapped. Then he left me to stew. 
My breasts were already filling when the bra went on and now they really began to ache. Uncomfortable, even painful, but even though I hated the ache my masochism was always triggered by it. The ache has become synonymous being suckled and sex, so that was just the start of my frustration and humiliation - humiliation that has always excited and aroused me too.  He would set me tasks and force me to move around the cabins. Of course at first I did a two footed hop, it was easy enough in the lighter gravity but quickly decided that even at ship gravity my breasts were just too big, swollen and full to hop too far. What was worse was that Svenson found my wildly gyrating boobies made him almost hysterical with laughter.  Quickly I adapted what I thought must be a ‘Slither-like’ mode of locomotion. Snakelike or rather more like a caterpillar than a snake, I humped, squirmed and slid across the soft carpeted floor, using my forearms as skis (thankfully this ensured my breasts weren’t mashed into the floor and he never made me go out of the living quarters and on to bare decks) dragging my swollen breasts and sensitive teats across the carpet.  The humping and squirming made the metalwork in my pussy massage my clit and labia as well and I could feel the shame of my bondage working on me too, becoming wet to the point of leaking. It was better when he let me rest by calling me to him and I would have to take his penis in my mouth and work him with tongue, throat and hands. That much freedom my cuffed and chained wrists allowed and at least then I was kneeling up. How the taste delighted and aroused me further still! It wasn’t long before I was begging to be fucked for a release that wasn’t just physical. Of course he wouldn’t give in easy, it was a long fight to make him capitulate.
Eventually of course, after I slithered, sucked and begged so much, he could hold back no longer. I would offer up my ass to him and he would pull my cheeks apart with the chains and rings, opening me for use in butt or pussy. I cared not which, though it was inevitably both. Oh, how my swollen tits would be abraded against the carpet as he brutalised my eager hot body. How, after I sated his thirst by suckling him, it would start the whole cycle again!
 









Part 13

 
Svenson fucked me hard as a fond farewell before loading me into the cargo pod again. I suppose he could have let me put on my space suit and follow him. It would have been easy enough. Possibly easier for him, as he wouldn’t have to tow me in the pod.  As it was he got me dressed in a black cat suit of black Rubtex with a heavy corset incorporated in it and laced me as tight as he, and my body, could take. Tit, crotch and arms were all tied tight too with red rope. It showed well against the black of the suit and the white of my skin. Deliberately he had selected the suit to cover my newly acquired jewellery (my rings may have been covered but my largest natural assets looked as though only the ropes stopped them from exploding free from the tight Rubtex, I was so full of milk. They were achingly full and I needed to be suckled) and although he had temporarily taken the rings from my septum and lips, he had done this not because he hadn’t had the authority to pierce and ring me but because he wanted to tease and surprise my master.  Svenson had also ensured I was as hot and horny as could be (my full tits were part of that) and demonstrably so.  
A large butt plug stretched my bottom and a vibrator of his design filled my snatch. Not only did that vibrate in such a way as to keep me spilling over into orgasm after orgasm, but it was also so big as to make the membrane between anus and vagina as taut as a drum. That membrane vibrated to a rhythm that was conducted by my G spot.  Wickedly the terrible duos’ efforts to ensure the rhythm was fully orchestrated were initiated by my own struggles. The more I twisted and writhed, the more it worked me and of course, I had to struggle. I had a desperate need just to get some miniscule ease. The end of the dildo had a large bulbous protrusion in which were mounted lights that shone brightly from it, so the fucking thing (no pun intended) also displayed my precise position in the orgasmic cycle by the changing colours.  That end also made it impossible for me to walk in anyway normally without my thighs brushing against the bulbous end, thus stirring my insides and starting or keeping it going and so adding to it arousal efforts 
 
“Glad to have you back, Ginny slut.” He kissed my ball-gag stretched lips and I couldn’t stop myself from nuzzling against him and whimpering. As I nuzzled I looked down at my own crotch but didn’t need to see the light changing quickly from green to amber and rapidly heading towards the red. I was squeezing my thighs around the dildo, trying to milk it as though it were the Captain. I felt as though my insides were melting, I wanted him so badly, God I could almost taste him.  Svenson tugged on the rope to my arms, pulling me away from him temporarily and ceremoniously completed the act of leading me to my place at my master’s chair. That last few stumbling bow-legged steps had stirred me once more and pushed the vibrations at their highest level. He was so tall it was easy for him to thread the rope through an eye-bolt in the ceiling and pull until I was teetering on tiptoe. My arms had been bound at wrist and elbow and then anchored to my crotch rope. He tugged and I almost swallowed the ball gag as both dildo and plug went deeper still into me. 
“N-n-n-n-n-n-n-n-n!” A low moaning keen was all I could get out.  I could take most of my weight on my toe but I couldn’t get both toes on the floor so I couldn’t keep still, I twisted and turned, scrabbling to find grip and hold myself still but it was impossible. I turned and twisted like a hanging mobile in a vagrant breeze.  Anyway, stability wasn’t what Svenson wanted. He knew and could see what the duo was doing to me, impelled by those same twists and squirms and that was fine by him. I couldn’t stop my eyes rolling as I continued to flash red confirmation of my condition and I watched through fluttering eyelids as he went to take his seat in front of Salome, impaled on a stand. 
I watched as Salome’s tits were gently suckled before he whispered in her ear. It was impossible to be sure, with her face tight covered by a hood, but his words seemed to reassure her and somehow she seemed to relax. It was only later when Svenson eventually lifted her off that I realised that I wasn’t the only one doubly impaled. An SM dream in black and white, she was obviously gagged underneath the black hood. It was also evident that she too was now lactating. It wasn’t my special milk nor were her nipples leak-proof. She didn’t have the nano-beasties in her veins to make all that possible, in fact her rings were through the base of her nipples and I could see beads of white milk dripping from the bright gold. But still she looked wonderful. She was a picture in black and white with her swollen black breasts resting on a bed of white lace above a waist corseted in black.  I estimated her waist had come down at least four inches in size since Way-Point 1. 
Salome was a milkmaid in more ways than one. Her hands and neck were locked into a simulated wooden yoke and she wore a silly white mop cap on top of her hood and a sort of black crinoline skirt. Or rather should I say the white lace trimmed black panniers of a crinoline for though the ‘skirt’ exaggerated her hips and emphasised her narrow waist, it left her butt and belly fully available and accessible for all. White stockings came only half way up her thighs. They had black ribbon threaded through their tops but were really held up by gold chains from her pussy lips. I guessed exactly how the back of the stockings were held up though and felt a twinge in my own bottom cheek rings. Like me she was teetering on towering heels, though hers were white button boots to match her ensemble and she at least had the comfort of both toes touching the ground. I didn’t know then that her dildo was ’Sweet Thing!’ controlled and  ’Sweet Thing!’ was intent on killing her with kindness, exhausting her with orgasms until she wanted to scream for peace.
After a sea of hands played with my orgasming body, they got on to the ‘Clock’ again. It was obvious that the girls who hadn’t been swapped yet would be the ones exchanged today, for they were the ones strapped to the stands used at our departure meeting. They were on their backs with their legs over their heads, strapped to the ends of the T and their bodies totally open for exploration and use. Svetlana and Pearl, Slither Snake and Red, Big Butt and Penny. The exchanges went smoothly. Again no challenges. I was later to find out that it was a sort of protocol thing they had casually agreed to and, apart from Reynolds champing at the bit to get at me, they had stuck to it. 
“Way-Point 3 would see the gloves off,” said Captain Avon and I wondered just what that might mean. I was both frightened and excited at the prospect. 
“Shee-it!” Then he had laughed. The last of them had left for their own ship ten minutes before. As they did so my master had undone the crotch rope that retained dildo and butt plug in me as well as holding my arms pinned to my back. The light on the end of the dildo ceased its syncopation as he withdrew it, then died. 
“He really is inventive, isn’t he?” he said. I was still gagged so I thought it a fair bet that he was being rhetorical. His hands cupped my upper thigh just under my bottom and he lifted me. The rope from the ceiling was still connected to that pinning my elbows together so I could lean back, using it to support my upper body as he slowly eased me down. The lower gravity made it easier for both of us, sinking his penis through the hole in the Rubtex where moments before a monster of a non-biological nature had been. 
I heard and felt the liquid “Whoosh!” as his penis made me doubly filled again; it made the fucking tight and pleasurable. That liquid accompaniment continued to please my ears as he reamed my tube, demonstrating the slick, ever ready tightness of my tube as he lifted and lowered me slowly and deliberately, again and again.  The nano-bots kept me tight, almost virginal in butt and slit but they still took time to bring me back to normal, I had been retaining the duo for so long. And anyway, I had begun to find being doubly fucked delicious, so another dose of double pleasure was more than welcome. He didn’t rush, there was no need, I wasn’t going anywhere and anyway I suspected he had given Salome a screwing that was just as monumental as the one Svenson had given me. Of course, what applied to me also applied to him, the nano-bots took time to work to make his recovery complete. He pulled at the knot of the rope clamping my tits and it came undone. My upper arms could move away from my back now and I didn’t just hang any more, but the gravity was low enough for me to now actively to support some of my weight on the rope. He felt so deliciously big and those long slow thrusting pumps of his cock had me curling my toes with pleasure. I wasn’t coming yet. I didn’t want to, it was just so good. I suppose he’s no bigger than Svenson, thank God. But what he was, was mine. Our relationship was that of master/slave, then why, I wondered, did I feel as though I owned him? It was at this point that he uncovered my breasts to suckle and simultaneously saw my breast rings and the envelope that Svenson had hung from the right ring. On it I knew was written. ‘Septum 1’ and ‘Lips 4’. He felt the rings, said that word and laughed.
“Shee-it!” As strong as he is it would have been difficult on Earth to leave me impaled on his cock like that. Of course I had my legs wrapped round him but I’m not that tall so my Rubtex sheathed legs only just met around him. They are only long in proportion to my body though and of course, being quite voluptuous, I‘m not exactly ultra light either. 
“Let’s see what you look like in the full regalia, Slut.” He could see the small holes the piercing had left and began to thread the rings through them. Septum, that was easy. One each side of the pout on my upper lip, that was slightly harder because of the ball gag stretching them, he had to roll my upper lip back. Then one at each end of my lower lip, that was harder still because of being where they were. 
“I bet you can lock a gag in your mouth with those.” They could, I’d experienced it. “I hope Svenson gives me the frequency that makes them open, otherwise they’ll have to stay in forever.” I knew he was kidding me, I’d heard the soft click as they locked and he let my lower lip roll back up, but I also knew they could be cut with any normal engineering tool and he had access to lots of those. So I got my own back for his teasing by squeezing and wringing his deep buried cock as hard as I could. 
“Oh so that’s the way it’s going to be, is it? War!”
He carried on his slow deliberate fucking for an age, slowly building to a crescendo but then backing off. Each time I would try to fuck and suck his sperm from him. It was a slow brutal fight but not one I was prepared to shirk. I think it was at this moment that I realised how much I had come to love this very private man who in reality I knew so little about, save that he loved to torment and abuse me in just the way I craved. 
As the realisation hit me I couldn’t stop the orgasm that topped all others and made me faint clean away. It was only for a second and perhaps, if I hadn’t been so heavily corseted, I wouldn’t have. However he had scarcely had time to start lifting me off him when I came to myself again and realised that I had almost beaten him but was thankful I hadn’t. He released the strap of my ball gag and lowered me to the floor where, dropping to my knees, I took his cock in my mouth and savoured our mingled joy.
 
“We could have done without you back here. At least that other thing knew her place!” 
“I’m glad to see you, too, ‘Sweet Thing!’” I said. After spending six week with the Norwegian’s artificial intelligence it was like speaking to person again and I wondered just how much humanity ’Sweet Thing!’ had absorbed over the years, good and bad. I put that out of my mind and headed for the stasis combs to service the pods. These were my pods and I was feeling quite proprietorial about them. I could feel all my rings under the tightness of my suit. It wasn’t too bad as long as I was careful about making sure they were positioned right before zapping the suit. But with all that pussy metal I was now carrying, if possible, it made me even easier to arouse. 
“Hurry up, slut!” OK I was dawdling. I was thinking of Svenson and my master. I was thinking how could I be in love with one and horny about both. But did she have to zap me quite so hard?
“Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! OK, OK I’m moving, don’t be such an impatient bitch.” 
“Your insolence will be reported.”
“Can you be insolent to a tin head? Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! OK, OK.” It wasn’t the last time she zapped me that day or the last time I gave her lip. It wasn’t arousing, only painful. Submissive and generally a masochist I may be, but I wasn’t going to let a tin box beat me down, that was my master’s job. I was thankful that I was heading to the drop-ship as it meant she would hold back a bit on the zapping, not only was it distracting, it temporarily ‘blinded’ my pussy as a means of communication. OK, in amongst the pods we had to revert to basic Morse anyway but there were still lots of occasions she wanted to indulge in private, abusive conversation or have me be her eyes inside the drop ship.
‘Sweet Thing!’ fed my submissive masochism. It was definitely a love/hate relationship on my part, perhaps on both our parts. She had absorbed a lot of human characteristics over the years.  Homo Sapiens aren’t necessarily rational, often clever but not rational. The clever bit is that we are multi-faceted people who can multi-task. Women especially, on many levels. Also, as is often the case with the human race, being as many times wrong as right! My thinking at this time was going this way -
Captain Avon was the man I loved, the man I loved, loved punishing me. Sometimes he punished me with bondage, sometimes by spanking or whipping me, often both. Ergo, directly giving him reasons to punish me made him like me, perhaps love me. And as I enjoyed being a submissive masochist to him, it was a win-win situation. Being defiant and giving ’Sweet Thing!’ lip fed my self-esteem, (That’s another thing, I may be submissive but I don’t have a low self-esteem. Perhaps that’s also why I had this war starting up with ’Sweet Thing!’ As I said, multi-faceted we may be but we aren’t rational.)   It also earned me more punishment, perhaps earning me more love, certainly pleased the one I loved more. This time a win-win, maybe, win situation. If you’d asked me at the time, when I didn’t have some form of gag in my mouth that is, I could have talked in circles like this for hours!
 
Way-Points came and Way Points went, I was exchanged twice more before Mid-Point, once with Captain Clyde Clay, Clyde did have a penis as big as he said he had and he was also a tattoo artist par excellence. Everyone should have a hobby. You could see just what girls had been swapped for Geisha. I acquired a tattooed right breast from which a line of tattooed flowers flowed down to another covering my left hip, thigh and bottom cheek. I looked dressed now even when naked. Of course my Master could have had the medi-cabinet or even my own nano-bots remove them but he, and I must say me too, treated them as trophies of our passage, to be worn with pride. I think too he was quite taken with Geisha. 
Then I was swapped with Red. Captain Ugulo’s grandparents were from the old Soviet bloc, his ancestors are Tartars but, as with most people, they moved around a lot. He looks quite fearsome with the long droopy moustache and black hair in a knot at the top of his head. When he towed me as his prize to ‘Attila the Hun,’ I was really frightened. Seemingly as broad as he was tall, he used the high G gym for at least three hours a day and he was into pain. Thinking back I should have realised that Earth Deep Space command wouldn’t have let anyone who was a sadistic bastard be in charge of a space vessel ferrying thousands of colonists from world to world. Then again Reynolds escaped the net. Still, that would malign Captain Ugulo. As I said, he is into pain and though I am a masochist, more inclined towards erotic torment than Red is, Ugulo tailored his behaviour more towards my kink than his. So though I did acquire a branded hieroglyph on my right cheek that indicated I was ‘She of the ever wet cunt’ I did so willingly. That is, after he had kept me frustrated for three days and I was at my peak of arousal. Of course the pain sent me off and the medi-cabinet ensured that I experienced little of the downside you would experience whilst healing. I think he enjoyed our time together. He, like all the captains, save the bitch, ruled his fetish and was not ruled by it. He was adaptable and gave great pleasure to this poor little sub and, like Clay, you can always tell where Ugulo’s been.
At each Way Point after the first, in addition to the swaps, challenges flew around, sometimes between masters in the form of physical or mental challenges, sometimes for the services of the others’ slaves, for money or even just kudos. Captain Avon too allowed himself to be suckered into a challenge after I returned from Captain Ugulo. He is my master and I love him but that doesn’t mean he doesn’t do stupid things.  He got a little drunk and had done some boasting. Boasting that is about my ability to fuck the brains out of anyone, after all, was I not enhanced to his exacting standards so I had all the help and equipment that anyone could ask for. And, he said with pride, I was also a naturally hot-blooded slut. A curious compliment but one which I cherish
“Of course,” said Captain Vernon with a wicked gleam in her eyes, “You’re willing to demonstrate her ability?”  
That was how I found myself on the starting line, dressed in my rubber maid’s outfit and heavily corseted, competing against Big Butt and Pearl. Two to one. We stood waiting for the off, all prepared to excite and delight. I had my arms folded and laced into tight sleeves, leaving my hands uncovered, it limited me but at least I could actually touch and manipulate anything that was close to my mouth. The other girls had their arms bound behind them.  Sweet, sleek, svelte Big Butt had been put into a single glove whilst wearing her tight black thigh boots and her straps. Her petite tits were pushing dramatically through chrome rings and made to swell even more because of her bondage. Pearl also had her elbow pinned together but by a single white strap above her touching elbows, leaving her free to flap her hands about but still almost as helpless as Big Butt. Her outfit matched her binding; was stark and dramatic against her black skin and very, very, feminine. White silk corset, white stockings and button boots. She looked mouth-watering. Her high bosoms wobbled as she shifted in anticipation, her black bubble butt pushed back even more because of the tall heels she wore. The challenge was, ‘who could milk the most orgasms.’ It had taken a long heated negotiation to get what was accepted as a balance between us. Chicken wings instead of single glove for me had been my master’s last ploy, after all he said, “It is, after all, still two to one.”  
It was inevitable that there was, of course, going to be an element of luck as the target fuck was going to be drawn from a hat, turn and turnabout, from the eleven captains and the other nine slaves. The more fucks we had, though, the more the luck would even out. Would I get woman or man? Would the mark be on my side or against? Lots of other little wagers had sprung from this. We had to keep going for two hours. There were even bets as to whether we would all last two hours. The over-riding rule was that everyone had to physically co-operate, mentally they could try to delay an orgasm as long as they liked. I almost giggled at the thought of physical non-cooperation, it would be like a Benny Hill chase scene around the ship with me or one of the other girls in hot pursuit. I worked out the numbers. I gave up on trying to work out the odds, I went as far as three into twenty-one went seven but then realised that this sort of calculation was meaningless. Two hours to do it in. This was where I had to focus. I shrugged and flapped my pinioned arms in a futile attempt to ease my shoulders. It could be worse, I thought, they could have made me wear a ring gag.
“Go!” I read Captain Clay’s name on the slip offered up to my eyes and in a second I was off to my target as Big Butt headed to her own captain. Was that an advantage or disadvantage, I wondered? 
“Sit down please, master. Let me take out that delicious penis of yours.” The zeem undid easily. I knew he was taking in the way my tits hung as I bent forward so I could bring my hands down to undo him and made my dugs swing a little more than was necessary. I was pleased to see his cock give a little jerk.  I had to use my brains as well all my skills to beat the clock. He was now already more than half erect and I was pleased at the compliment. It was a lovely prick and I had little time for subtlety. I straddled his lap and pushed my breast at his mouth. 
“Suckle this hot piece, please, master, she aches for you.” I knew that the spoken word can be as arousing as any action, I was going to need all the edge I could get. His mouth sent the familiar current flowing and as my labia brushed his already erect prick I sucked him into my pussy. 
“Yes! Yes! Yeess! Suck hard, master!” Then I literally tore my teat from his mouth and beat him up with my swinging breasts as I bounced up and down on him.  I was being deliberately provocative and noisy to send him off as quickly as I could. 
“Suck me! Suck meeee!” It wasn’t all acting and provocation on my part, arousal works both ways when you’re that blatant and he is as beautifully wrought he was. I wrung his shaft and sent a message he wasn’t tuned in to hear. But he felt the fluttering pulse of my educated twat, suddenly he jerked and I was filled with his scorching seed. I pulled off him and gave his still rigid cock a quick kiss on its tip - it pays to be polite - savouring our mingled wetness. Then I headed back to the line, just ahead of Big Butt, to receive my next target.  
 
I felt like a flitter running on empty, my tits had definitely been sucked dry as I headed for number twelve. Between them Pearl and Big Butt had achieved ten. At first they had moved ahead and it was seven-six in their favour but slowly we had levelled out as they tired. Then I forged ahead but now, as I tired, they seemed to have gained a second wind and came back at me.  Pearl had given up experiencing orgasms herself and was concentrating on sending her targets into orbit using her mouth and butt as she tried to smother her mark with her big fat tits. The three of us were exhausted and I was heading for my nemesis, Captain Reynolds. It was the second time I had headed for her. The first time I think her own excitement had cheated her of a longer session. This time I knew the bitch would be a hard nut to crack. I would have to use psychology to trigger her. 
It was an effort to drop to my knees but I did so. For once Reynolds was wearing a uniform skirt and I bent forward until my breasts were mounding on the floor and my mouth was inches from her booted toes.  Penny had told me just how much of an arrogant sadistic butch dyke she was and that it was only the fact that if she went too far Penny could demand that she be taken from Reynolds’ ship that kept her under any sort of control. Of course Penny would then have to go back to Earth to substantiate her claim. This rule was so that frivolous claims weren’t made by a girl just to get out of a contract. Penny wanted a home and children; she figured she could last two years. That became another reason that the other girls didn’t report Reynolds to the Captain’s Council. I kissed each shiny toe in turn and then sat back on my heels. I could hear a panting and grunting behind me as Pearl worked hard at forcing an orgasm out of their eleventh mark. Deliberately I blanked her from my mind. 
“Mistress, may I suckle your teats?” I looked up at Reynolds and saw her flush. Everyone knew, the other captains as well, that she was permanently in milk and got a buzz feeding slaves from her breasts. (Penny and any swapped sluts)  Never, though, had she done it in public. I could see she was unsure but I could also see her pupils dilate. Modesty was a spurious commodity in the fleet and I guessed that really she wanted to flaunt herself. 
“Come here, bitch!” Her tunic was slipped open and breasts at least as big as mine came in to view, her nips red and the size of strawberries. They almost throbbed in my mouth as I suckled and thick creamy milk hit the back of my throat. I worked both tits hard and could hear her breathing quicken. In the background I heard Pearl scream with triumph and say to Big Butt as she passed the baton: 
“Five minutes, girl. We could win here.” I ignored them and concentrated on Reynolds. Letting her stretched teat slip from my mouth and bounce back with a wet soft ‘plop’, I broke away, still suckling, and dropped to my knees again. Raising her skirt, I pushed my head between her thighs and covered her pussy with my mouth.
“Mistress, your clit tastes so beautiful to my tongue,” I said, my mouth still so close to her that my breath must have whistled against her hot wet slit. I could feel her knees trembling. There were grunts again as Big Butt worked her ass on their number twelve but I didn’t even look. Suddenly I let my studded tongue lash out and flick her so hot and engorged clit. It must have felt like the blow of her club to her for her knees buckled and she screamed. She couldn’t have concealed the orgasm for she was spurting in sharp little pulses and a delicious liquor doused my lips. 
“Time!” It was a sharp comment from ‘Sweet Thing!” In the background I could still hear Big Butt working but not getting there fast enough. I had won. Now Captain Devere would have to spend a night and a day acting as slave to my master. Would she hate it? I looked at the good captain’s face, she had a rueful look upon it but didn’t look too put out. I suppose I could have been jealous but I was too fucked out to care. I would have cared if I had lost, though, it seemed against nature for my master to be anybody's slave. I had caught a hint of triumph in ‘Sweet Thing!’s tone too, for once I had pleased her. She couldn’t stand the thought of seeing my master humbled, either.
It was after Mid-Point, though, that things really took a turn.









Part 14

 
Mid-Point party was a really hot one. We were half way there and as near the speed of light as we were ever going to get. From Mid-Point to Way-Point 9 we would be decelerating so we had reached the top of the hill, as it were, it was all down from now on. After this we would be nearer our destination than to Earth so it was a significant point in our journey. The point of no return. Most of us girls would not be going home and on arrival we would be so busy and eager to get on with our new lives we wouldn’t be wanting to party, well, not this sort of party.
On arrival, there would be a period of normalisation in the medi-cabinet to remove any unwanted body art and bring down to normal any adjusted hormone levels. (There was a special program in the medical files, so that my little beasties could be removed from my blood as well and I could breed.) Then we would be ready for our new lives, set to be pioneers on a new planet, to marry or at least breed. Being a mother on colony planets is really a high status job, married or not. OK, we could grow everyone in test tubes. However, racial purity, in the sense of being genetically unmodified, is important; the chance of unwanted genetic mutation is always much higher outside the womb.  
Masters and sluts mingled as equals at this party. All the girls dressed as conservatively as their wardrobes allowed and this, conversely, made them look sexier than ever in a world a bizarrely erotic as the one we carried with us. Svetlana, of course, still managed to look like a prostitute but at least a high class one. 
“Are you going to stay?” Her accent sounded thicker than normal and she seemed a little high already.
“Why do you ask?” The question was an uncomfortable one for in truth I felt confused.
“You seem so suited to the life. You’re blooming.”  I blushed and looked down at my jutting breasts. It was an old outfit but one that could at least pass for conservative for two seconds. A simple slim fitting high waisted skirt that finished under my bust with wide straps going either side of it. It was one I wore sometimes for my Captain but when I did it left my bosom bare for him to fondle or suckle. Tonight, though, I wore a tight white T shirt underneath. All right, my teats and rings were clearly outlined by the thin cotton-like material but it was as conservative as I could get. With rings through nose and lips and teats, those rings always ready to bore their way through any material, it was pointless for me to aim for sophistication. Thankfully, because tonight was as much our night as the captain’s, I wore no corset. Of course I would have felt uncomfortable without hold-ups and at least five-inch heels. “And from the way he keeps an eye on you I think he’s smitten with you.” She brushed my jutting teat. “I am a little bit and I’m pretty straight!” 
None of us were a hundred percent straight, our cards would have confirmed that. I felt pleased, though, that she thought Captain Avon was at least a little smitten. “If you start to fill, make sure you come and see me.” She gave my nipple a gentle tweak and I thought it best if I went and got myself another drink.
Kitty and Slither were exchanging experiences. I could see that Kitty was already a little merry and wasn’t conscious of her tail moving her loose dress vigorously at the back. It was always a give-away of excitement, if not arousal. Slither was Slither, as Kitty was Kitty, but then modified as they’d both been, they couldn’t be anything else. They were both dressed in high-necked conservative cocktail dresses, Kitty in a neat green silk with a mandarin collar and loose short skirt that left her arms bare and Slither in a high-busted strappy little outfit that matched her name. They were both beautiful but there was a cartoon-like aura to them; it was as though animals had dressed as people. I wondered how I looked. One thing I knew was that I no longer looked ‘normal’. I‘d looked though my master’s library of eroticism and seen elements of so many fantasies in what had been done to me. Ward, Dementia, the Japanese artist Jinto with his elaborately tattooed women, even a bit of Jessica Rabbit. 
“You’re not getting full, are you?” Slither said and, like a cat licking cream, Kitty’s tongue flicked out.
“Not yet,” I said, conscious that their focus had changed from their conversation to my teats. I looked down at Slither’s breasts, then at her face and watched her studded tongue flick out like the snake she so resembled. There was nothing cold or reptilian about her hot nature, though, in spite of the grey and black scales that adorned her breasts and face. My body remembered other parties and the silken feel of her moving against me, her full breasts and hard cross-pierced nipples rubbing so wonderfully on my own hot flesh. My pussy moistened. I squirmed, then too late tried not to.
“Remember, you just have to let us know,” said Kitty, smiling her own feline smile.
“I‘ll remember.” I said and hastily moved on. I was a long way from full and though I didn’t want it, I suspected I knew just how this casual party was going to end. 
Penny was in white blouse and tight black trousers. Somehow she was the one who looked the ultimate in cool. Her neat full breasts showed well under the silk blouse but weren’t overlarge like mine and her hips were slim but shapely. There was nothing little girly about her tonight. I caught Reynolds looking at us and hoped she was just checking on Penny. The pressure of her eyes on me got tiresome. I stopped near Penny to talk but as she lifted her glass to her lips she whispered, “Don’t stop, but we need to talk when the Bitch isn’t watching us.” then walked away as though as to get a top up for her drink. All my paranoia about that woman rose to the surface and I carried on as though I had intended to talk with Pearl and Salome.
Both wore crop tops and slim silk skirts as though they had arranged it, but of course they hadn‘t. Salome’s top was black as her skin and so fine it couldn’t conceal all her rings but effect was of a black Gothic rather than a slave slut. Pearl wore her favourite bright red; her tits stretched it to bursting and her bubble butt screamed to be stroked. “Hi!” I said to them both unable to stop myself from touching her firm tactile rear. Pearl smiled and wriggled as though accepting her due and Salome just smiled.” 
“She’s almost as bad as Big Butt for wanting to be stroked and paddled these days,” said Salome, smiling at me.
“What you have to endure you might as well learn to enjoy, is what I say.” 
“If you start to ache -” 
“Yeah, I know,” I said grimacing, “I just have to ask.” I knew that if the party went on long enough I would be forced to ask and the likely outcome was an orgy and being fucked stupid. I wanted a normal party, I thought, believing it at that moment and carried on walking.
Geisha looked the most normal of all in a cheongsam. OK a cheongsam’s Chinese not Japanese but who was taking notes. She was talking to Ingrid who was obviously into power dressing, she still looked like a Valkyrie but a modern day one, wearing a black suit with wide shoulders that contrasted wonderfully with her blond hair.  Red was in a russet coloured slinky wool dress that showed off her svelte figure wonderfully and was in animated conversation with Captain Popolev. His square handsome face was bright and full of laughter and they were both obviously enjoying themselves so I didn’t disturb them.  She really did look the business, cool and sophisticated. 
Big Butt was standing close to talking with Captain Lee and she had gone for a simple ‘A’ line, gun-metal grey silk dress. It showed off the sleek beauty and cascaded off her full backside in a way that made it seem to cry out to be fondled. Where Pearl’s screamed aggressive hard pounding sex, hers seemed to demand to be paddled and parted for fucking by a dom. That submissive sexuality added to, rather than detracted from, the cool sophisticated aura engendered by her high piled hair. “Hi, Ginny Slut, how are you?” 
“Fine and I don’t need milking.” Honesty prevailed. “Yet.” Big Butt smiled to herself but said no more about me. 
“I must go get myself another drink.” She sashayed off. Captain Lee and I couldn’t stop our eyes following her. He pulled his gaze off her and back to me and looked down at my thrusting breasts. 
“Do you know, Ginny Slut, this is the first time I’ve had the opportunity to talk to you?”
“You’ve fucked and sucked me a couple of times,” I said, giggling. I tried not to sound too air headed. 
It may sound silly to be embarrassed when you think that I willingly entered into my new life and cooperated in my own submissive role. But tonight allowed a freedom of sorts from that role and the near normality of my dress made the memories of my training and the voyage come back bright and fresh. They played across my mind, pictures of my bound and spread body being used and abused. My arousal, my shame, my screaming manic pleasure as I aided in my own degradation. More still, the pleasure I took from my humiliation and submission had always been evident for all to see.  All that flashed across my mind, triggered by the innocuous words of this seemingly mild man and I blushed red, remembering the sensations of my captive sprawl as his cock had stretched and filled me. Oh the pleasure of being fucked and pummelled, as most if not all of the captains had done, at least once whilst I had been displayed at the clock.
“Yes, but that was the game. This is you, the person, not the slave.” I realised he was serious and that he wasn’t looking at me as an object with which to take pleasure but as a person. Oh, he was slightly flushed and he looked at me with desire, the pupils of his eyes were dilated but he was desiring a person, me! I found it both flattering and good. “Will you be staying on when we get to the Proteus System?” It was question I had asked myself again and again and got a different answer every time. 
“I’m not sure.” His hand was stroking my side and now moved up to caress the outer swell of my breast. I could feel my pulse quicken. At a party on Earth I would have slapped his face or at the least let him know his attentions were unwelcome. Now, I was so accustomed to, even welcomed, caresses to accept it as anything other than normal. I had changed too much, night off or not, for me to take offence. “Will Ingrid return to Earth with you?”
“She’s not sure either. I hope so, we have so much in common and have grown together but it would mean giving up the hope of children until we, or she, decided to settle. She would make a good mother and a good pioneer. It takes a lot to beat her.” The double meaning was not intended and I smiled at this. Ingrid had told me about their fights, the games they played, the pleasure she took in being dominated by a strong man. And this mild seeming man was strong, for all his apparent mildness. “One problem is that I’ve only just started my career as a Long Voyager and the Earth moves on. If she takes another voyage or two with me, will she be able to settle back in to the society of the time? For most of us it’s a one way trip.” 
I thought of going home to Mum and Dad and wondered whether they or I could settle into new Earth as it would be then. My mind changed from day to day, sometimes hour to hour. His hand pushed against my skirt, cupping my mound now. I could feel my rings move and my clit excite. I had started to feel melancholy and sad and this wasn’t what I wanted from this party. Mentally I shook myself. ‘OK!’ It was a night of freedom but I was what I had been made into, until further notice that is, and felt I wanted to enjoy it. So Slut, my alter ego, said. I want to fuck you!
I led him to one of the rooms set aside for pleasure and closed the door. He made to take hold of me but instead I took control. “Sit down.” There was a couch and a low padded chair and he sat meekly enough on this. I wondered what he would have been like as a Dom if Ingrid and I had been swapped as slaves? Tonight, though, I didn’t want roles, I didn’t want to be mastered, I wanted to fuck him. His Zeem fell apart and a respectable penis was hard and ready. Straightening, I wriggled and pulled until my hem was around my waist then I straddled his lap and let my ringed wet pussy seek his cock. My slit found it easily and even as his hands caressed my brand and tattoos I lowered myself so slowly down on to him. I was in control. 
“Uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-uh-uuhhh!” It was delicious and I wrung all the pleasure I could get from it. It was his hands almost ripping up my top to expose my teats and his hot mouth working them that sent me o-o-o-o-ooover the top, though. I bounced and worked him until he was hanging on for grim life.
“Ugggghhhh!” The announcement of his orgasm preceded the scorching of my vagina with his sperm by only an instant but it was enough to trigger me. I came wonderfully. 
We went back to the party after freshening and tidying up. Two drinks later I took the slim elegant Captain Browning into another room and had him sodomize me against the wall. How debauched and delightful it felt. Slither had told me about his modified prick, the way that little balls had been set under the skin down the length of his penis that turned an otherwise ordinary penis into a love club. I felt totally in control and revelled in every bump as it entered me, making my anal ring flutter, flexing my hips hard as I milked him so that my pussy shared the sensation through the thin membrane separating it from my butt. “Yeeeee-oooo-oooo-w!” I felt wild.
It was later that I literally dragged Avon away from Jugs, all simplicity and Earth mother-ish in a simple Empire line dress that may not have looked sophisticated, what with the size of her jugs, but gave her an appeal that few could have resisted. “Where are we going?” He said, laughing. I ignored him until I had slammed my cabin door behind us.
“I’ve enjoyed tonight but I’ve been saving the best to last,” I hesitated not sure what I wanted to add but then was convinced I had found the right word. “Master!” Then I raped him.
Later, as I lay cuddled in his arms, he said to me. “I was starting to get jealous, slut.” The words from him that night were as good as him saying he loved me. 
“You never have to worry about that, Master.” I snuggled my tits harder in to him.
“Of course I’ll have to punish you for being such a slut, Slut!” 
I giggled into his chest.
“I was hoping you would, Sir!” So I wriggled with pleasure under his hand as he spanked me before I sucked him hard again.
I hadn’t managed to speak to Penny. It’s funny how such major changes in your life hinge on such small things. Standing in position behind my captain’s chair I contemplated the continuation of the punishment for my slutty behaviour and sniggered silently into my Rubtex ball gag. It stretched my jaws under the taut Rubtex of the hood. The aroma filled my nostrils. Its sweet smell excited me and overwhelmed any other scent that might have been present. All my other senses, apart from that of arousal, were blunted too. The tight stretchy material that covered me completely, when combined with corset and single glove, limited touch and feel as it also muffled sound through the skin tight hood. My fifth sense was limited by the goggles, they had been adjusted so I could only distinguish shapes and outlines but nothing more. From the way the shapes of the other girls were distorted and changed, I could guess that I was not the only one being punished for bad behaviour. I shifted deliberately to milk even more pleasure from my double impalement. That was a sense or feeling that was on hyper drive. I thought back to the innocent little sub that had started the voyage to the ravenous demanding submissive I had become and wriggled and jiggled with pleasure, knowing just what it would do to my master and the other doms who I enslaved with my body. 
There was a faint clicking noise that told me the hands had been swung and through my goggles I could just see their shadow sweeping around the table. From the position I think it was Kitty and Slither who were to be swapped but it was difficult to be sure. I wondered how their respective masters thought about the change in animal and giggled again into my gag. Did Captain Burton have a thing about snakes? I was sure Slither would cure him if he did.  The Rubtex was hot and slick against my body, it was ridiculous, I felt like a trussed turkey wrapped in rubberised cling film. Yet, - yet, I could also I could feel the arousal of being basted in my own juices. I moved my hips and the twin dildos gyrated inside me, causing the slick liquidity between my skin and the Rubtex that enfolded me, to increase. The hands were moving again and I watched as the shadowy shape that was the minute hand stopped, pointing towards me. I strained to see the hour hand and even through the dull surface of the goggles I could see it stop at the table where Reynolds sat. Penny and I were to be swapped. Momentarily I wondered what she had been going to tell me but then ‘Sweet Thing!’s voice spoke to me via the dildo. 
“You’re to go to Reynolds, Slut,” That confirmed my near certainty. “And I won’t have to put up with you for the next six weeks.” There was a sense of triumph in her tone. 
“You don’t know Penny, you jealous cow! The master is sure to like her better than you and you won’t be able to communicate with her like you do me. Or abuse her like you do me!” How can pussy talk convey a sneer? The neural link which neither of us fully understood was complex in the extreme.  “The master will listen to her. You wait and see!” My dildo became silent. I had made ‘Sweet Thing!’ think and worry. 
I wasn’t able to speak to my master or Penny before I was towed across to the ‘Amazon’. I was later told that Captain Avon was most annoyed at the way in which Reynolds abruptly departed, not giving him the opportunity to even say goodbye to me. She was like a child given a birthday present and I was the parcel to be opened. 









Part 15

 
The journey from ‘Sweet Thing!’ to the ‘Amazon’ (It had to be the ‘Amazon’ for Reynolds, the ‘Cow’ would have been better) was disorientating. Zero G made the half hour or so spent inside the pod physically tolerable because there was no weight on my single glove captured arms and it made my strict corseting easier to bear. Mentally, though, the journey seemed to go on forever. Of course the bitch hadn’t adjusted my goggles so that I could see clearly and she was so eager to get me to her ship she took little care to stop the pod tumbling and twisting so that when bright light or swathes of coloured shapes unexpectedly bloomed before my eyes from the little window in the pod it felt as though I was being assaulted. At first this abuse of my senses had me feeling disorientated and sick, I even felt as though my sanity was threatened. 
So I concentrated on my interior world, the world in which the last months had trained me so well in submissive pleasure. I concentrated on all the things from which experience had shown me I could extract the orgasmic rewards from my humiliating trussed and filled condition.  The sweet slickness of my enveloping Rubtex costume. The delicious tightness of the corset that caused my tits to burgeon, thrusting and swollen. And not least the presence of the twin shafts that filled me back and front. I squeezed and worked upon these, concentrating all my internal muscles to work on them. Sometimes my inward focused mind caught snatches of thoughts and words not mine as ’Sweet Thing!’ tried to talk to me. I was obviously still in range of her transmissions though it was a faint confused gabble of half-heard words and gaps as she tried to match the path of my tumbling pod with a tight beamed signal. It was a pointless effort on ‘Sweet Thing!’s part, though. I was lost, humping and bumping, my rigidly bound body, digging a deeper and deeper orgasmic pit, as I worked at the shafts that filled me. Building a wall of slick sweat and love juice between my skin and the reality of my Rubtex prison.
It was like a douche of cold water being thrown over me when, still deep in a climatic fug, the pod was opened and it was flooded with light. I had hardly been aware of our arrival on the ’Amazon’, we were still in the low G airlock and I had hardly felt my weight returning, slight as it was. My goggles, hood and ball gag were almost ripped off and I was left striving to accustom my eyes to returning vision. I heard Reynolds say, “You’re here at last!” There was a triumphant note to her voice. Then her wide wet pussy filled my vision before it settled over my mouth and my upper face was engulfed by her backside.  “Work me, slut!” Thankfully the Rubtex took away some of the sting from the slap to my swollen right breast.  I was almost asphyxiated, though, as I desperately strove to comply. I was wriggling and jerking in an attempt to get some air. Thankfully it didn’t go on for too long, she was too hot and ready and even as she flooded my face with her juices, my wonderfully traitorous and adapted body came again.
 
My time with Reynolds was the most mind-bending experience of my life so far. OK, Captain Avon had signed me up as his sex slave then had my veins flooded with nano-bots before modifying me into his ideal sex toy. The difference was, though, that I had cooperated, even colluded with my inevitable domination. All through it, I had never had any real doubt that my master considered me, slave slut or not, as anything less than a person in my own right. To her, though, I was just an adjunct to her libido, someone who would be her submissive, perfect creature. It mirrored in flesh how she felt about ‘Sweet Thing!’ why she desired her and wanted her. Her metal body, that is, the person who is ‘Sweet Thing!’ was just an encumbrance, something that got in the way of her right to perfection in all things. Perhaps if I had realised this I would have played my six weeks as her slave differently and the outcome would have been different too. 
From the first she frightened me. There was an unhealthy fixation and focus to her mind that blurred the line between fantasy and real life. Now, alone with her on the ‘Amazon’, I felt like an animal mesmerised by the light of an oncoming vehicle, aware of danger but unable to make sense of it or where it was actually coming from. 
Penny had told me of the fights that she and Reynolds had. OK, they were mental rather than physical fights. Reynolds had tricked Penny from the start and revelled in it. So Penny had been forced to go along with her for fear of being forced back to Earth if she complained. This hadn’t stopped Penny fighting her with silent insolence all of the way, fuelled by the anger and hatred engendered by punishment and pain. Thankfully for Penny, these had been limited because any incontrovertible physical proofs of excessive or unsuitable abuse would have worked against Reynolds. It had been hard, but it had also kept the flame of her resistance fed. 
I, though, didn’t have that hatred until after that first day. Pain gave birth to hatred but somehow I also knew that she would do worse if she were thwarted in any way, so fear was its twin. I only had the intuition that this woman was psychotic to guide my actions. My thinking was that if I endured for six weeks, I would then be back with my master and after that I could make sure that I was never swapped with Penny again. Of course I knew Pearl had swapped with Penny before me but I was to realise that, for Reynolds, she hadn’t been what she wanted, so had restrained herself. All right, Pearl hadn’t exactly warmed to Reynolds but she at least had found the swap tolerable, even in parts enjoyable. I, though, was physically just what Reynolds wanted and I made the mistake of allowing my fear to make me compliant as an easy way through the six weeks. 
Perhaps I’m not being entirely fair to myself. I had reason enough for the fear. Reynolds had screamed in orgasm and drenched my face with her arousal. Done, she sat me up and pushed her big teats, one after the other, into my mouth and commanded I suckle. Her large nipples almost throbbed on my tongue. She wasn’t satisfied until I had stripped her dry. It was an occurrence that was to become a regular part of my day and I acquired a sleekness (not fat, my nano-bots wouldn’t allow that) that stayed with me for a long time. Perhaps I still have it? After, though, it wasn’t so pleasant. She was strong as any normal man and I had been in an ultra-tight corset and single glove for a long time so I was weak. After being bundled from the airlock and into her playroom, I was stripped to the waist. Then, even as strength came back into my hands and arms, I was strung up to dangle clear of the deck. Gravity was ship normal there but I was handled as though I were a puppet and even as I hung twisting and turning she stripped the rest of my Rubtex costume from me, pulling the twin impalers free from their wet sockets as she did so, until I was naked and helpless. 
Explanation and discussion wasn’t Reynolds’ strong point. Tawse and crop, switch and whip worked my body. I threw myself around at the end of the chain, the cuffs bruising my wrists. I scarce noticed that, my tits, bottom, back, thighs and pussy were striped hard and well until it looked as though she had designed a new tartan whose theme was pain. My throat was raw, I had screamed so much, and every muscle in my body ached.  When at last I was lowered and my toes touched the floor I just continued to fold until I was a heap. A toe pushed into my ribs.
“Get yourself cleaned up and into the wardrobe. I want you to serve my tea within the hour in the control room. Move it!” The dig was more than a push and not quite a kick. Had it been full Earth gravity I wouldn’t have made it to the shower but I did.  I leaned with my forehead against the cold surface of the shower cubicle as the hot re-cycled water soothed my pain filled and tenderised flesh. How long had I been showering? My body hurt too much to be aware of time. It felt as though could have been seconds or hours though it could have only been minutes. Eventually I managed to turn off the shower and turn on the air blower of the water reclamation unit to dry me and was able to walk feebly to the wardrobe. When I stepped from the wardrobe, somewhat recovered. Though still in pain, it was clear she had put a lot of thought into my costume. Tall heeled black bootees and white frilly ankle socks. White lace cuffs, collar (over my slave collar) and cap. The last touch, a pinafore whose bib was held up by my tit rings and whose ribbons were held snug in place around my waist because they were fed through a ring in the small of my back before the ends were anchored to my butt rings. I stared at my red flushed and whip marked body in a long mirror. The frilled apron was long enough to cover the curve of my belly but short enough to expose my dangling pussy rings. Naturally, because it hung from my tit rings, it left my big teats exposed and available for use.
“Five minutes to tea time!” The voice was masculine, weak and slightly effeminate. The voice of ‘Amazon’s AI was at odds with her name but then Reynolds did think of them as two separate entities. I minced and jiggled as quickly as my pain filled body and the tall heels would allow to the galley. There was a tray already laid for afternoon tea; leaning against it was a note. By its side was a butt plug of generous proportions with a large white bow attached to the end and a pair of cuffs linked by a chain with a locking ring at its centre. I didn’t need to read the note to guess what I was to do with either of these and sighed.
“Two minutes to tea time!” 	
Thankfully the plug was constructed of a slippery plastic material and to say it slid easily into me is an exaggeration but at least it didn’t feel dry. As I bent forward and spread my legs to make access to my anus easier, I was conscious of how little time I had and tried to read the note propped against the tray. There wasn’t time to be kind to myself and I quickly had the plug buried in my butt to its widest point. I felt as though I would split.  By this time I was grunting like a pig. “Ugh! Urgh! Urgh!” At last my sphincter stretched that fraction more and I swear I could hear it ‘Pop!‘ as it closed tight around the narrow section before its end.  I straightened, panting and perspiring. Thankfully the note was short and sweet; it was from Penny. 
“I don’t know which of you girls will be reading this but all you have to do is add hot water to the pot on the tray and take it to Captain Reynolds in her cabin. I’ve left other instructions all over the place so you’ll make as few mistakes as possible. Her schedule’s on the Chef. Stay ahead of the game and no problemo!” It was a warning without saying anything and one that Reynolds couldn’t take exception to if she were to read the note. I added the hot water as advised then cuffed my wrists and connected the locking ring to the front of my real collar under the lacy ornamental one. My arms were held bent by the chains so that as I dipped and lifted the tray I had to be careful my swollen boobs didn’t rub against the hot metal. Jiggling and bouncing again I made the way to her cabin. 
I entered her cabin with seconds to spare, the tray in hand. 
“All prepared, I see.” The smug tone was back in her voice and her mouth had a cruel curve. “Put the tray down there and pour. No sugar. I don’t want to put on weight.” She squirmed in her seat and made her big melon sized breasts move in a way that commanded attention. I think she had changed her uniform, after getting back on board ‘Amazon’. I hadn’t been taking that much notice of her clothes or of anything else much when first she had virtually raped me then whipped me to shreds. The uniform she now wore was old-fashioned and infinitely more sexy. A cat suit in skin tight Rubtex that was held closed around her heavily corseted body by an old fashioned zip. The zip was open to below her breasts so her tits looked as though only her nipples were holding them in. Her hair had grown since last I’d seen her properly without her oh so proper uniform cap. That is, no doubt with the help of her nano-bots. I expect. It was thick and coppery in colour and fell to just below her shoulders. It made her look less dyke-like but did nothing to soften that arrogant face of hers. I tried, as I knew was expected of me, to pour with some grace but my chains and cuffs made it awkward. Also I was forced to stand by her side because of where she had made me place the tray. Her Rubtex clad hand had quickly slid up my thigh and found my pussy and, now unable to bend at the knee because of its attention to my pussy, I was forced to bend low from the hips to reach the pot. 
“Do you like that plug, slut? It really forces your pussy to pout beautifully.” What could I say or do? The heavy punishment had left me weak and very afraid. For the first time in my life I was genuinely subservient and submissive. Real pain does that to you. I would have done or said anything she wanted just so long as she didn’t hurt me.
“Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress.” Everything was awkward. Like the good slut I was I had meekly parted my legs as much as my tall, tall heels would allow to give her hand easier access to my sex but now my own large milk laden breasts were dangling in the way. The pinny anchored to my tits by their rings acted as some sort of moderator to their swing and sway but not enough. I was fearful of burning a teat on the hot teapot. It was difficult but my thankfully nano-bot enhanced body was extremely flexible and accommodating. It felt as though she had worked almost the whole of her slim rubber clad hand into me by the time I managed to finish pouring.  
“M-m-m-m-mfff!” The little grunts as she worked away at me were impossible to hold back. I put down the pot and then dipped lower still to pick up the cup and saucer with both hands. 
“M-m-m-m-mfff!” Her hand was definitely fully in me now and I could feel it turning into a fist. Straightening as much as I could and turning slightly at the hip I showed her the cup and saucer in my hand.
“Good bitch!” With her right fist still buried in me she took the cup from the saucer with her left hand but didn’t stop gently fisting me. I felt like a glove puppet, stretched and filled to bursting back and front, but an infinitely sexy one as my insides seemed about to turn totally to liquid. It was painful, every inch of my body was still sore and tender from the whipping but I couldn’t stop the stretching of my ringed slot, its gentle pounding or my own arousal. I could see in my mind’s eye just how my labia must have been stretched to translucence around her wrist.  The way the rings pierced it, it must look like she was wearing some bizarre charm bracelet.  As so many times in the past, I couldn’t, I didn’t want it to stop. I could only stand there, still holding the saucer, the chains from cuffs to collar between my breasts and my arms cradling my juggernaut sized boobs. My pinny was being crushed to my body by my own arms and by virtue of the rings which attached it to my breasts was pulling them down and painfully out of shape. But there was nothing I could do as she continued to sup her tea and plunder my body. 
“Urgh! Urgh! Urgh! Urgh!” I was pushing down on her fist now, wanting her brutality; I was so desperately near.  Suddenly and wickedly she pulled her still clenched fist from my sluttishly submissive body and I was bereft, empty, relieved - and still so desperately wanting completion.
Reynolds took the saucer from me with her wet slick rubber clad hand and placed it on the table by the side of her cup, then sat back in her seat with her thighs apart.
“Straddle my thigh, Ginny Cunt Slut. I want a different drink now. It’s time to return the favour.” My time as a slave ensured I knew what she wanted and so I knelt on her seat, my thighs straddling her right rubber clad leg. I moved my chained right wrist so that I could now hold my right breast in my hands and offered my big teat to her lips. God, I was full and needed stripping but the pain and fear of the last few hours had caused me to ignore the building ache from my breasts. My teat filled her mouth and she suckled, savouring my nectar. 
“You could live off my milk, Slut, but not this. Still, it is most delicious.” Her full red lips went back to my teat. My sex was pouted forward by the size of the butt plug and the effects of her fisting had yet to fade so I was wide open. I couldn’t stop myself working my slick and sodden lips along her muscular thigh. “Your clit is so hard, Slut. And it matches the size of your teats beautifully.” I ignored her comments. I had got used to my overblown form, indeed normally I loved it, my master wanted me like this so I did too and my clit was always hard. 
“Svensen did a good job with the rings. These don’t interfere with you teats at all.” She flicked a nail against the ring piercing my aureole close to my teat which held up the pinafore and then went back to her suckling. I concentrated on working my vagina along her thigh. Little fire crackers of excitement exploded in my pussy but I was only working to a major climax, it hadn’t arrived. 
When my right breast would give no more she said. “Change thigh and tit, bitch.” As I moved to obey she looked at her own thigh. “My, my! You have got me wet. I think you had better lick me clean before we move on, Ginny Cunt Slut.” 
I was on heat, fearful of further punishment and my body filled with pain from the whipping. I was desperate for completion, satiation, peace. I slid to my knees and even as my breasts were crushed against the seat on which she sat, I began to lick her thigh with long suckling strokes, feeling the studs in my tongue against the rubber. I tasted good. She let me go on for a long time. 
“Enough, I think. Your other tit now, girl.” Quickly I rose and mounted her other thigh and prepared to offer my left breast. Before I could lower myself on the Rubtex skin of her thigh her fingers explored my hard clit again, making me lean back so she could see as well as feel. “It is big, its hood couldn’t contain it even if it weren’t ringed, could it, girl?” 
“No mistress! Uuuuuuuurrrggghh!” Her fingers were playing again. 
“Do you like your little filler, bitch?” Leaned back as I was, the end of the butt plug was hard against her thigh. Now she began to flex her thigh up and down, making the plug work into my overfull butt. 
“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!” She got up quite a rhythm. I felt as though I couldn’t breathe in, only pant. 
“I hope you realise why you were punished so severely, slut?” She didn’t wait for an answer. I tried to focus on her words as her knee kept bouncing against my rear.
“Uh! Uh! Uh! Uh!”
“I was being kind. To show you what disobedience will mean to you from the start. So you never fall into bad ways, my little slave.” She smiled at me, her hands working my tits as I bounced. “Aren’t I kind? If you’re a good little girl you will never have to experience the like again.”
 	“Ye-ye-ye-ye-yes, mistress. Thank y-y-y-you, mistress.” I could hardly get the words out. As her full red lips clamped over my left teat, the combination of being thigh fucked with a butt plug and fear and anger made me almost incoherent but talking ceased to have importance and she began to suckle hard and strong. Then, as I moved forward, my hard lit rubbed against her slickened Rubtex thigh, I went screaming and moaning to a long, long climax.
 









Part 16

 
The six weeks passed quickly enough. Reynolds was demanding lover. A highly sexed nano-bot enhanced women is physically capable of achieving a climax more often than any man. We were both enhanced and our only limit was physical exhaustion. We spent a lot of time together, more I guessed than she ever had with Penny or any other girl. She demanded I be there all the time. My only release was when our duties collided. It was a release to work amongst the stasis combs. 
That first day had finished with me on my knees between her strong Rubtex clad thighs, her zip opened completely from neck, through her crotch and up to the top of her rear. My tongue worked overtime at her crotch. She is and was hateful but she is also beautiful and I am what I am. Stress and, in my case, pain had exhausted us both. It couldn’t have been much later than seven thirty when she took me to bed. Of course I was chained to the bed by my collar but she did no more than cuddle me. We slept the night through.
 
In the morning I was dressed by the Drobe in a fresh pinny and served her breakfast. Thankfully Penny’s notes were comprehensive. I sat on a stool at her side, almost as though I were back on ‘Sweet Thing!’ and as she fed me she cross examined me about my Captain and ‘Sweet Thing!’ It was obvious that any signs of affection for Captain Avon unsettled her and made her angry. So I hastily dropped any reference as to how he made me feel and concentrated on what we did and on ‘Sweet Thing!’ herself.
“Do you sit like this with Avon at meal times?”
“Yes, mistress, except when he wants me actually sitting with him.” She looked set to ask more personal questions, probably about why he would want me to sit as equals. She wasn’t a subtle person or maybe it was her infatuation with me that made her so easy to read. Anyway I didn’t want to let her know about all the time we just talked as people. And, more to the point, the way it made me love him.  So I talked about things instead. “Most of the time I’m seated on my stool or on a chair in his company. They have dildos mounted on them, sometimes single, sometimes double. He likes me kept hot and ready.” Her mind went off at a tangent at this, she wasn’t surprised, just curious. 
“I meant to ask you, what’s so special about this?” She had got up and taken a dildo from a storage bin. It was my old friend I had worn under my Rubtex suit. I blushed but answered because it kept her from asking the more personal questions, thoughts and feelings. I would lie about those of course but then you have to be so careful when you start lying. 
“It’s the dildo my - Captain Avon uses to train me with.” Her eyebrows went up questioningly.  “It can vibrate, pump, twist and expand.” I blushed. “And if I don’t keep squeezing it regularly whilst I’m wearing it, it shocks me too.” 
“Are you good at squeezing it, Ginny?”
“Oh yes, mistress, though it’s quite heavy, I can retain it inside me and squeeze it even when it’s set to its smallest size setting.” 
“’Amazon’, scan frequencies and confirm operational settings of this.” She held up the dildo to a scanner. I realised then that she had loaded me into a pod and towed me to ‘Amazon’ so quickly that neither my master nor ‘Sweet Thing!’ had time, or I suspect the inclination, to brief Reynolds about this device.  It didn’t make much difference. ‘Amazon’s AI may have been a lot less sophisticated than ‘Sweet Thing!’ but she still had a considerable computing ability and in less than thirty seconds I could see the dildo being put through its range of abilities. Even my eyes bugged when I saw just how large it could expand and how it could flex and move. Suddenly I was grateful that it had never been used on me in extremis, as it were. Of course I didn’t even hint at how the dildo was used to control or communicate with me. I didn’t know if ‘Amazon’s memory banks even held details about Morse code and I wasn’t about to tell her. 
I had just got dressed in what was to be my daytime work outfit. A stringent corset, a tight rubber skirt that just covered my twat, stockings and suspenders, ankle strapped high heels and a translucent white Rubtex crop top. Oh there were some minor variations in colours and fabrics as the days went by but the style was pretty constant. And of course the dildo. Now she had discovered what she thought of as its full range, she made me wear it at most times. Lucky for me, though, she took control of it via her belt com, rarely relinquishing control of me to ‘Amazon’ and so never got beyond three zaps for ‘come here immediately’ as it were. It was as I slid the bumpy lumpy friend home that first day that I came back into contact with ‘Sweet Thing!’ 
“Can you hear me, Ginny Slut?” It was on a repetitive loop and had obviously been playing for some time. Automatically I answered back. 
“’Sweet Thing!’” In an instant I was communicating with her rather than a message.
“Captain Avon wants to know that you’re OK. The bitch got you from me so quickly that he didn't have any time to say goodbye.”
“I’m OK but missing you both already.” I was surprised to say I missed ‘Sweet Thing!’ OK, she had never been vicious but she certainly hadn’t been nice. But then I had known a few friends whose parents had managed to get authorisation for second child and they didn’t automatically like their siblings. Somehow, though, it was always a private war and no-one ever better get in between them. It had become like this between us, our communication was our secret language and the antagonism between us was what gave spice to our day. ‘Sweet Thing!’ caught the tone of my reply. 
“Is it bad with you and the Bitch?” It sounded strange for an AI to insult a human being but then she is something special and we did touch minds even then in a mysterious way. 
“I’ll survive but I’ll never allow myself to be swapped with Penny again. No matter how sorry I feel for Penny!” How do you sob when you’re talking through your twat? Who gives a shit? I managed it. Or rather the neural interface did. “Tell my master I’m OK and look forward to being back with you both. How’s Penny settling in?”
“She’s a nice girl. But a bit - bland.” I thought of strong willed Penny and how fiery she could be and felt pleased that, by inference, I wasn’t bland. I broke off then. I could feel myself getting tearful and knew that would never do around the bitch.
“I must go. She wants me.”
“We’ll be going into stasis drive in ten minutes. I’ll get back to you before we do.”
It was a strange fact that the uptight, anally retentive, focused Captain Reynolds could be so casual in so many ways when it didn’t directly affect her. ‘Sweet Thing!’ and Captain Avon would be running the calculations again and again. They took their responsibilities to the colonists well-being and safety very seriously. OK, they would be co-ordinating the fleet’s stasis drives but from experience with other captains and just talking to the girls, all the others checked and double checked them. They didn’t take anything for granted. For Reynolds it was though it was unimportant. 
Seconds before we went into drive: “Ginny Slut. The captain says he will never swap you to that woman again. And he sends his love.” I sat myself down on the couch and waited the off. He sends his love! I almost came as I thought about it. 
“Give him my love. And you, ‘Sweet Thing!’” and I meant it. I wondered how she explained that she had spoken to me because up to now, even my master didn’t know about the famous speaking snatch. Suddenly the drive came on and I could feel her presence fade as the fields strengthened and we began to slow down. We had almost a year of deceleration now but if you thought of it as getting ready to land it made your heart leap.
 
The weeks passed. She never beat me as she had that first day. I was determined to be ‘good’, but that didn’t stop her playing games, of course. Spankings, tawse, crop and switch but as far as she was concerned they weren’t punishment, just love play. Even a Bitch on heat, though, has a routine and we quickly established it. I served all meals wearing my pinafore, sometimes it was a little maid’s outfit but it was one or the other. She got addicted to my nectar and I got sleek on her milk. I had to cut down on my solid intake or I suspect I would have overwhelmed the capacity of the nano-bots to burn off calories. For duties on board ‘Amazon’ I would wear the daytime outfit. That is, any duties not involved with serving food and drink. I got very slick at quick changes. Reynolds was a stickler for her fetish fashion routine. Thank God for the Drobe. Inside the drop ship I was naturally naked underneath my internal suit but always I wore the dildo, sometimes it was accompanied by a partner. When it was, I was assured of a fisting back or front on my return. How I hated the way she made me squeal and come.  
Reynolds had her own Drobe full of erotic costumes and she enjoyed displaying them and herself to me at every opportunity. Inevitable she saved her most way-out costumes for the evening and after dinner I too would be dressed in any number of exotic and erotic outfits. I began to feel like a doll and often I would be made to keep them on all night. Especially those that harnessed me and kept me available and ready for use. The worst of these was a little number involving a complicated harness of straps that bound me into a stringent hog tie and incorporated a head harness that could be used to clamp my mouth tight against her hot slot.  It was always a guarantee of an all-night session. I think she would have made me wear this little number as though it was pyjamas but even the Bitch realised that wearing this every night would have nearly killed me with exhaustion. I wasn’t much use to her on the days following a session in that either. I couldn’t have gone to sleep, she might have suffocated me and I daren’t bite her. I had to save that for a life and death situation. So my tongue muscles developed as I kept her at the boil by clubbing her to orgasm or arousing awake with my studs. The next day I would be like a zombie.
We were a day away from Way-point 9. Reynolds was being kind to me in an ‘all girls together’ fashion. It was probably only the third time she had done this in the six weeks. For once I was as near naked or free as I got but as always tethered and bound in some way. This time I was chained to the bed via my collar and I wore the cuffs and chains that made me cradle my boobs.  She was wearing a minimalist outfit with straps, long gloves, thigh boots and collar, that enhanced and displayed her body. It was a favourite of hers because it displayed her body so beautifully, particularly her fleshy sex. Thankfully tonight though she hadn’t used the normal accessory for this costume, the crop. 
Just having exchanged my nectar for her milk, she was in a talkative mood. Rather I should say she was in a mood to talk. Rarely, if ever, did we talk. Sometimes she cross-examined me and then she would tell me what she thought and then what I should be thinking. It was funny that she never even considered that I might disagree with her. Not that I ever did, openly that is. She was so full of it, almost hugging herself with joy, she was so smug and self-satisfied. 
“Tomorrow will be the start of the rest of our life together. From now on we’ll never be apart. Won’t it be wonderful!” Her head was resting on my breast, squashing it as she lazily suckled me. I stiffened but she was too self-absorbed to notice.
“What do you mean, mistress? I have back to the ‘Sweet Thing!’ tomorrow!” How I ached for that!
“Darling,” It was the first time she had ever called me darling and it sounded so condescending and proprietorial that my blood ran cold. “You’re wasted on that stupid, gross man and it’s just not right that he should have command of ‘Sweet Thing!’. What man could get the best from thoroughbreds like you two? It’s just ridiculous!” She gave my boob a squeeze and allowed her tongue to lick my teat cat-like as though savouring the cream. “I’ve got it sorted so that you’ll never have to go back to that man ever again.” Now my blood wasn’t just cold it was frozen. What was the bitch done? Space and space being traversed as close to the speed of light as we were is a dangerous place.
“How so, mistress?” I wanted to scream but I dare not let her see my fear. 
“Well,” we were all girls together now. Co-conspirators in a game. For the first time it hit me just how crazy this woman was. Reality for her was the world as she wanted it to be. “At Way-Point 3 I excused myself from the party for five minutes and placed a little device that straddles ‘Sweet Thing!’s communication lines.” She lifted herself off my breast and dangled her own big teat for attention. Meekly I complied and she sighed with pleasure as I worked her. Then she got off our bed, her teat being pulled from my lips with an audible ’plop!’ and began to strut around, too excited to be still.  “It has a dual function. One, when it’s primed by the appropriate signal, I sent that signal at Way-Point 8, it modifies the signals sent to the other ships so that their drive settings are changed.” She was playing with her own big teat as she strutted the room in her boots. “The effect is that they will arrive in a portion of space well out of hailing distance from the ‘Sweet Thing!’ and the ‘Amazon’. 
“Then, secondly, after ‘Sweet Thing!’ and ‘Amazon’ have turned off their stasis drives I will be able to send a signal that will cause the device to self-destruct by means of a little molecular destructor device. This would also result in all the com links being severed between the AI and ‘Sweet Thing!’ I have ensured that the damage will be sufficiently bad for it to take at least two hours to repair even one of the links. It will be difficult, by the way, to tell if it’s anything other than accelerated decay of the links being the cause of the damage. In an hour sensory deprivation will corrupt the program and the automatic safety devices will wipe the storage crystals and re write them with a basic environment control program survival.” 
She was sounding really smug now. “When I set the device I also wiped the stand-by crystals that back up the AI.” I knew just what she was talking about. The captain had shown me the crystals held in a small glass case. In plain view, easy to open. They needed to be somewhere easily available in emergencies. And after all Earth screening was so sophisticated no mad man - or woman - could become a star ship commander, could they?
“I, then, am in control and will, after the links are repaired, be the only readily available source of an AI program. He won’t risk the drop-ships safety. I will arrange for a clone of ‘Amazon’s AI to replace the now defunct AI on ‘Sweet Thing!’ The price of this is you and ‘Sweet Thing!’” It was horrible in its selfish simplicity. It could work, my master wouldn’t play games with the colonists lives the way Reynolds was. 
“Captain Avon won’t go for that!” Knowing at the last option he would. I was breathless with fright. The risks to the colonist on the drop-ship were immense. But it was more personal thought that ruled my tongue. “And, anyway you can’t kill her!” I was horror-struck. 
“Silly goose!” She knew who I was referring to and smiled at my stupidity. “AI’s aren’t people, they are only programs.” There was the clear light of manic reasonableness in her eyes and I quickly backed down. She was stronger and more knowledgeable about ships. I would have to wait until our drive was safely powered down and look for any opportunity to scotch her plan. Confrontation was definitely not the favourite option.
“Oh!” I said lamely and she smiled at her little innocent ‘goose’ as though I hadn’t thought of it like that. In reality though my thoughts had turned to murder, mayhem and just what size of butt plug I would like to use on the bitch. She knelt on the bed and pushed her face into my crotch, capturing my ringed clit. Good little slave slut that I was, I raised my hips to make it easy for her. Of course I eventually came long and noisily but for once it took a long time.
 
Our stasis drive was turned off at about mid-morning that day and ‘Amazon’s camp tones advised. “Way-Point 9, Mistress.” Ship wise, everything was running late. She had spent a long time playing with me before she freed me from our bed and I was still serving breakfast coffee as she fisted me. Reynolds was obviously on a high and deliberately tormenting me. Of course I couldn’t stop my arousal but I also wanted to scream with frustration and not sexual frustration. I had climaxed three times already. No, it was frustration in not being ready to warn ’Sweet Thing!’ It had come to me last night as I lay forced to cuddle my big jugs, that I could communicate with her via the dildo. My legs were about to give way, I was trembling so much and I could feel the arousal building as she pump, pump, pumped me. My libido had long taken over the rational side of my brain but I was still aware enough to hate myself because of my ineffectuality. Acting as a biological glove puppet to a psychopathic bitch just wasn’t helping my plan.  At last, though, she pulled herself from me making me grunt because she kept her hand in a fist. 
“Now, little slut. Clear these things away and go get changed.” Even as I watched she picked up a little remote and pressed a button. A little light went from red to green then back again. “Shit! We’re not in range of this thing yet.” She looked annoyed. “’Amazon’, take us to the closest safe proximity of ‘Sweet Thing!’” She waved a finger at me and I went. Never had I cleared away or got myself ready so quickly. I dare not skimp too much or I might upset the bitch and then there would be no way I could communicate with ‘Sweet Thing!’ When I got back to her I looked at the remote on her desk before her. The smug look was back on her face. 
“I told the stupid stud that you had an accident so I was moving closer so we could download your nano-bot program to our medi-cabinet without fear of corruption due any transmission lag. You had better get in the cabinet so as they download you can be seen to be there.” Shit! I thought. “It will be a little time before we’re in range for the zapper so we have to keep them from becoming suspicious.” Then it came to me what I must do. I would smash the woman over the head with the nearest heavy object. I didn’t fancy my chances with her woman to woman. Not only was she stronger, she was trained in martial arts. But one solid, ‘Wammo!’ though beats any Kung Fu. Wouldn’t you know, no heavy objects available to even crack a nut with let alone her head. My mind raced. I put on my little lisping little girl voice I used when we were playing one of her little games.
“Mistreth! Can this naughty girl take her big fat dildo wiv’ her to keep her company. Yoov got me sooo hot!” I managed to wrinkle my nose, role my eyes up, shake my booty and actually smile at the stupid bitch  
“Of course you can, my own Ginny Slut.” She pouted a kiss at me and indicated the dildo in its storage bin. I slid it eagerly in place. I was as dry as I have ever been since being modified but I didn’t let it stop me. I saw her fingers playing with the little com unit as it went deep home and I felt it twist and writhe inside me, causing me to gulp. “Make sure you keep squeezing it, Ginny Slut. I shouldn’t be the only one working hard!” She wiggled her fingers in bye, bye, at me as I slipped back the door that concealed the medi-cabinet and stepped in. 
“’Sweet Thing!’” I squeezed as hard as I could. I dare not let a pussy zapping blind me as it were for any length of time. It was difficult to concentrate though because the bitch had put the dildo on a particularly active program as a ‘kindness’!
“Ginny? Is that you? We heard you had been hurt. Are you…” There was surprise in her tone, though who else the daft cow thought it could be talking through her twat, Lord alone knows.
“Shut up. Bitch Reynolds fitted a device on your com links back at Way-Point 3. She activated it at 9. It corrupted your signal so that the rest of the fleet comes out of stasis drive a long way away from here. Out of easy radio communication anyway. Reynolds is about to send another signal that will cut all your com links with your body.” How else could I refer to the ship side of her personality? “The zapper that sends the triggering signal is out of range still so get your maintenance units searching for it.”
“Units searching, Ginny Slut.” I don’t think I’ve ever been called a slut with more warmth and affection up to then. One thing about an AI, they don’t need long-winded explanations. She had more or less extrapolated the whole thing from my few words. I was so busy telling her though that I lost track of time and forgot to squeeze. Or perhaps in making the dildo work so hard the Bitch had shortened the time between when I should clench. All of a sudden, though, my pussy was filled with a pain so high that I fainted. 









Part 17

 
I came to slowly. There was a sensation as though white noise was filling my head and I felt sick. I had never felt so lonely and frightened. Nothing filled me now, the dildo had slipped from my body and lay somewhere between my feet. I didn’t know how long I had been unconscious, long enough though.  The medi-cabinet had been in the upright position when I first entered. Its internal arms had supported me when I fainted until it had turned into the horizontal. Now I just felt disoriented and full of fear. 
“Shit! Urgh!” Bile filled my mouth and I felt as though I were about to vomit. 
“Ginny Slut!” It was ‘Sweet Thing!’ and a feeling of relief and euphoria filled me. The white noise had disappeared and suddenly I was fully conscious.  The cabinet’s internal arms with their sensors withdrew. Suddenly I realised that though I was afraid, the fear and despondency had belonged more to ‘Sweet Thing!’ than me. It seemed an age but I was in fact appraised as to what had happened in an instant. 
‘Sweet Thing!’ had started to download the program for my nano-bots to the medi-cabinet even as she had been talking to me.  My being shocked and activation of the unit that severed her com links had been almost simultaneous. As an emergency effort she had been trying to re-route her communications through auxiliary circuits. She had managed to save the radio link to my medi-cabinet by re-routing it through an old redundant link from her last re-fit and maintain contact to a little used emergency printer in the control room but that was all. There was no way of getting two way communication established with her ‘body’ or Jude Avon and with me unconscious she had no input from anyone. She had felt madness creeping upon her. Not knowing what had happened to my dildo she had taken a desperate act and re-tuned my nano-bots so that she could communicate directly through them. There had been no response, she was not to know that I was unconscious so fear and despondency had continued to build, so when suddenly she was in contact with me if she had been able to weep with relief she would have done so. I was her life-line, her grip on reality and sanity. 
“Ginny Slut, I have a plan. It involves some risk to you but it’s the only way I can see at this time.”
“What will you have to do?”
“Now I’ve synchronised your nano-bots to my frequency, the communication is so good if I separate my core program from all auxiliary functions and memory banks, I can download into you.” She paused then continued. “The risk is that I may overload you and then I’m not sure what will happen.” There was an agonized pause again. “I’m programmed not to hurt or risk human beings. I compute that the risk to the colonists with what this unbalanced woman is doing is the greater, though. The decision is yours.” She didn’t say it but I could also catch the echo that my master would also be at risk from this bitch. 
“Of course you must download. There is no knowing what silly dangerous games the bitch will get up to!” There was no need to ask if I was sure, our communication now was so tight it was like talking to myself. Yet the feeling of separate identity was still strong and unchanged, I was me and she was she. A feeling almost as though my head were being filled with chilled water commenced. Not unpleasant but as though on a hot day you had suddenly dived into chill water and you felt awake and more alive than before. It made you gasp but also refreshed. 
“Oh! There’s so much room in here! You humans are so badly organised. Now if the nano-bots can create a few more synaptic links like that. That’s better. And I move this over there.” My head swam for an instant and I had to protest. 
“Hey! What are you doing?” 
“Just ensuring I can never infringe on your personality whilst I’m here. And make you a little more organised.”
“You be careful. I like me the way I am.”
“OK, OK, don’t be a touchy slut!” I could see that we were going to be on a better understanding than ever before but that she would also never lose her bite. “Now, the next thing is to make sure you get over here with the bitch. Our communication is, believe it or not, tenuous at this distance. To regain full control of my body I need you on board. Can you do it?” How I wanted to stick one on to Bitch Reynolds! 
“I’ll make sure I can. Leave it to me.” Our entire conversation and the downloading had taken less than a minute, pauses included. Now I eased myself down in the cabinet, collected the vibrator, pushed it back home into my pussy and began squeezing. Back in place it re-set and began to writhe and buzz. 
“So that’s what it feels like!” There was surprise and pleasure in her voice and I felt as though she were looking over my shoulder. I ignored her and concentrated on that rhythmic clenching as I pushed at the door of the cabinet. I could feel myself getting wet again even in this situation. I really was a slut, I thought. ‘ST’, I could no longer think of her except in shorthand, didn’t comment. Our private thoughts were obviously our private thoughts. 
“Mistress. Can I come out now? The program for my nano-bots has finished downloading to the cabinet and it’s gone dead.” The Bitch was standing before the view screen and was gloating at the sight of ‘ST’ floating in close proximity.  She turned her head and smiled a lascivious, wicked smile.
“Yes, yes, come here, Ginny Cunt Slut and show your mistress just how much you love her.” I scampered across to her and dropped to my knees, my rubber skirt clamped my thighs tighter still as I did so and my bosom heaved in the rubber crop top. I tried to appear eager and willing, I wanted her in the right frame of mind. I kept squeezing the dildo too, I didn’t want any shocks to make me faint at the wrong time. Her zeem opened easily as she shifted her legs apart to ease my access. I let my studded tongue dive on her big clit and brutalised it with the studs in my tongue. She was hot and up for it, thinking that all her wildest dreams were coming true. It didn’t take long, she was so ready. My face and throat was literally drenched with her spurting. 
“Mistress, can I come to ‘Sweet Thing!’ with you. I so want to see his face when he realises he‘s lost her and me!” I looked up at her face through the pass between those mountainous milk laden breasts of hers, making my eyes as big, wide and soulful as I could. “I want to see your triumph.”
“I’ve already told him that you’re injured. He’s just downloaded the software to your nano-bots, it will make him suspicious that you suddenly appear unharmed and healthy.”
“Not if you tell him I asked you to do it because I didn’t trust him not to once he found out that I wanted to stay with you. You can say that you’re making me come to ‘Sweet Thing!’ to be fair to him and make sure I’m not just infatuated with you!” I tried my best to make that sound convincing and fluttered my eyelids quite blatantly. She had reached down and was playing with my tits in their tight rubber confinement, flicking my big nipples where they stretched the rubber further still into little peaks. My head was almost lost between her milky globes and I snuffled between her boobs, shaking my head from side to side, working her uniform until the edge of her loosely buttoned uniform tunic top was pushed open sufficiently to expose both breasts in their supporting corset cups. Of course the cups left her teats exposed and with me still kneeling between her thighs, she was bent forward so the big boobies spilt out of their holders. I alternatively flicked and worked both teats, sucking, licking, biting and stretching until she was making little noises that sounded almost as though she were pleading with me. 
“Can I come, mistress, can I?” I renewed my suckling. “Can I, can I? We can show him just how beautiful you are and just what he’s having taken from him!”  The praise and the appeal to her sadism worked the trick. 
“Yes OK, OK!  But I think you had better be dressed in the outfit you came here in. We want to show him that I’m being serious.” I’d hoped to be left as I was, I wanted as much freedom as I could get to help ‘ST’ and the Captain when I got back home. 
“Mistress, why don’t you also show him just why I love you so much?” I fluttered my eyelashes again. It was starting to make my eyelids ache.  I had sent the psychotic bitch off in to fantasy world again. 
“Yes! And my strappy little outfit is just the thing to make the worm squirm and grovel!” she said. So it was that for the third time in a morning that I had found myself back in the Drobe being dressed in the rubber outfit I had worn on the day she had won me for the journey to next way-point. I had quickly placed the plug and dildo before getting into the Drobe. They went in easily. I was already getting aroused even as I worried about how everything might turn out.  I felt my labia flutter and my insides being manipulated as they went home and became wetter and more wanting at the thought of going back to ‘ST’ and him. The Drobe helped me into my tight Rubtex outfit but of course she wasn’t satisfied until my corset was tightened to the point at which I thought I would either burst at boobs and butt or simply break in two. Her nano-bots had been tuned to make her as strong as any man. When she tightened my single glove it felt as though my forearms were literally welded together behind me. Thankfully she didn’t make the goggles opaque, she wanted me to see what was going on if not contribute to the conversation. My gag was pumped as hard as I had ever experienced before. She in her way may have loved me but love in her book didn’t equate to gentleness, rather the reverse. She played with ends of my fittings, stirring my insides even more than their programming did. I couldn’t help but moan and writhe and I could feel the slickness building between my skin and the Rubtex.
Reynolds was definitely intent on ensuring too that she would leave an indelible memory with my captain. She wore the thigh boots that added to her already considerable height as well as adding to her natural dominatrix appearance. The straps that she wore did very little to conceal her body, the reverse in fact. They kept her breasts well spread and jutting and of course, pouted her cunt for action. But the signal that came over loud and clear to any male was keep off! 
Psychotic mad woman she may have been but as a pilot she was good. I had expected to be towed across to ‘ST’ in a pod but she had other ideas. She wanted to make an entrance and awe a poor male. She wanted to make my master squirm and writhe in defeat. As if the bitch could. Just thinking of him after being so many weeks apart made my pussy go into spasm as though it were his prick I were drawing in to my body and not the inhuman impalers I wore. Not even the AI’s would have done what she did, though, it was outside their safety parameters. Had even one other mated pair of drop-ship and deep voyageur been in proximity she wouldn’t have, either. It was normally reserved for transit between two deep voyageurs in emergency situations. With care she positioned ‘Amazon’ and the attached drop-ship, seemingly upside down above ‘ST’, though there is no up or down in space and connected the two access locks with a pressurised umbilical. Her coolness extended to traversing the fifty-metre tube.
Reynolds slung a satchel over her naked shoulder then walked us both into the lock. Low gravity or not, her unfettered breasts still moved in a way that would delight most men, especially as the low G ensured they were even rounder and higher on her chest than normal. I was stood in the centre of the lock as she closed the inner lock doors and opened the outer. After, that is, she had flooded the umbilical with warm air. I looked down the well that was the tube to ‘ST’s closed outer lock feeling vertiginous. I kicked myself and made my mind re-orientate itself to think of the tube as being horizontal. My bound arms were sandwiched between us and, even with her huge milk laden boobs, being much taller than me, she could reach around me easily. Her hands were gripping and fondling my boobs through the taut Rubtex. For a moment I was confused but it wasn‘t just sexual play. Her height made it simple for her to lift me by them and walk me forward towards the external exit of the lock. I grunted with distress but the gravity rapidly dropped even more as we got closer to the tube we were about to traverse so it didn‘t hurt for long. Not that I was able to protest with my gag pumped hard. The very low gravity made the vertigo return with a vengeance, it felt as though we were about to fall from a great height towards the hard metal of ‘ST‘s outer lock. 
I contemplated the journey before me and felt sick to my stomach. My mind wouldn‘t let me rationalise my fear; the gravity was now too low, my inner ear wouldn‘t stabilise. Before my stomach had time to react, though, she bent slightly at the knees and let us both fall forward. In the low gravity we fell slowly but before my boobs came close to the floor of the tube she pushed with her toes and caused us to leap in slow motion head first down the tunnel. We didn’t want it to be fast, that could be dangerous, but it was still frightening.  I had no judgement of speed in the tube, the slowness of our progress just made us have further to fall. There was no way to kick myself this time, I was totally disorientated. I felt myself clenching everything to the point where every internal muscle ached.  Suddenly I felt as though the bitch was flying me. Reynolds was twisting, squeezing and pulling at my swollen Rubtex clad tits to turn me even as she rolled own body as neat as any gymnast. Now we were dropping feet first and it was easier, then in few more long seconds, she touched down lightly on ‘ST‘s outer lock, using my boobs to act as springs to take away my momentum before letting me float stationary by her side as she manually opened it. In a few seconds she was towing me inside ‘ST’ and gravity began to return. There was an up and down and my stomach quietened. Reynolds’ face was a beautiful impassive mask. The psychotic bitch didn’t have the sort of imagination to feel fear. I think at that moment I realised just how dangerous she was.
‘ST’ was in contact with me at all times now, I hadn’t had to say a lot, though, she was using my eyes and ears to see just what was going on. Now it was me who was a mind in another's body and I was stunned, it was alien, bizarre and wonderful. I suddenly realised how she had felt, being a passenger in my body. Both of us had an inner core where our identity as a person lived and the other couldn’t enter. Similarly we could watch through the other’s eyes and marvel at the scintillating data our minds processed into actions. Neither of us could take direct action with the other’s body without the active co-operation of the other.  At this time, though, ‘ST’ didn’t want to make Reynolds suspect that with me on board she could now access all her controls and systems via my nano-bots. For me, this was the first time I became aware of that beautiful flow of data. Even at this level of non-activity, my mind was totally overwhelmed. For an instant I took it, my mind raced down channels I never guessed at, bounced around the vast cavern that was ‘Sweet Thing!’s data banks, saw and comprehended. My mind could not only pass the data, it could process it too. ‘ST’ had left the back-up of her program inscribed on my brain. It was too much, overloaded, I fainted.
I came to with my master’s face looking down at me with a worried expression on his face and ‘ST’s worried voice in my head. “Ginny Slut! Ginny Slut!” When I fainted, because her communication with her ship body was through me, she effectively blacked out. He helped me to my feet, it being somewhat awkward to do on your own when you’re corseted to an inch of your life, doubly impaled, bound like a turkey and shrink wrapped in Rubtex. My normal response to being trussed so would have been delicious, but now was not exactly the time for my overheated libido to go off on its own. Automatically I had cuddled in to his chest. I felt safe, I felt home. Then I saw Reynolds’ eyes on us and realised I couldn’t let myself go just yet. My reaction must have been noted by ‘ST’ for as I pulled away from him, a voice in my head, said. “Good slut!” Reynolds took her cold acquisitive eyes off me and turned her attention to my master. If she was suspicious it didn‘t show. If she still had her fantasies intact she was about to be disillusioned.  
“Now, Captain, from what you say, you need help.” She was playing the innocent rescuer to the hilt but getting to the point quickly. “In real terms your ship is little more than salvage without an AI. So I’m claiming those salvage rights.” My master just looked her somewhat distracted, my faint had taken his attention but now this big voluptuous woman was talking to him about salvage in crisp business-like tones even as she flaunted her naked tits and pussy at him.  He stared at her, bemused, a blank look on his face. 
I asked ‘ST’ just how much he and Penny knew as to what was going on. I had seen Penny by the printer over my master’s shoulder as he hugged me. I hadn’t asked how she and Master had got on together. What with all the strain of putting up with Reynolds for six weeks I hadn’t wanted to add any sort of jealousy to my load. She wore a white translucent Rubtex tee shirt and black bib and brace Rubtex hot pants. They were too tight to need the braces but they kept up the bib that displayed rather than covered her neat hard nipples. Now I watched as she shifted around one heel of her thigh high Rubtex boots. She wore no bondage of any sort, though I thought I could see the bulge in her hot pants that indicated a dildo’s presence. Penny looked though as if she were getting ready to pounce if the need arose. 
“Just as much as I could tell him via that stupid little printer,” replied ‘ST’. “Penny knows too. I told him to take his lead from me. He knows she’s as mad as a hatter but I’m not sure he believes it. Penny does, though.” I glanced at Penny’s determined face. Her neat boobs stretched the Rubtex well, not as well as mine, I thought as I glanced down at my huge thrusting tits with satisfaction. I knew what he liked. The nipples threatened to pop through the rubber and I could feel the ache behind then building already. I clenched at my impalers and did a few pelvic thrusts to work them hard as I thought about him, then I shook myself angrily, how could I even begin to think of sex at a desperate time like this? 
“Interesting,” was the one word that spilt from ‘ST’ and I knew she was a passive passenger in my body. 
“Do you visit my brain when you need to?” I wondered, “Or are you simply a passive passenger there all the time? Do I rummage in your bio-tronic brain or do I occupy you as if it were an extension of my own mind and body?” I could feel the ship in the way you might feel your toes even as I asked ‘ST’. I only had to direct my thought to a part of the ship and I could feel it. 
“Perhaps we have the perfect symbiotic partnership, Ginny Slut? We both love Avon more than ourselves. I know that now that I can see from you what love is, Ginny.”   
Did I love him that much? I thought and glanced at Penny. I knew what they must have been doing since the last Way-Point and didn’t really mind. Did that mean ‘ST’ was wrong? No, that was only the body taking pleasure, (I myself had taken pleasure with Penny on a couple of occasions by way of a little show) though I would have preferred him to take pleasure with me.  Yes, I really did love Master more than myself. I tuned in again to Reynolds. 
“Salvage rights?” he said, his voice was puzzled. 
“Well, salvage is all your ship is at the moment. She’s only of use to you.” She seemed to consider the colonists in the drop-ship for the first time, “And the peasants, if you have a working AI.” 
“I could control and pilot the ship manually. I have the knowledge and ability.”
“Yes I’m sure you have, Captain.” Her acceptance of his ability was honeyed - honeyed poison. “But it will extend the journey by about six months, even with Penny Slut to help you the chances of keeping all the systems working correctly in ship and drop-ship are worse than a hundred to one. You know what the effect of stasis fields in close proximity is on each other, don’t you? Circuit failure is high. Even if you do make it through, time dilation will put you years behind the others. I must say with that bitch Penny helping, the chances get worse the more you look at them.” She looked smug as she prepared to administer the knockout punch. “So what we do is swap ships. You carry on in the ‘Amazon’ and I take over ‘Sweet Thing!’ once I’ve re programmed her.”
“Oh I see what you want. But I must defend Penny’s abilities, I think she is excellent. And, by the way, my girl is Ginny.” 
“Oh, didn’t I tell you Ginny wants to stay with me?” 
Captain Avon looked at me with a quizzical eye. “Is that true, Ginny?” I could say nothing but I shook my head so vigorously that my boobs went in to wild gyrations as I tried to walk towards my master but Reynold grabbed a strap of my arm sheath.
“I thought I had informed the ‘Amazon’ that I am fully functional again, Captain Avon,” said ‘ST’. I could feel all the data passing through me that enabled ‘ST’ to function as she should. For a moment I giggled to myself. The tuned nano-bots caused me feel like a communications cable so it was probably just as well I was sheathed in Rubtex.  “The glitch in my system must have corrupted my communications channel. Dear me, dear me. Tut! Tut!” She sounded so exaggeratedly sorry. ‘ST’ can be a real bitch when she wants to be.
I think it was the “Tut! Tut!” and the smug looks on Penny and Master’s faces combined with the little choked laughs that finally flipped Reynolds completely.  In an instant she changed from loving, if sadistic mistress, to her true nature, psychotic bitch.  From her boot top she pulled a knife and pushed it at my throat hard enough to cut the Rubtex and cause a little trickle of blood to run down the blade. It didn’t hurt, but I was in shock.  When I stopped trying to look under my own chin and looked at Penny and Master instead, they were too.
“If I can’t have her, no one can.” Was she talking about me or ‘ST’ or was it both of us? I wondered wildly. Mad or not, her brain was racing with icy precision and she had already thought about her next move.









Part 18

 
I looked down at him with tears in my eyes. His face was white and those so hard muscles were slack. He had been willing to make the ultimate sacrifice for me. How I loved him, how I would ache for him only to be denied the comfort of his body
Helpless, even had I not been so corseted and trussed, I had felt paralysed, shock having given way to fear. Keeping her arm around me and the knife resting across my posture collar she wrenched one of the fire extinguishers that were part of ST’s safety equipment from the wall. They were no more than four-hundred mil long but heavy and solid to withstand rough usage. With one finger she flicked the safety and began to spray ‘ST’s visual and sound sensor pod where it hung from the ceiling. My master made a move towards her but she only had to twist the knife and the point was under my chin and a fresh trickle of blood joined the first. There was no doubt she was deadly serious.  She backed us from the control room and shut the door, then gave me a hard shove so I fell to the floor and, turning swiftly, hammered the base of the heavy extinguisher against the control panel until it was smashed and the door jammed.  A hand on the back of my collar lifted me and shook my bound and helpless body as though she were angry at a puppy.  As I was frog-marched towards the lock she sprayed the lenses of every one of ‘ST’s sensor pods we passed. She wasn’t to know that ‘ST’ was seeing through my eyes and listening to my frightened mental babble. 
Reynolds seemed to think she had all the time in the world because of the door being sealed behind us and the sensors covered. I suppose she did whilst she had a knife to my throat, ‘ST’ wasn’t going to risk anything stupid. We passed the gym-playroom and she grabbed some straps from the wall. It was obvious she had something in mind.  I was helpless and sweating with terror, the Rubtex was slick and wet against my skin. Of course I forgot about squeezing the invading dildo and got caught out by a horrendous shock but even though I was close to hyper-ventilating, I dare not faint. I made sure I kept squeezing. It was one of the few conscious muscle groups I had any control over.  Perhaps it was the fear, or it was just how my sexual orientation had been developed since leaving Earth, goodness knows, I had been trained enough. But even at such a time, this little masochist was being aroused.  The goggles I wore, though still adjusted so as to be clear, were now fogged badly and I could actually see little. 
We were through into the main lock now and she closed the inner door behind her before again smashing the controls. The outer door had to be opened manually because ‘ST’ had cut the power, I felt her do it. She couldn’t stop Reynolds opening it manually, though, and suddenly I was staring down that well of an umbilical tube again.  If I had expected her to fly me back to the ‘Amazon’ again I was to be surprised. In truth I was too fuddled to think anything. 
Outside and inside, the lock above the outer door were recessed and folded winches that could be operated to pull loads in or out of the lock. They were for maintenance and emergencies only and were manually operated. Under normal circumstances ‘ST’ would simply have adjusted the gravity in the lock to aid load handling. Now Reynolds pulled these hoist cables down from each winch, connected it to my collar and locked them off. I was stuck, looking up at the bottom edge of the opened and nested door. ‘ST’ was seeing through my eyes and though she didn’t say anything directly to me, for the first time in the history of artificial intelligence an AI said “Shit!” and truly knew the emotions that went with the statement. 
Reynolds wasn’t done yet, though, her aim hadn‘t been just to stop ‘ST’ closing the lock door. She took the straps that she had collected from the gym and lashed my feet wide apart to each side of the portal. It wasn’t an unfamiliar position but it was the first time I had been bound so in anger and not as part of a sexually inspired game and my fear deepened. All I could do though was roll my eyes downwards to try and see past my boobs and teats. An impossible task when your elbows are touching behind you and you’re almost being hung by the pull on your posture collar. I gave thanks that the gravity was only half ship norm here. 
“Don’t worry,” said ‘ST’. “I’ll drop to near zero G when she leaves you. I don’t want her to know that I can see what’s going on, though. Captain Avon’s working to get the inner lock open now.” ‘ST’ was a bit premature in her planning, for as ever Reynolds was full of surprises. 
I didn’t see her take the tubular device from her satchel but she must have. “Now, you little cunt!” She said the word that she had used almost lovingly in the past in a way that was both disgusting and obscene. “Let’s see just how well that educated twat of yours can work.” She used some twine to link the bottom of the black device, with its buttons and display window, to the base of my vaginal dildo. She tugged tighter by a hole the straps that closed my posture collar then pulled down hard so that my neck was stretched against the anchoring winch cables.  I was near choking, the gag filling my mouth because of the upward pull on my collar against my jaw had become like a rock in my mouth. I couldn’t even whimper. Then I heard a soft clunk as the base of the device touched the metal deck. “Perfect!” She now took great delight in telling me exactly just what she was doing. 
“You betrayed me, you little cunt! I loved you and thought you loved me! Instead you were just cheating on me. Well, I don’t want a traitorous slut on board my ship. And if I can’t have you, no one can.” She pushed at the device with her toe and I could feel the dildo inside my pussy move in sympathy with it, stirring me as it did so.  “That thing hanging from your dildo is a bomb. Making things like that is a hobby of mine,” I bet they are, I thought, you perverted bitch. “You never know when something like that will come in handy.” She giggled and it made my blood run cold. She was casually condemning me, ‘ST’, Penny and my Master to death and, worst of all, thousands of helpless innocent colonists. She had flipped - big time. “When I leave here I’ll arm it. I’ve set it so that if it breaks contact with the floor for more than two seconds it will explode. Of course when I get back to ‘Amazon’ I won’t be able to get free of the umbilical without depressurising it so you’ll pass out and release the pull down to maintain contact with the floor anyway. And then? Boom!” She was smiling an evil smile now and I marvelled at how someone so selfish and wicked could be so beautiful. 
Reynolds had stopped pulling me down so naturally I had relaxed as much as my straddle legged stricture would allow to ease the pull on my neck. She bent to collect the satchel and her huge milk laden breasts hung shapely and round in the low gravity. “As it’s your last few minutes, I think I should let you have a little pleasure.” She took one of her breasts in her hand and pointed the large teat in the direction of my gagged mouth. 
“Sorry I can’t give you a last meal as well, cunt!” She made her milk spurt in to my Rubtex clad face and the milk ran down it and onto my own jutting tits. When she let go, it dropped slowly with a heavy liquidity back on to her chest. The zapper was in her hand and she pointed it at my crotch. “Every five seconds, I think.” She smiled as she turned away. “If you don’t keep squeezing, bitch, the setting for your little encouragement might well make you faint.” Then, just before she was about to leave, she continued: “Oh and of course if you let that dildo be pulled from your snatch - and it doesn’t take that much of a pull to free them from the rubber sphincters that keep them so nicely in place normally - the bomb will fall on its side. That will make it go off too, Cunt!” She giggled at her own cleverness but still sounded angry and vicious even though her words were spoken softly. “Boom! Boom!” She whispered, looking at me as she mimed an explosion. She was silent now, her face blank but her eyes blinking as though she were listening to some inner voices. Then, in one graceful movement, she turned and pushed off, flying down the umbilical like some super-hero or rather super villain, from a cartoon. 
As she traversed the tube I watched her grow smaller before its natural curve blocked my view of the bitch. Already I was frantically pulling down with my wide spread legs so that the bomb was kept in touch with the floor, even as I clenched and pulled down against my collar choked myself.  The vibration was overwhelming my crotch and I could feel my stomach muscles twinge as I fought to retain the dildo deep in me. It was that which made my arousal roll and rise. As I have said, perhaps it’s because I am just a submissive masochistic slut that fear excites me. Or perhaps, as I think, arousal was triggered to protect me from the fear. 
Blinded by perspiration and with my airways strangled, dark clouds gathered but I fought them and tried to calm the booming of my blood in my ears. 
“Hold on, Ginny! Avon is coming to you.” My foggy mind made it difficult to concentrate on ‘ST’s words. Little orgasmic pulses seemed to syncopate the pulsing of my blood.  How my stomach hurt from the clenching but how it excited me too. “I’m increasing the gravity in the lock.” I could read the underlying logic. She was trying to make it easier for me to pull down and keep the base of the bomb against the floor but she dare not raise it too much or I would pass out, my pussy would relax and the bomb topple over. My orgasmic body didn’t make things any easier either, of course. 
“The bitch won’t get away with this. Reynolds will get a warm reception when she gets back there. She’d shorted out some of the ‘Amazon’s prime directives so she could take the actions she has. But with the added computing power your brain allows me (such elegant computing potential I feel is wasted on humans) I’ve been able to break down the ‘Amazon’s defences and re-establish them.” I wanted to scream at her casual tone but lost the thread as another climax ripped through me but I dared not allow it to overwhelm my control. That fight for control only made it worse and another climax built. Through misted lenses I saw, in the low gravity of the lock, first a circular inspection hatch drop slowly to the deck and then a shape follow it down.  Master had found a way to me through the maintenance ducts. I still couldn’t see properly but knew it was him and felt tears of relief and joy spring to my eyes. “Don’t relax, you silly slut. You’ve not won yet!” said ‘ST’. His nearness excited me as it always does and I wept as I clenched and fought the orgasm. 
A vibro knife slashed the cables fixed to my posture collar and then the laces of my single glove. “’Amazon’ is holding her trapped in her lock and is flooding it with gas to knock her out.” I felt a relief that the mad bitch was caged and made safe but even as my master now slashed the ties that held my legs apart and the twine between bomb and vibrating dildo, he used those immortal words again.
“Oh, shit!” 
Of course I could say nothing because of my jaw-breaking gag and in truth I didn’t know what to say so ‘ST’ didn’t bother to relay the litany of, “Oh Master! Oh Master!” that just repeated itself in my brain. So it was that I just looked on as he struggled with the bomb, waiting for life to tingle back in to my arms and hands.
“I can’t stop it or re-set it without her codes. I’ve got about four or five minutes to get it off, ‘ST’. I’m going to take it to the centre of the umbilical and try to cut a hole and launch it away from the ship. With luck I can get back before the tube decompresses or the bomb explodes.”  And, I thought, as ‘ST’ and I for the first time jointly computed the variables and odds, we hope it’s far enough away not to damage or destroy both ships.  With all of ‘ST’s data banks available to me I knew that because of the proximity to ‘Amazon’ both ships’ stasis shields were as near zero as made no difference.  
“As soon as I’m though the outer hatch, close it and get back inside ‘ST’.” With that he was out of the lock and on to the umbilical. Gravity dropped to zero within a metre or so of the door and he wasn’t finding it easy to hold the bomb in such a way as to keep sufficient pressure on its base to stop it going off prematurely and yet go at just the right speed to be able to stop centrally on the umbilical to ditch it. 
Even as the outer lock thumped down with restored power I was manually cranking up the inner door. I got it up no more than half a metre when one of ‘ST’s mobile units came scuttling under it, towing a spare ship suit, my own being still aboard ‘Amazon’. I was so thankful of my dirt-side training for it took over and allowed programmed reactions to take work. The mobile unit had extended a cleaning arm and wiped ‘ST’s lock sensors so even as I rushed in to my suit we could both watch down the umbilical to see our master’s progress. I triggered the suit and it clamped to my body. It wasn’t the most comfortable of suits. I was still corseted, gagged, Rubtexed and slick with sweat and my juices and on top of all that I had various straps still attached to me that I’d had no time to ditch after Master cut me free, still pushing into my body. But I could operate in raw vacuum, for at least a while, anyway.  ‘ST’ and I’d had one of our lightning interchanges so we knew what we must do. And without a wasted second. 
I was cranking down the inner hatch and watching Master’s progress via ‘ST’ as we both counted the seconds. Vibro knives will cut most things, given time, and the umbilical wasn’t metal. Still it took time. Time he didn’t have. He was through it now and I saw the bomb simultaneously pushed and sucked from the tube. Now he no longer had the thirty seconds of countdown but the two of pressure release.  The inner hatch was down and the instant it locked the outer shot open. Two seconds can seem an age. Air pressure was dropping rapidly even though the tube is self-sealing. The hole he had to cut was just too big to seal quickly.  I watched him turn and thrust towards me. I dare not move towards him because if I did I might actually slow him down and the suction from the hole in the umbilical was doing that. He was half way back to me when the bomb exploded. The light from it seemed to ex- ray the tube and for a moment all went white. The tube was tough and protected him from the worst of the blast but in an instant the umbilical had little twinkling holes in it like stars and red planets of blood floated around the limply floating man who was my sun. I’d been protected because I was still in the lock itself and the air pressure was too low to transmit the blast.
Grabbing the cut end of the outer winch cable at the exit from the lock and leaping towards him, I flew but then with a jerk the cable ran out and the reaction started to make me float backwards towards ‘ST’.  The explosion had robbed him of most of his momentum and it seemed an age for him to float that last few inches towards me. Thankfully he was going forward a fraction faster than I was going backwards.   I just managed to grip his stretching fingertips and pull him. Now I had his wrist, I jerked at the cable and we increased speed back towards the lock. It was second but seemed an age. 	
The outer hatch shot down and I could feel pressure building. “Be careful about taking your helmet off, Ginny, I’m pumping near pure oxygen into lock.” I didn’t stop to tend him, though my heart went cold as I looked at his up rolled eyes and the blue white skin with its bloom of broken veins in his nose and cheeks. Blood seemed to be springing out from him everywhere but thankfully it slowed as the air pressure increased. I could do nothing for him here so went to pump the inner lock open again, ignoring even the terrible pain when I forgot to clench and the dildo seared my pussy.
The lid went down and I breathed a sigh of relief. How I was going to last all those months until the medi-cabinet had done its job I didn’t know. But at least we had got him back in time, vacuum damaged and holed like a colander but at least without irreparable damage. OK, there was going to be those lonely months but I could wait, knowing that he was going to be their alive and well at the end. 
“’ST’?”
“Yes?”
“Do you think we could make him just a tad longer - and say a smidgen thicker?” She didn’t need to ask what should be a tad longer and a smidgen thicker. OK it was mainly for voyeuristic purposes but what the hell.
“I’m sure it will make the three of us very happy,” said ‘ST’ and meant it. 
 









Epilogue

 
Penny ended up captain of the ‘Amazon’ though it has now been renamed ‘Jake’ after an old boyfriend of Penny’s of whom she has fond memories. ‘Amazon’s or rather ‘Jake’s AI has now acquired a more masculine voice and persona.  Her supercargo is a certain Ms Reynolds.  
If we were a little more civilised we would have left Reynolds with the colonist on the third planet of the Proteus System for trial and re-modelling. But that would have left Captain Penny without an experienced supercargo for the voyage back. Mad or not, Reynolds is one hell of a pilot. Penny has decided that she likes voyaging better than colonisation after all, even if it does mean putting motherhood on hold. She takes great pleasure in making Reynolds instruct her in the pilot’s art. And anyway who said we’re civilised? None of us would be long voyageurs if we were totally civilised. 
So it was that Reynolds spent a long time being electronically conditioned as a pet with a device designed by ‘ST’ and myself (with input from Penny.) Oh, inside her head what rants and raves must fill it! Reynolds would tear us all to bits still if she could but her conditioning just won’t allow. Anyway I expect that all those orgasms she’s had and programmed for will have softened her beautifully by the time Penny gets her Earth-side again, so that she will be turned into a model citizen quite easily.
  	Our Master was back with us, hale and hearty, two Way-Points from the Proteus System. It’s amazing what a smidgen or two can do for all of us. Of course I’m staying with him and ‘ST’ when we head off into unknown space. Perhaps we’ll be the first to discover alien intelligence? ‘ST’ may have repaired her internal com links but neither of us want to lose our special link. It adds a whole new dimension to our lives and relationships. And we have a lot of relationships …
 

THE END



cover.jpeg
Tortured Passage
Book 2

-

BDSM Erotica

o=e
B e Richard Carradine





