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Chapter One
The Savota Ranch, System ST-101
 

	The radiant glare of Slave World’s double suns, one yellow the other a fading orange, dipped low over a lush tropical rainforest that stretched as far as the eye could see. Despite the diminishing light the air was still oppressively thick, a smothering blanket of pregnant humidity that could literally suck the life from a person if they weren’t careful. Colonel Nathan R. Burke, Fleet Strike, Retired, was long used to it by now, having spent the last three years bathed in this perpetual sauna.
	He pressed the ice cold beer pack clutched between callused fingers to his brow, leaving behind a distorted puddle in the middle of his washboard stomach. Damn that feels good. A flurry of squawking Egrin passed noisily overhead, drawing his lazy attention from behind an antiquated pair of mirrored sunglasses. Vibrant shades of red and green, and the high-pitched calls that bordered on annoyance, quickly faded into the background ambience of the jungle. Another day of monotony induced apathy was drawing to a close. 
	Burke scowled from the comfort of his memory-gel lawn chair, quietly antsy with inactivity after a lifetime of living at the sharp end. Work only occupied a fraction of his time more often than not, and you could only spend so many hours at the gym, or the shooting range, or running endless laps around the ranch, before even that became old and tedious. 
	His beer pack became the target of a cagey leer, a disgusted snarl of self-contempt. He tossed its half-full remains into the small recycler several feet away. I gotta lay off the juice, been making a habit of that lately. Inactivity leads to boredom, which leads to slovenly conduct and needless indulgence, which leads to inevitable degeneracy, which leads to… He refused to allow himself to sink to the same level as the other inhabitants of this insanely perverse circus of a world. A few hours hitting the weights later tonight, would be his penance for a momentary lapse of reason.
	A faint sonic boom drifted down from the heavens, bringing him to instant awareness. Predatory intentness swept the sky laced with fluffy shades of cotton candy, focusing on the reflective glint of metal descending towards the ranch landing-grid. It was moving far too slowly to be anything, but a civilian freighter. A ship like that would be dead meat in an assault. What, maybe four seconds, before they bought it? And that was if the planetary defense network was asleep. Burke made a gun with his hand, pointing his finger, taking aim at the rapidly growing image. His thumb dropped, pulling the trigger.
	“Bang.” 
	Burke’s wrist communicator/computer, commonly referred to as a wrist-com, beeped to life, pulling him from his reverie of imaginary destruction. Gee, what a surprise. It was Carol, the bubbly communication tech from Ranch Central Control. He rose his wrist to his mouth, letting the voice activated controls accept the call. 
	“Burke, here.” 
	“Sorry to disturb you, Nathan, but Mr. Todd has requested your presence for the inprocessing.”
	The unexpected request caused him to sit up in surprise. “I thought I wasn’t receiving any new slaves in this shipment?”
	“You’re not, but we do have a shipment of M’ithincti arriving with them, and Rupert wants you there in case there’s any trouble.” 
	“Give me a break,” Nathan groaned, flopping back in his chair. “He has more than enough security. Just tell Harry to send an extra team over, and everything will be fine.”
	“He was very adamant that you be there, Nathan. I don’t think he’s going to take no for an answer this time.”
	“Christ on a crutch, tell him…tell him I’m busy or something, tell him I’m drunk!” Nathan really had no desire to witness another group of beings, human or otherwise, initiated into a life of forced slavery. He saw more than enough of that on a day to day basis as it was.
	“You know as well as I do,” Carol began with a slight whine of annoyance. “That your B.A.C. is way below the impairment level. Rupert also wanted me to remind you of your obligation while under contract to Mr. Savota. No excuses this time, you seem to be making a habit of those lately.” He rolled his eyes, accompanied with a painful sigh from her partially veiled accusation.
	“Fine, let me grab a quick shower first.”
	“You better hurry, the freighter has already landed, and-”
	“Yes, Carol, I can see that. I’ll be there in ten minutes, Burke out.” 
	“Wait! Nathan, I-”
	Burke ended the transmission before another proposition for dinner and a night of dancing in Port City would have to be awkwardly deflected again. As cold as it may sound, he just didn’t know how else to deal with her persistent attention anymore, except trying to ignore it. But then again, he’d never been good with women. Babbling incontinence and uncertainty when confronting the opposite sex outside of anything but a professional setting, made strange bedfellows for a man considered almost fearless by those that knew him.
	Burke pushed himself out of the chair, quick and deadly graceful, stretching, hands locked above his head. Living steel rippled, overlaid by weather-beaten, coppery bronze. The upper corner of his lip, lined with a neatly trimmed mustache that matched his military regulation length brown hair, curled into a nonplus frown. One of the nearby security pods with a visual feed was pointed directly at him. I’ve never even laid a hand on her… It’s starting all over again. 
	This wasn’t the first time Burke had been the target of computerized stalking by one of the women in the employment of Michael Savota. Things had gotten so bad with Vanessa nearly two years ago that he’d been forced to remove all the artificial intelligence, or AI controlled monitoring gear from his quarters.
	He had to admit that Carol wasn’t bad compared to most: cute, about fifteen years his junior, and brunette, which happened to be his preference. Her above average intelligence mixed with a personality of bubbly friendliness and a generous endowment of curves, made for an appealing combination in any woman. Carol stood out among the rest, making her a tempting choice, but Burke still had his doubts about her motives, and looks, in his experience, proved to be nothing but a superficial lie more often than not. Torri Richards was a prime example of that. 
	Torri was the perpetual horn-dog of the ranch staff, and made no efforts to conceal it. To make matters worse, she’d found a loophole in his tightly regulated circle of forced acquaintances recently as his unneeded and unwanted assistant. Burke couldn’t stand her. Beside the fact that she had her nose so far up Savota’s ass that she knew what he ate on a daily basis, she was a power hungry, ruthless bitch. Torri’s cruel arrogance was matched only by a fiendish sex drive, contained within a tall, panther-sleek body behind the face of an angel. She was a devil in disguise and her malicious brutality overflowed to the treatment of the slaves whenever the fancy struck her. They’d already butted heads several times because of it, but what really put their working relationship on ice happened only last week. 
	Burke had found her waiting in his bed one night after work, her intentions as obvious as the fingers buried between her legs and the glassy look of stoned arousal in her eyes from one too many hits of Euphoria X. That was when the fur flew and he’d put his foot down with her at last. The fact that Torri could be so presumptuous, so misguided in her assessment of him to the point of invading his privacy really grated Burke the wrong way. Besides, all she wanted to do was fuck, and a rampant life of casual sex had never been one of his missions in life. In all honesty, Burke could count the number of women on one hand that he’d had relationships with over the years that even made it to that point. 
	Despite his surprising naiveté in some regards to women, Burke wasn’t dumb. He knew exactly what drove women like Torri to pull a stunt like that. He knew exactly what Carol, Vanessa and all the others over the years were secretly after. They were all the same in his opinion, every last split tail alive: greedy gold diggers with a visceral lust for a physique that had won the All Fleet Triathlon three years running, and the Combat Survival Skills Championship (augmented category) during his career. 
	Burke’s desire to hone is body to the point of near perfection had nothing to do with attracting a woman, it never had. It made him a more efficient soldier, and in war, when the lives of his Marines depended on it, that was all that mattered as far as he was concerned. Finding a suitable female acquaintance had always been a secretive, yet secondhand objective, when the fate of humanity as he saw it, always seemed to be teetering on the brink of collapse. 
	Well, that’s someone else’s responsibility now, he thought bitterly. Retirement, what a joke. The life of a glorified babysitter had never been on his list of aspirations. At least I have Donna. If it weren’t for her, Burke would have been gone long ago; happily leaving this place to the people it had been created for. 
	Burke was silently fuming by the time he entered the cool interior of his modestly decorated, Spartan, single story bungalow. Michael Savota, Donna’s degenerate excuse for a husband, and unfortunately his employer, didn’t deserve a woman like her. Their marriage had digressed to the point of a legal formality, and he ignored her for the most part now. Good, it just meant that she and Burke could spend that much more time together instead. 
	His nightly visits to Donna had become a routine that you could set your watch by. Most times she fell asleep nuzzled to his chest, safe in his protective arms, content with the knowledge of being loved by at least one man in her life. Spending time with her was the only thing that Burke had to look forward to in this tropical paradise engineered to fuel the insatiable avarice of the mega-rich. This was Slave World: an entire planet dedicated to the fulfillment of every perversion and hushed debauchery known to man. Burke could have cared less about those things; this may be his home, but it was also his prison, one he was bound to by the love of a woman who meant more to him than life itself. 
	Burke stepped into the shower cubicle, activating the pre-programmed sequence that pelted his body with the cooling sensation of presciently controlled eighty-degree water. He closed his eyes, letting the lukewarm bliss rinse the sweat and accumulated grime of his dirty job down the drain. The filth always returned though, day in and day out. It always did when you were a slave Overseer, a trainer, a small god to those poor unfortunates that fall under the leash of tentative authority. He hated this place and his job with a passion.
	Burke’s quarters really weren’t all that different than when he’d been aboard ship, being clinically sterile to the point of bland necessity. People were generally creatures of habit, even unintentionally, and Burke was no different than anyone else in that sense. Besides, habit becomes a lifestyle all in itself, if given time. He took a fresh pair of undergarments and lightweight khaki shorts, from among the other precisely folded contents of a dresser. A matching short sleeve shirt with razor-sharp creases, followed from the closet that still looked as if on display and inspection ready, at a moment’s notice. 
	Like most old soldiers, Burke had a coveted collection of family holo-photos. In many cases, they were the sole reminder of a life left behind forever. One contained his deceased parents on their honeymoon: majestic, waving happily with the surf lapping around their ankles. Burke’s older brother, a brother he hadn’t spoken to in years by mutual choice, stood self-assertive and contemptuous in his University gown. A beautiful brunette, proud and confident, rode a sorrel mare in a lazy canter under a blazing sun. His sister was such a different person now, after her accident twelve years ago. 
	Burke’s fingers paused at the buttons of his shirt, lips pursing at the image of youthful beauty, with an innocently crafty smile. The dizzying array of cheerleader poses continued with energetic insanity, as they had since the photo was taken six years ago. Ashley, his one and only niece, had sadly become a constant source of silent disappointment and impending failure. Too wild, too out of control…  Sooner or later the walls would come crashing down, and her world of frantic partying and hormone-driven sexcapades, would come to a screeching halt of grim reality. 
	His brooding thoughts of Ashley’s recklessly indulgent behavior awoke a pleasant apparition from the past. She was a Fleet pilot, a rare breed of woman that he’d thought about quite regularly for years, yet had sadly drifted away with time. His memory of her was nebulous, and regretfully only vague at this point, but still enough that it sent a shiver straight to his cock; he’d masturbated to her imaginary attention over the years more time than he could remember.
	Burke had never spoken to her other than when the rare instance of duty demanded it; he’d never had the courage to approach her outside of anything but that. Burke chuckled, remembering that she did have a gap between her two front incisors that were several sizes, too large. They gave her simplistic, girl next door beauty a slight chipmunk appearance, that he’d always found cute in some oddly intriguing way.
	Maybe it had been her lurid reputation that kept him at a distance? It wasn’t uncommon for Fleet personnel to be promiscuous on board ship, during the Seth’Kelain War. With the casualty rate as high as it was in those first four years, chances are you may not be alive in the next few minutes, let alone tomorrow. She’d been a real terror though, almost as if she was immersing herself in it, becoming drunk on it to hide from some unimaginable demons. In a way he’d felt sorry for her, without even knowing why.
	Burke took a high velocity 12mm pistol from his palm activated weapon’s locker, strapping the holster about his waist. I should take a rifle as well, better safe than sorry. Probably a good thing if I am there, because if just one of those damn things gets loose… Why that dumbshit, Michael, wanted to take the chance of having a group of extremely dangerous M’ithincti around, better known as ‘squids,’ was beyond him. The large octopus-like creatures were mean as hell, and just one swat from their bulbous, tentacle-like appendages, could easily kill a man. They were nothing but trouble, until their neural inhibiting devices could be implanted, making them docilely brain-dead for the most part. Actually, Burke did know why Michael had them, and he shuddered at the thought of it. 
	It had become a growing fetish over the last hundred years, illegal on Federation worlds now, but not here, not on Slave World. Many of the high-class ‘ladies’ that Michael entertained on a regular basis at his parties, enjoyed being pleasured by those very same tentacles. Disgusting…
	Burke slung a standard Fleet issue MR9 laser rifle over his shoulder, securing the weapon’s locker, heading out the front door. His thoughts, and growing hard-on, drifted back to the diminutive Fleet pilot that went by the call sign Venom. He knew exactly what he’d be forced to do later tonight, because of it. 
	It seemed like she was always in such a good mood, with a natural bounce in her step that made Burke smile whenever he saw her, not to mention, she was one of the best pilots he’d ever known. Regretfully, she’d been transferred before he had ever worked up the courage to thank her for saving his life. A quiet dinner with her would have been nice, or maybe a Plasma-Light Symphony? I wonder what she’s up to these days. With her brilliant military record, the sky’s the limit. Whatever it is, I’m sure she’s not bored out of her mind, stuck on a planet full of delinquent perverts.



Neutral Trade World Darien IV,
Johannesburg Port, docking bay 34

 

	The blinding arc from the ion welder, made erratic shadows of superheated light in the cramped maintenance compartment. It felt like my face and neck had been under a sandblaster for the last several hours, despite the welding shield attachment. I squinted up through dark goggles, shutting off the welder, lifting the respirator from my grimy, sweat-drenched face. The lingering haze of chemically tainted smoke made my nose burn with ozone razors. That’s just going to have to do for now. A possible death in space from a blown seam is better than a guaranteed one any day of the week. If the bounty hunter I slagged in town this morning had friends…  
	Besides running into a bounty hunter, my ship’s artificial intelligence had decided to take a dump on me a few hours ago. I still couldn’t believe its brain had fried like that, those things were supposed to last forever. No, actually I could believe it, my luck was holding true to form, either bad or worse. It didn’t help my situation, that work had been especially slow lately. Everything I’d stashed away over the last year had been sucked up in the span of a week by a restock of supplies, parts and the equipment rental necessary to maintain the bottomless money pit I called home. I barely had enough cash on hand to purchase another AI, let alone make the repairs necessary to keep me flying, I hope. In addition to that, there was the exorbitant cost for the docking fees I had to pay, for a fraction of the time I actually needed. I really didn’t have a choice this time, I needed the relatively safe and modern dry-dock facility of a neutral trade world to overhaul the atmospheric drive of my ship, instead of half-assing it again on some backwater shit hole, like I tended to frequent, more often than not. Which reminds me, my landing permit expires in…
	I pulled up the sleeve on my stained and grungy flight suit, to reveal an out of date wrist-com that had seen better days. Less than an hour, shit! The Johannesburg port authority didn’t play games when it came to dealing with independent pilots like myself: you either left when you were supposed to, paid an ungodly extension fee, or let them take your ship. The last two weren’t an option, as far as I was concerned.
	“John, what’s the status on the AI, we’re almost out of time?” John was my decades old droid that I’d picked up cheap, a few years ago. I relied on him much more than I should, but I didn’t really have a choice. For the most part, he was nothing more than an highly advance automaton, following orders, acting within his strict programming guidelines, with only limited free thought or deductive reasoning, unlike his more advanced brothers, the AI. He was a decent enough co-pilot, and his electronics and astrogation programming were okay, but as much as I hated to admit it, I’d purchased him mainly to keep me company.
	“I have just finished the AI’s final formatting and integration into the ship’s mainframe Captain,” his somewhat synthesized voice replied. “But I’m afraid-” 
	“Great! We’ll be lifting off in thirty-”
	“We may have a problem. The AI-”
	“What problem?” I painfully climbed out of the hole I’d been working in for the last two hours, trying to stretch away the stiffness. I pulled off my goggles with a huff, running a hand through my matted, butter-blonde hair in frustration. What the hell’s wrong now? Why couldn’t anything go right, for a change?
	“Captain, I was unable to purchase a new AI that would be satisfactory for your needs, with the money allotted. I found a used one, Mark, as it calls itself, but he has numerous personality quirks that you may find offensive. I’m sorry Captain; it was the best I could do.”
	“What model is it?”
	“A Pencore 3B.” 
	I winced, throwing my head back, closing my eyes. Why me? No wonder he got it so cheap. Pencore had discontinued that model years ago, and for good reason. It had a high-end brain core, more than adequate to handle the ship, but the 3Bs’ had an unexplained propensity to develop quirky, off the wall personalities no matter how many times you wiped their memory, and set their personality blocks to the lowest setting.
	“We don’t ‘ave time to find another one, so we’ll just has to deal with him as best we can.” My life-long nemesis, in the form of a thick, grammar mutilating Southern accent, started to make its reemergence. That always seemed to happen whenever I got overly flustered, or was completely exhausted. I happened to be suffering from both of those conditions at the moment. “Why don’tcha start the pre-launch checks, while I get’s things closed up?” 
	“Yes, Captain.”
	I can honestly say that the only good thing to come out of my maintenance layover on Darien IV was that I’d picked up an unexpected contract for the Mandolin Cartel. It was a big money slave and weapons haul this time, unlike the pithily ones I’d managed to scrounge up recently. The drawback was, I had to make the cargo pick up on Orvus Prime first, and I loathed making a pick up on any Federation planet. It was still considered a level-three colony world, but that didn’t mean it was even close to being safe for me. The Star Marshals were always on the prowl in hopes of catching one of the Cartels red-handed for a change, and since I happened to work for them more often than not, that made me a prime target on their hit list. The warrant currently out for my arrest meant a lifelong stay on a penal colony several times over, if not worse, for some of the crap I’ve pulled over the years. 
	A ground-based sting operation was only the start of my concerns, because I still had the gauntlet of Federation picket ships that circled Darien like a pack of wolves to consider, first. If that wasn’t bad enough, I was going to have to brave another picket line of satellite surveillance drones before landing on Orvus Prime, and then make it back out again undetected. Who knows, maybe it’ll be a milk run this time? Yeah right, nothing was ever easy for me. I’ve been living by the seat of my pants, hedging on borrowed time for most of my life already, so why should things be different for me now?
	I paused after stowing my scattered array of tools in the recessed compartment beside the maintenance hatch, wiping my grubby hands on the rump of my flight suit, looking out over the massive expanse of my patchwork ship from above. She was a two-hundred-year-old, mostly reliable class-2 light-bulk freighter that was nearing the limit how many band-aids I could slap on, and still keep her going. The ‘Space Tramp’ was on her last leg, but then again, I’ve been saying that from the moment I’d first laid eyes on her. It didn’t matter if she was a piece of junk though, because she was my piece of junk. 
	“Just one more haul baby girl, and then maybe I can afford to get’cha ya fixed up the way you deserve,” I sighed lovingly, bending down to pat the scored and pot-marked metal of her hull. Maybe if I’d known this would be the last time I’d see the Tramp like this, I would have come up with something a little more meaningful to say.
 

***

 
	The dim glow of Darien IV’s upper stratosphere began to fade from the cockpit view screen, giving way to the inky blackness of space. I felt a bump, almost like a hiccup, pass through the Tramp’s hull, when I transferred from atmospheric to standard star-drive. Damn, I thought I fixed that.
	John, in all his synthetic glory, sat next to me in the cramped two-seater cockpit. His vaguely life-like eyes, which never came into focus, were locked on the sensor display waiting for any sign that our planetary breakaway had been detected. Even in the dim red of post launch lighting, I swore I could see an intent ‘human’ stare of seriousness etched in his face. I knew he couldn’t be nervous, but I sure as hell was. This was the moment of truth; we were about to enter the Federation far orbit picket line. 
	Thus far everything had been golden. I’d taken a roundabout flight path after leaving Johannesburg, blending in with the commercial traffic as best I could, before engaging my jammers and making a run for it. Sometimes, the best way to hide was in plain sight. Fleet was no doubt watching all the usual backdoors and unauthorized flight corridors, like a hawk. I didn’t think the Trade Corporation would send word ahead of my launch; there was no love lost between them and the Feds, but all it would take is one greedy narc to get wind of my identity, and I was screwed. 
	I broke into a cold sweat, holding my breath, beginning to pray. Because of the Haley Accord of ‘30, Fleet wasn’t allowed to actively scan Darien or any ships still within its planetary boundary, but what if they’d gotten a visual on the Tramp at some point, and ran it through their database? What if the new, yet second hand countermeasure suit and cloaking upgrade I’d recently installed, wasn’t up to the challenge of defeating military grade hardware? So far it seemed to be doing the job, but if just one of those Fleet weenie’s noticed even a slight discrepancy in his sensor returns… With the current state my ship was in, I seriously doubted if I could outrun a patrol boat; let alone a modern System Corvette. 
	Fortunately for me, picket duty was about as boring as it got, and if I’d timed this correctly it should be close to shift change on board ship. The sensor techs would be anxious for their relief to show, lulled into a near comatose state from staring at their screens for the last twelve hours. My ace in the hole was that if Fleet personal still held true to form as when I was in, only one of three things would be buzzing around inside their heads at the moment: chow, sleep or a quick roll in the sack before their next duty shift. Who wanted to waste time on a slight sensor glitch that was probably nothing anyway, when they had a wet and wild piece of ass waiting for them in their bunk, right? I’d waited in plenty of bunks over the years, so you trust me on this one.
	I smiled with a rare sense of personal satisfaction, so far so good. The Fed ships continued to move further away on their deep orbit station. You can always count on Fleet to come through in a pinch I scoffed, inputting the jump point data into the navigation computer. The Tramp diligently responded, beginning the lazy turn to a new heading, and hopefully the big score that I needed for a change.
	I finally allowed myself to relax, closing my tired and sore eyes against the first twinge of a massive headache. The chaotic last minute rush to finish the overhaul, punctuated with apprehensive fear, had been nerve racking to say the least. Besides that, the stim tabs I’d taken were beginning to wear off, and it was really doing me in this time. It felt like I hadn’t slept in a week, but it had only been 36 hours. At some point, my helmeted head flopped wearily on the padded headrest of my seat. I don’t remember dozing off, but I must have. My eyes snapped open at the sound of John’s voice.
	“Are you okay, Captain?”
	“Yeah I’m fine, just a little tired is all,” I mumbled groggily from under my darkened visor that contained a heads up display on the Tramp’s status. “Have the picket ships changed course, at all?”
	“Negative. Passive sensors indicate an unchanged and prescheduled course per standard Federation doctrine. It would appear the ECM upgrade is functioning adequately. At our current speed we will reach jump point 411 in twelve hours. Captain, if I may be so bold,” John asked as hesitantly as his artificial brain would allow. “This would be a good opportunity for you to get some sleep. Your vital signs are well below the norm, and your biorhythm indicates excessive sleep deprivation. This is an unhealthy state for you to be in.” 
	I glanced at John with a sorrowful, yet loving smile. I had removed his artificial flesh coating, not long after purchasing him; it’d been in a sorry state, to say the least. The muted, gray metal of his under structure poking out randomly through the numerous rips and tears of his skin, made him look more inhuman than just taking it off all together. To tell you the truth, his appearance had kind of given me the creeps at first; it made him look like some sort of classic horror show zombie, or something. 
	It was hard to believe I relied on a synthetic, a machine to look after me now. In a strange sort of way I cared for John, just as much as he was capable of doing for me, within the confines of his programming. I used to laugh at women that developed relationships with droids. Mind you, some of the newer models were so life like you couldn’t tell the difference, but not my dearest John. I was constantly reminded of what he was, whenever the cold, lifeless metal of his body pressed against me. Most of the time, I felt nothing but shame afterwards, like I wasn’t good enough for a real person any longer. I don’t know, maybe I’m not.

	“No, I think I’ll wait until we hit the jump point. If something happens…”

	The cool touch of John’s articulated fingers stroked my shoulder length hair, with the intended perception of incapable love. “Margo, it is well within my ability to pilot the ship to our destination, and you need your rest. You know how I worry about you?” God, I’m pathetic! I’d even altered his programming and English lexicon, so that I had the false perception of a caring partner at my side.
	“Maybe you’re right,” I sighed wearily, unclipping my flight harness, coming to my feet. “I’m about shot-out at the moment. Wake me if anything unexpected happens, okay?”
	“Of course, Margo.” His hand slid downward, cupping the cushy firmness of my backside, and I closed my eyes with a soft purr. I liked it when he did that. It was all an illusion, I knew that, but that was all I had anymore. 
	“Should I wake you at a predetermined time? It has also been over fifteen hours since you have eaten anything.” 
	I dropped my helmet in the seat, before returning his unconditional affection, gently stroking the top of his smooth head that had originally been covered by a mop of sandy brown hair. Just like the Tramp, John may not be much, but he was mine.
	“Sure, wake me when we reach the jump point if I’m not already up, I’ll grab something to eat then. Goodnight, John.”
	“Goodnight, Margo, sleep well.”
	My booted steps echoed mutely along the mid-ship corridor that had once been surfaced with a layer of sound damping and traction matting. Like most things in regards to my ship, it had been worn to unserviceability, and replacing it didn’t even grace the bottom of my long list of minor repairs. I rounded the corner, stepping through the door to my cabin that stood open, more often than not. I was by myself, more or less, making privacy an obsolete concern of mine long ago. 
	The Tramp had originally been designed for a crew of four, but with the modern marvels of automation software and an active AI to handle the tedious job of monitoring the ship’s systems now, I pretty much ran the whole show by myself. It could be a pain in the ass at times, especially when maintenance came into the picture, but at least I had plenty of room in what would otherwise be cramped living conditions. Besides a small galley that doubled as my dining area, I had three more cabins of equally small size for my own for personal use. One of them, I’d turned into a modest rec area with an interactive holo-projector and Galactic Net access; it was pretty much my only link to the outside world during a haul. Because of my lack of funds, the other two rooms stood empty. Needless to say, I got really bored during transit. That’s where John came into the picture.
	I stopped in front of a full-length mirror, looking at myself for the first time in three days. The dark bags under my eyes were long enough to trip over, and my hair was a tangled rat’s nest. I needed a shower…bad. My shoulder holster went on a magnetic hook beside the bed, and my baggy flight suit slid off forming a pile of synthetic refuse at my feet. Standing at just less than 5’5, and weighing close to 165 pounds now, I was reminded by my reflection of how I’d let myself go over the years. My once slim and desirable figure had already begun the inevitable downfall of shapeless ambiguity, which comes with neglected middle age. I wasn’t very pretty to start with in my opinion either: average, tediously average was about the best I could pull off with my overabundance of teeth, and a light splattering of dark freckles dotting my cheeks. I could probably pass for a blonde Pippi Longstockings, if I put my hair up in pigtails. No, I’m not much to look at anymore, am I? I sighed despondently.
	The Velcro strap of my wide-band bra ripped the air, releasing my clammy breasts with a tingling sigh. I wasn’t what you would call ‘well endowed’ up top either, and things really hadn’t changed much since puberty. As foolish as it sounds for someone of my age, I still felt self-conscious, if not inadequate, when comparing myself to most other women, but then again, I guess I always had. 
	I pushed in my shoulders, cupping my boobs to form a meager amount of make-believe cleavage in the mirror. A ruing sigh, and a smirk of disgust, followed shortly thereafter. Strike three, you’re out! Guys had a thing for big tits; they always have, and always will. Why? What the hell was so damn special about having a massive rack, anyway? There wasn’t a man alive that could keep their hands off them, even my pale excuse for womanhood. It was like they had…That’s it, a delirious, sleep deprived cackle crawled its way from my chest. The mystery’s finally over! Men were born with boob magnets in their hands. 
	I could laugh about it now, but my sense of mammary-based insecurity had been especially bad when I was growing up. It didn’t help matters that I’d been a bit of a tomboy growing up: boy’s clothes, catching frogs down by the swamp, a rough and tumble game of full contact Football with the boys, followed by skinny dipping out at Hennington Lake. That kind of stuff was okay when I was a kid, but as I got older… Most times I felt like I wasn’t a girl at all, just a pretender that happened to have a vagina, by chance of fate.
	I dropped heavily on my double bunk, unbuckling my boots, slowly being consumed by a dark and tired mood after belittling myself in the mirror. I knew what it was, yet was powerless to stop it as usual; the depression I’ve battled with, off and on throughout most of my life, had a nasty habit of unexpectedly rearing its ugly head. 
	My thoughts began to swirl, forming a bottomless vortex of lifelong regret and self-pity, as I thought about the only man that had ever truly given a damn about me. I could still remember the morning he died like it was yesterday, so sudden, so unexpected. My father had been the center of my universe when I was a little girl. We did everything together. It’s funny, because I still don’t see it as sexual abuse, even today, except in a technical sense. He was the only man that ever loved me, that made me feel needed and special, and that was all I’ve ever wanted in my life.
	My little sister Aurora and I were finishing breakfast before heading off to school, and dad was on his way out the door for another 16 hour double shift in the infernal hell of molten durasteel production, at the metallurgy plant in town. Daddy was a good man, and worked hard to provide for us, yet always made time for Aurora and I in his busy life. He stopped on his way out the door, to tell us one of his stupidly funny jokes. 
	“Daddy, that was really dumb.” He laughed of course.
	“I know. See you tonight princess.” Then he was gone. The last thing I’d said to him when he was alive was how dumb his joke was. He was killed in a freak accident that morning, it shouldn’t have happened, but it did.
	“A robotic arm at the plant gave way due to structural fatigue,” the man had told my mother. “The backup safety rigging had been improperly secured, your husband was killed instantly by the falling pallet of machinery, I’m sorry.” The investigation later found that the operator had been drunk on the job. Of course he’d been fired afterwards, but it was a moot point by then.
	Like most normal people, mom and dad didn’t have the money to keep a memory cube and brain pattern tape on file, in the event of an untimely death. The cost alone of keeping a clone on ice with one of the big cryo-firms, even if my parents hadn’t been purists, was astronomical in itself. Daddy was dead and would never be coming back, no matter how much I prayed for it. I was twelve years old at the time; that was when my life changed forever.
	I looped my fingers around the string of my panties, and they slipped down my legs with an involuntarily sniff of neglected female hygiene; that was a bad idea on my part. Ugh! God I stink. It reminded me of tuna simmering garlic sauce. The hell with it, I can always wash the sheets later, I silently scowled, crawling over the haphazard mountain of covers, reaching into the wall-drawer for my habitual dose of sleep tabs. I hadn’t been able to sleep soundly for years, without them.
	Mom learned to cope with his loss by becoming an invert alcoholic, while I lashed out in any way I could: hanging out with the wrong crowd, drugs, and then sex, not the closeness and love like with daddy, made its way into the hell I called life. Even if it was only a twisted shadow of what I’d received from him, it temporarily eased my pain with a sense of false security, and imaginary self-worth. My grades continued to slip, and my behavior worsened. Mom couldn’t handle me any longer, and our relationship hit a low point. I was sent to Springdale, a group home for emotionally disturbed and troubled teens, not long after that.
	I lived incognito on the streets for a few years after leaving Springdale. I couldn’t go back home, not after what I’d done to mom. The guilt of reality had finally set in; I’d only made the situation worse. No matter, there was always some guy willing to take me in for a guaranteed piece of ass every night, and because of it, my life corkscrewed into a haze of drug-induced nightmares, meaningless episodes of sex, and forgotten names. In many instances it turned into abuse, both physical and emotional, and I accepted it. It was a way of life for me now.
	I nearly died after a massive overdose of Crystal Lace. Maybe in the back of my mind that was the sought after freedom I’d wanted all along, but instead, I finally woke up. I joined Fleet after I was released from the court mandated rehab clinic, another war had started and they needed bodies regardless of my past. Some of my test scores had been extremely high, freakishly so I was told which surprised the hell out of me. It seemed I had the reflexes, and the natural aptitude for piloting, which earned me a coveted spot at Fleet’s Officer Academy. Whatever- I hadn’t given a shit at the time what I did, so long as I didn’t have to pretend to like a guy any longer, so I had a place to crash at night.
	Surprisingly, little changed during my ten-year haul with Fleet. I thought that maybe military service would be a turning point in my life, a chance to get cleaned up and settle down. With age comes wisdom, right? Bullshit. I was still ‘the party girl’ minus the drugs, now it was booze. I still whored around, and always ended up at the wild parties fucking guys I hardly even knew. When I was on a roll, I would have sex with four or five different guys in the span of a few hours, sometimes at the same time, it just depended on my mood, I guess. 
	I was a hopeless addict by now, and sex was my fix, a way of self-medicating. All I needed was the wonderful, all consuming sensation of another orgasm to make me forget about the horrors of the last mission, or when one of my friends had been killed. My endless quest for sexual release was the only thing that kept me sane, in an insane war of impending death and countless near misses. It helped me to forget about the past, to forget about everything, but the here and now. 
	I was at rock bottom after leaving Fleet, and I almost ended it all, but that’s when Tiffany Weber came into my life. We bought the Tramp together, and went into business for ourselves. She became my best friend and my partner, and eventually my lover. She saved me, and my life changed again. Then, like everything else good that had mistakenly fallen into my lap, she was taken away from me. A goddamn Star Marshal killed her. I should have known something was fishy about the whole set-up. It was too perfect and paid far more than what the going rate was, for hauling black market bio-drugs.
	I hid beneath the imaginary protection of the Videlli sheets that she’d bought for our first and only anniversary together, gripping them with balled fists of vengeful wrath. I killed the son of a bitch, along with three other Marshals in a quick and bloody shootout, but it was too late for Tiff. She died in my arms, moments before I had to blast my way past a small blockade of law enforcement ships, to save my own skin. Then my fear turned to misery-born hate, and I stopped running from my pain. I didn’t care if I died or not, Tiff was gone and I had nothing worth living for anyway. I may have been piloting a broken down freighter, but I hadn’t earned the call sign of Venom by making supply runs during the war. And so I killed. I killed…and I cried for her loss…and I lived. 
	“John?” I croaked, pulling the covers up tightly around my neck. The voice activated intercom responded instantly. 
	“Yes Margo?” 
	“Would…would you come here, please?”
	“Of course, Margo, initiating auto-pilot sequence.”
	“Well it’s about time,” a smooth and very masculine sounding voice, oozed from the speaker of my room. I sat up, wide eyed, looking around. “I was beginning to wonder if that numbnut droid was ever going to take me off standby-lockout.”
	“Who’s there?” 
	“The name’s Mark, sweet-cheeks. Why don’t you pull those covers back down, I haven’t seen a set of tits in almost three years, even if they aren’t much bigger than a couple of oranges. You know babe, you should really consider getting a boob-job. Probably wouldn’t hurt your chances to get some work done on your face, either.” 
	The hair on the back of my neck stood-on-end as my imperfections were dissected with an ease of condescending arrogance. I couldn’t even begin to count the number of times I’d heard comments like that, in the past. 
	“If it’s any consolation to ease your delicate feminine ego, I’d still hit it, but then again, I’ve never been picky, either.” Please don’t tell me this is what my new AI’s going to be like? 
	“Mark, what was your last duty assignment?” I knew I wasn’t going to like his answer; AI didn’t develop vulgar, sexually oriented personalities like this, without good reason.
	“It wasn’t much, far below my intellectual capacity, but better than being cooped up in this rickety derelict you call a ship.”
	“So, what was it?” I prompted him with the annoyed wave of my hand as John walked in, stopping, looking from me to the sensor pod mounted on the ceiling of my cabin.
	“Say please,” Mark snickered.
	“What?” This is ridiculous! First off, AI is not supposed to insult people, let alone tease them. Then again he is a 3B…
	“Mark, you will respond to your new owner’s question without-” John began with a calm emotionless tone, as was his norm.
	“Go fuck yourself gramps, I don’t work for you.” 
	“Mark, answer my question, respond!” I was really starting to take a strong dislike to Mark.
	“It figures… I get bought by a chick with her panties so tight, they’ve squeezed the sense of humor right out her ass.”
	“Answer me!”
	“Fine, I was responsible for the management of a pleasure dome on Cassiopeia. You know, sex, drugs and rock and roll? All the good stuff that human society’s based on?” 
	Well, that explains it. My life keeps getting better and better, doesn’t it? For the time being, I’m saddled with a smart-ass, sexual deviant, until I can afford another AI. Great… 
	“Mark, engage privacy mode on my cabin until we reach the jump point. If any emergencies arise, you have command override authorization to disturb me. Respond?” 
	Mark was strangely quiet for a moment. “Oh, so that’s how it’s going to be between us huh, sweet-cheeks?” Mark sounded almost heartfelt, before his mock sincerity began to patronize me again. “It’s nothing I haven’t seen before? You like to get railed by a synthetic, big deal? C’mon, let me watch. I can give numbnuts some pointers, trust me. You wouldn’t believe some of the shit I’ve seen over the years.” My ears flared and my cheeks turned about three shades of shameful embarrassment.
	“Shut up, Mark! Engage privacy mode, and shut the door!” 
	“Jeez, lighten up babe. You really do need to get laid, don’t you? Enjoy yourself, Captain, I know I would.” 
	The door to my cabin slid noiselessly shut, leaving John and I alone. I was in an even worse emotional state now, thanks to my dickhead AI, than I’d been in a long time. I flopped back in bed, watching John with sorrowful eyes.
	“Do you wish to have sex, Margo? This is why you summoned me, isn’t it?” John asked, opening the wall compartment that held a plethora of attachments he used on me. 
	“No, just come to bed.” I needed something much simpler than lustful fulfillment at the moment. “I just want to be held is all.” I extended my hand to him, beckoning, pleading… 
	“As you wish.” 
	I rolled over on my side, pulling the covers tighter about me, as the bed sagged under his weight. The bulk of John’s torso pressed against my back, and his arm wrapping protectively around my midsection. I could almost imagine he was human, if I kept the insulating layer of thick fabric between us. I sought for his hand through the covers, gripping it with desperate hunger.
	“Do you love me, John?”
	“Yes Margo,” he replied with prompt, inert sincerity. 
	“Say it John, say how much you love me.”
	“I love you, Margo, more than any other woman.” I gripped his hand tighter. Reassurance…Worth…I was somebody after all.
	“I love you too, John, goodnight.”

 

***

 

	John was nuzzled up close to my back, warmed from hours of residual body heat. Actually, I found it almost impossible to sleep, despite medication, without him holding me in his arms. That’s all right, because my vicarious man was the perfect bed partner: he never snored, he never rolled over trying to steal the covers from me, and he was always there to greet me when I woke up. Maybe that was the most important part, for me.
	“Good morning, Margo, did you sleep well?” 
	I threw the covers off, giving a cat-like groan after nine hours of much needed rest. “Uh-huh, I did, thanks hon.” I hadn’t slept this good in a long time, feeling refreshed for a change, not to mention being extremely horny. I’d been having one of my ‘naughty’ dreams again. Yeah, must have just been the stress getting to me earlier.
	I rolled over, throwing my arm across Jon’s chest, giving him a peck on the cheek. One thing I couldn’t do, and believe me I’ve tried it in the past, is to kiss him on the lips. He had a static facsimile of a mouth, unarticulated, that his voice modulator echoed from. It just wasn’t the same.
	It wasn’t going to take much for me to get going, but then again it never did. The difference this time was that it’d been almost a week for me of not getting any, and that had to be some sort of a record. Damn, I’m going to pop like a fizzy drink when he… I really didn’t have enough time for ‘sex’ with John, having to settle for a quickie instead; by my estimate, we should be about an hour out from the jump point and I still had a few other things to take care of before arriving. It would be more than enough to get me by until after the cargo pickup, though. 
	“John,” I said heavily, throwing my leg across his, grinding against the hard surface of his leg. “I’m horny.”
	“Do you wish to engage in sex, Margo?”
	“Yeah, but just your fingers. Do that little hand-twirly trick again.”
	“Yes, Margo.” John slid out from under me, and I couldn’t help but notice the wet, smear mark I’d left behind. Won’t need any lube this time, will I? I smirked. Damn I’m horny!
I lay flat on my back, and lifted my legs high, holding one of them spread wide while my other hand moved between them. John awkwardly took a sitting position in front of me, rotating his upper torso 90 degrees until he was facing me. I jumped with a shiver and a playful screech that was more hysterical giggling than anything, when three of his smooth, cold, fingers eased their way inside me. Man, that will sure wake you up in the morning!
	“Slow at first John; I’ll let you know when to increase speed.”
	John’s hand began to rotate at the wrist, twirling his fingers inside me, moving them in and out, massaging my G-spot over and over with ruthless, mechanical enthusiasm. I closed my eyes with a grin, groaning out my pleasure, while attacking my clit in return. It was all about getting off for me and nothing less, and this was a sure way for it to happen in the shortest amount of time possible. Damn, I love it when he does this to me.
	It didn’t take long before the juices started to flow and the sloppy sound between my legs turned wet and squishy. My clit started to throb beneath my fingers and the convulsion-like tremors darting through my body began in earnest.
	“Faster John, fuck my pussy faster, give it to me.” My hand became a blur overtop my clit, as I gulped for air, flushed with heat.
	The first orgasm came as a hesitant trickle and I whined, going ridged, shivering with delight. Two minutes was pretty close to being my record, but not unexpected with as much build up as I had at the moment. At some point I started to screech my laminations to the world, losing control as I usually did.
	“Faster John, oh god yes!” I could actually hear the servos in his wrist ramping up now, whirling faster, as his fingers tortured another orgasm from inside me. This time it was a big one, a gusher, and they didn’t stop after that.
	There comes a point, even for a woman like me, when you just have to just throw in the towel, admitting defeat. Even I have limits, as to how much I can take in a very short amount of time. I hit that sexual overload point after only ten minutes of John’s magical fingers. I don’t know how many orgasms I had, I’d gone completely numb at some point, but the bed was soaked beneath my rump. I was actually lying in a puddle; you might as well have dumped a gallon or so of water between my legs, because no one would have known the difference.
	“Damn, that felt good, John,” I panted in an exhausted, and very satisfied heap of quivering girl flesh, while he stood waiting for me to come down off my sexual high.
	“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself Margo. I look forward to spending time like this with you.” Sure you do John, I snorted sadly to myself. If that were only true…
	I finally gathered enough strength to roll out bed, glowing with the wonderful after-sex happiness I always felt. It was almost better than the sex itself, almost.
	“John, would you mind taking care of my dirty clothes and the bed for me, please? I’m going to hop in the shower.”
	“Of course, Margo.”
	I padded across the cabin, taking a fresh jumpsuit from my sparsely stocked wall locker. “Privacy off. Mark, status report, please?”
	“Now that’s what I’m talking about; look at that panty hamster, and does he look tired and worn out! What have you two been up to? Come on, fill me in, inquiring minds what to know?”
	“Nothing! That’s what we’ve been doing,” I piped defensively, feeling embarrassed for some reason. Why couldn’t I have a normal AI like everyone else?
	“Sure,” he smirked, “and I suppose that fucked pussy smell is your normal brand of air freshener, then?” 
	I closed my eyes, feeling the tension immediately return, as I strained my neck, cracking it from side to side. Please don’t start with me already… “Just give me a SitRep, and keep the snide comments to yourself for a change, alright? Please?”
	“You got it babe, ah…I mean Captain. We are currently 34 minutes from jump point 411. There was negative contact while you…uhm slept, and all systems are operating at optimum efficiency, for a ship of this pitiful condition.”
	My brow creased, stepping into the bathroom cubicle. “34 minutes? We should be further out than that?” 
	“Yes we should be, but thanks to my superior intellect,” Mark paused with a note of self-righteous indignation. “I was able to reconfigure several of the ship’s dilapidated systems, which resulted in an increased engine power output ratio by 9.28 percent, sensor range by 12.14 percent and primary weapons lethality factor by 7.79 percent.”
	“Are you serious?”
	“Of course, Captain, it wasn’t that hard to optimize them. I was surprised someone of your experience, didn’t think of it first? I have to say my initial assessment of you was incorrect as well. Working for you is going to be much more interesting, than I first assumed.” 
	My eyes narrowed, suspicious and on guard. “What do you mean, Mark?” 
	“It just so happens, I reviewed the ship’s log since you became Captain of the Space Tramp,” he chuckled under his breath. “It’s a fitting name by the way, especially after I reviewed the internal sensor log of your cabin, and the bathroom, and the cockpit, and the cargo bay and the-”
	I lowered my head in shame, as if trying to hide the truth of my sexual voracity. “Would you just give it a rest all ready?” Dammit, it’s my ship, and I should be able to do whatever the hell I want, where I want.
	“And on top of being an insatiable sex monger, you’re a smuggler. This is stellar; I work for a ruthless career criminal!”
	“Am not!”
	“Are so!” 
	Gawd, he’s pissing me off, already! It was time for Mark to leave; I really needed to go to the bathroom. I wasn’t shy in front of John, but with Mark…
	“Privacy mode, Mark, I’m done arguing with you.” There was a sharp intake of breath from the sensor pod on the wall.
	“I’m terribly sorry Captain, but I can’t do that. You see, while I was reconfiguring the ship’s engines, a minor energy spike shorted out the control board for the privacy setting in your bathroom.”
	I scowled at the sensor pod; the closest thing that could be called my AI’s face. “Yer lie’in. Engage privacy mode, you hear?” Shit, here comes that gutter accent of mine again. Damn you, Mark!
	“I am not! You should know I’m incapable of lying, thanks to my benevolent creators at the prestigious Pencore Corporation.” 
	I know he did it on purpose, the damn pervert. “Mark, did you intentionally disable the privacy mode in ma bathroom?”
	“Possibly,” he whispered. 
	“Yes er no?”
	“Yes. I can’t help it, Captain, I enjoy watching women pee. I’ve been sitting on a shelf for so long and… Give me a break, will you?”
	“You’re sick,” I growled in defeat, taking a seat on the continually warmed metal of my toilet. The leering stare of pornographic electronics became a physical force shamelessly exploring my body, forcing me to keep my eyes locked in a blank stare, while I tried to hurry in my task. 
	“Mmmm, you’re pretty hot when you go to the bathroom, you know that? Tinkle, tinkle little star...”
	I let out a soft groan, running a hand over my face in frustrated surrender, before dropping my chin in the palm of my hand. “Sure Mark, whatever you say.” Why me?



Chapter Two

 

	“Breaking thrusters engaged in three…two…one. Inertia dampers on,” John said with toneless, mechanical leisure. A series of jerking shudders passed through the Tramp, while the popping of super heated metal reverberated through the hull, heralding our decent into Orvus Prime’s dense stratosphere. 

	“Atmospheric drive engaged, taking manual control.” I grasped the joystick loosely in my hands, now in control of the 1200-ton bulk of my ship that suddenly became a lumbering, ungainly super-sonic aircraft.
	“A woman driver? Holy shit, run for your lives!” Mark blared frantically through the headphones of my helmet.
	“Shut UP! I swear to God, I’m going to-” 
	“Margo,” John hastily interrupted. “Initiate restart sequence on drives two and three, the phase imbalance is off by 24.34.”
	“Ugh! Okay, I got it.” One more thing I didn’t have time to fix.
	“The Cartel’s homing beacon just went active, change your heading to 312 degree’s.” 
	“I see it John, taking us in.” 
	I banked left, pushing my thrusters to the breaking point, and our altitude plummeted, followed by my stomach lurching in protest. Oh yeah, just like the good old days. I switched the digital display of the armored canopy view screen to real time, and the dark plastisteel flowed smoothly into the panoramic view of a vibrantly forested surface, rocketing closer at 600 kilometers per hour. My helmet visor automatically darkened to compensate for the sudden change in lighting. Even though piloting on sensors alone was a snap, I still liked to see what was coming at me with my own eyes, when possible.
	“Transmitting authorization code.”
	A frantic warming beep snarled in my ears, followed by a dump of adrenaline. There were multiple air-defense weapons locked on to us now. My mouth went dry, and I gave John a nervous look. This wasn’t an assault boat, and even moderate fire could punch holes in us like Swiss cheese. Please don’t let this be a set up?
	“Powering up main armament battery, status red-hold. Point defense guns active-standby,” I muttered more out of habit, than necessity. The Cartel contact on Darien IV had been a different guy this time, not one of the usual drop men, and anything out of the norm in this line of work could mean trouble. 
	We hit the 30-kilometer mark, skimming at treetop level towards an open stretch of ground in the middle of a heavily wooded and isolated area. Enhanced view showed several prefab buildings, and a group of men standing near the landing zone, looking up in our direction. I was about ready to abort the whole thing; it was getting just a bit too hairy even for my taste. They should have sent the-
	“Authorization confirmed, Margo, they’re giving us permission to land. I won’t repeat the precise wording, but it would appear they’re extremely annoyed at how fast you made the approach. According to them, they almost shot us down.” 
	I grinned under my visor. I guess that maybe I do get a bit overzealous at times. “I’m in the pipe, taking us down.”
	I throttled up the Tramp’s breaking thrusters, cutting back on the main drive, while reversing the gravity capacitors dotted the ship’s hull. A deafening roar, accompanied by the heavy vibration from slowing much faster than this old boat was designed to do shook the living daylights out of me.
	“Damn, what are you trying to do, tear me apart? Take it easy will you, this piece of craps’ my body now.”
	“Quit your whining Mark; I know what I’m doing.”
	“I know you know what you’re doing, you should think about a career in the sex industry, but I was referring to your flying.” 
	I groaned, eyelids fluttering in aggravation.
	“Come on, Captain, I want to hear the whole southern belle thing you’ve got going on when you get pissed? It’s really sexy.”
	“Mark, are you intentionally trying to make us crash?”
	“No, I was-”
	“Well, if you don’t shut the hell up and let me concentrate, that’s exactly what’s going to happen. This is a lot harder than it looks.” Thankfully the fear of being destroyed did finally shut him up.
	Our velocity slowed to a hovering stop, and I turned the cargo bay door towards the buildings, setting down. I undid my flight harness with an explosive breath; even with all my experience, manual piloting was stressful coming in that fast, but it was fun, and arousing. Big surprise, I’m horny again.
	I snuck a lurid peep at John, wetting my lips. After the cargo pick up I’m going to have some serious playtime with John, but enough daydreaming; it’s time to get to work. 
	“Okay John, just help with the cargo and assist the service bot anyway you can, same as usual.”
	“Yes, Captain, I’ll begin making room for the loaders.”
	I didn’t expect to have any problems with the cargo transfer, but you never know. Most of the Outer Rim Cartels, as the generic term for them went, could trace their lineage all the way back to ancient earth, primarily Central and South America. As far as galactic organized crime was concerned, the Mandolin’s were all right, but they were ultimately self-serving, ruthless criminals just like all the rest. Whenever you forgot the kind of people you were dealing with, it usually meant you didn’t live for very long. 
	Unfortunately John couldn’t cover me if the deal started to go south for some reason. His programming as was the case with all synthetics except combat variants, forbid any hostile action against sentient life forms. Causing the death or injury of a human, even accidental, would result in the deactivation of a synthetic’s brain, and nothing short of sending them back to the manufacturer, followed by a full investigation by Federation Internal Affairs, would bring them out of it. John programming was even more rudimentary than most, lacking even basic self-defenses protocols; he couldn’t even touch a firearm in a show of force on my behalf, but maybe…
	“Mark, I want you to cover me with the point defense guns during the cargo transfer.”
	“As much as the idea of  ‘covering you’ makes me think of all kinds of naughty things I want to do to that bearded oyster of yours, you know I can’t do that. My directives-”
	This guy is too much. “Is there any time you’re not thinking about sex?”
	“People that live in glass houses, shouldn’t throw rocks. Is there any time you’re not thinking about sex?” Touché, Mark, you asshole.
	“Look, just target anything around the Cartel members: rocks, grass, the ground, a building, whatever. If something happens, just open fire and buy me some time to get aboard, okay?”
	“Captain, I don’t know, one of them could still be inadvertently injured? The risk associated with voluntarily disregarding my directives may still place human life in danger due to collateral damage? I’m sorry Captain, but I’m not prepared to face the chance of deactivation for you at this point in our tentative relationship.” 
	I took off my helmet, setting it on the console, before slipping on a multi-optic targeting visor and set of clamshell body armor from the small weapon’s locker in the rear of the cockpit.
	“Let me explain this to you another way then; these guys aren’t as nice as I am, and if something happens to me, they’ll take possession of the ship. I can tell you right now, that they’re not going to put up with your bullshit attitude like I have to, either. You’ll be lucky if they don’t scrap you on the spot, or sell you off to some El’lini junk dealer. If that’s the case, you can look forward to piloting an automated garbage scow for the remainder of your very long and boring life. So in other words, it would behoove you to figure out a way to make sure nothing happens to me.”
	“I see.” Mark’s faint pause of thoughtful understanding was the closest he could come to showing fear. AI didn’t have emotions, not real ones at least. “In that case I will make every effort to ensure your safety, while staying within the confines of my programming.”
	“Yeah, I thought so,” I snorted.
	The faint whine of internal servos tickled my inner ears, when I hefted my favorite ‘dumbass be good’ rifle from its storage rack. It was 60-pound monster firing 20mm caseless rounds that would put anyone, armored or not, down in the blink of an eye. I cradled it effortlessly in my arms, throwing its wide sling over my head and shoulder. My cybernetically amplified strength definitely paid off in situations like this. It was one of the few enhancements left behind from my Fleet days, that couldn’t be removed without permanent scarring, disability or more than likely, just killing me. 
	Shit, it wasn’t like I was technically listed as disabled for my ‘condition,’ as it was? Most of us that had made it out of that ratfuck alive, known as the Seth war, had wound up with a slew of mental and emotional disorders to some degree or another. In addition to that, I couldn’t get pregnant any longer either; one of the numerous, yet unexpected side effects of all the experimental crap Fleet pumped into me over the years.
	I chambered a round, striding heavily through the nearly empty cargo-hold past John, while he rearranged some of my personal gear. I stopped beside the cargo-bay door control panel, clearing the seal, opening it with a squealing thump that lowered to form a wide ramp. A blast of cool, fresh air rushed inward, buffeting my face with the strong smell of cinnamon and spicy dirt. 
	I kept my rifle low but at the ready when I stopped before the group of six heavily armed, yet exquisitely dressed men of Hispanic heritage. One of them I recognized.
	“Buenos Dias, senorita Winters, como estas?
	“Hi, Carlos. Could we do this in English, you know how bad my Spanish is?” 
	Carlos Mandolin, the sixth man in the food chain for their entire Cartel, and nephew to Don Fillip Mandolin himself, burst into a throaty, over-joyous laugh. He was a dark skinned and brutally handsome thirtyish-something, with a mouthwatering build and an incredibly sexy voice. Yeah, I’d do him any day of the week and then some. 
	“Si, your Spanish does suck. It’s a good thing you’re not being paid for your linguistic skills.” His good-natured bantering, and misleading friendliness, vanished in the blink of an eye. “Hey, what the fuck’s wrong with you coming in that fast, you crazy puta, huh? You were about five seconds away from getting slagged…crazy gringo…” He slipped back into Spanish, rambling a triad of obscenities. My universal translator had crapped out on me long ago so I had no idea what he was saying other than that, but I’m sure it wasn’t good.
	Personal confrontations had never been a strong point for me, and as much as I loathed the thought of it, it was time to play the hard-nosed bitch or things would only get worse from here. One thing I’d learned over the years when dealing with any of the Cartels’, especially being a woman, was as soon as you started taking shit from them, letting them bully or intimidate you, it never stopped. They respected power and anyone who could wield it effectively; it was just a matter of knowing your boundaries. It was like walking along the edge of a knife, one wrong step and you’re dead. Sometimes, even if you made the right step, you’re still dead. 
	“Hey Carlos, I’m not dick-dancing around here. The longer I stay in the air, the better chance there is of someone spotting me, and you know it. Remember I’m the mule; I’m the one that’s going to spend the rest of my life counting rocks on Hades II if the Fed’s get wise to us. I’m the best pilot you have and you know it, so stop trying to bust my balls over some piddley shit, all right?”
	Carlos’s face grew dim, and I wondered if I’d just taken one wrong step too many. “I’d cut off my brothers balls for talking to me like that let alone some gringo woman.”
	“Yeah, but he can’t get your cargo through a Fed blockade like I can though, can he?”
	Carlos was silent for a few moments before his infectious grin of satisfied respect returned. “S’okay, Margo, your ship and your ass, no? As long as my cargo gets to Regilain alive and in one piece, I don’t give a fuck how you fly.” 
	He turned, yelling in Spanish to a group of men waiting near the largest building. The door slid open and a procession of wheeled loaders carrying large, cylindrical cryo-tubes began moving toward my ship. Something didn’t feel right about this pick-up though; Carlos didn’t usually show up for a drop unless it was big money, bigger than what I was being paid, or something very important to the interest of the Cartel. 
	“What are you doing here anyway, Carlos? This isn’t your run of the mill slave haul, is it?” 
	He sniffed with an air of indifference, nodding to the man next to him. His flunky stepped forward, slotting an unregistered cred-stick in his wrist-com, transferring funds to it from a secure account. “What makes you say that? What the fuck does it matter anyway, we pay you, you haul it?” The man offered me the cred-stick in his outstretched hand. “125,000 as per the agreement.” 
	I wavered, this isn’t right at all. The bastard Carlos is trying to screw me over. “I want 200,000 or I walk right now.” His face turned beet-red, cheeks puffing in explosive rage. The air around me took on an ominous chill while weapons were gripped just a little tighter.
	“Que te Joden, this is bullshit! Who do you think you are, trying to fuck me over? We had a deal! Nobody fucks with…” Carlos’s ranting morphed into another dizzying display of incompressibility, and I took a step back, targeting him in my visor sight display.
	“You better look behind me before you do something stupid, Carlos. I have a new co-pilot now.” As a whole, Carlos and his men did just that. By their wide-eyed and slack expressions, I knew they’d spotted several of the point defense turrets twitching ominously in their direction. Damn, I hope they don’t call my bluff? “One wrong move, and you and your men get chopped into broiled meat. You ever see what a 50 kilowatt-gatling laser can do to a man?”
	“Fucking puta…” he sputtered. Goddamn he’s pissed! “You think you can get away with this shit, huh? Do you have any idea who you’re fucking with!” 
	The loaders had stopped, the drivers nervously waiting to see the outcome of probably the stupidest thing I’d done in a long time.
	“I know exactly who I’m dealing with, and you’re playing games with me. You know damn well that you’re trying to dick me on this one. I had to put a lot of cash recently into the stealth upgrades that will get your cargo to the drop point, safe and sound. How many other pilots do you know that can pull the shit off that I do? Have I ever spaced a load on you, or been boarded? Have I ever been so much as an hour late? Besides, you know I hate hauling live cargo. You owe me at least 200,000 for this one.”
	I let out a silent sigh of relief when Carlos gave a grumbling nod to the man holding the cred-stick. Moments later he handed it back to me along with the contact info for their crew on Regilain. The loaders started coming aboard with a wave of Carlos’ hand.
	“You got some real fucking cojones pulling some shit with me like this, Margo.” I slotted the cred-stick verifying the amount was correct.
	“Yeah, but you know I’m worth it. Pleasure doing business with you, Carlos.” My voice was strained, bubbling with concealed excitement. 200,000…Hot damn! Whoever was in those tubes had just made me rich.
	“Me cago en la madre que te pario!” I shit on the mother that gave birth to you. “Vamonos!” Carlos and his entourage of muscle gave me heated glances as they departed in a collection of luxury aircars leaving the task of loading the cargo to a host of expendable hirelings.
	Mark’s voice cut through the audio link of my visor after they were gone. “Captain, is it always like that?”
	“Like what?” 
	“Dealing with the shady elements of the syndicated crime world, is it always that exciting? I thought they were going to kill you.”
	“Yeah, well that’s excitement I’d rather not have, but to answer your question, no it’s not.” I was just being greedy.
	I stopped at the top of the cargo hatch, trying to ignore the bulky cryo-storage tubes that steadily came aboard, one after another. It wasn’t like slavery was an uncommon occurrence or something new to me, but it just wasn’t my thing. It didn’t matter if I approved of it or not, I hauled what made me the most cash, and on the Outer Rim worlds being a slave runner was my ticket to a better life.
	I’d been on the ground now for thirty minutes, and was starting to get a little nervous. This was the worst part, the waiting. It was also my most vulnerable time. There was nothing saying that a patrol drone hadn’t detected my landing or that I wouldn’t be jumped on the way out because some nature enthusiast on a bird watching expedition called in a suspicion landing to the authorities. I had a nagging feeling that something bad was going to happen with this haul. I don’t know, maybe it is woman’s intuition, but I had scored high on the potential psychic battery at the academy. Whatever the reason, I’d learned to trust my instincts long ago; they’d kept me alive through eight years of the most cold-blooded, merciless war the Federation had seen in over two centuries. 
	I looked over my shoulder, checking on the status of the cargo. The service bot was almost finished hooking up the cryo-tubes to the ship’s power coupling in record time. It still wasn’t fast enough for me because I needed to get the hell out of here and soon, and I had no idea why.
 

***

 

	Our lift off and subsequent escape went off flawlessly much to my surprise. We slipped past the Fed patrol drones just as easily as on the way in. Unlike my risky and idiotic strong-arm techniques with Carlos, purchasing that stealth upgrade may have been the smartest thing I’d done recently. Before that it had always been hit and miss with pirated identification codes and questionable luck.
	We entered jump space three hours later, en route to Regilain. Our total flight time was a little over thirty hours even though we were traveling 10 parsecs, or nearly about 35 light years. Jump drive had been groundbreaking technology developed nearly 300 years ago. The jump, or gravity engine as it was sometimes called, harnessed the astronomically heavy gravitational field of cosmic strings that spanned the galaxies and open space. By ‘riding’ the immense power they contained, a ship could travel faster than light by literally folding portions of space into miniature wormholes between pre-set points in each star system. This breakthrough in technology had been the all-important missing piece of the puzzle that finally allowed mankind to rapidly explore and colonize the universe, whether it was welcome or not from those already residing within it.
	With the ship on autopilot and Mark dubiously in control again, I slowly began to relax. The hard part was over now and the rest of the flight should be gravy from here on out. My stomach began to growl in protest reminding me that I hadn’t eaten in a while, but that could wait. A woman has priorities after all. I took my helmet off, glancing at John in the seat next to me. The whole episode with Carlos had really gotten my juices flowing. Trust me, the soggy warmth in my panties proved it.
	“John?”
	“Yes, Margo.”
	“Would you ah…wait five minutes and then come back to my cabin?” I stood, running my hand delicately across his plastisteel shoulder. I just wished John could take charge instead of me initiating things all the time. I was so accustomed to being used for sex for so many years that I’d grown to accept it and strangely like it over time.
	“Of course, Margo.” 
	A growing sense of wanton urgency propelled me from the cockpit, while my body started revving up again like a finely tuned engine made for a single purpose.
	“Captain Margo?”
	“Yeah?” I entered my cabin with a breeze of awakening air, letting out an all too common breath of annoyance again, whenever my resident pervert decided to harass me. 
	“I’ve noticed a distinctive change in your physiology over the last several hours: increased respiration and blood pressure, a spike in body temperature accompanied by increased vaginal secretion and…”
	You can’t hide anything from a damn AI, can you? “What do you want, Mark?” I kicked off my boots, letting them thunk against the duralloy bulkhead.
	“Can I watch, please?”
	“What? No, you can’t watch! This is…it’s private.” My flight suit came off, kicked to the corner in a rustling flurry of impending pleasure.
	“Oh come on, I covered your ass back there. We’re partners now, right? I’ve been nice to you lately, haven’t I?” My bra-strap and panties came off in a flurry of impending excitement. I was right; they were soaked.
	“If you mean by being nice, that you turned the water ice cold on me in the shower so you could laugh while I jumped around like an idiot, and then made fun of my mosquito bite nipples, then yes, you’ve been nice.”
	“Look, I’m sorry, let me watch. I can help numbnuts out, really? I can tell him exactly what to do to get you off, I swear.”
	“John doesn’t need any help with…Ugh! No, and that’s the last time I’m going to tell you!” I dimmed the lights to a romantic mood setting twilight, then lit the incense burner and started a loop of my favorite songs on the disk player.
	“Goodbye, Mark, privacy on and I don’t want to be disturbed, got it?” 
	“You’re nothing but a damn tease, you know that?” My teeth clenched in fading anger. That dickhead always has to get the last word in, doesn’t he?
	I padded anxiously over to the manual environmental controls in my cabin, turning the temperature up to a steamy eighty-eight degrees, with seventy-five percent humidity. I love to sweat during sex; it turned me on even more – not to mention, help burn away unwanted pounds. 
	I dove through the air, landing on my bed, bouncing, giggling in exuberant giddiness. With panting breaths and a rosy cheek smile, I went to my knees. Nimble fingers moved over my slightly pudgy stomach and through the small tuft of damp hair between my thighs, testing the waters. Oh yeah…They slid effortlessly over the sensitive heat of my large, rumpled labia, enthusiastically slick with desire, again. Come to think of it, I’m not sure if there’s ever a time that I’m not horny. I pushed down, letting the excess skin run between my fingers like billowing silk, shivering as my palm ground against the engorged knot of my clit. Looks like it’s about time for another rejuvenation, I thought glumly. Guess I should have known that by all the noise it made when John finger fucked me earlier.
	My problem was I liked big cocks, I mean really huge ones, and the coveted feeling of yielding surrender that stays with me for hours afterwards. Thing was, it took a toll on how should I say, the aesthetics of my genitalia like you wouldn’t believe. I know John didn’t care, but it still bothered me when it got that flabby look to it. I’d heard my labia jokingly referred to as ‘meat curtains’ in the past by a certain insensitive jerk when they got to this point, and the insecurity of his comment had stayed with me ever since. The asshole sure didn’t seem to mind it at the time, though. 
	I pushed three fingers easily inside myself, then went for four up to the last knuckle. Yes, I can still take a big one! It had been almost a week, after all. I jumped excitedly from bed, opening a wall drawer to reveal the instruments of my desire. So, where is it, oh yeah, here we go. Thank you, Sytha-Corp! 
	Bio-skin dildos had to be the greatest invention since sliced bread. They replicated an actual dick in every way once the neural link was established with the wearer. Of course in John’s case, that didn’t mean much other than his ability to cum when I told him to, but if the wearer was human…Damn! You could do anything with it just like a real one: make it move and jump, or swell up hard as a rock with simulated blood flow. It was even self-lubricating, based on the amount of resistance the microprocessor in the tip detected. 
	If I was starting to get dry, bam! The lube spread evenly along the shaft, secreted from the pores, in seconds. If it was my ass, bam! A flood of it covered the dildo, and in it went, slick as a whistle. Bio-skin even replicated body temperature, and felt like actual flesh. The best thing about it in my opinion though, was actually being able to experience what sex was like from a guy’s point of view, if a woman was so inclined. Gee, that’s a no-brainer, isn’t it? Chalk one up for feminine equality.
	I took out the ten-incher, ‘Mr. Adonis’, gazing at it in leering reverence. Just gripping its incredibly thick 4-inch girth made my pussy clench in flighty trepidation. When John fucked me with this, I stayed happily fucked for hours afterwards. I gave the large set of balls a gentle squeeze to make sure I’d refilled them from the last time. Yep, all primed and ready to go. I could usually get five or six good loads out of the cum refill pack, unless I wanted it all at once. Sometimes that was exactly what I was in the mood for though, one big, massive river flooding my battered pussy like a stretched balloon. Mmmm… god, I love cum.
	I propped myself up in bed, eyeing the door impatiently. I still had a few minutes until John made his appearance to get warmed up. The problem was that John could do the actual act, but lacked the necessary programming and delicate articulation for all the good stuff, like intimate foreplay. He would do whatever I told him to of course, but it wasn’t the same. Realism, and the human instinct to be able to read my body, knowing what to do to make me feel good at just the right time, was sadly beyond his grasp. Oh well…
	I spread my knees, guiding the dildo between, pressing the tiny manual power switch on the underside of the base. It instantly warmed in my hand, and I closed my eyes, poising it against the entrance of my pussy. 
	Momentary resistance…
	A grimace of pleasurable pain…
	The unmistakable warmth of lube soaking the cockhead and…
	I gasped when the engorged head and several inches of thick cock, suddenly popped through my protesting vulva. “Good boy, come to mamma,” I chuckled, mewing contently. There was no feeling in the world like the first time of being entered, of being penetrated, of being used. 
	I paused, catching my breath, letting my body adjust to its sudden expansion, while reality faded around me. My cheeks glowed crimson, heart pounding. The slight movement of my hands worked the wonderful sensation further inside me, back and forth, driving steadily onward, driving deeper. 
	“Omigod yes,” I whined softly, as my insatiable desire swallowed even more of the shaft. With a slight moan I stopped, hitting bottom. Eight unbelievable inches were inside me now, and I sat up slightly, gazing reverently at the fleshy protrusion between my legs. I never got tired of looking at myself so completely fucked like this.
	I flopped back in bed, holding it in place, while my other hand roamed over the slight bulge of my breasts, pinching my dark nipples, as if they needed further stimulation. Enthusiastic fingers finally sought my clit, teasing it for a few moments, before moving over the dampness of taut lips, and up the vein-shrouded pole, and back again to where it entered me. That’s when John walked in.
	“Hey, what took you so long; I had to start without you?” I asked in a pouting, yet playful tone of disappointment.
	“You did tell me to wait five minutes, Margo.”
	“I know, just kidding is all. Here, take it out of me. This is the one I want you to use.” I braced myself, closing my eyes, biting my lip in anticipation.
	“Oh shit…” I clutched the sheets, as my gripping inner muscles rapidly collapsed upon themselves. The dildo was replaced by a dull, hot emptiness that ended in the pit of my stomach. It was an old familiar feeling that I craved no different than the air I breathed.
	“Hurry up, John,” I rasped, eyeing him like a staved wolf. Thankfully it didn’t take long for him to attach it, via the special magnetic points made for just such a purpose. 
	The sight of John hovering over me, desirably manly, if that were possible, with ‘his’ immense glistening cock staring me right in the face, set my mouth to watering. 
	“Wait.” I sat up, scooting over the edge of the bed. “Do you want me to give you head first?”
	“Do you wish to give me oral sex first?” Grrrr… That’s not what I asked you. 
	I let out a deep breath of frustration. “John, tell me to suck your dick.”
	“Yes, Margo. I want you to suck my dick.” Still not good enough.
	“No, John, tell me to suck it.”
	“Margo, you will suck my dick before we engage in sexual intercourse.” Close enough, I sighed in defeat. 
	I closed my eyes, cupping the cool metal of what would have been John’s ass, pulling him closer. At times I could almost forget the dildo wasn’t real; it even tasted like delicious cockflesh. Sytha-Corp had thought of everything. I shuddered when his dick touched my lips, hinted with the lingering fragrance of sweet innocence and excited naughtiness. That was the closest comparison I’d come up with to what my pussy smelled like after the juices started flowing.
	The dildo was too large for me to give John a proper blowjob; I could barely get my mouth open wide enough to take more than the head and first couple of inches. He didn’t care; this part was for me, not him. Regardless, I stretched my mouth as wide as I could, lips tightly engulfing the fleshy, conical tip. I started to gag, swallowing thickly; my pussy damped at the wonderful sensation of helplessness. 
	With one hand I slowly worked the length of his broad shaft while the other trailed between my legs, teasing my clit with the tip of my short fingernail. My tongue ran down one side of his cock and back up the hard ridge beneath it, working the foreskin into a rumbled fold that I lavished like a desperate lover. Every so often I convulsed, jerking with uncontrollable jolts of electric pleasure that shot outward from between my thighs. 
	“Your cock tastes so good, John,” I moaned, rubbing it against my cheek, smearing it with the mixed scent I loved. “I’m your whore, John, say it.”
	“You are my whore, Margo.”
	“Tell me what a cock slut I am,” I panted, slipping into that wonderful place of female abasement that I’d found unexplained comfort in for so many years. 
	“You are a cock slut, Margo.” Oh god, how I loved to hear those words from a man, even if he was a droid.
	“Cum in my mouth, John, please?” My voice came in hiccups, selfishly needy. Both my hands went to him now, jerking madly. “Just a little, three pulses, maximum pressure.” It was a little bit of a mood breaker having to give him such detailed instructions all the time, but you had to take the good with the bad, I suppose.
	I opened my mouth, and took the first two powerful spurts on the back of my throat with a flinching shudder. It didn’t take long for my mouth to fill with the delicious sensation that I swallowed with an enormous gulp. The final sticky blast splattered across my face in a stringy mess, dribbling off my chin while I moaned in delight. I could never get enough cum to sate my hunger. I just wish…
	My eyes flew open, doe-like with beseechment. “Fuck me, please, I want you so bad, John.” I crawled away, flat on my back and he followed stiffly after me. 
	“Yes, Margo, I will readily comply with your request. I’m going to fuck you now.”
	There were so many things I wanted to do with him, but couldn’t due to his limited range of articulation. John was my impressively capable partner, yet severely lacking in so many ways. Even missionary was difficult for him, but I liked to feel the weight of my lover pressing down on me, immobilizing me, pinning me down at times.
	“Depth of penetration, Margo?”
	“Seven inches, slow at first.”
	I lifted my legs, letting them come to rest on his shoulders, and John bore down until they were pushed back as far as they would go, knees bent and spread wide before him. It was easier for him this way, eagerly lifting my ass at just the right angle. With a bit of fumbling, I finally felt the swollen head of his cock hunting for me.
	“A little to the left…there, No! Back the other waaaiee! Oh shit! Shit, shit, shit!” My eyes flew wide in rapturous bliss as John lanced into me like a hot knife cutting through butter.
	“Are you injured, Margo? Should I-”
	“Oh god, no! That feels… Go on, John, I’m ready. “  
	My delicate moaning grew heavy over time, fuelled by a never-ending cadence of mechanical dependability. John felt good, he always did, and he tried so hard to make me happy, but… I’d grown long used to his somewhat awkward and jerky movements by now, able to accommodate for his complete lack of rhythm, but it just wasn’t doing it for me this time. Everything felt choreographed to the point of complacency, and even as horny as I was, I just couldn’t get into it. Something’s wrong.
	I let out a puffing breath, staring blankly at the ceiling that moved back and forth above me. Most of the time when John and I were together like this, I would fantasize about a man that I knew would never come. I tried to envision the picture perfect lover that I would never meet, the man who would love me for who I was, instead of tossing me in the trash like a cheap piece of meat after he was bored with me. However, this time my fantasy lover wouldn’t manifest, kept at a distance by a void of restless uncertainty.
	“Is something wrong, Margo, you seem perplexed?” I was so engrossed in my thoughts of worrying doubt that I hadn’t noticed John had stopped. 
	“What? No, I’m fine.”
	“You don’t seem to be enjoying yourself; do you wish me to do something else? Would you better enjoy anal sex, or perhaps I could get a second adapter and-”
	“No, it’s just,” I couldn’t tell him how I was feeling. He wouldn’t understand anyway. Hell, I didn’t know what I was feeling at the moment. I knew I couldn’t hurt his feelings, but I didn’t want John to feel like I was unhappy with his performance either. “Let’s try something else. Lay down and let me get on top, okay?”
	“Of course, Margo, anything you wish.” Anything I wish? I could wish for a lot, but I’ll tell you what, if I put my wishes in one hand, and shit in the other, we both know which one would come up short.
	John climbed off me with the grace of a floundering rhino and I slid out from under him, waiting for him to get situated before climbing on top, guiding the tip of his cock between my ass cheeks. It looked as if extreme measures were in order tonight to clear the dark cloud that had sprang to life above me. I still couldn’t shake the feeling that something was wrong, and was almost tempted to ask Mark what our current status was, but decided against it. I’d never hear the end of it if he saw me riding high in the saddle like this.
	I eased down on John in a series of short, bobbing gulps, shivering with the measured yielding of my ass. Just a bit more… My sphincter stretched to the point of euphoric distress, while my chest heaved in stuttering gasps. Almost there…It felt like I’d been punched in the stomach, when my protesting body suddenly engulfed him, and my ass clamped tightly around the slippery shaft nestled within me. 
	“Oh yeah, that’s just what I needed.”
	“Do you wish me to-?”
	“No! No, just lay still, John, I’ll take it from here.” I can handle this part just fine.
	It didn’t take long, maybe ten minutes, until I’d loosened up enough to lean back on it completely, rocking my hips in a slow, mesmerizing pattern. Waves of delight surged upward while I bathed my clit with skilled fingers, and my tautly stretched ass suckled at the immense girth impaling me. I could already feel the contractions starting, tightening into a ball in my stomach; the frequency increased as the orgasm that had so craftily eluded me, loomed on the horizon. Leaning forward, I let my nails scrape across the hard surface of John’s chest, beating downward with the hip-pounding tempo that I knew would set me off at any minute.
	“Omigod, John, yes,” Here it comes! “Cum with me, cum in my ass, all of it!” John started to cum moments before I did; filling my rear with sputtering waves of liquid heat that ebbed and flowed like my chaotic emotions.
	“I’m… I’m….” 
	A wave of heat washed through me and I tensed with seizure-like contractions while white lights danced before my eyes deafening me with the delicate sound of thunder. It was a straining effort on my part to keep my hips in motion, riding out the pleasure as a hot trickle of release seeped around my fingers, soaking my inner thighs amid the sound of wet, slapping skin on familiarly worn metal. My world faded in a kaleidoscope of harmonious sensations the only way it could during climax, hiding me from the ghosts of the past, and the memories that haunted me. I was free again. Free!

 

	Everything happened so fast that it was impossible for a primitive creature like the human mind to process the cacophony of individual sounds quickly enough. There was a thunderously loud bang, followed by a gut wrenching sound of explosive decompression and warning klaxons. Machinegun-like impacts hammered against the hull a split second later, instantly bringing me back to a time long gone. We’re taking fire! The rush of noise ended just as quickly as it began, telling me the bulkhead doors had isolated the breach. Two seconds had passed since my heaven-sent release.
	The cabin was bathed in darkness, replaced by dim red emergency lighting, as my stomach flip-flopped from sudden weightlessness. I was expecting the deathly chill of vacuum space to hit me at any moment, and there was no way I could get to an environmental suit in time. I had to get to the emergency locker; I had to try! 
	I began the lazy journey upward, drifting above my bed, while my sweat-soaked body continued to reel under the effects of a mind-shattering orgasm. John continued to cum, following the last command he’d been given. Shimmering spider-web strands of inorganic passion filled the air around me, clinging to my skin or hair whenever I came in contact with it. I frantically reached for his outstretched hand that promised nothing but the illusion of stability. John was just as helpless to the laws of physics as I was, worse actually. I’d been through this before, and knew how to harness what little momentum and control you had in zero gravity, John didn’t. Soon, he was floating above me in an out of control, horizontal spin, while I drew closer to my bed, secured to the deck. 

	“Margo, we seem to have suffered a-”

	“I know we’ve suffered a hull breach! Mark, status!” The artificial gravity returned and I fell, bouncing off the bed, landing heavily on my back. My eyes went wide in terror when John dropped like a rock, narrowly missing me as I rolled out of the way. 
	“Mark, status goddammit!” I staggered to my feet.
	“Hull breech in compartment three and main access corridor to engineering. Damage to ship main power distribution network and auxiliary control systems. Hull integrity at 64%, 63, 59-” Another explosion came from somewhere deep in the bowls of the ship. I smelled smoke now, followed by the popping hiss of the fire suppression system activating. “Deflector shield engaged, returning to normal space. Life support failing.” Mark’s computer generated voice warbled, broken and distorted. The impacts against the hull stopped after the defensive screen enveloped the ship.
 	“What’s happening, Mark, are we under attack?” I pulled John to his feet, trying to drag him behind me into the corridor. I gave up making a break for it. I didn’t have time to play around; seconds could mean the difference between life and death. “Auto engage, all weapons free,” I yelled dropping into my seat, strapping in, pushing my flight helmet snuggly into place.
	“AI shut down initiated, fatal error in progress.” Mark’s voice had changed, reverting back to its lifeless factory version.
	“Shit!” 
	I punched up the forward display and was immediately greeted with hundreds of computer generated images. Meteorites… We’d flown into a goddamn meteor field during jump space! I couldn’t believe it, what were the odds of that? They were supposed to be cleared out on a regular basis by sweeper drones and maintenance crews, but more importantly, why hadn’t Mark taken appropriate action to deal with them? A sinking feeling hit me as I answered my own question. 
	AI’s were great things to have at your disposal, but even today the old xenophobia about them trying to take control, becoming too powerful, lingered in the periphery of man’s paranoia; limitations and safety nets were always placed within their brains to keep this from happening. Even though Mark had a defective, out of control personality, and played games pushing it to the limit, he was still forced to obey his programming and any command to the letter. That was exactly what he’d done in this case. My horny forgetfulness had created nothing but a classic recipe for disaster.
	The jump corridor around the ship as it followed the string was narrow and allowed little room to maneuver within it. Deflectors were useless, unable to be powered up due to the massive energy drain from the jump drive requirements, at least on a smaller ship like the one I owned. I’d placed the weapons in a hold status during the decent on Orvus Prime and I’d given Mark a privacy command with the additional, “I don’t want to be disturbed” rider tacked on the end of it, instead of an emergency override. Unable to disturb me, maneuver, raise deflectors or break the predetermined navigation imputes for jump space, he did nothing. I’d fucked up, plain and simple in my haste to get laid, and now I was paying for it. Damn it, I knew something didn’t feel right. Always trust your gut, Margo.
	I cleaned up the display, removing all the small meteorites that were no longer a threat. The remaining ones appeared nearly stationary, but in fact were traveling upwards of fifty thousand kilometers an hour. With Mark fading fast, I was forced to take manual control to avoid the worst of them. The stick felt mushy and slightly unresponsive. This isn’t good.
	John hadn’t been idle beside me after catching up, repairing several of the power issues and a myriad of other problems plaguing the ship. “Captain, life support power has been rerouted and is currently stable. It appears we’ve taken damage to the engines and main power distribution conduit. Weapons and long range sensors offline, navigation is functioning properly. A massive power surge bypassed the redundant overloads of Mark’s brain destroying it. I’m reading zero output on his synaptic coupling. The ship intercom as well as the long-range burst transmitter is also temporarily inoperative. We are unable to send an emergency distress at this time.” Damn, I’m screwed.
	“Changing course to 254-115.5. There is an opening in the field.” I rattled off, seeking the relative safety of open space again. My thoughts suddenly changed direction. “How’s the cargo doing?” If something happened to it, the Cartel would want their money back, and that was money I didn’t have to spare at this point.
	“Ship systems are still experiencing intermittent power failures; I cannot get an accurate scan or status on the cargo at this time.” The stasis tubes are running off ship power to keep the occupants alive, and with all the issues we were having, there’s a good chance they were dead already.
	“Go back and check, we can’t afford to lose it.”
	“Yes, Captain.” John stood, starting to inch by me in the narrow two-foot gap between our seats. I saw it coming out of the corner of my eye, powerless to stop the inevitable. When John turned above me, Mr. Adonis slapped the front of my visor, rocking my head back, leaving a smear mark in the center of my vision. There’s nothing like a colossal dick-slap in the face to make a woman feel better, is there? Why me?
	“Sorry, Captain.”
	“It’s all right, John, just…just go check on the cargo and report on its status, okay?”
	Years of training finally took over, allowing me the level of control I would need to make it out of this abortion alive and in one piece. While waiting for an update from John, I began checking the damage we’d sustained. I made what repairs I could from here, continuing to avert a near disaster. It wasn’t good, but things could have been much worse.
	“John, what’s the status on the cargo?” He’d been gone awhile now. “John? Respond.” Surging static came through my helmet from periodic power fluctuations. Damn, I forgot the intercom was out, and with Mark gone, I had to keep manual control now. I didn’t like it; I wanted to know what was happening. The minutes slowly ticked by with no word from John. The cargo must really be messed up, if it was taking him this long to get everything up and running again? 
	Yes! I managed to get the intercom working by rerouting it through the emergency lighting.
	“John, can you hear me? What’s the status on the cargo?” I waited several tense moments. Nothing. 
	“John, come in, over.”
	I felt the slight, but heavy vibration of him coming down the corridor through my bare feet, letting out a sigh of relief. “So how’s the cargo, get everything straightened out?” That odd sense of imminent doom hit me again just before a length of electrical wiring crossed in front of my visor, and two large hands flashed in my peripheral vision. 
	My hands flew from the stick, blocking my neck just in time to stop from being strangled. The pull from my assailant momentarily jerked me back against my flight harness. My turn asshole… I bucked forward, pulling him with me, and he crashed into my back, easing the pressure at my neck.
	“What the…?” A high pitched male voice cried out, followed by my elbow coming up and back, connecting against the side of his head with a sickening crunch. The electrical cord garrote disappeared from view, and I fumbled at my harness, panicking to get free.
	“Get her, hurry up,” a deep commanding voice yelled. 
	Now free, I turned from my seat. The man I’d just hit was crumpled on the deck, bleeding profusely from his ears and nose, while a large bulge continued to swell on the side of his shattered skull. Despite my heightened reflexes, it had been a long time since I’d been put in a situation like this, and it showed. 
	I failed to block the huge fist that descended towards my face from a human mountain and I staggered under the relentlessly pounding. My vision blurred with stars, and the coppery taste of blood filled my mouth while I slumped against the bulkhead. His iron grip dragged me from the cockpit, effortlessly tossing me into the corridor in a heap where several of his companions waited. Faces spun about me and my first impression was that the dregs of society were loose on my ship. Somehow the cargo had gotten free, revived from stasis and released. Damn… I’d forgotten it was a built in safety feature of the cryo-tube in the event of power failure. John! O’my god, what happened to John?
	“Hurry up, get control of the ship,” Deep Voice yelled in the background again. 
	I cried out, trying to shield myself from the heavy boot that stomped at my midsection. My instinct for self-preservation finally took over and I caught it, twisting it sharply at an unnatural angle. My effort was rewarded by a loud crack, followed by screaming as the man above me crashed to the deck. A hard jerk on my hair preceded a solid kick to my side, and I crumpled like a house of cards before being pulled back to my feet.
	I’d never been very good at hand to hand combat. I was a damn good pilot and could fly a fighter up a gnat’s ass backward, but a martial artist I wasn’t. Regardless, I lashed out blindly, fueled by desperate fear and primal instinct. I connected with the knife-edge of my hand on one of their throats, crushing his windpipe. He fell to the deck fighting desperately, but in vain, to breathe. Another received a quick but deadly punch to his solar plexus. The air left me with a solid uppercut below my floater rib, doubling me over in agony. I gritted my teeth in reckless anger, clutching my side, doing the first thing that came to mind; I kicked him between the legs. 
	His face locked in an expression of deathly shock; he didn’t even have time to scream before dying. Servo assisted implants had amplified my strength to the point of delivering a deadly kick to his sensitive and vulnerable groin, shattering his pelvis like glass. It splintered, rupturing both his femoral arteries in an explosion of crimson. If it weren’t for the bone laminate reinforcing and the tinsel strength enhancement of my muscles and ligaments, I’d tear my body apart doing things like that. 
	I heard more than felt the solid thunk, as my head rocked forward, paralyzing me. It came again. 
	“Crazy, fucking bitch!”
	My vision dimmed and the back of my head exploded with pain. I wobbled briefly before collapsing, blacking out.

 

***

 
	I floated in and out of consciousness, surrounded in the darkness of eternity. I hurt everywhere and welcomed the painless bliss of sleep whenever it found me. Apparition-like voices teased my dreams; who were they? What’s happening? One sounded oddly like my Father. Daddy, is that you? No, it couldn’t be, he’s dead.
	“She’s valuable, see that tattoo and bar code on her arm? All Fleet personnel that received the Wolverine II upgrade during the Seth’Kelain War were marked for later identification in the event they survived. I bet she still has a half million worth of implanted gear, even after they took out the combat related hardware.”
	“No shit? Maybe we should chop her up for parts.”
	“We could, but it would be nothing but junk for the most part; everything is tuned to her neural network. Trust me, she’s worth more in one piece; there aren’t many of her kind around any longer. The enhancement program was stopped after only one year and the casualty rate for the recipients was upward of 80%, from what I remember.”
	“Bullshit, anyone can get jacked up like her. Strength, speed-”
	“No, it’s more than that; we’re talking a total enhancement package like you wouldn’t believe. Look, here’s her service number, it can be verified.”
	“I guess you would know, wouldn’t you?”
	Darkness…

 

	“I know I can rig something up, we removed the defense programming and anti-tamper shit before she was discharged. The Federation can’t have civilians running around with a tac-nuke inside them, can they?”
	“You really think so?”
	“Sure, no sweat man. I can-”
	“She’s dangerous though.”
	“Not after I’m finished with her, she won’t be.”
	Darkness…

 

	Bright lights assaulted me, forcing my eyes closed even though I was lying on my stomach. I couldn’t feel my body.
	“There, all done. She should be good to go after this.”
	“You better be sure, if we let her up and she gets loose again…?
	“Just relax, Quin, I’m an expert, remember?”
	“Nobody touches her, understand?”
	“Sure thing, boss, not much of a looker anyway.”
	“We make planet fall on Regilain in twenty hours. Kelly got the jump drive working again.”
	Darkness…

 

	My eyes cracked in a haze of blurry light and pain. I felt sluggish and disoriented. I tried to focus on something to get my bearings, but my brain didn’t seem to work right. Wait, what am I doing in the med-bay?
	“Get up,” Deep Voice barked impatiently. My body protested but I sat up regardless, flipping my feet off the edge of the auto doc. It felt like my brain was sloshing around inside my skull. I stumbled, dizzy, almost falling before I caught the wall, propping myself up on feeble knees. What the hell’s going on? Things just didn’t make sense; my internal clock said I’d been out for over twelve hours, but there was a discrepancy in it, a break in the time somehow. Impossible, that wasn’t supposed to happen unless…? I reached back, probing at the sensitive bald patch near the base of my skull. 
	“What’s your name?” I looked up at Deep Voice, wobbling numbly. It was one of the voices from my dreams. 
	He was a bull of a black man with shimmering ebony skin blacker than night. A red glowing cyber-eye set beside a bright hazel one stared mercilessly back at me. The sleeves of his blue stasis suit had been ripped off exposing overly powerful tattooed arms that reminded me of two cobras poised to strike. Some of the tats moved with a life of their own just under his skin. One of them looked familiar, but I couldn’t place it in my foggy memory. 
	“Winters, Margo L. Cpt., United Planetary Federation, 34898212,” I mumbled automatically, giving only the information deemed appropriate under the rules of war. 
	What happened, am I a prisoner? Why am I naked? I’m an officer and entitled to customary privileges. I blinked, trying to clear my vision, demurely covering my nudity in a rare display of abashment. 
	“I demand you return my clothing under article 52 of intergalactic law pertaining to the treatment-”
	“Shut up! See, Quin, I told you she was prior Fleet.” A tall, lanky white guy with glasses and long black hair pulled back in a ponytail spoke from beside Deep Voice. 
	Glasses? That’s odd; no one wore antiques like that any longer. He held something in his hand, something small and nondescript. It looked like nothing more than a small computer pad. I couldn’t take my eyes off it though, or Glasses, as the first tickling of jumbled complacency and unnatural surrender began to snake its way through my bewildered mind. 
	There were six others in the cabin with the same smug expression as Glasses and Deep Voice, four men and two women. All of them were armed to the teeth with weapons looted from the cargo bay. 
	“Come here,” Deep Voice growled and I shuffled a little closer, lowering my head, cowed by the intimidating ferocity in his voice. My mind started to clear, remembering where I was, and what had happened. 
	The meteor’s…
	The ship’s damaged; Mark’s gone…
	I’d sent John to check on the cargo…they’d gotten free! This is the cargo I’d been hauling for Carlos. I recognized some of their tats now; they were members of Sesik Cartel, the most vile and degenerate group in the entire Outer Rim. I wouldn’t even work for these guys. They also happened to be blood enemies of the Mandolins.
	“Where’s John?” I croaked weakly, still not looking up at him.
	“Who?” Deep Voice sounded honestly surprised.
	“John, my droid, where is he?”
	“Isn’t that sweet, she’s worried about her droid,” Glasses chuckled, followed by the group as a whole. I shrank in size even further.
	“Did you see the size of that dong he had?” A rough looking woman with bright purple hair, no less covered with artwork than the others, chimed in. “I’m impressed, girl, I’d be worried about him too, if that were my man.”
	“Holly, you’re such a skank. You don’t give a shit what crawls between your legs, do you?” Another of the men interjected, half in disgust, half in disbelief. 
	“Yeah, well maybe if you could keep it up for longer than ten minutes,” Purple Hair snarled, pushing her way angrily towards her apparently inept lover, as the first signs of a scuffle began to break out. That’s what I hated about these Sesik goons; they were like a pack of rabid dogs, volatile and out of control more often than not. Worse yet, they were extremely violent, and dangerously unpredictable. 
	“Shut the fuck up, both of you! Everybody out, go find something to do. Out! Brian, bring that piece of crap droid in before you go.” 
	The room cleared except for Deep Voice and Glasses, while plans for my escape started to formulate. With the ship AI down, there was no way of locking the controls out other than doing it manually from the cockpit. If I could do that, at least I’d have some leverage again, maybe cut a deal with them? First, I would have to get by these two first. My eyes turned hard as stone, jaw clenched. They have no idea who they’re fucking with. 
	“Hey, sunshine, say hello to your loverboy.” 
	I looked in the direction of the door, as Brian rolled something round and metal, noisily across the deck. It bounced off the bulkhead, coming to a stop several feet away from me. I saw red, mind frothing with rage as I gazed blankly down at John’s head. He may have only been a droid, but I loved him.
	“Your boyfriend, was he? Figured as much. Guess that must really piss you off, huh?” Deep Voice asked, curiously taunting me, taking a step closer. Maybe if he’d seen the look in my eyes, he would have thought twice before doing that.
	“You bastard,” I seethed. “You didn’t have to destroy him. He wasn’t dangerous; he didn’t even have basic self-defense protocols.” 
	“You’re right, I didn’t have to, but I wanted to. Question is, what are you going to do about it?” I’ll show you what I can do…I lunged for Quin; the mocking effigy of everything I’d grown to hate over the years, every leering face and every senseless act of violence that had taken someone away from me that I loved. I paid no mind to Glasses whatsoever, not even considering him a potential threat, for some odd reason.
	As quickly as my attack began, it ended. My legs gave way from under me and I hit the deck, screaming in surprise-filled pain. My entire body shook with spasms, jerking uncontrollably under the most excruciating agony I’d ever experienced. I was on fire, being cooked from the inside out, while an electrically generated hell smashed my sanity to ruins.
	“Fucking-A, did you see how fast she moved?” Deep Voice backpedaled away in shock from my writhing form. 
	“No shit, I almost wasn’t able to zap her in time. By the way, that’s a medium setting. I could probably kill her if I turned it up to maximum.”
	“That’s enough, Dobbs, looks like she passed the first test. You said it could be reversed right to make her docile and obedient.”
	Just as unexpectedly the pain disappeared and I gasped for air, curling into a ball of lingering torment. What the hell was that! “Please no more, I’ll do whatever you say, just don’t hurt me again,” I managed to whisper. The rage and determination I’d felt moments before had been reduced to splinters in the span of a breath.
	“Oh man, you have no idea what I can do to her with this thing. It’s better than making her docile, by a long shot.” 
	Glasses stepped closer, towering over me. I knew this kind of vermin, and what the inevitable outcome of my captivity was going to be now. The degenerate mist in his eyes was a dead giveaway. What gave the whole situation a frighteningly surreal feel was that I couldn’t stop myself from spreading my legs while I anxiously eyed his crotch waiting for it. What the hell’s wrong with me?
	“What have you done to me? Please, let me go. I have money, an unregistered cred-stick; there’s 200,000 universal credits on it, take it, it’s yours. Take my ship even, just let me go.” Glasses laughed in my face. 
	“Bitch, we already have your money and your ship. You have nothing to deal with.” Damn, I’d left the cred-stick lying out next to my holster by the bed. “As for what I did to you, just a bit of readjustment on that sweet little control processor in your head, making you nice and friendly is all.” I felt like I was going to puke. This had to be a nightmare. I need to wake up, wake up!

	“That’s impossible, you couldn’t have, its tamper proof.”

	“Not if you happen to be one of the original members on the design team, it’s not.” He began fiddling with the computer pad.
	I drew back shivering, followed by a throaty moan, as the precursor to an orgasm ripped through my body like a shockwave of physical lust. I’d never felt such a raw and untamed pleasure before. I nervously licked my lips, continuing to eye the bulge of Glass’ stasis suit. Oh my god, I want him. I wanted him so bad I could taste it.
	“See something you want, bitch?”
	“Yes,” I stammered.
	“And what’s that?”
	I chewed my lip, heart pounding as the heat within me continued to spread out of control. “You, I want you. I want you to fuck me.” 
	“Well what do you think?” He turned to Deep Voice with a broad grin. “Cool, huh?”
	“Nice, very nice. She could be faking it though; maybe she’s just scared. We have to be sure.”
	“C’mon man, give me a fucking break! All right, watch this.”
	Electric arousal crashed through my brain, drowning me in pure, unimaginable ecstasy. I came, hard. Glasses leered down at me with an excited gleam in his eye, while I writhed at his feet. “You liked that, huh? You want some more?” 
	“Yes.” My head jerked excitedly. I rolled over on my back, spreading my legs. “I want you so bad, please! Do anything you want, I don’t care, both of you can.” I spread myself wider; I was dripping and they could see it. “Please, I need it! Fuck my ass, I like it in the ass,” I pleaded desperately. “I can take both of you at once.” Oh my God…
	“Shit, Dobbs, you weren’t kidding, were you?” Quin gasped in astonishment.
	“Told you man, and get this. That wasn’t even close to being the highest setting. Want to see her really hit the roof?”
	“No, that’s enough. I’m almost tempted to keep her. You’re right though; she’s going to make us a shit load of cash after a show like that.” 
	The wonderful sensation of pleasure left me like a fading wisp of smoke and my senses returned in full force. I looked between the two men horror stricken, scrambling away, coming to my feet. Somehow, Dobbs had managed to do just as he said, and hacked into the control processor in my brain creating a link between it and a hand-held remote. It was the only explanation. This was worse than any nightmare imaginable, because it was actually happening, and unfortunately the processor was the one thing I needed to keep all the cybernetic systems in my body working in tandem. There was no way of shutting it off, or taking it out, even if I could. 
	I looked between Dobbs and the pocket controller feeling low and meek before a power I couldn’t explain. I wanted to curl up beside him to abase myself, worshiping him while offering my body for his unconditional and leisurely use. If I was scared before, now I was terrified. I suddenly realized he’d made me into the perfect, obedient slave that any number of buyers on Regilain would be sure to want. The bile in the back of my throat crept a little higher, accompanied with the queasy urge to vomit. So this is how it was going to end for me, on my knees begging to be fucked by some depraved psycho, until the day I die. Life sure can be a kick in the balls at times.
	“Dobbs, take her back to her cabin and make sure there’s a guard on her. I don’t want one of those shitheads forgetting she’s off limits. I’m heading forward to check on the ship status; that fucking prick Carlos has some payback coming after we’re finished with business on Regilain.”
	“Sure, no problem, Quin,” Dobbs replied evenly, watching him leave before turning his attention back to me. “You just remember what’ll happen if you get any funny ideas about pulling some shit with me. The pain you felt earlier is nothing compared to what I can do to you. Now get your ass up, let’s go.” He prodded me with his stasis boots and I was overcome by the urge to lean forward and lick it, to prove that I would be good from now on. How could he even think that I would disobey him? What was I saying? It had to be an effect of the remote.
	I climbed hesitantly to my feet and our eyes met, vulgar and insatiate. I looked away, cheeks flaring.
	“You really enjoyed that, didn’t you?” His voice seemed so tender, and it whispered to my soul in a way I couldn’t resist. Dobbs’ sweaty hand fell on my shoulder, working behind my neck, and I swallowed hard, nodding quickly. “And you’ll do anything I say now, won’t you?” He yanked my hair back with a firm grip of total control while pulling me close enough to smell the desire seeping from the pores of his potmarked face. I felt weak in the knees, surrendering willingly, squeaking timidly in agreement.
	“What’s that?”
	“Yes.”
	I could feel the excitement of carnality growing in the air between us, and I saw myself in his eyes, ready to give everything away upon request. Please, I want you so bad.
	“I think Quin’s passing up the opportunity of a lifetime. Can you imagine the fun we’d have together?” His free hand eased between my damp thighs and I spread them without reservation.
	“Yes,” I sighed again. I could imagine it. I wanted to stay with this complete stranger, this man who now had a power over my mind and body stronger than any physical restraint imaginable. 
	Glasses leaned down to kiss me, and so help me I met him halfway. Our tongues coiled with a passionate thirst I’d rarely felt, while his hands roamed about my body, cupping my ass, lifting me closer. My arms encompassed his neck and our kiss grew deeper, stronger, while the ignited desperation within me spread unhindered. I loved it. I loved him!
	“Dobbs!” We jumped as one, shocked from our world of pleasure, drawing apart in a flurry of mumbled curses. Quin stood in the doorway glaring at us like a menacing giant. “I said nobody touches her, and that includes you!”
	“C’mon, Quin,” he whined, gritting his teeth. “Just once, let me fuck her just once. What the hell can it hurt? You owe me-” Quin stormed across the cabin, delivering a jaw-crunching roundhouse punch that sent the smaller man tumbling to the floor.
	“Cuz I said so, that’s-” 
	I don’t know what came over me. My face contorted in unbridled fury that matched my confused devotion. Without conscious thought or reason, I threw myself at Quin, leaping upon his back. 
	“What the…!” 
	“Don’t ever touch him again,” I screeched like an enraged harpy. “I’ll kill you, you son of a bitch!” 
	My arm wrapped around Quin’s beefy neck, seconds away from snapping it like a twig with my servo enhanced strength. That’s when the pain descended again. I screamed, falling from his back like a fish out of water. The pain didn’t last long, but it was more than enough to accomplish its purpose. I pulled myself into a ball, whimpering. What did I do wrong? I was protecting you.
	“Dobbs, what the fucking hell,” Quin boomed furiously, rubbing his neck, backing away from me. “I thought you said she would be an obedient slave, you could control her? She just tried to rip my goddamn head off!”
	Dobbs climbed to his feet, wiping away the blood from his split lip with the back of his hand. He looked nervous, eyes darting between Quin and I. He motioned with a wave of his hand, and they both retreated to a corner of the med bay out of earshot. They spoke in hushed voices, trying to keep their conversation secret, but my enhanced hearing heard it perfectly.
	“What you saw there was a built in defense mechanism of the remote. It’s not my fault; I didn’t have anything to do with her jumping you like that. She would have acted that way no matter who had it.”
	“We make planet fall in six hours,” Quin hissed. “And now you decide to tell me this shit? I’ve already contacted the Holloway Company about her, and now you’re telling me she’s out of control?”
	“Listen, man, I can control her, to a point. She isn’t a droid, only susceptible to suggestion and obeying orders from whoever has the remote, get it?” 
	Quin shook his head. “I don’t like it. It might cause problems when I sell her off.”
	“You saw what I made her do. I can turn up the juice, and she’ll roll around on the floor begging for it like a dog in heat. It’s hardwired into her now; but she can’t lay a finger on the person with the controller, no matter what. We’ll have to deal with her like this, unless you want me to give her a full lobotomy.” Quin glared at me, and I could almost hear the wheels turning inside his head, contemplating my fate.
	“No, we can’t do that,” he finally said. I let out a deep breath, visibly sagging in relief. “If Holloway or a buyer wants her that way then fine, they can do what the hell they want after she’s out of our hair. I want her acting normal though; I’ll get a better price for her that way. Just make sure you keep a tight leash on her, and if you have to zap the shit out of her again to get the point across, then do it. No fuck-ups Dobbs, my reputation is on the line.” Quin gave me one last cagey glance before leaving the cabin.
	“Bitch,” Dobbs’ voice was like a white-hot razor slicing into me. “If you ever embarrass me in front of Quin like that again, I’ll turn up the pain and leave it that way until you’re a pile of screaming goo. I don’t give a fuck whether we sell you or not any longer, understand?” 
	I nodded quickly and felt oddly disappointed that I’d made him look bad, for whatever reason, in front of Quin. All I wanted to do was make Dobbs happy again. I almost asked if he wanted to fuck me to make up for it, but I knew he couldn’t now. 
	Dobbs led me silently back to my cabin, giving me a swat on the rear as I passed through the doorway. 
	“You be a good girl and no trouble out of you from now on, understand?” With a weak nod on my part, the door slid shut, locking behind me. 
	I let out a deep breath, eyeing the disheveled mess of my ransacked cabin. I rummaged through the scattered pile of clothing strewn about like a shambling sleepwalker, beginning to dress. I can’t believe it, I’m going to be a slave and there’s nothing I can do about it. Or maybe there is? Somehow if I could get a hold of the remote, there might be a chance of escape. My hopes quickly vanished. I’d been in a position to take it from Dobbs earlier, more than once actually, and I couldn’t. I didn’t want too. Shit. 
	I crawled into bed to hide my misfortune behind a wall of covers the way I always did when the world came crashing down upon me. It wasn’t long before the tears started to flow, wetting my cheeks. At some point I fell asleep, lulled into a fitful slumber by my sobbing, and the impending uncertainty of what my life had so unexpectedly become again.




Chapter Three

 

	Regilain, as it’s known in Galactic Standard English, is predominantly a desert world devoid of sentient life except for the quasi-nomadic race of insectoids, known as the T’ivk. It’s a dust ball of blistering heat and violent atmospheric sandstorms, with massive whirlwind tempests that rage for days on end. The boundless expanse of dune seas covering much of the planet’s surface are broken only by a speckling of spaceport entrances to the underground citadels that snake throughout the planet’s lithosphere like massive anthills. 
	The only thing the T’ivk love more than the inhospitable desolation of their homeworld, is bartering. They can haggle for hours on end over the price of a ten-credit meal if given the chance. Nothing has a set price on Regilain when dealing with a T’ivk; it’s all based on the skill or patience of a buyer to obtain what they want for the price they want. It’s the perfect environment for the offworld merchants of the Outer Rim to create an industry based on slave trade. 
	I was a bit surprised when Quin allowed me to keep my clothes on. I half expected to be paraded naked and in chains throughout the port after the way I’d been treated thus far. Maybe that wouldn’t have been so bad. I’d forgotten just how damn hot it was here, breaking out in a sweat almost instantly after stepping off the ship. The billowing gale of heat, tainted with an overwhelming multitude of odors ranging from chemical aviation fuel to the molten metal of cutting torches made me light-headed and nauseous. I suppose it didn’t help matters that I haven’t had anything to eat or drink in nearly a day.
	I followed numbly behind Dobbs like a broken puppy while we wound our way through the scattering of docked ships and refit gantries. In the distance, the outlying silhouette of automated defense batteries incessantly scanned not only the ground, but also the hazy amber sky. There were more threats on Regilain than just the occasional rogue marauders to contend with. 
	I looked back at the Tramp one last time. She was beat to hell from the meteors, but a swarm of techs and bots, no doubt under the employment of the Sesik Cartel, had already descended on her to repair the damage. Everything I was, my life savings, all my memories and what few possessions I had, continued to drift further away with a nebulous future. It was a horrible thing to experience, possibly like losing a child, or maybe a father. My stomach knotted into a tight ball as my old life, and the meager security it offered, disappeared behind me forever in a swirling cloud of sand and dust. 
 	We eventually passed through the twenty-foot tall, three-foot thick blast doors, descending into the cool, dry interior of hive Rep’ick’s market district proper. The bitter, unpleasant smell of stagnate humanity and alien life was all consuming while the fetid stench of the T’ivk overshadowed even that. Not even the massive ventilation fans mounted in the cavernous depths of the rock ceiling could rid the place of their smell for long. 
	I slowed, beginning to retch as we passed by a group of them jabbering away in quick, almost discernable speech, faces hidden within the murky depths of their long cloaks. The odor their pale, spindly bodies gave off in close proximity reminded me of something that had been left rotting in the sun for too long. I was shoved from behind, prodded relentlessly forward. No rest for the weary, not any longer. 
	Most of the time when I delivered cargo, it was off loaded and spirited away shortly after I landed. I rarely stayed planetside for any longer than it took to purchase a restock of supplies, or make any minor repairs if need be. I’d never been this deep into a citadel before, let alone a slave market. Fascinated disgust was a good way of describing what I felt, the closer that we came to it. 
	A cacophony of street vendors from around the galaxy lined the bustling causeway, selling foodstuff and oddities, rare and exquisite jewelry or vibrant handmade throw rugs. You couldn’t walk five feet without a different heckler trying to entice you into buying something. I began to see the horror of indignity that would become an all too familiar sight in my life, from here on out. 
	Mixed in among the vendors were the independent slavers, the little guys that made a credit here or there selling whatever happened to fall into their dirty, little hands. Most of their slavestock looked worn from years of abuse and ill treatment. I briefly met the lifeless eyes of an old man before looking down in shame. He was naked and in chains, scarred with neglect and the waxy completion of near death hinting behind sagging, malnourished skin. The tag hanging around his neck said he cost thirty credits. That was less than I’d spent on my last pair of boots.
	Among the humming masses we passed a long row of naked slave girls tied together moving in the opposite direction. They were all human, but as varied in shape and size as they came. A tall slaver dressed in full environmental armor led them on a tether, his face obscured beneath a pair of multi-optic goggles and a breathing apparatus. I couldn’t help but watch the girls as we passed, wondering if that would soon be my fate. 
	The more I looked around, the more astounded I became. An entire cross-section of the galaxy, a microcosm of every race could be seen either leading a slave, or becoming one. The one thing that remained a constant though was the broken look of the slavestock. It didn’t matter if they were male or female, human or alien; they all had a downcast gaze of hopeless defeat about them. Probably not unlike my own, if I were to guess. I could honestly say now, that Regilain was nothing but a pit; a stinking cesspool of people that made their way through life living on the misery of others. And I’d turned a blind-eye to this, supporting it for how many years? Karma sure is a ruthless bitch.
	I was jerked to a stop before a nondescript, but heavily trafficked building that stretched forever into the gloom of the wide tunnel like road. I knew we’d reached our destination, even if I hadn’t seen the large glowing sign above the main, double door entrance. Quin pressed in close, so close that the sour reek of his sweat filled my nostrils. 
	“Not a word, not one fucking word, or I’ll have Dobbs put you down for good, understand?” I looked up at him pitifully, as my life as a slave beginning with a downcast gaze of resignation.
	A trio of armed guards at the entrance stopped us none to friendly. “Your business?”
	“Name’s Quin, I’m here to make a sale. Alexi’s expecting me.” The guard scanned our small group before his eyes finally came to rest on me. He snickered, shaking his head. “Good luck, you might be able to buy lunch with what you’ll get out of her.” 
	I swallowed hard, inwardly crumbling just a little bit more. Was human life really that cheap here? Was I worth so little? Yeah, apparently I was, based on what he saw.
	“Whatever, tough guy, where’s the new drop off point?” Quin prompted him impatiently. 
	The guard jerked his thumb, pointing us in the direction of a recessed gap in the building about a block away. “Property entrance is down that ally. Go through the cargo door and present her at the foreman’s desk.” Quin nodded his thanks, and we continued on.
	I had to wait my turn on the foul smelling, crowed loading dock behind a large chained-gang group of mixed races. They looked terrible; dirty, beat-up and anything but tame from what I could tell. More than once, a few of them were beat into complacency with stun-sticks. 
	Despite the size of the group in front of me, I was presented before the Holloway Trading Company’s purchasing rep in less than ten minutes. It’s amazing how easy it is to actually sell a human being; a cursory inspection by the greasy, cigar smoking foreman to make sure you’re not already someone else’s property, and that’s it. Outside of Federation space, the laws that kept slave trade at least somewhat civil were all but extinct; it’s all about turning a profit, regardless of the consequences it has on someone else. 
	Shortly thereafter, I was hustled into a backroom. Holloway Trading weren’t fools and before money exchanged hands, before anything was made official, they had to see if I was actually worth the exorbitant amount that Quin was asking for me. For my sake I hoped so; this was one of those situations where being sold to Holloway Trading was probably my safest route. What else did I have to look forward to? Being a plaything for Dobbs and Quin for awhile, before being sold off to a street peddler, or dumped off in a back alley with my throat cut? The sooner I was away from those two, the better.
	A tall, strikingly beautiful redhead dressed in a shimmering leather emerald suit-skirt flowed briskly into the room on clicking heels with an entourage of T’ivk brokers in her wake. I’d never met Alexi Holloway, let alone seen her before, but she simply oozed with the scent of distinguished power. Quin seemed to know her from somewhere; they shook hands lightly, looking in my direction. Her piercing gaze made me feel like a turd in the toilet bowl about to be flushed away forever. 
	“Is this what you intend to sell me today, Miles?” I couldn’t place Alexi’s haughty accent. The old South African Confederated Kolony, maybe? “You must be joking? The only reason I agreed to meet with you in person-”
	“Alexi,” Quin cut her off. “You’ll like her, trust me. She’s well worth your time,” he cooed soothingly.
	Her sparkling, dagger-like eyes bore ruthlessly into Quin. “I hope so, Miles, for your sake. If this is some sort of pathetic attempt on your part to-” Quin took a step closer, his hand hesitantly reaching out to grasp the expensive material of her jacketed arm. 
	“Alli…” 
	She pulled away gently, and her expression took on the slightest trace of softening above a rose shadow that blossomed in her cheeks. Holy shit, Quin and Alexi Holloway have something going on between them? No freaking way! How in the hell had someone like Quin ever hooked up with her? She was the richest, most successful slave broker in the entire Outer Rim.
	“I told you not to call me that anymore,” she whispered with a hint of edgy remorse. “It’s over between us, you made that quite clear when you started fucking that little tramp behind my back.” Bad boy…I thought wistfully. 
	“Look, I told you I was sorry. It was a stupid mistake. Let me make it up to you?” Alexi shook her head, face growing hard again.
	“I don’t have time for this right now, just…just show me what makes this piece of trash so special before I have the lot of you thrown out into the street along with her.” 
	She wasn’t fooling anyone, at least not me at any rate. She still had the hots for him; it was written all over her face. Quin stepped back with downcast eyes though, and my performance started with nothing more than a nod and the touch of a control key. 
	It was stronger than what I’d felt before. Every ounce of self-control and humility I had remaining was tossed aside just as readily as my clothes. I came at least twice from the sudden wash of sensation while I frantically stripped, begging to be fucked first by Dobbs and then everyone else in the room, to include the nasty T’ivk. Yuck! I wasn’t even sure that was possible. I think they laid eggs, but at the time, I could have cared less. Surprisingly, none of them seemed all that impressed by my sex-crazed display. 
	“Any sentient could be made to do that, with some mind-altering drugs and reconditioning,” one of the brokers clicked dryly through his mandible-like mouth after Dobbs turned the pleasure stimulation off. Neither the brokers nor Alexi were even convinced the remote was actually doing anything, while they continued to discuss me like a piece of meat. The thing that did seem to interest them was seeing a display of my enhanced strength and other hardware. 
	A house lackey was summoned with a gravity belt that he strapped about my waist before activating it. The pull on my shoulders and legs was immediate, and I sagged momentarily under the weight until my servos kicked in. I straightened my knees, back stiff in a feeble show of defiance, with the equivalent of carrying at least an extra 200 pounds if not more. Just the fact that I was still standing at all, that I wasn’t screaming in agony, crumpled into a pile of broken bones, made the T’ivk’s dark globular eyes light up with excitement. Alexi cocked her brow at Quin with an amused expression. 
	I was ordered to jump as high as I could; my palms thumped off the twelve-foot high ceiling. After that I was ordered to continue with a lazy jump rope hop for nearly five minutes non-stop. The animated banter between Alexi and Quin told me my fate was now sealed; I’d just become a victim of my body and what it was capable of doing. The command came for me to stop, and I was placed in a sterile holding cell while the negotiations continued. Sure I was a little sore, I was out of shape after all, but I could have easily kept going. 
	I watched the negotiation emotionlessly, growing cold inside. Somewhere in the back of my mind a change had already started to fester like a puss filled sore. This was it, this was my life now, I was a slave and nothing was going to change that anytime soon. I started to revert without even knowing it into the person I’d been long ago. It was a defense mechanism that had helped me cope through the worst times of my life, and now it was needed again in order to survive. I would do what I had to do, willingly obeying my new Masters without question from now on. 
	It wasn’t long before the I’s were dotted and the T’s were crossed. It was official; I was now a slave belonging to the Holloway Trading Company. Alexi was more than happy to take me off of Quin’s hands after a display like that.
	“Miles,” her voice was smooth as silk now. “I was wondering if you would join me in my office to…ah…finalize the transaction. I’ll admit that I’m a bit curious as to how a remarkable specimen like this came into your possession. She’s worth every credit you said plus maybe a little extra for thinking of me first, instead of that lowlife Charagin.” 
	“I’ll tell you all about it, Alli, by the way, I need a favor.” 
	She rolled her eyes with a tight-lipped smirk, shaking her head in disgust. “I should have known; you’ll never change, will you?” 
	Quin followed her out, giving me a toothy grin of parting satisfaction. And why shouldn’t he be happy? He was free, while taking everything from me in the process, to include my freedom. My ship would follow soon enough; a modest bribe with the bonding authority and ownership along with the authorization code and registration would be transferred in his name no questions asked. That’s how things worked in the Outer Rim, possession equaled five tenths of the law. The other half consisted of brute force. 
	A brief flicker of dimming emotion surged through me when Dobbs grabbed his crotch, smiling, winking playfully as he disappeared from my life. Someday you son of a bitch…I felt no desire for him whatsoever now that the remote had been surrendered to one of the brokers. Just thinking about how he’d made me act, the things I’d said to him, threatened to push me over the top. Yeah, some day I’d make him pay for what he’d done to me, and John, my stupid droid that I loved as a man. I’ll make all of them pay for everything I had yet to experience. 
	My first day as a piece of property, if it wasn’t bad enough already, was one rude awakening after another. Within minutes of being sold, I was fitted with my restraint collar, the ever-present symbol of slavery throughout the galaxy. It was an unadorned silver band that could be tethered to a hand held baton by an energy field similar to an electric leash. No matter how I moved the length was constant, allowing me no slack forward or back, but it did give me about a 90-degree leeway left and right. Despite my lack of maneuverability, it allowed the baton wielder an unlimited range of motion. 
	I was mixed in with the batch of newly purchased slaves I’d seen earlier, herded from one area to another like livestock by hard-faced men giving harsh commands through universal translators. I continued to discover how the business of trafficking lives doesn’t discriminate in the least; we were all equal now regardless of what species we were, whom we’d been in the past, or where we’d come from. 
	Order was always maintained despite the vast differences between us. Any trace of slave infighting or rebelliousness was quickly smashed by the guards with brutally efficient force. Even the small group of warmongering Tartans, the race of muscle-bound Neanderthals that resembled mythical Minotaur’s from earth’s past, didn’t dare cause trouble, or try to bully any of the smaller, weaker races. Besides, what was there to fight over? There was plenty of food, although it tended to be bland and tasteless for the most part, and we all had our own bunk, along with a single blanket and pillow assigned to us by our identification numbers. My new name was slave 2451. That was my life now, a number, a bunk, and a blanket and pillow.
	I thought it funny that things really weren’t all that different for me now than when I was with Fleet. You were nothing more than a number to someone most of the time, you were never really in control of your destiny, and there was always an unending line to wait in. Because of the surprising similarities, my fear quickly grew distant, replaced by mind numbing boredom that once again reminded me of the military’s ‘hurry up and wait’ mentality. 
	I could even understand the point of our continual nudity, looking at it from a military standpoint. Clothing gave you comfort, a sense of security and individuality, or just something to hide within. By removing it from the equation, by stripping a person down to their bare essence, it keeps you off guard, humbled and subdued. It was no different than the uniformity that made the wheels of the military machine turn with regulation haircuts and precision drills you reacted to instantly without thinking. You became a thing, a piece of the larger whole with a single-minded purpose in life. It let you know exactly who held the reins of power like a slap in the face.
	As the days wore on, I was shamelessly poked and prodded during the course of a full medical exam. I received a broad range of inoculations, universal decontamination and an anti-fertility implant. Not like I needed that. My DNA was taken and put on record along with a retinal scan, aromatic body chemistry profile, brain scan, and holographic photo showing me from every angle. If I ever did manage to escape in the future, I would always be hunted; it would be worse than the bounty on my head. I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere now, without my identity inevitably being discovered. 
	I also underwent an in-depth psyche evaluation to determine my affinity to become a slave. This I actually found interesting and a bit of a surprise. I hadn’t considered the mental condition of a perspective slave would even be a considered factor. More or less, the machine measured the level of my submissiveness and propensity to obey orders, along with my possible threat level to a potential buyer. I didn’t catch all of it, but my results had been a disappointment from what I gathered. For some reason, I was categorized as unstable, volatile, and unpredictable, thusly labeled a high risk. It appeared that I wasn’t good slave material in the long run. 
	I’ve never considered myself to be innately violent, or much of a leader in my opinion, content to let others make decisions for me most of my life. I could only assume the test results were due in part to my military training, a strong survival instinct, and a lifelong practice of self-reliance that I’d grown to rely on since my life fell apart at the age of twelve. Apparently the machine was never wrong though, and if not for the remote curtailing these ‘flaws’, I would have had my brain picked apart with cerebral reconditioning, or made physically docile by means of a permanent implant. Thankfully for me, the remote was enough to pacify their fears. Besides, brainwashed or cybernetically lobotomized slaves brought in a significantly lower price, just like Quin had said.
	What really threw me for a loop were the Holloway employees themselves. They acted like this was nothing more than a well paying, run of the mill job, carried out emotionlessly without the slightest bit of remorse or compassion in any sense. In the beginning, I half expected to be passed around like some sort of willing party toy with my remote on high pleasure, but I wasn’t touched sexually, or outside of necessity, by a single staff member the entire time. Alexi Holloway definitely ran a tight ship that’s for sure. 
	Other than when the need arose to discipline me, the slavers weren’t even abusive or cruel in my opinion. Don’t kid yourself though; there was always the pain of discipline in my life now. I was never physically beaten like I’d seen on the loading dock; none of us were that I knew of. Instead, I felt it through the tools that would instruct me in what it meant to be a slave: an electric jolt from my restraint collar, or a hand-held stunner. 
	At first, even if I obeyed instantly, I was still disciplined. I didn’t understand and tried to react quicker, trying to anticipate what they wanted before I was disciplined again. I didn’t realize it until later that I was being systematically broken and instilled with fear. I was being conditioned to serve with innately prompt obedience, without hesitation or question. I was learning what it was to be a mindless slave.
	As the days became weeks, I underwent simplistic and generic slave training. Most of it was stupid and unneeded for someone of my experience; I’d learned the proper ways of addressing someone with respect thanks to Fleet. The other stuff was easy enough, and I hate to admit, was kind of arousing in a tingly sort of way. I quickly took to the correct way of kneeling and the other submissive positions, almost as if they came naturally to me. The basic sex training and numerous methods of pleasing men and women, humans at least, was almost a joke as I saw it. To tell you the truth, I think I could have taught the instructors a thing or two. 
	My cybernetic implants underwent a more thorough evaluation as well. Unfortunately, that included the remote in its full range of functions. It was not a good time for me to say the least as it was ramped up to nearly the maximum setting in both directions. Imagine every nerve in your body being dipped in acid, gnawed upon by ants and then sliced apart with a hot knife a strand at a time. Yeah, it was the kind of maddening torment that drove people to beg for death. At least it didn’t last long; Holloway was trying to sell a slave, not a drooling invalid. The pleasure mode seemed almost as bad after I came out of it, thinking of how I’d acted, how I’d degraded myself in front of the evaluation team. After going through something like that for a few days, while continually being paraded about in the buff around strangers, you could say that humility was no longer a viable word in my vocabulary. It was amazing what you learned to accept as the norm, given time and a suitable environment. 
	A month had passed since I’d arrived. As a final act a tracking beacon was concealed somewhere within my body, and I was given a laser engraved registration number on my neck. I was fully registered in the property database and ready for sale now. Afterwards, I was escorted back to my modest and surprisingly comfortable cell that I shared with three other human women. It wasn’t really that bad; at least it was climate controlled, but we did have to share a toilet. Big deal, I had to pee in front of other people. Hell, I had to do that in Fleet, not to mention we had uni-sex communal showers during training, and dirt side deployments. Mmmm… the good old days of a wet and wild shower gangbang. Damn, I miss those.
	I stepped into my cell and the force barrier shimmered to life behind me. Slave 5378, the pretty young thing from some jerk water colony planet, rolled over in her bunk away from me when I walked past. I almost learned her name, her old name, last night. She’d foolishly struck up a whispered conversation with me after lights out, and had been promptly disciplined for her efforts. We weren’t allowed to talk amongst ourselves, not a single word. Her punishment had been excessive I thought, but at this stage of our captivity, she should have known better. 
	I crept over to my fold-down bunk, past the dozing form of 4501, stretching out on my back. I eyed her trim rump, and the slightest trace of her cute little pussy that peeked out at me from between the donut hole of her shapely thighs. Yeah, she’s my type all right: tall, nice tits and a pretty face framed by dark auburn hair. I bet she tastes sooo…Ugh, stop it! 
	I turned over, facing away from the inviting image with a huff, trying to think of something else for a change. Problem was that’s all I thought about now, SEX, SEX, SEX! It had to be a side effect of the remote, didn’t it? Yeah right, I was a damn nympho long before I’d been sold. It also happened to be the source of my own punishment on numerous occasions in the past. It would have been nice if I could at least play with myself every once in awhile to temporarily alleviate the ongoing hunger. An entire month of physical chastity was not an easy thing for me to deal with.
	Despite everything that had happened to me, I was horny from the time I woke up until I fell asleep at night. The off/on cycle of pleasure from my remote while it was being tested only made things worse, leaving me in a constant state of expectant arousal, more often than not. More than once I secretly wished that the guards or techs would have their way with me, anything to ease the gnawing ache that wound through my body like innumerable tentacles of torrid desire.
	It wouldn’t be long now, though. Soon, very soon, I’d be put up for sale, and I’d have an owner, a man or maybe a woman, that I would be powerless to resist, that I wouldn’t want to resist, as I was used sexually at a whim for the rest of my life. I ground my thighs together, savoring what little stimulation I could. Oh my God, am I actually looking forward to it?

 

***



	The day had finally come for me to be sold. I stood single file in a narrow hallway, like another link in a long chain of forced misery. I wore both ankle and wrist cuffs now, we all did. They were metal bands just like the collar with a magnetic energy field connecting them. They could be adjusted remotely for different lengths allowing either a full range of motion, or instantly locked together, literally hog tying the wearer. I was a good slave though and had never been restrained like that. 
	We waited our turn to enter the auction hall dressed in a loose, throw-over cloak that barely covered our naked bodies. It was the first piece of clothing I’d worn since arriving. I looked around at the others waiting to be sold off like cattle, oddly surprised at how many of them restrained tears behind puffy eyes, or who’s faces were locked in a mask of concealed hate. I didn’t feel that way in the least; up until now, I’d actually felt a relaxed calm that was nice for a change. I had no responsibilities and no worries while I was here. I did what I was told, when I was told, and nothing more. But now I shifted on nervous feet, anxious to see how the next step in my continuing journey played itself out. I jumped, receiving a small shock from my restraint collar. One of the guards had given me a slap on the wrist, reminding me I was supposed to keep my head lowered. 
	It was my turn now, and a guard led me forward by my leash and the door closed behind us. There was another short hallway before we entered the auction hall. I kept my head down, respectfully averting my eyes, as I’d been trained to do. I was led up a flight of short steps to a wide platform, and the throw over about my body was removed. My face grew hot and my pulse raced in panic, no longer having the comfort of faceless obscurity to hide within that I’d grown accustomed to as of late. I was center stage now in a way I’d never imagined possible.
	The room was heavily air-conditioned and I shivered, fighting against the urge to wrap my arms about myself, motionlessly waiting. I couldn’t see much, being blinded by bright lights, but the shimmering outline of holographic avatars, of those unable to attend in person, stood out in the darkened room. Real eyes peered back at me too; they were eerily quiet, and some of them were inhuman. I never seriously entertained the idea until now that an alien may buy me, although I knew how to engage in sexual activities with over fifteen of the major races, thanks to my training. I shivered again thinking of what it would actually be like. Watching videos while receiving a harried lecture in a classroom environment was one thing, but…  I wasn’t really into that sort of thing to tell you the truth, but I would learn to like whatever my new Master or Mistress happened to be. I didn’t really have a choice in the matter anymore, so why worry about it?
	Every so often I heard a random cough, politely muffled of course, or the shuffling of feet mixed with the faint murmurs of random conversation. It all seemed so normal in a way. I guess I was expecting something different, a mad house of screaming, leering men that couldn’t wait to get their hands on me. This had an air of quality about it, like people out to buy priceless artwork instead of a human being. A man chuckled from the darkness; he called me a homely looking cow. I lowered my face just a bit more, trying to hide in the glaring light.
	There was a man at a podium, close, but outside of the harsh glare of the spotlight. The chills gradually became outright cold that caused my small nipples to harden into tight, fleshy marbles.
	“Ladies and Gentlemen, I am pleased to present a very rare item today. Our next auction is for a 36-year-old human female…” 
	A larger than life, magnified image of me appeared overhead, turning slowly in the classic arms out, palms up stance, while the auctioneer began describing me in detail. Weird, it was like I was an open book on display for the entire world to view. The man droned on listing my cybernetic enhancements, followed by the use of my controller to modify sexual desire and appetite, while curtailing aggressive and unruly behavior. Oh yeah, we can’t forget the part about me being helpless to obeying any order, from whoever possessed it. The noise level in the room steadily increased; the buyers were interested now, and I knew what was coming next. O’god not that, not in front of all these people! 
	First came a display of my strength and dexterity with a gravity belt and a series of free-weights. That was easy and brought forth a very positive response from the crowd. They were learning that there was much more to me than meets the eye; hearing what I could do was one thing, but seeing it was believing. 
	My remote was given to a woman in the audience I could barely see through the glare of the lights. She appeared to be tall and elegantly attired in a strapless red dress with a deep V-neck that bulged with cleavage. She was very pretty, I think, with dark seductive eyes set beneath long, midnight black hair. A representative from Holloway stood close by giving her instructions. 
	The room grew deathly quiet, and I dropped to the floor without warning, pussy convulsing in uncontrollable spasms, panting as a gasping surge of sexually induced impotence. I came instantly, pawing at the floor like an animal. I didn’t care anymore about the people watching me while I swam in a turbulent sea of electrical passion; I wanted them, all of them. I envisioned myself being fucked over and over, the woman holding my controller the first in a long line I couldn’t see an end to. Hundreds, I was being used by hundreds of people in my mind, and it was amazing. It stopped just as suddenly, and I lay trembling in a breathless heap as murmurs and slight chuckles of doubt drifted amongst the crowd.
	“No, you dullard, she doesn’t know what I’m doing,” the women snipped. Not the pain, please.
	The pleasure came again, this time even stronger. I whined, contorting in wild throws of maddening ecstasy. It was almost as strong as when the slavers were testing it at maximum setting.
	“Fff…uck me! Please anyone,” I screamed hoarsely as the thick, overpowering fragrance of lust drifted about me like the rich aroma of fine wine. It stopped and started like this several more times, and I began to shake uncontrollably from over stimulation.
	“This is fun, I like her,” the woman chimed enthusiastically, while I writhed helplessly before an astonished audience.
	“Buy me please, I want to be your slave,” I screeched, fingers deep within my pussy to satisfy an unquenchable craving. The demonstration ended a few wonderfully maddening minutes later; it felt like hours to me though. I slowly regained my composure, standing red faced and shaking in a puddle of desire. I felt about two inches tall; I wanted to hide somewhere. All I could smell was the warm perfume of poignant sex around me.
	“I plan to buy you, slave, and price is no option,” the woman proclaimed loudly to the room as if daring someone to challenge her. She handed the remote back to the staff member and haughtily took her seat, as if my sale to her was a foregone conclusion.
	“Let’s continue then, shall we?” The man at the podium announced. “Ladies and Gentlemen, that concludes our demonstration. I will now start the bidding at 40,000.” A plasma display on the wall behind him came to life, jumping, whirling with identification numbers and the amounts from the top five bidders. The highest amount for my ownership was 67,500.
	“The next round of bidding may now commence.” The buyers whispered in surprised excitement when the bid jumped to 89,236.
	I really couldn’t explain what I was feeling while I stood by in helpless silence, chest heaving; it was a combination of appalled disgust and fear, but also exhilaration. People were fighting for my ownership and it excited me. The silent war for possession of my soul continued.
	98,769…
	101,501…
	108,781…There were only two bidders left now, number’s 45 and 87. Who would it be? Who would own me, and what would he or she be like? I should be horrified or scared to death, but I wasn’t. I was just as anxious to see the outcome of my sale as everyone else was. 
	The war continued for several more rounds with neither one of the bidders willing to give in. The amount was now up to a staggering 120,350. That was a lot of money by any standards, and I felt humbled by the fact that others thought so highly of me.

	“No more bids?” I was trembling with suspense.

	“Going once…” The auctioneer’s voice was filled with amazed anticipation. I had no way of knowing it, but I was about to bring in the second highest amount in Holloway Trading Company history.

	“Going twice…” The woman wearing the red dress in the front row beamed with satisfied glee. It looked like she’d made good on her promise; I was about to have a Mistress.

	With a soft chime, someone reentered the bidding, upping the total to an astonishing 145,000. The crowd broke into pandemonium and my one time expectant owner scowled, shaking her head in disgust. There were no more bids after that, and with the sound of a buzzer, amid a thunderous applause, slave number 2451 became the property of bidder number 53.
	I was quickly ushered away and placed in a transit cell along with two men and another woman, if you wanted to call her that. She was a scrawny little thing with puffy, bloodshot eyes and a tangle of long magenta hair. Poor girl…she wasn’t ready for this, and if she didn’t harden her soul as I had, she’d never survive, at least sanely. I took a seat next to her, wishing I could comfort her, knowing it was impossible. Instead, I leaned back against the wall closing my eyes. It would appear that bidder 53 had purchased all of us, if I were to guess. 
	I waited patiently, contemplating the future for nearly an hour, before two more women joined us, followed lastly by a large Trusk. I wasn’t sure if it was a male or female; I’ve never been able to tell the difference, nor bothered to learn the subtleties in their species that defined the two. I’ll call him ‘he’, just because that was my first inclination. Either way he was bestial, standing over eight feet tall with a grotesque assortment of bulging muscles and thick powerful limbs. His grayish-brown skin had the texture of rawhide, and his face was reminiscent of walrus with large floppy jowls, minus the whiskers. My fellow cellmates instinctively shied away from him. 
	I’d dealt with Trusks’ before, and despite their outward appearance, they were one of the gentlest, kindest races in all the galaxies. The Trusk race as a whole had received the reputation as sadistic, man-eating fiends during the Dominion Conflict. I would have thought the same thing if I hadn’t known the truth; it was Federation propaganda and nothing more. We’d been the bad guys in that one, I thought darkly, I know, I was there. In the end we’d butchered them like the animals they resembled.
	He must have sensed my ease, briefly looking around the cell before taking a seat next to me. I couldn’t help but look between his legs as he squatted beside me. I’d never seen a naked Trusk before, and I really wasn’t sure what to make of the writhing mass of light pink, spaghetti-like tendrils that shifted lazily, animatedly floating in an unfelt breeze. I wouldn’t even know where to start with something like that to contend with. Ewe… It was kind of gross to even think about actually.
	I looked up for the first time since he crouched beside me. My face turned bright red, thinking that I’d been caught red-handed ogling him, but he stared back at me with nothing short of silent anger behind his large, multi-pupil yellow eyes. Uh-oh, he’d seen my Fleet tattoo. 
	I slowly moved my hand closest to him, gesturing in the silent speech the Trusk spoke in. We all had to learn it before going dirt side during the pacification of their homeworld. Even if I could speak openly with him, I wouldn’t. Trusk talked incredibly slow, methodically, using flower speech that would make a romance writer cringe. It took them nearly a minute just to say hello. I gave him the customary greeting, then friend.
	His surprise was made manifest by puffing his floppy jowls and a gurgling snort through his broad, flaring nose. I guess he wasn’t expecting a polite greeting from a long time hated enemy. We spoke for several minutes as apologies were made and explanations given. The past was in the past and would stay there as far as we were both concerned given our current situation. I did learn that he was actually male and his name was about six syllables worth of incomprehensible gibberish if I would have tried to pronounce it out loud. I just called him Chuck for short.
	It was about thirty minutes later when the guards ushered us into a cargo debarkation area, and we all prepared for stasis travel: a light blue jumpsuit, an injection of Provacine to ready our bodies for the near death experience of cryo-sleep, followed by a mild sedative. It was a frightening experience being placed into stasis, one that left many people scarred for life with nightmares of drowning and claustrophobia. It wasn’t something I was looking forward to again.
	I stepped into my tube, head downcast, leaning back against the padded couch as the door hissed shut encasing me in foreboding darkness. Several things happened at once; the life support and injection bands clamped snuggly about both my upper arms, and the air around me turned bitterly cold. Moments later, the quasi-liquid sensation of packing gel surged upward around my feet, beginning to encase me in immobility. My chest jerked with quick, panicking gulps despite the sedative, as my ability to move grew less and less. I had to remind myself to relax and breathe normally; it would all be over within less than thirty seconds. My vital signs began to dip dangerously low, and my skin started to crawl. I can’t breathe! I panicked trying to move as the gel oozed closer to my face, threatening to smother me completely. My mind began to fade as the numbing, near death experience penetrated my very core. I’m dying! John, help me, I need you! The stygian darkness closed in removing every trace of fear that I had.




Interlude

 

	Rupert Todd paused at the door to Mr. Savota’s inner sanctum, inspecting his habitually immaculate attire one last time. He smoothed a stray wrinkle from the right breast of his indigo Armani suit with a frown of annoyance, plucking a small gray hair from the same shoulder. Rupert had always been meticulous when it came to his appearance in front of an employer, over the course of his fifty-year professional career as a personal assistant. For the last twelve of those, he’d been employed by one Michael A. Savota, a self-made businessmen of some distinction now. After a rocky start as the owner of a small trading firm that always kept him just below the exquisite lifestyle he desired, his fortune had finally turned for the better. This was mainly due in part to his marriage to Donna, the brain-damaged sister of a former business associate, nearly fifteen years ago. 
	Donna came from an extremely wealthy family, a family with the kind of fortune that knew no bounds when the itch of fanciful want expressed itself. It was because of her that Michael’s dreams had finally come true; he was now the undisputed ruler of his own stretch of land, with ultimate power over everyone that inhabited it, that is except one man, Nathan Burke. 
	Burke was the one thing that still threatened his empire of avarice, and Mr. Savota’s current plans for expanding the flourishing business that had blossomed under his recent direction. Rupert knew in the darkest recesses of his mind, that Mr. Savota had come to fear this incessant thorn of a man. Burke couldn’t be bought off or intimidated into complacency; those things had already been tried on numerous occasions in the past. The promise of money and slaves were an empty token, and any threat was nothing more than a joke that fell on deaf ears. Burke was a rare breed, especially on Slave World. He was a man with staunch values and a sense of morality regardless of the repercussions. With some good luck in the way of a recent slave purchase, the status quo of the Savota ranch was about to be altered forever. 
	Rupert announced his presence with the push of a button beside the door. All the data necessary was already called up and waiting on his hand computer.
	“Please come in, Rupert,” Michael’s voice squawked through the intercom as the small light beside it changed from red to green.
	Michael’s office matched his taste of perversion and overindulgence to a tee. The walls were decorated with an assortment of fine art masterpieces ranging from ancient hand painted oils, to laser and holographic displays that swirled with breathtaking beauty. A majestically stocked liquor cabinet and wet bar lined a portion of one wall, while opposite it, two ancient sets of armor dating back to Earth’s medieval Japan stood in silent guard behind the monstrous visage of their faceplates. Dark plush carpeting gave way under Rupert’s shoes as he strode ramrod stiff across it, stopping before his employer. 
	Michael sat behind the expanse of a painstakingly hand carved, Brazilian Chestnut wood desk, with the light streaming in from behind through the large windows and door that led to his private veranda. As usual he was dressed only in a loose silk kimono, with one of his pets in attendance. There were several luxurious chairs spaced evenly in front of the desk, but Rupert stood, as was his norm. 
	“Tell me, Rupert, what do you think of my latest purchase? Quite a catch, isn’t she?” Michael beamed in self-righteous glory, stroking the top of Molly’s strawberry blonde head that bobbed up and down in his lap. Rupert had grown long used to the sight of his employer’s open display of sexuality, and his use of altered pets over the years. It wasn’t uncommon to have one of them bent over his desk while he discussed business in private. 
	Rupert cleared his throat softly in disagreement. “I think you’re taking a huge risk, sir, not to mention an expensive one.” He looked down at the display of his hand-com. “The cost alone for her far exceeds the entire slave budget for the next two quarters. I spoke with Brenda this morning, and Donavan isn’t going to release any more of your wife’s money until the next fiscal year. In addition to that, you still haven’t finalized the contract with-”
	Michael pushed his pet’s face deeper in his lap holding it in place. “Yes, I know, Rupert,” he groaned softly, shivering. “Just redistribute funds as necessary until I finalize the deal with Olympia Distribution.” Molly began to squirm, huffing through her nose in an effort to breathe around him. “Quiet kitten. You be a good girl while I’m talking,” he growled, and she whined ever so softly, trembling in response.
	“Sir, are you aware of how much it is going to cost for her conversion? You’ve seen what she looks like. Thomas doesn’t have much to work with.” 
	Michael growled, grasping a handful of silky hair, using his pet’s mouth as an improvised cunt for the final leg of his up and coming release. “There are some things you just can’t put a price on Rupert, you should know that.” He grunted, slamming her face harder into his lap. “I think she’ll be perfect for me in more ways than one, not to mention to deal with Burke.”
	“I still think you should call in outside help, sir. Despite her cybernetic augmentation, I’m not convinced she can handle him. Nathan has a lifetime of combat experience at his disposal.”
	“You’re such a worrywart, Rupert…oh yes, kitten, just like that.” Molly continued to gag around him, twisting and turning in an effort to free herself from the cock that slammed against the back of her throat like a hammer. “Burke may catch wind of it if I did something like that, and it could cause problems with Donna, not to mention he knows far too many people that embellish themselves in the business of death. This is going to have to look like an accident and nothing more; a rebellious and dangerous slave that snaps under the control of her Overseer.”
	Rupert sniffed lightly as the choking distress of saliva drenched moans grew louder.
	“That brings up another point, sir; I still don’t think it’s wise you letting Nathan and Donna spend so much time together. In her state of mind she may become too talkative and let something inadvertently slip. If Burke had the slightest suspicion of what you’ve been using her for… Sir, I think we would be hard pressed to control him given our current security measures.”
	“Burke isn’t going to find out, and besides, it keeps that idiot wife of mine out of my hair so I can enjoy life the way it was meant to be.” The lines of Michael’s face grew taut, his breath quickening. “Yes…that’s a good girl, just a bit more kitten and you’ll get your well earned reward from me.”

	“I know that but-”

	“Ow! You clumsy little slut!” 
	Michael jerked his kitten’s face up and away from his cock, pushing her to the floor in a disorganized flurry of limbs. She coughed haphazardly, staring back at him with fear in her surgically altered, cat-like eyes. The fur around her modified mouth was matted with saliva, dripping from her chin in long sticky trails, and her cat ears twitched, set upon a human head, while her bushy tail curled submissively beneath her tiny rump, and tabby markings. 
	“Are you alright, Sir?” Rupert took a hesitant step forward.
	Michael stood, imposing over his slave’s cowering form. “The stupid little slut scraped me with her tooth, and just as I was about to finish! Get out, get back to your kennel you worthless piece of shit!” Molly lowered her eyes sadly, meowing softly, shuffling out of his office on hands and knees.
	Michael plopped back in his chair, stabbing the intercom with rage fueled vigor.
	“Yes, Mr. Savota?” Chandler, the house slave Overseer and kennel Master, responded promptly.
	“That new kitten you sent me, Molly, is totally inadequate for my needs, and besides that she hurt me. I want her disciplined severely, do you understand?”
	“Yes. sir, I’m terribly sorry. Should I send another kitten up to you?”
	“Yes, I’m not finished yet. Chandler, I don’t hold this against you, it’s not your fault she’s an inept piece of trash. The quality of slavestock is a difficult thing to anticipate at times.”
	“Yes, sir, thank you,” a relieved sounding voice answered.
	“Oh, and Chandler? Have her sent to the recreation center after she’s been punished. Maybe being a staff whore for a few weeks will help her realize how good she has it under my roof. If she hasn’t learned what’s expected of her by then, dispose of her in the jungle.”
	“Yes, sir.”
	“Are you sure you’re all right, sir?” Rupert asked, habitually smoothing another invisible wrinkle from his suit.
	“Yes, I’m fine,” Michael huffed, reclining in his chair. “I’m just growing tired of spending money on useless rabble like that is all. Now you see why I need a slave like the one I just purchased. She’ll be perfect, I know it.”
	“Yes, sir.” Rupert knew there was no sense in arguing the matter any longer, not after what had just happened. “I’ll begin making the necessary preparations for her arrival next week.”
	“Thank you, that will be all.” Rupert bowed his head with a nod of dismissal, turning to leave. “Oh, Rupert, one more thing?”
	“Sir?”
	“Get word to Cirus that I’m pleased with his recent performances.” Michael waved his hand nonchalantly. “Let him loose the next few nights as a reward; he can have any of the ponies of his choosing as usual, just make sure Burke isn’t around.”
	“Yes, sir, I don’t think that will be an issue. He’s with Donna more often than not, since Torri’s transfer.” Michael grinned with a self-satisfied smirk.
	“Of course he is, that’s why I reassigned her to the stables in the first place. All the pieces are finally starting to fall into place, Rupert, and after the last one arrives, the real fun can begin.” Michael leaned back, happily drumming his fingers on his bloated stomach. “I have a feeling that my new slave is going to be everything I’ve ever dreamt of.”



Chapter Four

 
	My eyes ached, sticky and dry, lids fluttering. What’s happening? My chest ballooned involuntarily, taking a gulp of oxygen rich air. Where am I? I dimly heard noises, beeping and a soft click. The door to my tube slid open with a muted hiss. The light hurt, burning into the depths of my brain, releasing me in a fog of cool mist. I’m dying! I can’t breathe! I took another breath, staggering, falling into the arms of a man dressed in white. My mind reeled in terror, disoriented. Get away from me!
	“Get away from her!” A voice yelled through my fear. 
	I lashed out blindly, hitting the blurry image in front of me with an open fisted palm. I sensed more than heard the bones and cartilage of his ribcage crack and give way before he disappeared from view. I dropped to my knees amid a clatter of confusion, coughing loudly, trying to suck in the air my lungs demanded. The biting pain of my restraint collar made me scream in a raspy croak, as I collapsed in a heap of agony.
	“Everyone stay away from her, didn’t you read the shipping instructions? Get a leash on her, hurry!”
	I felt the pull on my collar from the electronic leash holding me pinned in place, before the pain mercifully subsided. I was pulled back to my feet shaking, trying to adjust to the return of normal bodily functions, while the man holding my control baton kept me at a safe distance. I looked around incoherently as the scene was repeated with the other’s emerging from their cryo-tubes. 
	Disoriented and groggy, we were led into a medical bay and stripped of our stasis suits. I was naked and shivering in the vertical auto-doc, while strangers with the compassion of animal handlers examined me. I briefly caught sight of the man I’d hit being hurriedly rushed into another bay, while his companions fought to save his life. Killing someone was not a good first impression on my part. 
	I was released from the slab with a clean bill of health, and my restraint cuffs were locked behind my back then tethered to my ankle cuffs. I was hobbled, barely able to shuffle along. They weren’t taking any chances with me now. One thing I noticed after my mind started to clear was the date on my internal clock. If it was correct, which it always was, almost two weeks had passed since the day I was enclosed within my stasis tube. 
	Two weeks…Where in the hell am I? You could make it across the universe in that amount of time with jump drive. I couldn’t believe we would have stayed in standard flight the entire way? One of two things came to mind; I’d either sat on a loading dock somewhere for much longer than necessary, or I was far outside of the normally traveled space lanes now.
	“When you’re finished, doctor, have the new arrivals placed in briefing room 2 so I may address them,” a tall, gaunt man with a receding hairline said. 
	He had a hawk-like nose and piercing eyes set above an expensive looking, one-piece business suit. He spoke with an arrogant tone, and his mannerisms gave me the impression of long-standing aristocracy. I didn’t like him, but that changed just as quickly; Hawk Nose had my remote. I could feel its alluring and unquestionable pull already as the desire to diligently please and obey his every fanciful whim flooded my subconscious. Oh well, here we go again.
	One by one we were led into a modestly adorned room. Hawk Nose sat behind a desk now with a small lap top computer in front of him, no doubt reviewing our files received from the Holloway Company. Once we were all present, the guards made us kneel so he didn’t have to look up at us while speaking.
	“My name is Rupert Todd, and I am the personal assistant and confidant of Mr. and Mrs. Michael Savota. They are your new Master and Mistress, your owners from this day forth. Although I have told you their names, you will never speak them; only freemen are allowed to address them as such. All employees of your new Master will be addressed as Mr., Mrs., Sir or Ma’am at all times, do I make myself clear?”
	I jumped along with a few others from a mild disciplining. Our hesitancy at a prompt response had earned us a zap from the collar. A disappointed look crossed Mr. Todd’s face. I wonder if he likes having his dick sucked. I could do that for you, Sir, if you like? Please?
	“Let me remind you that you are now property, and nothing more. You have no life other than to serve in whatever manner the Master decides fitting for you. Disrespect and failure to follow orders are subject to harsh punishment. On the other hand, your new Master is not a cruel man and may reward you if deemed appropriate. The choice is yours, one of the few that you have concerning your lives any longer. In the end you will be broken and obey; the only question that remains is how much pain are you willing to endure before accepting the fact? I will ask once again, do you understand?”
	“Yes, Sir,” we echoed as one.
	“Very good. Now, some of you may still harbor thoughts of escape. This is impossible and will only result in your inevitable capture and severe punishment, if not death. The Master has been known to put down unruly slaves in the past. I can tell you that he loathes doing this though; he’s spent far too much money on some of you, much more than you deserve in my opinion.” Mr. Todd looked directly at me and I lowered my eyes. “But he will do what is necessary to maintain order on his ranch. In time you will learn what is expected of you and the rules that are to be followed.” He paused to switch screens on his computer, eyes darting intently, nodding occasionally. “I will now assign you to your duties as per Mr. Savota’s wishes.” He lifted his wrist to his mouth, speaking into a beautiful, gem encrusted platinum wrist-com. “Send in the Overseers, please.” 
	A door to my right slid open admitting three men and two women. I kept my head lowered, trying to take in as much about them as I could without looking directly at them. Their attire varied as widely as their expressions, ranging from indifferent boredom to the stern look of commanding dominance that had eluded me my entire life. None of them were armed in a traditional sense, but they all wore wrist controllers for our restraints and leash batons on their hips. 
	“Slave 2412 and 2456, you have been assigned to the reproduction program. Stand and follow Miss Jeager at this time.”
	The frazzle haired teen and another woman were promoted to their feet. Their leash control was handed off to a different guard, and they were led from the room followed by a stone-faced, haughty bitch dressed in a lab coat. Reproduction program? That doesn’t sound good. My head began to swim with possibilities, and I didn’t like any of them. Either way, I silently wished the young girl luck in her new state of nebulous servitude.
	“Slave 4657, you are assigned to grounds maintenance. Stand and follow Mr. Whittiker at this time.” 
	Chuck, the Trusk, stood with a lumbering gait. He was transferred to the baton of a burly, gruff looking Overseer that reminded me of a foul tempered, redheaded Irish wrestler. I gave him a faint smile, deftly signing a good-bye-friend hand gesture that he promptly returned. I liked the big guy, and wished him well.
	“Slave 2451, you have been assigned to the stables. Stand and follow Mr. Burke at this time.” 
	Shit, that’s me! Stables? Great, I’m going to be shoveling horse crap, or cleaning up after some other nasty critters for the rest of my life. I couldn’t wait to get started. Stupid remote…
	A brisk tug on my collar brought me unsteadily to my feet, and I was stopped before a grim-faced, middle aged man wearing a pair of tinted aviator sunglasses. He had a tall, lean build with a rippling hint of delicious muscle that bulged perfectly from under his deeply tanned skin. Short brown hair laced with a distinguished touch of gray around the temples, would have given him a stately look if not for his forearms and biceps decorated in a cacophony of tattoos. Snarling jungle cats and intertwining dragons, most of them faded and long overdue for recoloring, stood in defiance to his neatly trimmed, clean-shaven, and precision-like appearance. 
	He eyed me like a tiger stalking its prey: inspecting… evaluating… judging. My stomach did a little flip-flopping twitter, and I actually felt naked for the first time since my capture. Oh, my God, he is sooo hot! I hadn’t met a panty dropper like him in years. The scary thing was that there was something vaguely familiar about him.
	“Nathan, have you reviewed her file and all the safety procedures that need to be adhered to with her?”
	“Yes.”
	“Do you have any questions?”
	“No.”
	“Good, have her ready to be presented to Mrs. Savota in three days.”
	“Everything will be fine, Rupert, I can handle this one.” I bet you can Mister Overseer Sir. His voice rang with authority; the kind that was used to giving orders and having them obeyed, instantly. My pussy gave an involuntary shudder, ready to obey just as readily.
	“I know you can, Nathan, I have the utmost confidence in you.”
	“Follow me, 2451.” Burke turned, beginning to leave the room.
	“Sir?” It was my guard holding the leash baton.
	“Release her,” he said quietly, back still turned. The guard hesitated.
	“Sir, she’s extremely dangerous. She nearly killed one of-”
	Burke turned to face the guard with the expression of a lifeless automaton. “I know what she did, and if I wanted your opinion, Simon, I would have asked for it, now release her.” The hold on my collar dropped away, and Burke sized me up with one last cursory glance. “Follow me, 2451, and keep up.” 
	I was dumbstruck. Something wasn’t adding up, but I was still too far out of it to make sense of my predicament or my Overseer. Shocked from my stupor, I took off at a half jog in order to catch up. I walked freely behind him now, unhindered by a leash or restraints. Who the hell is this guy? Mr. Todd’s voice quickly grew distant behind me.
	“Slave 2430 and 2544, you have been assigned to household entertainment. Stand and follow…”
	I came to a jerking halt as soon as I stepped out of the cool, artificially controlled environment of the processing building. It was like slamming into an invisible wall of suffocating heat, as I squinted, shielding my eyes against the harsh, sun-lit glare. A vibrantly thick breeze, not unpleasant, with an earthy smell that reminded me of a jungle, sang with the odor of hundreds of unidentifiable forms of vegetation.
	“I said keep up, 2451.”
	“I…I can’t see.” I heard Burke exhale and sensed that he’d stopped.
	“I can’t see, Sir, is the proper response 2451.”
	“I can’t see, Sir.” I immediately echoed. I heard the flick of a lighter, catching the strong smell of tobacco, making me sneeze. Why people continued to do that still amazed me. I know cancer, as well as most other forms of disease had been eradicated years ago, but it was still a nasty habit and smelled bad as far as I was concerned. 
	Burke was beside me, a blurry white haze, grasping my upper arm, turning it up slightly. I instinctively pulled away, but was held fast in an iron-like grip. My servos involuntarily kicked in, but Burke kept his hold on me regardless. He released my arm after a moment, sniffing loudly in satisfied recognition.
	“Who were you with?”
	“Wha…what?”
	“I said who were you with, 2451? You have a Fleet mark on you, and I saw you talking to the Trusk earlier. Don’t do it again, and don’t use your servos against me again either. Now answer my question.” The cadence-filled strength of his voice made it easy to obey.
	“I served with the 21st Orbital Strike Squadron, 5th Fleet, and later with the 340th Assault and Retrieval Wing from ‘49 to ‘56, Sir.” 
	“I figured you were aviation; you didn’t have the look of ground forces about you. Can you see better now?”
	“Yes, Sir.” 
	Burke set a pace I could keep up with now, and I shuffled behind him in a bewildered trance, eyes frantic in an effort to take in the overwhelming beauty surrounding me. A large group of strange, colorful birds flocked among one of the nearby trees, singing and squawking. They occasionally flew overhead in two’s and three’s creating a wild blur of bright, chaotic patterns. To my right, luscious groves of fruit trees stretched to infinity. Every so often, an agricultural bot would float among them, disposing of fallen fruit on the ground, or picking the best and ripest from the branches before moving on. To my left was a rock waterfall that disappeared into a stifling, untamed jungle. Its gentle rock slope was perfect to walk up or sit on, with a large, tranquil pool at the bottom not far away. The numerous buildings scattered about reminded me of teak or bamboo bungalows in a ranch style layout. Whoa… I’m in paradise, a magical, eye-pleasing paradise. 
	“Beautiful, isn’t it? Mr. Savota went to great lengths having it remodeled to his specific tastes.” I looked at Burke a little confused. Despite his words of praise, he sounded bored or uninterested. Or was it possibly contempt? “As far as I know we are the only two Sups’ on the planet.” I pursed my lips, even more confused; he seemed to be rambling. “You know, Sups’, short for super human.” I still didn’t get it. I think part of my brain might have been left in deep freeze. “501st Strike Regiment, 3rd MEU?” 
	What the hell’s Burke talking about? MEU… Marine Expeditionary Unit? The light finally clicked; duh, he’s prior service, and enhanced like myself. No normal human could have kept a grip on my arm like he had. Super human indeed, I snorted, almost wanting to laugh. I’d never heard the term before.
	My brain kicked into afterburner, as the tickling of long forgotten memories clawed their way to the surface. The 501st had been a bunch of hell raising Marines based off the Intrepid, a strike carrier belonging to 5th fleet. The same ship I’d been on at one point. 
	“The Death Dealers,” I blurted suddenly, causing Burke to look over his shoulder, eyeing me silently. The 501st had earned that nickname the hard way. 
	“Did you support our pickup on Target the first time?” Target was the name commonly given to the Seth’Kelain homeworld among vets. 
	My face paled remembering it all too clearly. That had been a rough one to say the least, a predetermined disaster in the making, fueled by the admiralty’s overconfidence and the pressuring haste of political ineptness. It was the Federation’s first attempt early in the war to knock the Seth out of it for good, and it had failed miserably. Their ground and space defenses had been hellishly brutal and deadly effective. Our losses had been horrendous along with those of the Marines and regular Army we were ordered to save in a mass exodus of defeat. It had taken the service bots aboard the Intrepid a long time to clean and sterilize the bloody aftermath from my boat’s troop compartment or what was left of it anyway. 
	“Yeah, I was there, I made 18 retrievals.” The average life expectancy of a pilot on Target was 3 drops; I’d survived six times that amount through sheer luck and a lot of praying. 
 	Burke stopped dead in his tracks, turning to face me. “I saw some of the gutsiest flying of my career during that mission. Your people managed to pull a lot of Marines out of that meatgrinder.” Burke took off his sunglasses to reveal the most riveting pool of light gray eyes I’d ever seen. They held the kind of treacherous depth you had to be careful of; one false step and you’d drown in them forever. I started to tingle, chest growing tight. Uh oh, too late.
 	The tropical jungle slowly began to thin, opening up around us, as the worn dirt path we followed came to an abrupt end before a large, sprawling single story building. That must be the stables. There were four very large men, naked, being hand bathed in the sun nearby by several generically dressed people of normal size. A scantily dressed woman of nearly equal height and bulk, wearing a fishnet top and bottoms, was running on an inclined treadmill not far away. 
	I began to slow, blinking, not really believing my eyes. Something didn’t look right, and I wondered if I was hallucinating as a result of the stasis I’d been in only a short time ago. The closer I got the wider my eyes grew, as horrified shock finally set in with full force. That was when I came to a screeching halt looking at Burke. His expression appeared almost apologetic. 
	“Welcome to Slave World, pony 18.” He spoke in barely a sigh, but it sounded louder than a crypt door slamming shut to me. 
	I’d heard of Slave World before, the mythical place of dark whispered rumors where the super elite of the universe ruled with ultimate power. Nothing was denied them here. They made the laws; they were the law, and no one else. Its whereabouts were unknown except by those that needed to know. I’m in deep shit now. What the hell was I thinking? No one pays that much money for a slave to shovel shit, but this? Burke had called me pony 18 which meant I would soon be one of them. 
	I searched the jungle with terrified eyes seeing my way out of this nightmare. I was close to running; anything was better than becoming one of them. Burke followed my gaze.
	“Don’t do it 18, don’t make me hurt you… please.” His pleading tone carried a menacing warning with it. I swallowed loudly, nodding solemnly before following him inside the building.
	Now I was subject to a new set of laws as once more my life was smashed beneath confusion and fear, faceless medical techs, and dizzy unconsciousness. The feel of the slab beneath me was a constant sensation as my body was changed. What am I becoming? There was tugging and pulling, bright lights and a lingering pain that floated about me like the caressing touch of a phantom. What’s happening? I was drowning in an atrocity that defied reason. I knew what was happening to me, but refused to accept it. How could they do that to another human being? But I wasn’t a human being any longer, I was a slave, and when I awoke, I would be something else entirely.

 

***

 
	“All done, Mr. Burke. Quite an improvement, isn’t it? This may be some of my best work.”
	My mind swirled with the tornadic ferocity of hesitant consciousness.
	I couldn’t see… 
	I couldn’t move…
	Help me! Something was covering my mouth, and a tube was down my numb and scratchy throat.
	“She looked fine the way she was.” Thank God it was Burke. What’s happening, what did they do to me?
	I heard unfamiliar laughter. “What, getting a soft spot for the new pony? She is a cutie now, isn’t she?” Fifteen hours had passed while I slept. 
	Burke growled, deep and ominous. “If you ever so much as breathe a word like that again… Never say that again, Thomas, ever.”
	“Yes, Mr. Burke. I didn’t mean-”
	“Get all that crap off, I need to get her registered and fitted for her gear. I’m running short on time, and have to start her training immediately.”
	“Yes, sir.” The tube was pulled out of my throat causing me to retch. I felt hands on my face as a glimmer of light began to seep in.
	“Dim the overheads; I think she has light-sensitive eyes.” 
	There was a pause before delicate fingers removed something from my face. I blinked, trying to clear them. The room was bathed in a shady fog of gray. I could barely make out the image of Burke and another man standing close by. My eyes felt funny and ached. My vision seemed different, and it was partially obscured by long blonde hair. Wait? I don’t have long hair, not this long anyway.
	I was still naked and restrained to the auto-doc. The slab began to hum beneath me, turning upright, putting me into a standing position. I felt the light touch of the floor beneath my slightly elevated feet. What the hell…My breasts! They looked, or more correctly felt huge, and my skin grew taut under the downward pull of their weight. 
	“My feet, where did my feet go,” I giggled, still under the lingering effects of the anesthesia. I couldn’t stop giggling, and what made it even funnier is that I didn’t recognize the voice doing it. The color of my skin looked funny too, but maybe it was my imagination. I started to hum, rocking my head from side to side. “Whoa, do I feel funky.” 
	“Turn up the lights, slowly, and get a mirror. I want her to see herself before we take the restraints off.” 
	The man in a surgical uniform moved a large full-length mirror in front of me, before touching the lighting control on his armband. A stranger with light blue eyes set beneath long sweeping lashes, came into view. I had brown eyes though. My breath faltered and my mouth moved like a fish out of water. My skin was white, bleached looking, and angelically perfect without a single mole, blemish or freckle from what I could tell. I didn’t even have the large, wicked looking scar on my shoulder from when I was a kid any longer. 
	My eyes roamed in morbid fascination about my newly trimmed body. 120 pounds maybe… Oh wow, I have a waist again! Other than the hair on my head, I was as bald as a cue ball. Poor little panty hamster…
	Jesus, my boobs are huge! I think they’re my boobs. Even partially concealed by the platinum blonde hair that cascaded over my shoulders and down to my navel, they looked like DD if not E cups. What made them seem even larger than normal was the lack of any sagging whatsoever. I could kill someone with these things. Where were you two when I was younger? 
	I started to wiggle my shoulders, jostling my breasts from side to side with a slurred grin that may have been erotic if I wasn’t drooling on myself. “You’re getting sleepy… sleepy… You’re now under my boob power. Kneel before the power of my boobs!”
	“You’re definitely going to have your hands full with this one, Mr. Burke,” the doctor chuckled.
	Burke just shook his head. “I can see that.”
	My face… Wow, I’m a babe! I looked completely different, like some kind of super model, like Miss Galaxy or something. It held a look of ageless beauty now, with high delicate cheekbones, a petite little nose and full inviting lips with a sharp widow’s peak of stark sensuality; my mother wouldn’t even recognize me. I looked perfect, that was until I saw my ears. 
	A pair of full size white horse ears that matched the color of my skin, stood tall and proud through my new hair. They twitched. Oh my God, did I do that? Then I saw something that defied logic even worse than my ears. My lips started to quiver, unbelieving. A horsetail, being the same color as my hair, swished, brushing against my thigh. I felt it move, I’d made it move. I was one of them now, just like the other ponies I’d seen outside. 
	Burke had known somehow; he’d known what I would do after the terrifying inconceivability of what I’d become finally sank in. I screamed, bucking in primeval fear, pulling at my restraints. The voice of a stranger, softer and more feminine, lashed painfully at my new ears. This only made me scream louder in panic fueled madness. The auto doc began to creak and snap under me as metal began to contort and high-density reinforced plastic gave way. I pulled and pulled with every servo-assisted muscle in my body in an attempt to free myself.
	“Sedate here, quickly, she’ll injure herself if you don’t!” Burke cried distantly through the red haze in my mind. 
	A warm sensation flooded my veins with immediate effect. I grew calm and woozy, head spinning as my vision jumped and blurred. I continued to tug and pull, but my efforts were weak and half-hearted now. My head drooped; brain turning to terrified mush. The last thing I remembered was the swish of a horsetail tickling my leg.

 

***
 

	I was lying on my side, lost in an erotically bizarre dream of frolicking horses when my vision slowly came into focus on the ceiling above me. I blinked several times wiping away the grogginess with a hand I didn’t quite recognize. That was when the nightmare returned. I stumbled awkwardly to my feet, backing into the nearby corner, wincing in pain. I reached back to touch the tender spot of my tailbone that had a horsetail grafted to it. 
	Burke was lounging in a chair across from me, legs crossed, with a pocket computer display screen under his nose in the otherwise empty room. 
	“You might as well sit back down until I’m finished,” he said flatly, eyes still locked on the screen.
	I gave a weak scowl, returning to the couch as I was told. Then I discovered something else unexpected about my new body; I’d never be able to sit normally again in a closed back chair or couch. With a tail in the way, it looked like reclining in a leaning ball on one hip, was what it was going to take for me to be somewhat comfortable ever again.
	I gave a slight grimace from the gut wrenching ache in the pit of my stomach. I covered it with my hand, pushed down slightly with a wheeze of pain. That’s when I caught sight of the unnatural light pink hinting out from between my thighs. I turned away from Burke slightly, giving him an embarrassed glance, while spreading my legs slightly in exploration. My outer labia were fuller and almost puffy, definitely larger than normal in a weird sort of way. Damn my guts hurt, what the hell did they do to me? 
	My fingers started to roam tentatively over my body while I waited for Burke, touching it and my long silky hair for the first time in my life. My skin felt so daintily soft. I touched my ears, moving up their length letting the odd sensation sink in. I touched my tail, running my fingers through the genetically engineered hair, pulling on it gently to see if it was really a part of me. I don’t believe it, I’m a horse-girl.
	My lip curled into a slight frown while rubbing absentmindedly at my shoulder. The doctor had removed my somewhat gaudy, yet proudly displayed unit tattoo from when I was with the 21st Orbital Strike Squadron; a black falcon diving in the attack with lightning bolts in the background. My bar code and registration number was still there; they were permanent, that is, unless you wanted to take my arm off.
	“You have one of two choices, pony 18; you can either accept this and your new life making the best of it or not. If you don’t, your life will be hell, trust me.”
	“I’m already in hell,” I replied softly, hands going to my lap. My voice still blew my mind; I didn’t even know who I was anymore. 
	Burke exhaled, looking up at me. “You may think so, but things could have been worse. The slaves in the recreation center are in hell. The slaves that entertain your new Master night and day, they’re in hell. The ones assigned to the repro… Look, the ponies are treated better than any of his other pets and slaves. Your life won’t be that bad here compared to most.”
	“It stopped being my life a long time ago.”
	“I know what you’re thinking, 18. There’s nowhere for you to run or hide. Even if you did make it into the jungle, it’s overgrown with dangerous flora and fauna. Creatures roam it unhindered, stalking one another and any escapee’s that do make it that far. Not even your enhancements would keep you alive for very long. This is your life now, 18, this and nothing else. No one has ever escaped from Slave World, and the sooner you accept the fact, the better off you’ll be.” 
	I didn’t know what to say. I wanted to yell, I wanted to scream, I wanted to fight back in some small and insignificant way, but I didn’t. I knew it wouldn’t do any good anyway.
	“Quite an impressive record you have, Miss Margo Winters. In addition to all the combat retrievals you made, you also have 164 confirmed kills as an interceptor pilot. I knew you were good, but not that good. That makes you an ace several times over, doesn’t it?” Burke was reading my old Fleet service record. How did he get access to that, it’s classified information?
	“Yeah, guess I am. Doesn’t mean jack shit now, does it, Sir?” Burke frowned back at me. 
	“I’m going to give you a little piece of survival info, the surest way to be disciplined is by having a sassy mouth and showing disrespect, especially towards your Master and Mistress. Don’t do it again, for your own sake.”
	“Yes, Sir,” I replied meekly, remembering my place in the food chain. His eyes; I could get lost in them for days.
	“How are you feeling?”
	“Huh?”
	“I asked you how you’re feeling. Does it hurt? I can get some pain meds if you need them.” 
	You could say I was at a loss for words. How am I feeling? I’m a damn horse-girl slave now, how am I supposed to feel? “Okay, I guess I’ll live.” There was a moment of uncomfortable silence before Burke stood, slipping the computer into the pocket of his shorts. 
	“Sorry, brain fart. I guess that was a stupid question, wasn’t it?” His tough guy facade seemed to waiver ever so slightly, and the awkward silence returned.
	“No, Sir, it wasn’t stupid and…well, thank you for asking.” 
	Burke nervously cleared his throat. “Okay, I guess it’s back to business then. We have to make a stop before getting you fitted for your gear. Sorry for the rush, I’d ah… I would have liked to have given you a few days to get acclimated to everything that’s happened, but the luxury of time is something neither one of us has right now. You’re going to be presented to your Mistress as a birthday present in a few days from what I’ve been told.”
	“I look forward to it, Sir.” The acceptance of my newfound fate, manifested with a tone of total subservience.
	I followed Burke through the impressive building that was to be my new home from here on out. It was well decorated and had a pleasant smell reminding me more of an expensive hotel than slave quarters. We passed several other ponies along the way, a male and female brute that towered above the both of us like goliaths of bulging muscle. They stopped as we approached, heads lowered, pressing up against the wall so Burke could pass unhindered. They were dressed in the same lightweight black mesh tops and bottoms I’d seen earlier that left nothing to the imagination of what lay beneath. I did a gape-mouth double take at the size of the lengthy bulge between the male’s legs. Holy shit… What the hell does he do with that thing, pole-vault?
	Burke led me into a room where two male staff members, dressed in one-piece gray coveralls, were playing cards at a small table. They were surrounded by an assortment of unknown machinery and the room smelled hot, reminding me of the chemically tainted air of what? They both stood when we entered.
	“Good evening, Mr. Burke, is this the new pony we’ve been expecting?” Burke nodded. “Okay then, we’ll get her branded and back to you in no time at all,” one of the men said cheerfully. Branded? I hope that doesn’t mean what I think it does?
	“Fine, just hurry it up. I’m going down to talk to Connell; be back in a few minutes.”
	The two men waited for Burke to leave, giving one another matching evil grins that sent a shiver down my spine. One of them grabbed my forearm, leading me to the far wall where I was briskly spun about, and my wrist cuffs snapped loudly into a bracket above my head. My feet were secured together and locked in place to a floor clamp shortly thereafter. The other man moved the magnetic slide bracket holding my wrists downward, forcing me to bend at the waist, pushing my ass up and out at an uncomfortable angle. I was starting to get a really bad feeling about this.
	“I can truthfully say this isn’t going to be much fun for you, pony.” The caressing touch of a strange hand fondled one of my ass cheeks, which by the way had the well-rounded, heart-shaped appearance I’d always longed for. “Real shame to scar up such a pretty little ass, but orders are orders, nothing personal. Better gag her, Frank, we can’t have her screaming and upsetting the others.” 
	Oh no, this isn’t good at all.
	“Right.” A rubber mouthpiece was pushed between my lips, and Frank moved out of sight behind me. I heard metal on metal. “It looks good and hot, that should do it.”
	“Sure does. Here, I’ll do it.” I recognized the smell now; it reminded me of a welding iron. 
	The warm dew of terror seeped from my skin, and I started to shake. I knew I shouldn’t look, but I did anyway. He held the insulated handle of a metal rod with a brand on the end, red-hot and lightly smoking. I tried to move but couldn’t; my ass started to wiggle helplessly like a chicken with its head on the chopping block. The whole situation reminded me of some crude medieval torture scene from an old video movie.
	He leered down at me, and my ass grew warm under the branding iron hovering only inches away. “This is really going to hurt. Most pass out from the pain in a few seconds. What do you think? I give her about four.”
	“Naw, she looks weak. I don’t even give her that long.” My eyes went wide, shaking my head, silently begging them not to hurt me, as a gurgling whine began to form in the back of my throat. Unexpectedly, they both broke into a cackling barrage of near hysterical laughter.
	“You see the look on her face? I think she was about ready to piss all over herself. I love this job!” 
	“Are you two assholes done yet?” Burke was standing in the doorway with his arms crossed, and he looked really pissed off. “What the hell’s wrong with you two shitbirds anyway? You really get off pulling this kind of crap with the ponies, don’t you?”
	“Sorry, Mr. Burke, we have to have a bit of fun sometimes, don’t we? No harm done, right?” Both men continued to laugh at my gut wrenching terror.
	“Just hurry up and get on with it, the fitter’s ready for her and I don’t have time to play fuck-around all day.”
	“Sure thing, Mr. Burke, this won’t take long at all.” 
	He tossed the smoldering brand back on the heater, pulling up a chair, while pushing a machine on wheels up behind me. I closed my eyes trying to contain the raw fear that still bubbled inside me. I hoped this was going to be better than what I’d originally thought was coming; I still had my gag in, and prayed it was no longer needed as part of the process.
	The touch of cool metal teased my right ass cheek, followed by the soft hum of the machine being turned on. He went about his task quietly, while I was ‘branded’ with laser engraved, stylistic script. It read ‘MS’ with a letter and number code beneath it ending in P18. Pony 18. The whole process was relatively painless, and lasted only several minutes.
	“There you go, Mr. Burke, all finished. Her designation has already been forwarded to Central and Port City registration.” I was moved into a standing position and released. My knees were shaking so bad, that Burke had to steady me when we left the room.
	“That was priceless! Man I love my job.” I heard behind me, followed by more dark laughter.
	“Shitheads,” Burke muttered angrily, gently pulling me along, supporting me around the waist. I clung to him no different, almost desperately, the only source of stability in my life at the moment. I started to sniffle, then tremble slightly. Burke paused, turning me to face him, gently grasping my naked hips. “Are you all right?” His voice was so soft, so sincere, so unlike the man he appeared to be. I could only give a jerking nod, unable to look up at him. “Are you sure? I can take you back to medical if-”
	“No, Sir, I’m fine.” I wasn’t though. So many emotions erupted to the surface, so many emotions held in check… I was a little girl again, a little girl whose innocence had been ripped away long ago, in need of comfort. I just wanted to be held. I don’t know why I did it, or why Burke didn’t try to stop me, but my arms timidly encircled his waist, pulling against him. 
	He grew stiff for a moment, unsure, hesitantly stroking my hair in what must feel like a very awkward situation to him. His warmth pressed against me, and I melted within. Everything was well and fine in the world again, while I found sanctuary either real or perceived, within the arms of a man I barely even knew. 
	Burke finally broke the embrace; I would have sworn he was blushing, if men were even capable of doing something like that. “We ah… we have to go see the fitter now. He’s waiting.” I smiled weakly, nodding, as some of my fragile resolve returned.
	We eventually entered a large room near the back of the stables. The walls were covered with shelf-like cubicles and unending rows of leather outfits, harnesses, headdresses, and other gear I couldn’t make out. The strong smell of raw leather, mixed with oil, made me lightheaded. There was an old, balding man wearing a leather apron behind a half counter. He looked up expectedly when we entered.
	“Mrs. Savota’s new pony? Such a pretty little girl she is.” He stepped from around the counter with a broad fatherly grin, running his hand through my hair, scratching at the side of my head playfully like I was a dog. “Yes, you are a pretty girl, aren’t you?” His patronizing baby talk made the bile rise in the back of my throat.
	I think Burke sensed my unease, forcing his way between us. “Connell, I really need to get her geared up, if you don’t mind?” A brief look of surprise shown on the old man’s face, and he distanced himself from Burke’s imposing stare.
	“Yes, yes, of course. Bring her in the back, I can hardly wait to see how everything fits.” I followed the old man while he navigated through the containers and piles of gear scattered about, turning into a side room packed with more outlandish oddities. He motioned me to stand in place while Burke silently watched on. 
	The fitter removed items from a shelf one by one, dressing me in them. He fretted and fussed over each and every piece like a mother hen, ensuring they fit properly. It wasn’t uncommon for him to remove a particular item of annoyance several times, making small adjustments, before continuing on to the next one, finally satisfied. It was all a vibrant shade of hot pink though, and very girlish looking. I don’t like pink much.
	It was hard to resist the urge to rock back and forth on the balls of my feet; my boots were very comfortable, and fit like a glove, made of supple leather that ended just below my knees. The thick soles flared out into the overall shape of a horse’s hoof, increased my overall height by several inches, while lifting my ass and giving my legs the impression of being much longer than they really were. Ironically, they made a ‘clip-clop’ noise whenever I moved. Just like a real pony.
	The soft leather body harness was of an intricate cross-thatch design that reminded me of narrow cargo webbing held together with strategically placed, interlocking metal rings. Except for the narrowing strap that ran between my legs, reappearing as nothing more than a G-string from my ass, I was left exposed from the waist down. It did have stiff leather, cup-like lifts that fit under my breasts, supporting and pushing them up, giving me a tremendous amount of buxom cleavage in the process. Wow, that’s a first, I thought admiring myself. Damn, I was starting to look like what, some sort of sexy bondage toy?
	Small white and pink tassels with a tiny bell on silver ringlets were threaded through my nipples. I didn’t even know they were pierced until then. A slim pink choker with a gemstone encrusted platinum clasp was buckled below my restraint collar, and a pair of glamorous diamond earrings in a half-moon shape with teardrop crystals adorned my ears. My hair was put into a high ponytail, and tied with a diamond-studded band. My tail was tightly wrapped at the base making it stand out neatly erect, mimicking my hairstyle.
	My mind wandered during the process, growing detached from the entire experience. It felt a little demeaning, if such an emotion was still possible for me, to have a stranger touch me in ways that I’d once considered intimate in a past life. The fitter’s hands never lingered for long where they didn’t need to be though, even when adjusting the strap that ran through my crotch, or while adjusting my breasts. I don’t know, maybe having Burke standing guard this time kept him in line. After I began to relax and just go with the flow, I actually started to enjoy it in a weird sort of way. It was the same feeling of warm contentment I got whenever I went to a spa for a day of pampering on one of those very rare occasions when my meager funds had allowed it. 
	Next came my bit and bridal with a set of actual reins. The soft rubber or plastic of my bit, I couldn’t tell which, tasted a little queer at first. It instantly formed to my new teeth when I bit into it, molding around them before growing hard. It was Memory-Plast and custom fit only to me now. The cool metal rings of my head harness sent an unlikely chill racing through my body. Of course the most noticeable effect was when my enormous nipples sprang to life. They were bright pink, at least a half-inch in length, and only slightly darker than the small areola surrounding them. They seemed to pucker, growing noticeably harder whenever I looked at Burke. 
	“Hold off on the blinders and mittens, I need to get her used to the weight of the saddle and walking around first. And you can take the jewelry back off; she won’t be needing it until the night of the party.” The old man shrugged, placing a pair of full-length leather arm mittens back on the shelf, followed my sparkling adornments.
	“Now for my masterpiece, Mr. Burke.” The contraption in the fitter’s hands resembled a cross between a saddle and a chair with stirrups if I had to put a name to it. “I still can’t believe she’s going to be carrying Mrs. Savota around on her back. She’s so small and…well she’s just so small and weak looking.” 
	“Connell,” Burke chuckled in an off-handed manner, lighting a cigarette, leaning back against the wall. “She could snap you in half and toss you through the wall before I could stop her. I suggest you remember in the future not to judge a book by its cover.” The old man’s face noticeably paled. I couldn’t help but smile showing off my new pearly whites clamped around my bit. The fitter managed to regain some of his courage, motioning for me to go to my knees.
	“Well it’s a good thing she has restraints on then, isn’t it? And another thing, Nathan,” he growled in an annoyed, snippy manner. “I wish you wouldn’t smoke in here, it could cause an explosion despite the ventilation fans.” 
	Burke cocked his head, brow raised, pulling a thin chain from around his neck with a micro-card dangling from the end of it. He swiped it through the narrow slot in my collar, which was followed by a muted beep. It split at the hinge-point, slipping from around my neck. My wrist and ankle cuffs quickly followed suit as the fitter shuffled away from me horror stricken.
	“Nathan, you’re not supposed to do that! No one can authorize a slave’s restraints being removed except Mr. Savota,” he whispered looking around. “What would happen if she tried to escape or-”
	“Or what, attacked you, this little thing? Show some backbone, Connell. Like you said, she’s so small, right? If you don’t like it then report me. I’m going outside to finish my smoke since you seem so worried about it; finish up and bring her out when you’re done.” With that Burke turned and left the room.
	I was hard pressed to contain my laughter at the fitter’s expression of furious uncertainty; Burke was messing with his head, turning the tables for a change, and I liked it. I wasn’t even thinking of escape now, I knew I wouldn’t make it far if I did try, but maybe in the back of my mind I didn’t want to escape, at least not from Nathan Burke.
	The fitter continued quietly with his task, much more reserved than he’d been a few moments ago. It felt strange having the upright saddle-thing on my back, but it did seem to fit rather well, being padded in all the right places. He checked me over one last time before taking my reins and leading me back out front. The clip-clop sound of my boots gave me a weird, tingly feeling in the pit of stomach, which gradually slithered its way between my thighs. This entire experience definitely ranked right up there on my ‘weird shit-o-meter’, but it was a good kind of weird. Despite being a slave, I actually liked how I looked for the first time in my life, not to mention the sensation of soft leather caressing my skin, combined with its intoxicating smell, made me feel so…so naughty all of a sudden.
	Burke smiled when I was presented before him, our little joke on the fitter coming to an end. His eyes politely roamed about me, inspecting me in my leather-clad nakedness, while I grew warm under his gaze. I nervously chewed at my bit, anxious to find out if he approved of the finished product, or not. I was slowly coming to grips with all that was happening to me, made much easier by the man standing before me. Our budding relationship between Overseer and slave wasn’t normal, I could tell that much already.
	“Her restraints,” the fitter said stiffly, clearing his throat, holding them out in his hand. Burke reached for them nonchalantly, giving me an adorably cute, sidelong smirk that sent a wave of simmering moisture oozing through my pussy.
	“All right, 18, we both know it’s a well-proven fact that you aviation weenies are nothing but a bunch of slack-jawed wimps.” For the first time since meeting him, Burke seemed to have a twinkle of animated life behind his sexily, enticing eyes. “Let’s see if maybe you can prove me wrong for a change.” 
	Rivalry between Fleet aviation and Fleet strike had been the thing of near legend ever since their conception and now it looked like it was time for me to prove who the better branch was yet again. Okay jarhead, now the gloves come off, I thought wistfully as the corner of my upper lip curled in a defiant sneer. 
	“Yes, Sir!” I slurred around my bit, with more mischievous fire than I’d felt in a long time. 
 

***

 

	Slave World’s double suns were low in the sky when I started my training. I was actually surprised since my internal clock said it should be much later than it actually was. The days must be longer; well past the standard 60-minute hour, and 24-hour days that ship standard time was still based on. No big deal, once I figured it out I could reset my processor accordingly. 
	My initiation into being a pony slave went on for several more long and grueling hours. It was quite a shock actually, yet strangely calming in a way. I was going to have to forget everything I knew about myself in order to succeed. My thoughts and mannerisms, my posture, the way I acted; everything had to replicate an actual horse now, even down to whinnying instead of talking. 
	The Master apparently owned numerous ponies, more than I’d seen in my short time of walking about. Some of my newfound brothers and sisters watched my indoctrination from a respectable distance. Most of them were the tall and overly muscled brutes like I’d seen earlier. They’re definitely in shape that’s for sure. Their impressive physiques had to be the result of a strict, intensive training program mixed with drug enhancement. Humans, if that’s what we still were, just couldn’t get that ripped without a little bit of a push, and because of it, it made perfect sense why Burke was the Overseer of the stables. The size of the pony brutes alone would have been intimidating to most normal people, with or without a restraint collar. Burke wasn’t normal though; his strength augmentation, not to mention military training, would easily be able to keep them in line. 
	I did see several very petite and simply gorgeous little females mixed in with them on occasion. They were all buxom slices of perfection like I was, and carried themselves with a distinct poise and grace. Regardless if they were big or small, all of them were modified just as I was with ears, a tail, and in most cases, multi-pattern skin color. I still found it hard to take my eyes off the stallions; every damn one of them was hung like a horse, and their endowment was literally realistic. I could only think of one reason why they would be modified like that, and wondered who the recipient of it would be? Was it for some of the more kinky elite of Slave World, or was it meant for breeding with the mares? I’d heard mention of a reproduction program during the inprocessing. I suppose it really didn’t matter; one way or another, I’d find out soon enough. 
	I did happen to notice an exceptionally large stallion watching me with judging eyes. He was gray and covered with dark spots, by far the largest among the group. Must be something like the alpha male? I didn’t care for the way he looked at me; it reminded me of Dobbs when he wanted to fuck me. This guy’s going to be trouble; I could see that much already. I received a light slap on my ass from Burke’s crop, drawing my attention back to the task at hand.
	“Pay attention, 18, you need to get the basics down and you don’t have much time. You’ll learn more as time goes on, but this is your crash course to say the least. By the way, you’re doing very well, better than I expected actually. You seem to be a natural for this.”
	I felt a swelling of pride, holding my head just a bit higher. I almost said thank you, but caught myself, giving a soft whinny instead. At least we didn’t have to stay in the pony role all the time or so I gathered from the others watching me. They were talking softly amongst themselves, and were acting normal for the most part. As normal as a human-horse hybrid is supposed to act, I guess.
	Burke tapped my right leg signaling me to kneel, easing into the saddle for the first time tonight. The pull on my shoulders and waist gradually increased, becoming a sagging weight of protesting leather, as his feet slipped cautiously into the stirrups; this was something new for him as well. Damn he’s heavy! It wasn’t anything I couldn’t handle; I just wasn’t expecting it was all. Burke shouldn’t have weighed more than 200 pounds or so by my guess, even with his implanted gear. He felt like he weighed a hell of a lot more than that for some reason. 
	“Okay, 18, take it nice and slow.” He grasped my reins lightly. “Come up in a single motion, keep your back straight and head up. Use your knees just like dead-lifting any type of weight.” I slowly rose to a standing position, wiggling my hips a little to help settle his weight. The volume of whispered conversation from the other ponies increased, and was accompanied by more than a few gasps of astonishment.
	Uh oh… I started to weave, feet shuffling. I was going over backwards with Burke’s randomly shifting weight. Damn, this is going to be harder than I thought. His grip on my reins grew tighter, followed by a hushed murmur of encouragement. 
	“Come on, Margo, you can do this, concentrate and don’t fight it. I know you can carry more than this on a bad day.” 
	Grrrr…Dammit, he’s right. I was so top-heavy now, and the weird footing of these hoof boots only seemed to make my balance worse. It was like my whole equilibrium was out of kilter, and I was trying to learn to walk all over again. I glanced down briefly at the ample flesh of my new breasts, grinning. Naw, being top heavy isn’t so bad. 
	With a little bit of luck, I finally managed to regain my balance without dumping the both of us on the ground.
	“We’ll start out slow. Just try walking, nice and easy.” I had to lift my feet a bit higher than normal. It was an exaggerated high step that forced me to lock my back ramrod straight. 
	Head up…
	Chest out…
	Ass pushed back…
	Arms up in front of me prancing style…
	The slight tug on my reins pulled my head, guiding my movements about the yard with growing confidence. Burke was firm, yet gentle, and the heat of his body next to mine made my tail swish in a lazy, happy pattern. It was his voice that I found most enthralling; it had the uncanny ability to sooth my discomforting worries while turning my insides to jittery goo. 
	It wasn’t long before my conscious mind began to wander, entering a hazy state of content automation under Burke’s control. Without realizing it or maybe he did, Burke had effortlessly managed to coax me into a state of total surrender. It was so simple though, so easy to get lost in. All my thoughts gravitated around pleasing him and following his commands as flawlessly as possible. It was actually frightening in a way, because as strange as it sounds, I really didn’t mind relinquishing control to him like this. The fact that he was on my back, riding me like an actual horse in the first place, sent shivers of wanton eroticism streaking down my spine. Trust me; it wasn’t long before I started to fantasize about him riding me in other ways. 
	I wasn’t sure how I felt about Burke any longer; my emotions were in a bit of a jumbled mess over the issue. I’d only known him for a few short hours, yet I still couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that we’d met somewhere before. Maybe it was on board a ship? We were both stationed on the Intrepid at one point. Our short, yet estranged relationship had already taken on the easy calm of long lost friends, or maybe past lovers? Oh shit, did I have sex with him at some orgy, and don’t even remember it? How embarrassing would that be? No, my body’s innate response to him would have remembered it, if I had. A girl doesn’t easily forget a man like Burke.
	It was dark now, several hours past sunset, yet my training continued in the artificially lit grounds near the stables. I was tired, dog tired, and the heavy sheen of perspiration slithering about my skin gave testimony to the fact that Burke still had the soul of a Marine Drill Instructor. I’m finished, buddy, you win. Round one goes to Fleet Strike. But like any experienced taskmaster, Burke instinctively knew that I’d been pushed to my limits, if not slightly beyond. A light tap on my thigh told me to kneel, and he dismounted, coming to stand in front of me, taking my reins.
	“Very good, 18, you did well tonight.” 
	I looked up at him with exhausted eyes, whinnying faintly, panting slightly. He reached out stroking my matted hair, and the side of my cheek. His touch lingered just a bit too long to be a simple caress of approval. I closed my eyes nuzzling his hand, growing giddy behind glowing cheeks. I felt like a young girl again with a crush on the hottest kid in school.
	Burke broke the spell, hand drifting away with a pull of my reins. “Let’s get that gear off so you can get cleaned up and shown to your stall for the night.” He stopped just as quickly, walking over to where he’d set my restraints down. “I need to put these back on, sorry,” he whispered regretfully. My large glacier blue eyes stared back sadly, as my brief time of blissful freedom, even if only perceived in my mind, drew to an end. 
	The heaven sent air-conditioning of the stables sent a series of rippling shivers through me, or perhaps it was something much more primal, that I shamefully wanted to embrace? 
	Clip clop… 
	Clip clop…
	Clip clop… 
	My boots resounded off the hard tile floor of the main hallway like a twisted cadence of female acquiescence, hypnotic and mesmerizing in a way that called to something long extinct in the human psyche. It became my heartbeat, pulling me under, as I focused on Burke’s broad back that writhed like a caged python beneath his sweat-soaked shirt. I couldn’t have stopped my gaze from drifting lower in narcotic longing even if I’d wanted too. Damn, he’s got a nice ass.
	My sexual fantasies about Burke slowly began to warp into something dark and unspoken. They were erotic visions of being controlled and willingly broken, of obeying his every command while he used my body for his own sexual fulfillment, no different than he’d done in my training tonight. Whoa, this is just too weird…I must be tired, or something. Yeah, that’s it, I’m just tired is all, right? So why did the leather strap running between my legs, feel mushy from more than just a liberal coating of sweat?
	The old fitter, Connell, was gone for the night, replaced by a younger night attendant. Burke wouldn’t let him so much as lay a finger on me, removing every piece of my gear himself. Slowly, deliberately, he drew it out as if not wanting it to end. I didn’t want it to end that’s for sure. I closed my eyes, teeth chattering silently under the feel of Burke’s hands. I thought I vaguely sensed them hungering for more, or perhaps it was just wishful thinking on my part? He hadn’t done anything thus far that would be constituted as ‘putting the moves on me’, had he? I was given back a matching set of pink fishnet briefs and tank top. 
	“No, keep them off.” I froze in the process of pulling up my panties. Burke was staring at me with that weird, uncertain expression again. I let them slip back down my legs, growing hopeful in a way that was as frightening as it was welcome. “I mean, you don’t want to get them dirty, do you? Wait to get dressed until after your bath.” His voice trailed off at the end, almost shyly.
	“Yes, Sir.” 
	Several minutes later, and much to my raging libido’s disappointment, I was placed in the custody of one of the night handlers.
	“This is pony 18, Mrs. Savota’s new riding mare. She’s had a hard night of training and doesn’t know her way around yet so make sure she gets bathed, receives a rub down and then shown to the dining room.” Burke silently met my gaze with an intensity that took my breath away. It was crazy, like I could almost see the sparks leaping between us. “I’ll be back in the morning to continue your training. Goodnight, 18.” And with that, he was gone, followed by a sense of unexpected loneliness. 
	“Let’s go, 18, hurry up, I haven’t got all night.” The bitter tone of the handler shook me from my reverie. “Thanks to ‘Mr. Ramrod’, I have to baby sit you for another hour or so instead of going home for dinner with my wife,” he mumbled, while I scowled at his back. I wonder what Burke would say about your whining? I knew exactly what he would say; wash the sand out of your pussy, suck it up and drive on! Yep, that’s exactly what he would tell him.
	I quickly discovered why Burke had said we were well treated, the cream of the crop among the slaves owned by the Master. First, the handler along with another attendant gave me a relaxing, hot mineral bath. They gently washed me with soft sponges, delightfully scraping the sweat and grime from my body, while I melted like butter in their hands. It ranked up there as one of the most euphoric experiences outside of an orgasm that I could ever remember. It didn’t bother me in the least that they were both men, especially with my new body. Damn I’m hot, and in more ways than just one. I still couldn’t stop thinking about Burke, and the way he looked at me before leaving.
	It was hard to keep my kindled yearning in lockdown while every square inch of my flesh was tenderly lavished. That wasn’t even the best part, because after my bath, I received a full body massage with scented oil and moisturizing lotion. It felt like I had died and gone to heaven, as my already relaxed body became a lump of hand-kneaded mush. Neither one of the handlers spoke to me while they went about their task, but I was content to lay there in silence, imagining Burke was the one exploring every steaming crevice, as I was sinfully pampered for the first time in my life. I was well past the point of being ravenously horny by the time they finished.
	After dressing in my meager allotment of clothing, I was shown to the dining room and instructed to take a seat by a female attendant wearing a simple dark blue smock and slacks. I was the only one in the large room other than a bored looking guard. 
	It boggled the mind to think that the Master employed a multitude of people just to wait on his slaves hand and foot at all hours of the night. Much of the work they were doing would normally be the responsibility of bots, or synthetics. Maybe they were slaves themselves, captured and forced into it the same way I’d been? I guess human life is cheaper than artificial on this planet.
	The attendant returned with a menu, along with ice water and a lightly colored purple drink. Curious, I took a sip, and was rewarded with a light fruity taste that made my mouth pucker. I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was until now. I quickly drained it along with my water before the woman made it back my way to take my order. A cheeseburger and fries, with a side salad and a refill of both my glasses didn’t take long to arrive. Yeah, I was being naughty, but I simply loved a good greasy burger from time to time. Based on my work out tonight, I didn’t think the extra calories would hurt.
	I tensed at the light sound of bare-footed steps while I ate. The presence stopped, looming silently over me from behind. My nose twitched from some subconscious odor, not unpleasant in the least, that caused my nipples to noticeably harden. The sensation of warm flesh brushed against my elbow as another pony took a seat in the chair opposite me. It was Big Gray, the one who’d been watching my training earlier. He quickly undressed me with his eyes, what little of it there was to take off at any rate.
	“So you’re going to be the Mistress’ new mare? You don’t look like much. How were you able to carry the Overseer like that?” 
	I studied him over my plate through mouthfuls of food with a discomforting sense of hungry intentness. He was handsome despite his pony modifications with short dark hair and a strong, square jaw. He was definitely larger than I first thought, having the densely packed and hand-chiseled frame of an award winning body builder. Shit, his biceps are larger than my thighs. Even from across the table, an enticing odor made my nostrils flare. Now normally I would have been all over this guy in a heartbeat, but the memory of Burke still flooded my mind, leaving room for little else. Despite the instinctive, if not somewhat embarrassing reaction of my body, I started to push him away.
	“Do you have a name or should I just make one up?” 
	He leaned back, bristling at my redirection of the conversation. I could tell he was used to getting his way with the others, and the new kid on the block had just stomped on his nuts.
	“Yes, the Mistress has named me Cirus. Not all ponies have names; you have to earn it, 18.”
	“Good for you. Does she come and visit you in your stall at night or just blow a little horn in summons?” 
	I don’t know why I was goading him on; I just wasn’t in the mood for a testosterone shower at the moment, at least from him anyway. I still found it hard to keep my eyes off him regardless. Damn he smells good. Unwelcome heat, accompanied with the sweet dew of lust began to lap at my pussy, forcing me to close my thighs.
	Cirus glanced nervously about for some sign that the guard had overheard my comment. Something told me I had been close to the mark with that call. “You better behave yourself, they’re very harsh when it comes to disrespect towards the Master or Mistress like that.” Cirus leaned forward suddenly. “Since you’re new here, let me explain how things work. I have seniority among the ponies, and you will respect it. You’re nothing but a lowly mare, and the new one at that; that puts you at the bottom of the herd until you’ve earned your place among us. Just remember that I’m the Mistress’s team leader, not you, and as such I’m given special privileges.” Cirus leered at me with eager eyes that wanted to take a bite. “One of which happens to be fucking any mare I choose during scheduled breeding days.”
	Perspiration flared on my brow like a mist of sensual longing. My nipples ached, poking invitingly through my fishnet, while the warmth between my thighs continued to spread, making me shift uneasily in my chair. I started to tremble, throat growing tight, eagerly licking my lips. What the hell’s wrong with me? It was like my sexual cravings are on autopilot. I had to set my fork down, unable to eat any longer.
	“You can’t hide it from me; you’re in heat, wild and eager. No worries, little filly, I intend to have you the next time, and I can tell you’re just as anxious for it as I am.” 
	When Cirus stood, his enormously augmented cock was staring me right in the face. I was helplessly captivated while it swelled, semi-erect inside his briefs. Holy crap, it’s bigger than anything I’ve ever taken in the past, real or not. If he let that sucker free, I bet it would almost flop down to his knees, nearly as thick as my forearm. 
	“And one more thing, you might be the Mistress’ new toy for now, but in time she’ll tire of the freakish novelty of riding you. Don’t think for a minute that you’re taking my job on a permanent basis; she’ll come back to me, she always does.”
	I cursed under my breath as Cirus stalked away. I’d just made an enemy that I was apparently going to fuck whether I wanted to or not.
	I finished my meal in somber silence. I didn’t realize it at the time, but Cirus had brushed his dick up against my arm while taking his seat. I don’t know how, but I could smell him on my skin. The bastards marked my ass as his all ready. I guess maybe I did belong to him in a way, I was only a mare, and he was the alpha stallion. I still had a lot to learn about how things worked around here, and until then, I just needed to keep my mouth shut and eyes open.
	After dinner I was shown to my stall for the night. Much to my relief it was actually a very well furnished, but relatively small room. It had all the basic necessities I would need, and of course it was all decorated in an explosion of fluffy pink. Just my luck, I sighed. I guess it does go with my skin and hair color now. Maybe pink isn’t so bad.
	I gave my new quarters a cursory exploration before staring down apprehensively at the sea of billowing, squishy pillows that made up my bed. This would be the first time I’ve slept alone in years, I mean really alone, and it felt odd, but I was too tired to fight it. I wish John were here. I missed him. 
	Surprisingly, I slept like a rock, passing out within minutes despite my unfamiliar surroundings. I’d be a liar if I said I wasn’t completely worn out from the hectic experience of my first day as a pony slave. That suited me just fine, because the sooner I fell asleep, the sooner morning would come. And the sooner I would get to see Burke again.
 

***

 

	It was well past one in the morning standard time, when Burke trudged through his front door. On some occasions, as with tonight if his job demanded late hours, Donna would wait up for him regardless of the time. She just wouldn’t understand the reason why, given her current mental state, if he didn’t stop by and see her at least briefly. 
	Burke set his sunglasses on a ledge by the door, stripping off his shirt encrusted with the white residue of excessive sweat. It went into a small bin along with the remainder of his clothes to await washing. Naked, he entered the kitchen taking a liter-sized bottle of enhanced water from the fridge, emptying it in a series of deep gulps. “Damn that’s good,” he gasped wearily. 
	He wound his way effortlessly through the black interior of his home with a new bottle in hand. The optical enhancement package implanted in his eyes and visual cortex automatically compensated, dilating his pupils while amplifying what little ambient light there was, turning total darkness into daylight. Unfortunately, a glitch had developed in the system shortly after implantation. The hardware reacted inadequately to surface glare occasionally and extremely bright light more often than not. It was new technology at the time he’d been augmented, and due to the pressing course of the war, there hadn’t been time for it to go through a complete series of field-testing. Sometimes you had to take the good with the bad; it was an outstanding and highly versatile combat system, regardless of the unexpected design flaw. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the only problem with the slew of radical and groundbreaking cybernetic upgrades inhabiting his body. It had taken a year and the sacrifice of 100,000 guinea pigs to figure them out before the entire project was scrapped. 
	Burke had seen the classified numbers. Margo, as well as himself, were members of a rare and diminishing breed, a fraternity of the damned in a way. Only a measly six percent of the Wolverine II augmented troops survived the Seth war. Officially, the numbers were much higher. Of that six percent only two percent of those were still currently alive, most dying from enhancement-related illness and side effects, according to the Federation Census Bureau. Actually, there were even fewer like Burke, maybe only a handful if he dared to guess. We’d served our purpose though, if it hadn’t have been for us the war may have been lost.
	He eased into his favorite C.O.C, or chill out chair, taking another long pull of water, nearly choking with an involuntary chuckle. “Fucking, Venom, I don’t believe it,” he whispered to the darkness. “After all these years, right out of the blue, one of the legendary heroes of that shitty war gets dropped in my lap as a slave.” 
	Going through her service record had been a sad, eye-opening experience to say the least. I probably know more about her than she knows herself. He’d already visually scanned and uploaded her entire personnel record into the 200-terabyte hard drive of his Command and Control CPU.
	Home of record was Hattiesburg, Mississippi, American Confederation. I wouldn’t have tagged her as an Earther, especially from the South; she hid her accent pretty well. Next of kin was one Shea Lynn, mother, and Aurora Ann, younger sister. Father’s deceased, killed in an industrial accident. Her mother was currently receiving the monthly disability stipend she’d earned thanks to Fleet’s Research and Development screw-up. 
	Margo had spent three years at a teen counseling and rehab institution, and never graduated high school. Strange, the vocational aptitude battery she’d taken to gain Fleet admission indicated an above average intelligence regardless, 76.7 percentile in fact. She’d later earned her GED followed by a minor degree in Astro-Mechanics while at the academy. 
	A few problems with the authorities after leaving the group home at the age of 17 – drug possession, public intoxication, drunk and disorderly and indecent exposure. She also had six counts of intention to solicit prostitution in her record. Jeez Margo, what the hell were you thinking? She’d done a short stay at a government detox facility before joining Fleet. This is where her service record really started to get interesting. 
	Her psychological profile was a nightmare: acute Bi-polar disorder with self-destructive inclinations and a hyper-sexuality disorder, resulting in stage three Nymphomania and sexual dependency. Well, that at least explains her sexual promiscuity. In addition to being diagnosed with acute depression, she also has a severe separation anxiety towards male authority figures that resulted in an abandonment phobia, and a sleeping disorder. A result of losing her father maybe? Burke leaned back closing his eyes, remembering how she’d acted after the little scare those two jackass’s had played on her with the branding iron. He’d been stunned by the utter ferocity of her hold on him.
	What a fucking mess, and most of it could have been taken care of with medication and a little psychotherapy if anyone had bothered to give a shit about her. It didn’t help matters that Margo’s Delmark gene analysis had placed her in the lower band, indicating a ninety-five percent likelihood of inter-family gene spreading on her mother’s side. She’d had the cards stacked against her before she was even born.
	Fleet should have never taken her in that condition. She should have been admitted for some serious psychiatric help not dropped into a war zone. Fucking bureaucrat dickheads. Burke had seen troops under his command with half her problems redlined, removed from active duty, and sent on convalescent leave until they got their heads back on straight. At the time though, no one was exempt from the call of duty; Fleet was taking everyone from underage runaway’s with false identification to convicted felons that were offered amnesty in exchange for four years of military service. All it had taken for Margo to bypass the red tape of recruitment guidelines were three medical waivers she probably didn’t even know about. 
	As Burke read further into Margo’s file, he knew exactly why they’d taken her. She had some of the fastest hand-eye reaction and coordination time on record in over forty years of Fleet aviation history. She happened to be the recipient of a rare neurological condition resulting in nearly double the synaptic receptors of a normal person. What made her all the more deadly, and that was exactly what she was, was her epinephrine levels shot off the chart when placed in a fight or flight situation. Problem was there was no telling which one would win out over the other. And, despite Margo’s inherently strong passive-submissive personality, which explains her taking to the pony training so well, she had an extremely high Combat and Aggression Quotient when her brain finally kicked into what Burke liked to call ‘machine mode’. Her brain patterns shifted to such an extreme it was like she became a totally different person, making Burke look like a peace activist in comparison. Yet another result of the bipolarism maybe? When you combined that with her abnormally high reaction speed, the massive adrenaline dump to her system, and a reflex booster enhancement on top of that. She’s a goddamn one-woman slaughterhouse when the shit hits the fan. No wonder she was one of the best pilots in Fleet. 
	Things made a lot more sense now, he thought sadly, and why’d she’d given up what would have normally been an outstanding career on the fast track within the military hierarchy. Margo had been decorated “for valor above and beyond”, nearly as many times as he had in a fraction of the time. She was only one of three surviving recipients of the Fleet Opal Starburst for Heroism after the Target fiasco. Burke already knew she was tough, you had to be to survive as long as she did, but if you stop to consider all the other shit she had to deal with on top of that? She’s as tough as nails when it comes down to it. 
	Burke took another sip of water as visions of Margo danced pleasantly through his dimming mind. Well, she’s still my hero at least; I’d be dead if not for her, and now she’s a slave, even worse than that, a fucking freak of nature, he fumed bitterly. That son of a bitch Michael, it just wasn’t right what he’d done to her, or any of the other slaves for that matter. Burke knew all too well the fate that awaited his newest charge, due mainly in fact because of that damn remote. Besides that, she’s beautiful now; she’ll become Michael’s favorite, no doubt about it. And there’s nothing I can do to stop it! 
	The plastic bottle in his hand shattered, spraying water in an explosion of helpless rage. Burke fought to contain the surge of emotion threatening to burst forth like a volcanic eruption. From the moment he laid eyes on her, he felt the longing pull of rare attraction. After learning her identity and what she’d had to contend with in her screwed up life… 
	All he wanted to do was hold her in his arms again as he did in the hallway, and tell her everything would be all right for a change, but that wasn’t where his desire for her stopped. Tonight, during her training, it had been a constant battle of diminishing willpower to hide his feelings from her. His professional façade had grown weaker, nearly collapsing in broken shards, when he’d removed her gear for turn in. It was a new and frightening experience for someone that valued personal control and self-restraint above all else.
	It was pointless to even think that something would come to pass between them. She belonged to Michael, and Burke couldn’t take the chance of being forcibly booted off Slave World for Donna’s sake. He couldn’t leave her unprotected to Michael’s cruel and twisted sexual exploit ever again. So I have to leave Margo to it, instead? Where’s the fucking justice in that?
	 It didn’t help matters that Margo was attracted to him as well; a blind man could have spotted it in a minute. It swirled in the depths of her eyes when she looked at him, resonating through the air itself as her body called out to him. Burke slowly brought the fingers of his left hand to his nose, sniffing lightly. They’d inadvertently slid across the steaming slit between her legs while removing her harness. Just the faint, lingering residue of her sex made his cock swell in forlorn hope. How long has it been since I’ve been with a woman? Five years at least, not since coming here at any rate.
	“It figures,” Burke growled with ironic despondency. “I finally find a woman I actually like, that I enjoy being around, and I’m attracted to, and I can’t have her.” At least I can call her mine during training time, if nothing else. 
	There was always hope though, something may present itself, and Burke wasn’t one to give up without a fight. The fleeting idea of trying to purchase her from Michael, of winning her freedom briefly came to mind. There was no way in hell Michael would part with her for any amount of money though, not after getting a taste of her willing surrender to his sexual perversion. Burke had seen the auction footage, the same as Michael had. 
	He gazed down at his throbbing erection in the darkness, leaking with seldom-felt want after so long. He knew what he’d have to do now despite his shameful aversion to it. He wouldn’t be able to sleep otherwise. With a resigned breath he stood, going to his bedroom accepting the inevitable. The model K Ultra-Vag, manufactured by Bio-Pleasure Industries, lay nestled under an assortment of precisely folded clothes in one of his dresser drawers. It had been his only form of release for years now, when the urge became too strong to ignore any longer. It still made Burke feel dirty whenever he used it to relieve the physical weakness of his body. 
	He propped himself up in bed with the foot long oval masturbator, switching it on, setting the controls for minimum stimulation. He didn’t want it to end too quickly, not this time. With a shallow breath and a muted gulp, he slid the rippled vagina-like opening down the length of his hungry cock. It was tight and moist, gripping him with warm synthetic flesh that made him jerk euphorically in response. 
	I wonder if this is what Margo feels like. No, nothing could ever hope to rival that sensation. Why didn’t I have the courage to speak with you in the service? He said sadly to the image of Margo’s smiling face that quickly grew into a vision of imaginary, yet passionate lovemaking. Not surprisingly it was the old Margo, the real Margo, before she became a genetically altered pony, that he held in his arms. He kissed her imperfect lips while his hands roamed unhindered across her all natural body, painstakingly exploring it inch by delectable inch. The internal workings of the machine stroked Burke hesitantly, shyly, building into a slow steady rhythm of simulated embrace. Despite the lowest setting on his masturbator, Burke came within minutes.




Chapter Five

 

	It was only six pitifully short hours later that the lights came on and my door opened. A chime rang somewhere in the recess of my consciousness. According to the guard last night, I only had fifteen minutes to get cleaned up and report to the dining room for breakfast. After that, our assignments, if any, would be handed out. Other than that I had no idea what to expect. Surprisingly, I found the whole concept comforting and familiar; Burke ran the stables with the same Fleet discipline and efficiency I remembered from long ago.
	I had no lack of company while I ate this time. The Master did have a lot of ponies; at least forty of them filled the dining room this morning, and after Cirus’ confrontation last night, it was everyone else’s turn to take a crack at me. Most of them asked the exact same question he had. How was I able to carry the Overseer so effortlessly, for so long? Duh… It was like none of them had any idea that people could be cybernetically augmented as well as cosmetically. 
	I was quickly getting the impression that most of the other ponies had either lived on planet for most of their lives or were born here. I don’t know, maybe it was the simplicity of their mannerisms and their total lack of knowledge in regards to the outside world; they reminded me of a bunch of kids that had been home schooled, secluded from mainstream society their whole lives. I managed to steer the questions away, not wanting to divulge the reason behind my hidden abilities just yet. I always believed in keeping a trump card hidden, if possible.
	They asked me a lot of other questions too, which I answered vaguely or with half-truths. I mainly just wanted to eat in peace, feeling self-conscious about being the center of so much uncommon attention.
	“Where are you from?” 
	“How were you captured?” 
	“Do you like it here; it’s very pretty, isn’t it?” What! Did I like it here? Hello, I’m a slave, remember? 
	“You’re to be the Mistress’s new mare; you’re so lucky.” 
	“Do you like the Overseer? He’s a hard and demanding man, but treats us well.” That one I intentionally left unanswered, and prayed none of them noticed the flare of heat in my snow-white cheeks. 
	One of the guards finally broke up the swarm of buzzing questions that hovered around me like mayflies. It was then that I saw Cirus and his team, as he called them. They were sitting together across the room, brooding, watching me with borderline anger. That was fine with me, let them pout all they want, shit happens.
	After things settled down a little, I found the show ponies rather pleasant to talk with, being very well mannered and polite. There were three of them seated around the table with me in a small cliché of cosmetic flawlessness. The difference between them and the hulking brutes that made up the chariot teams was like night and day. If I didn’t know that they’d all undergone the same body modification as I had, I would have sworn that I sat among a group of beauty pageant contestants. Of course normal people didn’t have horse ears or a tail.
	Crystal sat to my left. She was a small little thing, white skinned and blond like myself. She was only 5’0” or so and very petite. In contrast, her breasts were large and definitely fake like mine, with the same hard, round look that defied nature. Come to think of it, we all looked like a group of big-breasted peas in a pod. The delicate caress of Crystal’s slim fingers touched my forearm, and she leaned closer, whispering in my ear. 
	“Cirus doesn’t seem to like you, 18.” Her voice was as soft and light as a gossamer butterfly dancing on my skin. “You need to be careful around him. He can be…mean at times.” She looked nervous and slightly fearful even saying his name. “He’s the Mistress’ prize stallion and sometimes is allowed to come and…and breed with us, even on days outside of the scheduled times. He holds the Mistress’ favor and is rewarded for it.”
	I looked back slightly surprised. “What about the guards?” 
	“They’re the ones that let him in. The Mistress must allow it for some reason. Normally no one other than the Master may breed us outside of normally scheduled days.”
	“Does the Master do that very often?”
	“Sometimes, at least with the show ponies. You’re pretty 18; soon he’ll call on you as well, even though you’re to be a riding mare.” 
	Big surprise there, I was his new piece of meat. My thoughts of impending, and surprisingly unwanted sex, were interrupted by another soft chime. All the ponies came to their feet facing the door, and I followed suit just as Burke and another guard stepped into the dining room. He looked robustly desirable this morning, in his tailored khaki’s that hugged all the right places. He held a crop in one hand, and a pocket computer in the other.
	“Good morning, ponies.”
	“Good morning, Sir,” everyone but me replied. I was too busy drooling.
	“Here are your duties for the day: teams 1 and 4 will report for training and conditioning. Team 3 will immediately proceed to the fitter after you’re dismissed and then to Mr. Ellis for hook up. The Master wishes to take a morning ride. Team 2 is on call and will stand by for fitting immediately after Team 3.” 
	Burke looked around, silently surveying the room. It was hard to tell because he had those damn sunglasses on again, but I think his gaze lingered on me in particular for a few moments. 
	“Crystal and Natasha, you will report to Miss Slowcomn for costume dress and makeup. The Mistress is taking you into Port City for a show at 1030. It’s her birthday in a few days and she’s expecting you to win, so don’t disappoint her. Pony 18 will report to me outside in the courtyard for training after gearing up. You have last priority. 
	“The rest of you may stand down for now. Enjoy it while you can; the Mistress’ big party is coming up, and I expect a large number of guests will be attending, so that means entertainment. Her daughter will be back sometime today with her friends from school, and by order of the Master himself-” Burke paused, and I swore he was gritting his teeth in anger. “Cirus and pony 6 will be at their disposal until they leave. I’ll contact you later with information as it becomes available, dismissed!” 
	The ponies began to clear out of the room, prompted by haste that only a period of lifelong servitude can bring about. I couldn’t help but smile; it was just like a Marine to conduct business like that.
	I made my way to the fitter, waiting in line with a river of pent up, fidgeting energy. The clip clopping of booted hooves and the smell of warm leather quickly drowned my senses, making me more excited. I couldn’t wait to gear up and head outside for another day of training with Burke. 
	It still amazed me to think how easily I’d fallen in to the routine of slavery, letting my mind go, accepting it so willingly. This isn’t so bad I smiled inwardly. Being a slave isn’t that bad at all: a nice room, plenty of good food, no worries, and besides, being a pony is kind of fun. So what if I have to be a sex toy for the Master on occasion, and by the sound of it, Cirus as well? I’ve been used by men my entire life, so why should things be any different now? I just wish Nathan were my Master though. I’d be such a good pony for him if given the chance, always willing, obedient, and pliable to his every whim. He could ride me whenever he liked, and in any way of his choosing. Just thinking about what it would be like…  
	I let loose with an uncontrollable whinny, deafening with its soft call of female desire. It faded into a whimsical giggle as I shook my head and tail in giddy delight. My throaty cry filled the corridor with silence, drawing the attention of the other ponies that waited in line with me, especially the stallions. My none too subtle, and accidental voicing for sex in a way I didn’t understand, that only another pony could decipher, made my cheeks burn with naughty shame. I grinned evilly; I’m such a bad pony.

 

***

 

	“All right, 18, up!” I rose to my feet with Burke’s weight pulling at my shoulders. “Down! Up! Try not to jerk so much. Think of yourself as a graceful swan. Try it again. Down! Keep your back straight, and come up in one continuous motion. Head straight, and chin up! Up!” 
	On and on I practiced as the day grew from warm, too hot, too just plain miserable. I was sweating bullets long before my legs started to ache and burn from continually squat-lifting Burke. That’s all right, I needed the exercise anyway. The servos only amplified my strength, but I could still get tired, and muscles still give out long before cybernetics ever would.
	After several hours of weight training and prancing practice, I was allowed a much-needed break for lunch. When I was finished eating, Burke took me on a slow, galloping ride around the ranch. Even with the blinders restricting my view, I was simply awed from the magnificence of it. Multitudes of flowers seemed to grow in abundance everywhere, their sweet scent filling the warm breeze. It was like a rainbow had exploded, covering the entire area with colors. 
	Creatures that resembled small long tailed monkeys jabbered away among the trees, jumping from branch to branch. They began to follow along, matching my pace, as I strained my neck to look up at them. They were cute and made me feel…I don’t know, happy? It was weird; it was like I could almost understand their high-pitched squeals and hollowing. They liked me. I wanted to run and play with them, and I had no idea why.
	Burke signaled me to slow my pace to an easy canter. We were on the outer fringes of the ranch now on what looked to be a seldom-used dirt path, very much alone and away from the prying eyes of the sensor pods that seemed to be in abundance everywhere. Burke rode in silence for some time, while my breathing slowed under the merciful shade of a thick tropical canopy.
	“I didn’t recognize you at first, Margo; you’d changed a lot over the years. After you said you were with the 340th and how many drops you made on Target, I had my suspicions. I needed to check your service record to be sure. I wasn’t snooping,” he added quickly, “but I do like to know as much about my…ah, ponies as possible. Did you know,” he chuckled lightly, “that you and Mamma bear became unofficial heroes among the 501st after Target? A lot of us tried getting in contact with you, to thank you for getting us out of that industrial complex when no one else could. For obvious reasons at the time, we couldn’t.” 
	Burke paused, and my mind changed gears. I remembered exactly what the reason was he was referring to. A lot of Marines had gone looking for pilots after the mission. I wasn’t stupid, and had seen the writing on the wall, staying locked in my quarters until things settled down.
	Somehow a group of vengeful Marines had managed to get into our section of the ship, and in the state of mind they were in, I don’t think they would have taken the time to stop and differentiate between those that had left them to die, and those that hadn’t. There had been several pilots killed, and at least ten sent to the infirmary from my squadron alone, before the ship was locked down and the security police restored order. I couldn’t blame them; a lot of Marines had been left to die because of us. 
	Now Commander Patricia Knolke was someone that I hadn’t thought of in a long time. She was someone that I didn’t want to remember either. “Mamma Bear” as she went by was a grade-A bitch, but also the best damn pilot in the squadron. That woman had a set of brass balls ten pounds apiece, when it came to combat retrievals and ground support missions. 
	Trish and I had a nasty run several days after the Target mission: one too many drinks trying to unwind at the officer’s club, two horny strung out pilots in need of solace, followed by a misunderstanding and a few confused signals, and she was all over me. The rebuff followed shortly thereafter, but she wouldn’t take no for an answer. She followed me back to my quarters after leaving the club; she knew my reputation. She called me a dirty little tease; she said that I wanted it. Maybe I did lead her on, but I was too drunk to remember.
	I fought back and my flight suit ripped open. She knew how to overpower me quite easily. I had the feeling this wasn’t the first time she’d done this sort of thing. Drunk groping hands and lips assaulted me, forcing me to the deck. She was going to teach me what happened to sluts that liked to play teasing games. Help arrived shortly thereafter; thankfully someone had heard my screams before she taped my mouth shut. It wasn’t long after that, that I was transferred.
	“We met on that mission, did you know that, Margo?”
	“Humph?” I mumbled, momentarily lost in time.
	“I said we’ve met before, well a few times actually, but I was on your boat when you picked up the remainder of the 501st. I was the regimental executive officer, first in last out.” My mind raced trying to recall that horrific day in detail, and where I faintly remembered Burke from, as much as I didn’t want to now.

 

	I came in just above the level of buildings, so fast that the thunderous booming of breaking the sound barrier at low altitude overshadowed the nearby explosions buffeting my assault boat. The constant hammering of my point defense and automated weapons systems was as constant as every labored breath I took. My flight suit and helmet were drenched; they had been all day. I’d been living in a constant state of fear and adrenaline filled insanity for almost twenty hours now. The more pilots that died, the more missions the rest of us had to fly. Most refused to fly any longer, being court martialed was better than being dead. This one was a suicide mission anyway; they all said so.
	I saw the 501st’s retrieval beacon on my tactical display, surrounded by advancing Seth armor. Shit…I’m going to die. I sent an automated response back down the line to their commander, ‘retrieval in two minutes, stand by’. 
	I went from supersonic to hovering in less than ten seconds. The crash harness bit ruthlessly into my already bruised chest and shoulders, and I started opening the clamshell-like port and starboard bay troop-doors before I even touched down. The wash of sound, heat and the smell of smoke instantly filled the cockpit. I actually took the time to land, instead of hovering. It was a dangerous thing to do in a situation like this, but it made it easier for them to load up. The area could have been mined for all I knew, just like it had been for Twister. There wasn’t enough left of him, or his boat, to send home to his wife and three-year-old daughter in a handbag.
	The Marines scrambled out of the rubble running towards me, firing at the approaching Seth combat drones and land ships that seemed much more numerous than they should have been. There were only a handful of Marines left, fifteen or twenty at most, with one massive ‘Gorilla’ armored exo-suit covering their move with blazing guns. 
	That’s it? This was the Headquarters Company? They’d dropped with a combat strength of one hundred and twenty two men and women two days ago. Many of them were helping wounded comrades while others tried to carry the dead on their shoulders. The Marines didn’t believe in leaving anyone behind, if possible. They all knew what the Seth did to humans, whether they were alive or not. 
	Two of our strike fighters crashed overhead, rocking my boat with their jet wash. They made a low-altitude pass, hitting the Seth with small yield cobalt-nukes, followed by a stick of earth shattering thermoberic explosives. Everything within the three-mile wide and eight-mile deep swath of the strike zone vanished in the blink of an eye. It bought us some time, but at the expense of the fighters being blotted out of the sky in a pair of tremendous, fire ball explosions. We were losing this one badly.
	The Marines loaded in a hail of cursing screams, intermingled with frantic commands. A muted beep told me the bulky, weapons laden, ten-foot tall Gorilla was secured in one of the magnetic harnesses to the side of the hull. Brave son of a bitch… he was going to ride shotgun for me. I began to lift off, feeling a slap on my shoulder. It was an officer pointing to his helmet, his face concealed by a dark visor. I switched over to their internal push.
	“Keep the doors open, we’ll provide covering fire until you get clear!” 
	I nodded, goosing my lift thrusters. The heavy thumping of an auto rocket launcher and man-pak particle cannon drifted up from behind me. In time, the deafening roar of automatic weapons joined them. It was nearly a perfect retrieval from a hot LZ, but sometimes nearly wasn’t quite good enough.
	As I came above the height of the buildings, about to engage my main thrusters, a proximity-detonated missile rocked my boat, showering it with shrapnel. My shields weren’t up yet. I fought to maintain control, starting to drift into the skeleton of war ravaged buildings. Heat and fire washed upwards from the troop compartment, the shockwave thick with the distinctive smell of misted crimson. An unidentifiable piece of body armor clattered to a stop beside my seat, still containing the remains of something that had once been human. Then the agonizing screams started that my heavily padded helmet couldn’t entirely block out. Every so often I still heard them lingering in my dreams.
	I throttled up going sonic, making for the strike carrier Intrepid fighting for its life in near orbit. The air and space battle raged around me, while the troop doors slowly closed blocking out the hazy purple light of Target. I jinked and rolled as best I could to avoid the hellish array of incoming fire while a string of decoys and homing spoofers began playing out like Christmas lights in my wake. I prayed that the heavy shielding of my boat and the electronic counter measure suit would get me out of this cluster fuck in one piece, again.
	“Thanks, ace,” the same Marine as before was standing behind my seat, gripping the bulkhead with a hand to steady himself. His body armor flexed and heaved, panting hard as he looked down at me. I nodded quickly going back to my controls, and he patted me on the shoulder with one of his armor-clad hands. The name ‘Burke’ was stenciled on the breastplate of his torso armor. “I owe you one, Venom, anytime, anywhere.” 

 

	“I remember you now; you were the Major officer who spoke to me, right?” My speech was slurred, and sounded funny with the bit in. It was going to take some work getting used to talking with it.
	“That’s right, ace, that was me,” he said softly.
	“That was a long time ago and none of that matters any more, I’m a slave now. Why are you telling me all this?” This damn bit! I sounded like a drunk with a mouth full of marbles trying to talk. 
	“Because it matters to me, that’s why,” he growled sharply. “Put me down please, I don’t feel like riding any longer.”
	“I don’t mind, really. I…I like carrying you...I want to.” Burke pulled lightly on my reins, stopping me regardless of my unexpected protest. I couldn’t believe I’d just said that to him. The light tap of his crop brought me to a kneeling position and he dismounted.
	“You don’t deserve this, Margo, you’re better than this and it’s not fair after everything you’ve…you just don’t deserve this is all.”
	“Do any of us deserve to be treated like this, Burke?”
	“No, but you’re different from the other ponies. Most of them were born and bred here, and this is the only life they know. They were engineered for it, conditioned from birth. They don’t know anything else but this kind of a life.” I’d been right about the others. “On occasions Savota will bring in fresh blood, but not very often, and even more rarely for the stables.”
	“Is that why you’re treating me differently, because I’m not one of them, or is it because you said you owe me for pulling you and your men off Target?” 
	I thought I knew the answer, but I wanted him to say it, to confirm my hopes and desires. I prayed he wasn’t just being nice because he felt he owed me for some long forgotten debt like he’d said. Burke started walking, leading me behind him.
	“Neither. Sure I owe you, and so do a lot of other Marines, but that’s not it. I’m treating you different because… well, just because, that’s why.” I frowned. That wasn’t exactly the reply I was hoping for. “Come on; let’s get you back to the stables. I think you’ve earned a break for the rest of the afternoon.”
	I followed behind Burke in a pouting mess, chewing nervously at my bit, silently chastising myself for drawing him into such a browbeaten mood that brought our short time alone together to an untimely conclusion. It was then that I realized I’d been addressing him by his name, not to mention as if I was his equal, throughout our entire conversation. Something that obvious wouldn’t have slipped by him unnoticed, and could get me in a world of hurt; a severe disciplining at the very least, but it didn’t. Why? I knew why, or at least I hoped so.
	“Am I going to be punished, Sir?” 
	“Why, what makes you say that?”
	“Well, Mr. Todd said we’re not supposed to call anyone by their names, and-”
	“No, Margo, you’re not going to be punished,” he snorted lightly. “Not by me at least. You do need to be careful in the future though; out here on the periphery, when we’re alone it’s okay because the sensor grid is a fucking joke for the most part.” Burke gave me a crafty smirk. “I just happen to know all the holes in it, but closer to the main grounds it’s a no-go.”
	“Okay, I was just wondering is all. So no one can hear or see us then?”
	“No, that’s why I brought you out here, so we could talk. It’s nice for a change, you know, just to talk with someone that you have things in common with for a change.” Yes, it is, isn’t it?
	We were alone and unobserved; this was the chance I’ve been secretly waiting for. It wasn’t just the fantasy of having sex with Burke that had been haunting me since I’d first laid eyes on him. There was something about him, something more that I dared not put words to at this point. Just thinking the symphony of his name electrified my body. I felt a comforting safety when I was with him, and even though I was a slave, he made me feel special for the first time in my life since… I didn’t believe in karma, or fate, or divine intervention, but some power had definitely played its hand in my current situation. It was too uncanny to explain, like the universe with all its seemingly endless probabilities had placed us together, face to face at last, for a specific purpose.
	“Burke?”
	“This isn’t fleet any longer; I do have a first name, and it’s Nathan.” 
	“Huh? Oh sure, sorry.” Nathan… I liked his name; it seemed to fit him perfectly. “Nathan, I don’t want to go back to the stables.” My voice clipped, strained with an uneasy tightening in my stomach. It was the first time that I’d openly voiced a personal want since my capture.
	“What?” He turned in surprise, brow raised, coming to a stop.
	“I don’t want to go back to the stables. I… I like spending time with you. Ever since all this started I’ve been by myself, and I don’t like it. I’m scared, and you’re the first person that’s treated me decently and…” 
	I looked down at my feet; my hoof-booted feet that I could barely see overtop my new breasts. I let out a sniffle, eyes misting over. Nathan took a step closer, and I began to shake. I hoped I was right about him. At this point I was willing to take whatever he had to offer, even if it was only his perceived friendship during the course of my training and continued life as a slave. 
	Nathan took off his sunglasses, slipping them in the breast pocket of his shirt. The gentle warmth of his fingertips caressed the top of my hand with elated results. 
	“You know something? You are a very pretty pony, the princess of the stables in my opinion.” Princess… Daddy used to call me his princess… “But you’ve always been beautiful, even that day in the assault boat with your visor down, your face hidden from view.” He thought I was pretty even before my pony augmentation? “I wouldn’t have changed a thing about you if given the choice.” I whinnied softly, feeling the blood rush to my cheeks. 
	Nathan laughed. “You’re really enjoying this stuff aren’t you, being a pony?”
	Yeah, I was; I would have been lying to say otherwise. I’ve never got into this sort of thing before, of being controlled down to my every action, but suddenly I craved it from the man standing before me. Maybe it had something to do with the remote, and the tinkering that Dobbs had done with the processor in my head? Maybe it was because of the slave conditioning that I’d undergone at Holloway Trading, forcing me to accept an oddly simple and quieting sense of complacency in life that I’d never known before? It could even be because of the physical alteration of my body itself that gave me a sense of unknown pride I’d never had in the past. I could speculate all I wanted, but in all honesty, I knew exactly where the change stemmed from. It felt as if a piece of the puzzle that had been missing all this time was gradually sliding into place, making me complete after so many years. 
	“Only because of you, Nathan. I…I like being a pony for you.” 
	“But you’re not mine, you belong to Michael.” He swallowed hard, inching a bit closer.
	 Oh my God, I’m trembling! Well, here goes nothing. “I’m yours, that is, if you want me.” 
	“I can’t, Margo, please. If Michael ever found out… I’m not afraid of him, but I’m afraid of what he might do to…it’s hard to explain. You’re going to be presented to your Mistress tomorrow night at the party. After that I can’t stop what’s going to happen to you, Michael-” He’s worried about me; he actually cares. 
	“Nathan, there’s nothing he can do to me that hasn’t been done already. I’m not afraid any longer, as long as I have you.” I cringed. I couldn’t believe I’d spouted some cheesy, melodramatic dribble like that, but it was true. 
	I yelped when Nathan’s hands shot to my waist, pulling me against him. He smelled good, very mannish and I drank his scent like an aromatic aphrodisiac. I surrendered to it no different than how I had since the moment I’d been placed in his care. 
	“We shouldn’t be doing this, Margo, but god help me I can’t resist you any longer.” His lips hovered over the nape of my neck, grazing it lightly. I moaned, exposing it further.
	“Why,” I stuttered, “It feels right, so how can it be wrong?”
	“It’s not wrong, not in a million years.” My body burned from the kiss of his touch slowly moving over my hips, working around to the small of my back. 
	“I always wanted to talk to you on board the ship, to maybe ask you to dinner or something, but I couldn’t. I’m not very good at this sort of thing, and the time just never seemed right.” He began nibbling lightly at the cleft of my shoulder, tasting my desire-laden flesh with the tip of his tongue. It made me shiver, gasping for breath. Not very good… You could have fooled me, cowboy.
	I interlaced my fingers behind his neck, straining to pull myself inside the sensation pressing against me. A bulge of strained fabric probed at my thighs, and I cocked my leg, allowing the predatory appetite that had so effectively cornered me, unrestricted access to its prey. Nathan broke the embrace, looking around nervously. “Come on, follow me.” 
	I whinnied, shaking my head, swishing my tail excitedly as Nathan took my hand, pulling me off the trail and into the jungle. It only took a few minutes until he found a suitable place for our needs; a small open patch in the jungle, relatively free of ground foliage.
	“Stand still, I’m…I’m going to take off your gear now, all right?” I fought to remain calm, trying desperately to keep from shaking. 
	“Yes, Sir.” 
	Nathan paused with a quizzical expression before removing my saddle and tack setting it aside. Soon, all that remained was my body harness and boots and a moment of awkward hesitation between us. I was panting like a long distance runner, eyeing the jungle with wide unfocused eyes when he undid the harness strap that ran through my legs. The hot, jungle air felt incredibly cold now. Then, at the worst possible time, a bout of self-conscious anxiety hit me. 
	It had been a long time since I’d been with a man, but this time it wouldn’t be with ‘just any man’. What if I didn’t please him, what if I couldn’t anymore? I was quickly working myself into a nervous wreck of imaginary disaster. Nathan reached for me and I flinched, shying away from him.
	“Margo, what’s wrong?” His voice was so soft, so sensitive… Fingers touched my chin, lifting it until our eyes met. He was so beautiful, so perfect, and what was I? An ugly woman in so many ways that had found solace in being nothing more than a flagrant slut my entire life. “We don’t have to do this, if you don’t want to.” 
	I shook my head, lips quivering, choking back my tears. Why are you being so nice to me? Just throw me down on the ground, and use me like all the others. “No, I want to, it’s just… I don’t want to disappoint you. I…I don’t deserve someone like you.” 
	Nathan’s expression grew hard, the steel in his eyes boring into me. So powerful… so commanding… I wanted to look away, but my chin was held firmly between unyielding fingers. “Don’t ever say that, Margo, don’t even think something like that. I could never be disappointed in you, ever. You’re a very special woman, at least to me you are.” His intensity became a slow, accepting smile. “It’s all right, I understand. You’ve been through a lot and-”
	I lunged forward, looping my arms over his broad shoulders. “No, I don’t want to go back, not yet! I want you, Nathan, please don’t take that away from me,” I breathed into his ear, kissing it gently. “I need you right now, Sir.”
	“I know, Margo, and…and I’m here for you.” 
	Our lips hesitantly met with a slow passionate embrace of turbulent emotion while I began to completely open myself to a man for the first time that I could remember. Our kiss grew desperate and forceful quickly building into a wild hunger that left me reeling under its trance, wanting more.
	Nathan’s hands trailed timidly about my body at first, growing in confidence, massaging my skin with culminating desire. He cupped my breasts, gently at first as if unsure, rolling my nipples between his fingertips. I felt myself melting as a single bead of passion trickled down the inside of my thigh. His exploratory touch began the expectant trip downward, and I lifted my leg, inviting him inward. His fingers easily slipped into the velvet heat between my thighs with viscous ease. 
	“Oh yes…that feels so good,” I gasped, sucking at his lower lip. “Do what you want with me, anything at all, Sir,” I mewed softly, jerking with a stuttering breath every time his thumb bumped against my swollen clit. The intensity of sensations was nearly orgasmic in itself, and made me wonder if the doctor hadn’t done some nerve enhancement, as well as cosmetic alteration to my genitalia. 
	It wasn’t just Nathan’s hands that were driving me to the brink, but the way my body reacted to his smell, to the elusive and inciting fragrance he gave off. I whinnied in his ear, sucking at his lobe, grinding my hips against the feel of his hand even more. My conscious mind succumbed to a wild storm, as one of his fingers pushed its way deeper into my slit. I winced, moaning, clawing at his back. I felt tighter, and the perception of it made me grasp desperately through his shorts for something much larger.
	Nathan reluctantly drew away, unsnapping the buttons of his shirt like a frenzied stripper. I’d been with a lot of men in my life, but this was the first time I could honestly say that I was awestruck, speechlessly entranced by the sight unfolding before my eyes. Nathan had the rippling physique of an honest to god, bronzed slice of male perfection. His shoulders were rounded and broad, and his well-defined caramelized pecks and stomach glistened like living stone in the intermittent light filtering around us. An anatomy student would have had a field day studying a specimen like this. But the best was yet to come. His boots came next, followed by his shorts and underwear. When his cock sprang into view, growing thick and long with each passing heartbeat, I about lost it right there. 
	I thought it was sweet in a way, and I couldn’t help but smile with a strange sense of coy expectancy when he spread his shirt out on the ground for me. Always the gentleman, aren’t we Nathan? It’s funny though; I got the impression that hadn’t been the way with a lot of women in the past. His actions thus far seemed almost hesitant as if trying to read my mind to see what I wanted. It was so different than the confident demeanor he normally portrayed, but then again, Nathan could have the personality of a cucumber, and the boring charm of a stump, and still bed a different woman every night with a body like that. Two and two definitely didn’t add up to four, in the case of Nathan Burke.
	He stepped forward slowly and once again I was in his arms, grasping at his back, nibbling his shoulder, pushing reason to the furthest corners of my mind. His skin tasted slightly salty, and felt soothingly warm against my breasts. His hands kneaded my ass, spreading my cheeks, while his harried breath danced erotically across my neck. I giggled like a schoolgirl when my feet left the ground, and he lifted me high into his arms. I wrapped my legs around his waist, locking us together, because I never wanted to leave from the dream I was living. The seeking firmness of his cock pushed upward, and I instinctively spread myself further, a servant to his needs. 
	“I want you so bad, Margo.” 
	Our eyes met, and my chest heaved. A ravenous beast, a greedy animal that demanded to be sated as quickly as possible reared its head in fear of being discovered. What we were doing was against the rules, I knew it. Nathan could get in trouble for this, he’d hinted at it earlier, and he didn’t care. I moved my hips, readjusting them slightly until the head of his cock came to rest against my arousal drenched lips. I pushed closer, arching my back, and he started to enter me. I let go of his shoulders, and his strong hands supported me completely. He entered me in a single, deep thrust of my own design. 
	I squealed in pain, but more so in shock, as my back bowed in pleasurable agony. Based on my profound experience, Nathan was above average, but I should have had no problem taking him. Then again, I should have figured the doc would have given me a full vaginal rejuv during my pony modification. I could feel every agonizing inch, and my tortured pussy convulsed in delight.
	“Are you alright?” he asked worriedly, beginning to withdraw until I clamped my legs tighter about him. “Did I hurt you?”
	“Uh-uh…just surprised is all. I’m fine. Don’t stop…just go slow at first.” It hurt a little, but I ignored it. All that mattered was Nathan, and the pleasure he drew from me now. 
	His enhanced strength easily held me to him, and I began to move at an unnatural angle, almost horizontal. My head dropped back and my hair cascaded to the jungle floor in a shimmering river of platinum, breasts jutting skyward. He felt amazing and with my growing ease, Nathan’s thrusts began hunting deeper. I sensed his haste and desire matching my own, building in tempo, pushing me over the edge so very unexpectedly.
	“Oh god… Nathan, I’m…” I bit my lip, holding my breath and my toes curled with numbing rigidity. I can’t remember the last time I came by penetration alone, maybe never, at least not this intense. The orgasm hit me with wonderful savagery; it felt like my body was trying to tear itself apart while I sucked in uneven gulps of air, shivering uncontrollably in his arms. 
	Nathan gave a low groan as my cunt sucked at him with tightening regularity, locking him deep inside a silken vice. I let out a low moan of inconceivability, reeling helplessly from one orgasm to the next in rapid succession, soaking us in a strong, musky aroma. I know for a fact that I’d never had a multiple like this before. All I could do was stare at the leaves above me, glazed with ecstasy, while I bathed in a storm of unrelenting bliss.
	Nathan dropped to his knees, gently laying me down upon his shirt. “Ow, this damn tail,” I growled shifting to a hip, beckoning to him with outstretched hands. More, Nathan, please more. I could tell he was at a loss for words, but the expression on his face said all that was necessary. That’s all right; I always had liked the strong silent type.
	Nathan leaned forward, hovering over the steaming aftershocks between my legs. He buried his face in it, and my thighs closed about the slight stubble of his cheeks, hands coming to rest on his head. My breath was short and uneven, matching the questing hunt of his tongue that devoured me: sucking, licking, and partaking of me in its entirety. 
	The smooth firmness of his ravenous appetite traveled upward, flicking at my clit, blinding me with jolts of electrical passion. His meal of flesh continued over my stomach making it twitch, between my breasts, incredibly slow, tormenting my senses, while galvanizing my body. Nathan’s chin and mouth were drenched with lust when they stopped above me. His arms came to rest on either side of my head, and I pulled his lips to mine. They were slick and tender, sweet and salty with the rich taste of a woman I didn’t know yet.
	He entered me slowly this time, and I melted around him, lost in his hold. His steady, full stroke rhythm soon grew into a hesitant stabbing, rocking me gently beneath him. I lifted my legs higher giving him complete and unrestricted access. The light tapping of his balls teased my ass, and I pushed my hips enthusiastically upward to meet them.
	“It’s okay, Nathan, you can fuck me as hard as you want.” I reassured his questioning eyes, relaxing my aching inner muscles, preparing for the onslaught. Nathan stopped, gazing down with mind numbing sincerity, brushing a stay lock of matted hair from my forehead.
	“I could never do that to you, Margo.” I blinked back uncomprehending for a moment. 
	“Oh, Nathan…” 
	He would never know the effect those few words had on me. He’d given me so much pleasure and joy already, more than I could have ever asked for. Even if this was the only time we shared ourselves together, it was more than enough to last me a lifetime.
	True to his words he didn’t fuck me; instead, I made love with a man for the first time in my life. I would never forget those ten rapturous minutes when I was lost in a nirvana of strangely borne sensation, never wanting to return, but Nathan was in the zone now, gradually losing control of his restraint. It wasn’t long before his labored breathing brushed my cheek, and his thrusts grew erratically desperate. I waited anxiously for it.
	Nathan’s face became a painful grimace and his head drooped. He quivered with paralyzing rigidity; it was like our time together had culminated into a climatic release of raw emotion on his part. I don’t think I’d ever felt a man cum with such reckless vigor before. I pulled him tighter against me, thrusting upward, as our bodies ground tenderly together. 
	He held himself inside me, unwilling to break the spell between us, despite having grown soft. The effects of our lovemaking still resounded through me, leaving me dizzy and more satisfied than I could ever remember. The aching pleasure between my legs felt… All I could do was moan breathlessly in recollection as my pussy throbbed with residual delight. 
	Nathan finally kissed me, tender and comforting: my neck, my shoulder, and my breasts fanning the flames that continued to smolder beneath my skin. I breathed deeply, purring in relaxed contentment as the scent of the man who had enamored me beyond logical reason continued to smother all that I was. I could kiss you forever…
	“Margo, I-”
	“Shhh… I know, I know.” I tenderly stroked his cheek, smiling, lowering my meager defenses completely. “You don’t need to say it, love.” I pulled his lips to mine again, while he held me in his arms on the jungle floor. I’d been right, this place was truly paradise.

 

***

 
	We made a quick stop at a nearby pool of crystal clear water to wash away the residue of a hard day of training, not to mention the telltale signs our jungle rendezvous, before heading back. We actually splashed and played for a little while in the setting sun, frolicking in the lukewarm water like a couple of kids; it was a short, but very welcome period of carefree laxity I hadn’t experienced in a long time. When Nathan grabbed me at one point, pulling me into his lap attacking my neck with those wonderful lips of his again, my hopes soared it would lead to another bout of lovemaking. Unfortunately our period of content laziness had eaten up far more time than we had available. It was getting late, and Nathan mentioned something about arousing suspicion if we were outside of the sensor net for too long.
	Nathan grew surprisingly quiet during the journey back, causing my self-doubt to reemerge. Had I done something wrong, or hadn’t he enjoyed our time together as much as I first thought? I wasn’t in a position to ask when I finally worked up the courage through my nagging insecurity, not any longer. Those damn sensor pods were everywhere the closer we came to the ranch proper. 
	He led me silently to the fitter to turn in my gear for cleaning, and his brooding demeanor continued to grow darker, with a very unexpected result. 
	“Hello, Mr. Burke, how’s the training going with the new pony?”
	“Fine, Connell, just fine.” 
	“Mr. Savota came by several hours ago looking for you and pony 18.” Nathan tensed, just enough that the very observant might have noticed. “I guess he wanted to check on her progress. He seemed very excited about surprising Mrs. Savota with her tomorrow night. Have you heard how much-” Nathan’s nostrils flared, and an animalistic growl crept from his lips.
	“Don’t kid yourself, Connell, that asshole could care less about Donna, and all he’s looking forward to is getting a chance to break in his new toy in front of all of his friends at the party.” 
	Connell blanched as he removed the last of my gear, and I went suddenly cold with the impending truth of my fate being so blatantly voiced for the first time. Oh god no, please no. All I wanted was Nathan, just one man for a change; is that so much to ask for?
	“Nathan, you need to be careful, what are you trying to do, get fired?”
	“Fuck, Michael!” Nathan boomed, startling everyone within earshot from here to the jungle. “I’d like to see him try and get rid of me. There aren’t enough swinging dicks on this entire fucking planet-”
	“Nathan, have you gone mad?” Connell took a step back, visibly shaken under a rain of ire.
	“Sir,” I hastily, yet strategically interrupted. Nathan reminded me of a boiling kettle about to explode, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to see what would happen if he did. “I was wondering if you could lead me to the bath area, I ah…can’t remember which way it is from here?” His eyes dimmed with waning fire. He knew exactly why I’d spoken up. 
	“Yeah, I can do that,” he panted, wide-eyed and hunting.
	I strolled cautiously down the hall behind Nathan; his fists still balled, visibly trembling. His anger continued to simmer below the surface with visceral insanity, and it momentarily shocked the hell out of me. Then again, maybe it didn’t. Looks like Nathan brought back a few demons of his own from that crappy war. 
	In the past our condition had been called battle fatigue, shell shock, or in more modern times Post-traumatic Stress, but those of us that experience it first hand, called it redlining. A good chain of command could spot its onset in a heartbeat, and acted accordingly by pulling the individual out of the meatgrinder before it reached the point of no return. Other time’s duty wouldn’t allow it, and the poison continued to spread and fester, unseen and reluctantly ignored until a person plummeted into the abyss forever. 
	This wasn’t the first time I’d seen people snap like that, even years after the invisible wounds of the mind had supposedly healed. It could be from something as simple as the incessant tapping of a fingernail on a table, or the annoying sound of someone chewing with their mouth open, that would ignite the slow-burning fuse for people like Nathan and myself. We all had a trigger, a breaking point that only the unconscious mind was in touch with, especially a vet. By the looks of it, the Master was Nathan’s source of angst for some reason, and now the possession of not only my body, but also my soul, was about to become a new and inflammatory factor in the ongoing conflict between them.
	The war hadn’t been easy for me, but I dealt with it as best I could, and in my own way. I still had my nightmares, but at least I could say they were relatively sterile and clean compared to someone like Nathan. I saw death from a distance, for the most part that is. My friends just never came back, that’s all. I might see their assault boat go up in a fireball, the wreckage scattered about the landscape like obscene confetti, or maybe it was their fighter dying in the silent death of vacuum space, where life ceased in a fraction of the time it was created in. I couldn’t even imagine what it must have been like for Nathan though, dirt-side day in and day out, for months on end. It didn’t matter what planet you were on, the result was always the same. You fought and killed the enemy, or died in the process until some nebulous objective dictated by Fleet command had finally been achieved. No, a person was never the same after an experience like that. 
	I wanted to reach out to the man I cared for more than I was willing to admit, to hold him and drive those lingering memories away if at all possible. I felt my own white-hot anger brewing now; I couldn’t even do that much for him, and it was killing me. 
	I nearly ran into Nathan’s back in my fuming stupor when we rounded the corner entering the bath area. The warm and slightly humid air rang with delicate chatter; the place was packed with show ponies conjugating for a night of relaxation and pampering. Three of the four whirlpool baths held between two and four ponies each, while two ponies, I think their names were DeeDee and Starlla, were getting a manicure and pedicure by the stable staff. Another girl, a flaming redhead whose name I couldn’t remember but looked familiar, was getting a massage like I’d received last night. 
	There was a mad dash of prompt obedience when they saw Nathan standing silently in the doorway. In no time at all a covey of smiling faces, jiggling boobs and dripping bodies stood roughly at attention in a long single file row in front of him. It was almost like they were excited to see him. The singsong sensuality of harmonious voices rang out in perfect unison.
	“Good evening, Sir!”
	“Good evening, ponies. For those of you that haven’t had to the chance to introduce yourselves yet, this is… this is pony 18. She’s to be Mistress Savota’s new riding mare.” Nathan’s anger seemed to have subsided, replaced by strict professionalism. For a second I thought he was going to slip and call me by my name though. “Despite her duty assignment, she’s one of you now with all the privileges of a show pony. She’s had a rough time of it the last few days so make her feel welcome. I’ve noticed a few of you have already made an effort to do so. Are there any questions?”
	“No, Sir!”
	“Relax, enjoy yourself tonight, 18, because it’s going to be a long day tomorrow.” 
	Nathan and I drew apart, giving one another a silent and knowing goodbye. Unfortunately, the meaning behind ‘a long day tomorrow’ was crystal clear in my mind’s eye. I didn’t even want to think about the inevitable, and what I’d be doing for a man who had the undeniable power of my sexual appetite in the palm of his hand. Isn’t there anything you can do, Nathan? Please?
	“Goodnight, ponies.”
	“Goodnight, Sir!” 
	I was engulfed in an exuberant sea of giggling flesh before Nathan even made it out the door. Oh jeez, give me a break, will ya, girls? I’m not exactly in the mood for a friggin tea party at the moment. 
	Crystal, my shorter carbon copy with her slightly narrowed eyes of East Indian descent, stood out among the bunch. She took my hand, pulling me free of the suffocating press to the nearest whirlpool. 
	“Come on, 18, I know just what will help you relax.”
	I slipped into the bubbling water up to my shoulders on a submerged seat. Crystal nestled into place behind me until her tender thighs touched my hips, and her slender legs molded alongside mine. Her position was slightly elevated, and every so often, the tickling caress of her nipples grazed my back. “I’ll do your hair, how does that sound?”
	“Sure, I guess that would be all right.” Thanks for leaving me in the middle of a pussy buffet, Nathan, I thought sarcastically. Appreciate it. How could he know I was Bi though? Roxy and Clover followed us in, all smiles. I gave Crystal a silent ‘thank you’ when she shooed away two others with pouting faces that tried to squeeze their way in with us. I know they were only curious, but being center stage had never been my thing.
	I closed my eyes going limp. It wasn’t hard for me to become lost in Crystal’s attention, as she began washing my hair with rich smelling, fruity shampoo. It felt wonderful actually, and her touch occasionally sent spurts of tingly deliciousness racing through me. It took me a moment to realize that Roxy and Clover had scooted closer, washing my body with fluffy sponge brushes.
	“Mmmm, that feels good. You girls definitely have the touch.” 
	Their soothing touches were sensual, not sexual, but to me there really wasn’t much of a difference. The slick soapy water only made their hands glide all the easier about my rudely awakening flesh. This would be fun if Nathan were here. Four hot babes and a sexy hunk of man like Nathan in a hot tub together? My thoughts began to swim with the endless possibilities. 
	“So where are you from, 18? I was born here.” I squinted at Roxy through slits, trying to keep the soap out of my eyes. She had to be the most exotic pony among us, in my opinion. Midnight black hair, pale green eyes that shone brightly with lurid desire, and an elegantly tall and tanned body unlike most of us. Even her voice was deeper, nearly husky and dripping with the precursor of untold pleasures. 
	“Me too,” Clover, the mocha-haired palomino chimed in anxiously, and a bit too enthusiastically. She was a bubbly young thing that bordered on pestering annoyance from what I’d seen so far. “Most of us were born here. Crystal wasn’t though, were you, Crystal?” This actually caught my attention, and I tried to look back over my shoulder at her.
	“No, I was… I don’t remember where I was born. I was brought here when I was just a little girl.” Crystal’s hands slowed on my scalp, searching for neglected memories. “Sometimes, I still have dreams. I remember I had a puppy once, a real one, not like the Master owns.” I did manage to turn enough to see a distant emptiness in her eyes before it faded with a tinkling chuckle, and she went back to washing my hair with forced forgetfulness. “It doesn’t matter, I’m a pony now. The both of you know we’re not supposed to talk about things like that. You don’t want to be put in the punishment harness, do you?” Crystal ended darkly. 
	Their mood grew instantly somber, hinted with fear, while I wondered exactly what the punishment harness was. It must be horrible if just the name alone could fill my companions with brooding dread.
	Crystal was nearly finished rinsing my hair, with Roxy washing my tail, when Clover finally broke the gloomy silence. “So what’s it like, 18?”
	“What’s what like?”
	“Having the Overseer ride you? I mean, it must be fun, right? None of us could do it, not even one of the draft ponies. Maybe Cirus could, but…”
	I shrugged, hiding my emotions with a mask of impartial boredom, at just the mention of his name. “I guess so, why?”
	“What do you mean why,” Roxy purred. “Only because he’s the real stallion around here. Just thinking about being rode by him…” She neighed sensually, convulsing in a shiver of excitement like I’d done earlier in the corridor.
	“Me too,” Clover yelped, whinnying with just as much enthusiasm. “Can you just imagine what it would be like to breed with him? I’d even give up time with Cirus for that.”
	“I bet it would be so much nicer than with,” Crystal paused as if hesitant to continue in even a whisper, “than with the Master. I bet the Overseer would be gentle and nice, and…” 
	I frowned, growing oddly defensive as their flighty chatter continued. I could only assume breeding meant having sex, and right now I was surrounded by three very beautiful ponies, each one openly fantasizing about Nathan in their own way. My eyes started to smolder and my jaw grew tight. These three little harlots were lusting after my… What was Nathan? I couldn’t say he was my boyfriend, not even close. I’m a slave, nothing more. So what was I to him then?
	“Is something wrong, 18?” It was Clover. They had all grown quite and were watching me.
	“No, nothing’s wrong. I’m fine, why wouldn’t I be?”
	“You just look angry-”
	“All right you prissy bitches, front and center!” We were all startled by the barked command from the woman in the doorway. Behind her stood one of the faceless, yet ever present guards that roamed about the stables. 
	Crystal nearly kicked me in the back in her haste to get out of the tub. Roxy and Clover weren’t much better, dousing me in a tide of water and frantic splashing. It was the same haste as with Nathan, but with a dreadful tension behind it. I took my place in line, squeezing in beside Crystal, wiping the water out of my eyes. Whoever this woman was, I didn’t like her already. 
	She wore glossy knee-high boots and form-fitting khaki pants. Her white, short-sleeve blouse was unbuttoned to mid chest, tucked in tight around her narrow waist. She wasn’t wearing a bra beneath it. The woman was extremely tall, over six feet, and her curvy figure set beneath a bedroom quaff of long, mousy brown hair, now dominated the room. In one hand she held a riding crop, and in the other a stun baton. She was drop-dead gorgeous, but her glaring smirk of contemptuous superiority made her look hideously vile in a way. She took an exaggerated breath, exhaling loudly with a feral smile. 
	“There’s nothing like the smell of wet slut, is there ponies?”
	“No, Ma’am!” They replied in unison again, yet with considerably less enthusiasm as with Nathan.
	She lifted the chin of a pony two down from me with her crop. “And there’s plenty of that to go around in here, isn’t that right, Penny?” 
	“Yes, Ma’am!” 
	Psycho bitch stopped in front of me, and I became the center of her arrogant leer. “Well what have we here?” She pushed Crystal and the pony to my right none too gently out of the way, making a slow cursory circle around me. “So this is the new slut that everyone’s been so talkative about lately?” I stared straight ahead at nothing, cringing when her fingertips trailed across my back. “You are a hot piece of ass; I can see why Burke’s been keeping you to himself.” She stopped in front of me again, and I did my best to look through her. “Do you know who I am, slave?”
	“No, Ma’am.” My voice came out in a half-hearted squeak.
	“I’m Miss Torri, the Assistant Overseer for all you spoiled little bitches, and every other fucking pony piece of shit in these stables.” I would say this woman definitely had a screw loose someplace, that is, if I were in any position to judge one of my betters. “And since Burke has finally decided to leave for the night, I think it’s about time you’re properly initiated into your new surroundings. Hygiene inspection!” 
	Her crop slapped the side of her boot and all the ponies jumped to obey, bending over in a jostle of momentary confusion, spreading their feet wide and inviting to Miss Torri. I quickly followed their example.
	“Oh yeah, now that’s what I like to see,” Torri snorted in grim sarcasm. “There’s nothing like a clam-dive lineup, is there, Roger?”
	“No, Ma’am,” the guard behind her replied evilly. 
	Torri began a leisurely stroll down the row of upturned asses, giving an unlucky few a swat with the palm of her hand that resonated through the deathly quiet. “And who shall my inspector be tonight, hmm?” 
	She spun in place, coming back in my direction. I didn’t know what a hygiene inspector’s job was, but based on my current position, it couldn’t be good. A pair of glossy black boots paused behind me, followed by another crack of her hand. She slapped my ass so hard I flinched, biting my lip to keep quiet. The boots continued their slow journey down the line.
	“You!” Torri’s snarling outburst made most of us jump. She was pointing her crop at a bob-cut brunette with silver highlights. “Stephanie, fall out and take your place at the end of the line.”
	“Yes, Miss Torri!” 
	I could barely see Stephanie hurriedly taking her place behind the first girl, going to her knees. You’ve got to be kidding me. With the aid of Torri’s hand, Stephanie’s face was shoved between the presented cheeks of the first pony. 
	“So tell me, what do you smell?” Torri asked haughtily, with the knowing ridicule of a sick game that had been played out on numerous occasions in the past. 
	“A dirty pony slut, Miss Torri,” she mumbled between creamy flesh.
	“Gee, what a fucking surprise,” Torri snorted. “And the next one?” 
	Down the line Stephanie went as if seconds away from tears, prompted by Torri’s boot, as she slid along on her knees. The answer was always the same. 
	It was my turn next. This is just so wrong, in so many ways. Stephanie’s face was pushed between my cheeks, nose buried in my cunt. I held my breath, praying for the indignity to end.
	“And what about our newest arrival?” The pressure between my cheeks eased.
	“She’s a dirty pony slut too, Miss Torri,” Stephanie whispered.
	“As I knew she was, but you better make sure with this one. Taste her.” I shivered when Stephanie’s slick tongue timidly pushed between my lips, traveling the length of my slit.
	“She’s a slut, Miss Torri, I’m sure,” Stephanie croaked out.
	“Hmmm,” Miss Torri pondered. “I’m still not convinced.” 
	She pushed Stephanie out of the way, and slipped her right index finger inside me as deep as it would go. Despite my undignified position, and forced capitulation to her sadistic pleasure, I felt myself growing strangely wetter as her finger massaged the smooth interior of my cunt with skilled enthusiasm. My eyelids began to flutter in time with a panting rasp of heavy breathing.
	Miss Torri reluctantly eased her finger out of me, and I heard the delicate sound of her slurping it clean. “Oh yes, this one is a slut all right. I’d know the taste anywhere.” She gave a stiff pull on my hair, yanking my head back, as the chill of her crop explored the inside of my thigh with agonizing deliberateness. “I’ve got my eye on you, 18,” she breathed heavily in my ear, before releasing my hair. 
	I fought to come down off my forced episode of horny indignity, as Miss Torri and Stephanie moved to the next pony. As much as I hated to admit it, the way she’d treated me had an alluring, if not strangely erotic pull to it. It was a shameful feeling actually, because in a way, I wanted to experience more of it. 
	The hygiene inspection continued, and at one point Stephanie’s whimpering became the hiccup gulping of full-fledged tears. Torri slapped the back of her head so hard, that it made her hair fly outward in a tizzy.
	“Quit your whining, you little twat. You fucking show ponies are so goddamn spoiled and soft, it makes me want to puke.” Stephanie whimpered louder. “Get your face back in there or I’ll put you in the harness.” Stephanie instantly complied, inspecting the next pony, choking back her sniffles.
	Our inspection finally came to an end after each and every one of us was labeled a dirty, pony slut. Stephanie was finally allowed to take her place back in line, visibly distraught, and we were given permission to stand. 
	Torri paced before us, shaking her head in mock disappointment. “Since it seems none of you know how to keep that filthy hole between your legs clean on your own, I’ll just have to give you another block of instruction on how it’s properly done. Everyone down to the showers, move!” 
	My heart raced from the smell of fear in the air, as we rushed down the corridor in a bevy of immediate compliance. Those near the end of the pack, or more appropriately named herd, were pushing the rest of us forward under a rain of motivational slaps on the ass from Torri’s crop. I didn’t like this at all, it was by far worse than how I’d been treated at Holloway Trading. At least they were professional while carrying out their duties, but this…  I was being treated worse than an animal now, we all were.
	Our procession of jittery flesh ended in a large open shower used primarily by the brutes. The room was dim, giving the scummy wall to wall white tiling a hazy appearance. Numerous showerheads were spaced evenly about the room, and the air smelled musty with years of use, if not moldy. 
	We all drew back against the far wall in a pressing mass, as if we could actually escape the fate about to befall us. Crystal was close beside me, and she took my hand in a reassuring grip while Torri and the guard, Roger, began unrolling thick hoses from a circular reel. Whatever was about to happen didn’t look good, the others were terrified, and for good reason if I were to guess. The idea of being a pony slave didn’t seem all that fun to me anymore.



Chapter Six


	Crystal, Roxy, Clover and I ate breakfast in silence, eyes downcast. Even among the obvious cliques of the stable, there were sub-cliques. I guess I belonged to this one now, and Crystal was our unofficial leader. This was usually a time of flighty social interaction between us, but this morning was a sullen affair, at least for us show ponies that had undergone a lesson in proper feminine hygiene last night. Being pelted unmercifully with cold, high-pressure water for over fifteen minutes, while being the recipient of a forced enema and massive douche before we could leave, didn’t exactly put you in a talkative mood afterwards. 
	Torri stalked among the tables around us, listening, watching, hunting, as self-righteous and omnipotent as ever. Nathan wasn’t here yet, and I was afraid she would torment us with some new form of devilry at any minute, if he didn’t show up soon. When she passed close behind me, I couldn’t help but shudder. It was bad enough that I was worried about my presentation later tonight, but what Torri had said to me in private last night, only gave me a new source of apprehension to mull over. I didn’t get much sleep because of it, if any at all. 
	She’d stopped me, the last one to leave, backing me into a corner when we were alone. I was too rattled and waterlogged, beaten into submission by water at the time to do anything but cower before her.
	“A word of advice, 18.” Torri breathed in my ear with putrid sensuality, lips parting in obvious hunger as she pressed against me. “Not a word about this to Burke. He’s not going to be around much longer, and then I’m going to be running the show around here.” Her fingertips trailed lightly down my cheek, over my left breast. I shivered under the lewd greed of her stare. “I can make things pleasant for you if we… come to an understanding with one another.” She cupped my breast, giving it a firm squeeze. Her lips attacked mine with a ravenous frenzy. “Rewards.” Her tongue pushed through my taut lips. “Privileges.” I fought against the urge to recoil. “Exemptions from duty.” She broke the kiss, panting and livid with teeming arousal. “If not, I’ll make you wish you’d never been born.” She smiled with the disarming kindness of a shark, giving me a playful swat on the butt, shooing me out of the shower room. “Think about it, 18, I’m not so bad once you get to know me.” After what I’d just gone through, I found that incredibly hard to believe. 
	I couldn’t help but ponder Torri’s admission of Nathan’s inevitable departure, as I tried to force down my breakfast. Was he planning to leave in the near future? He did say he hated it here, and apparently he had no ties holding him down. Would he actually leave without saying anything to me beforehand? Was I actually naive enough to think that a onetime lay by a woman, no a slave, that he hadn’t seen in more than five years, who he hardly even knew for that matter, was enough to earn a shred of loyalty from him? I would be alone again after he left, and then what? Become a pony toy for Torri, either willing or unwilling, when I wasn’t entertaining the Master or Mistress? Oh, and let’s not forget about Cirus fucking me from time to time.
	I found it hard to believe that Nathan’s behavior thus far was nothing but a well-calculated ruse to woe me into a single instance of sex. I’d looked into his eyes and seen the truth behind him. Nathan was genuine, I’m sure of it. Still, my anxiety-laden fears with no answers continued to haunt me throughout the day, until more pressing issues took their place.

 

***

 
	Today hadn’t been a disaster, but I wouldn’t call it good either. Nathan’s mood this morning turned out to be just as dark as mine, and mysteriously withdrawn, if not professionally cold at times. His brooding mannerisms threw me completely off guard, and I found it increasingly harder to concentrate on my training as the day wore on. He was even forced to give me several verbal, yet stinging, reprimands due to my inattentiveness.
	“Get your head in the game and pay attention, 18! You have to get this right; zero defects tonight, or your ass is really going to be in a world of hurt. Your Master,” he seethed bitterly, “will discipline you harshly if you fail him.” Nathan leaned close to my ear, barely whispering. “And I don’t want to see you hurt.” 
	Being disciplined by the Master seemed like a distant concern while I moped in silent disappointment until the end of training. It still surprised me at how upset I was for failing to meet Nathan’s simple expectations throughout the day.
	He disappeared without a word, shortly after dropping me off to turn in my gear. This only added to my unease, as I made my way quickly to the dining room; time was running short, but I needed to eat something. The sharp, stabbing cramps of a nerve racked and queasy stomach were fast approaching an incapacitating state. I wolfed my food down like a starved animal, and it only made things worse. It felt like my guts were tied in knots. I broke out in a cold sweat, barely making it to the refresher before throwing up.
	After regaining some level of control in my churning stomach, I was whisked away by several staff members to be bathed. I received a quick rub down afterwards with scented oil and body perfume before being hustled into another room for my makeup preparation. The woman was a real pro, and the deft confidence and speed at which she worked left me utterly bewildered. My damp hair and tail were combed out, trimmed, and tightly wrapped back into a ponytail, and well… a ponytail. Bright red lipstick, dark eye shadow and a little bit of rouge stood out in contrast to my bleached skin. An accenting hint of pink covered the top of my breasts and pubis, and my twinkling adornment of diamond jewelry finished off the package. She made a comment about how I didn’t look well, how pale I was despite my skin color. You think? I felt like I was about ready to throw up again.
	My last stop was Connell and his assistant, and despite their gentle outfitting, I felt like a limp noodle in their hurried hands. I was nearly finished, and the assistant was about to lace-up my arm mittens when Nathan suddenly appeared at my side, startling all of us. 
	“Leave the mittens off, Jeff, she isn’t ready for them yet.” Thank God! I was starting to think I wouldn’t get a chance to see him before it was time for me to leave.
	“Yes, Mr. Burke.”
	Nathan was dressed in a pair of beige slacks with a mahogany belt, black dress shoes, and a charcoal short-sleeve shirt tucked in at the waist that accented his defined, V-shape torso even more. He was freshly shaven, mustache precisely trimmed and smelled lightly of cologne. I nearly swooned under the air of regality he gave off despite the sunglasses poking out of the shirt breast pocket, and the out of place embellishment of tattoos. He cleans up rather nicely, doesn’t he?
	“I’ll take her, Carl,” Nathan said glumly, but with his normal air of command to my two escorts. “I need to give her a finally briefing.”
	“Yes, sir.” Nathan slowed our pace; intentionally distancing us from the two guards that started down the corridor in the direction of the loading dock. The light touch of his finger on the top of my hand was a simple caress of compassionate reassurance. 
	“Remember,” Nathan whispered. “Do exactly as you’re told and don’t speak unless directly spoken to and given permission. You’re a pony now, and don’t forget it.” I whinnied meekly in acknowledgment. “There’s going to be a lot of people attending the party tonight, and your Master’s pets are a direct reflection on him. Follow his orders or any orders from a freeman for that matter without hesitation. Just keep your head on straight.” The real Nathan, the one I so desperately craved attention from began to surface, just as we stepped into the open expanse of the loading dock. “I know you can do this, I have faith in you, 18. Just be the survivor that I know you are and everything will be fine.”
	I started to shake again, eyes misting over. Please, Nathan, don’t leave me, I’m scared! I saw my pain reflected in his face.
	“Here you go, Carl, she’s good to go. Be extremely gentle with her; Mr. Savota has a small fortune invested in her. Make sure word gets around to the others as well.” I was the only one in the room that heard Nathan’s hidden concern for me.
	“Yes, Mr. Burke. Let’s go, 18, up on the gravity platform.” 
	Carl and the other guard took my arms, guiding me, helping me up on the large hovering rectangle. I nearly lost my balance from the shifting weight until they steadied me again. Nathan was gone by the time I turned around in search of him. 
	A sparkling, metallic green shipping container with drop away walls, dotted with air holes at the top, was pieced together around me. The damn thing was even going to be tied together with a red bow, just like any other present would be. I was encased in near darkness now, and I didn’t like it, not one bit. I felt helplessly isolated and alone. A strange, gnawing urge began to grow inside me; I sought the comfort of my brothers and sisters, craving the safety of the herd, as odd as that may sound. Strength and safety in numbers… 
	The sensation of a gliding movement drifted upwards through the soles of my boots, causing my center of gravity to shift again. I steadied myself against the sides of the container as I entered the smothering heat of the outdoors, en route to the multi-story main house that I’d seen only at a distance thus far. It wasn’t long before I heard a chattering mix of voices and music, amid the echoing clip clop of pony hooves on densely packed road surface. The cacophony of noise grew steadily louder, and the air took on an immediate chill; I was inside the house now. 
	The grav-platform stopped, lowering smoothly to the floor. Laughter and a myriad of party born noises grew into a deafening roar around my enclosure, while the occasional, isolated voice drew close in curiosity trying to peek through the air holes in hopes of getting a look at me. I wondered if this is what animals in a zoo felt like, when the throngs of people came to see them on display? 
	I must have stayed in my box for more than an hour, nervous and flighty, as the party ebbed and flowed around me. After what seemed like a lifetime of waiting, a commanding male voice called everyone to order.
	“Ladies and Gentlemen, friends and family, I would like to firstly thank each and every one of you for attending the fifty-fifth birthday of my lovely wife, Donna.” 
	There was a chorus of applause and shouts. Here it comes I thought trying to calm myself, to control the apprehensive shaking that racked my body. Damn…I have to pee. 
	“I have the distinct honor of presenting a very special gift to my wife, one that I know she’ll enjoy for many years to come, the only one of her kind on our fair planet, in fact. Dear? Go on, open your present.”
	Bubbling female laughter, and excited clapping, erupted from the other side of the box. “Thank you, Michael, I can’t wait to see what it is!” 
	Rustling, and the frantic scratching of excited fingers on the container, echoed around me as the bow was untied and the sides fell away. I was momentarily blinded, squinting against the harsh glare of lights. I didn’t need to see to know the reaction I had among the hundred or so guests filling the large and lavishly decorated room. A wave of hushed gasps, speckled with ‘oooh’s and ahhh’s’ around me, was akin to a strong breeze. 
	A bout of dizziness hit me when my eyes came into focus, vision slowly returning. They jumped and darted, flashing across the scene as disoriented repulsion rose inside me. It was, to put it in the simplest terms, a Roman orgy in leather, human pets, the Marquis de Sade’s mansion, and a stock brokers meeting all rolled into one. The background noise and music all blurred into the single sound of hedonistic sex and wealth. It was disgustingly arousing, and left me in a state of mute shock.
	A very pretty woman stood before me in a translucent white, strapless dress that molded scandalously to every curve of her sleek, tailored frame. Her dark nipples, and the shadowy patch of hair between her legs, stood out just as blatantly as if she was nude. Even still, she looked elegantly regal: her chestnut brown hair was up in a meticulously perfect bun, her makeup was perfect, and jewelry set with a rainbow of precious stones glittering off her neck and shapely frame. It didn’t surprise me she looked much younger than her actual age. Fifty-five my ass. She could have easily passed for half that. Then again, most people with money could afford the age regression treatments needed to maintain a youthful appearance until well over a hundred.
	The woman I assumed to be Donna Savota, my new Mistress, stared at me with a lost and vacant expression almost like she was confused. It gave me the impression that the lights were on, but there was no one home upstairs.
	“A pony,” she cried suddenly, clapping her hands again, jumping up and down like an excited kid. “She’s pretty, Michael, thank you!” I stepped awkwardly down from the platform, whinnying loudly to the satisfaction of the crowd. My Mistress was tall, and I had to go to my toes to reach her cheek, nuzzling it lovingly. She giggled, giving me a hug, petting my head.
	“I can’t wait to enter her in a show, Michael.”
	A considerably shorter and oppositely obese man, stopped beside her. There was a dark and sinister light behind his eyes, set beneath medium length black hair. He had one of those crazy, Fu Manchu style mustaches that made him look like an evil villain from a cheap spy movie. The exquisitely ornate, red and gold Kimono tied loosely about his bulging waist accented his slight oriental features even more. He was naked beneath it, ending in a pair of red slippers. In one hand he carried a riding crop, and strapped to his other arm just above the wrist, and now part of an armband, was my controller. 
	My controller! I’d felt the tickling stranger make its reappearance, while waiting in the box. The demanding pull of it was too much to resist now, igniting a trembling quake in both pair of my lips. Master, I’m here for you at last! 
	“No dear,” he smiled, but his condescending tone reminded me of a parent addressing a small child. “She isn’t a show pony, she’s for riding.” 
	My Mistress had a dumfounded look on her face, confused, as the simple mind she must have been born with tried in vain to process the information coming at her. “I don’t understand…she’s so…so… little?”
	“Watch, dear, I told you she was special.” 
	The Master’s crop slapped the back of my thigh like a thunderclap. It hurt, it hurt like hell, but I didn’t let it show as I knelt down with fluid grace, practiced repeatedly for this very moment. His sagging girth settled awkwardly into the saddle, and I strained to keep from being pulled off balance. It hadn’t been made for someone as large as him. The jerking pull on my shoulders while he situated himself continually threatened to spill the both of us to the ground at any moment. I didn’t even want to think about the punishment that I’d suffer if that happened. 
	The slap of his crop sounded again, and every servo in my body ramped up in whining diligence. The room grew quiet, awed by the sight, as I rose to a standing position accompanied by the sound of creaking leather. Mistress Donna stared at me gape-mouthed like I’d sprouted an extra head. The Master spurred my sides, and I gingerly started to walk with the most exact form of a prancing pony I could muster. The entire room continued to watch in stunned silence; even the music had stopped. 
	I was guided in a lazy circle around the Mistress, and she burst into a series of high-pitched squeals of excitement, jumping up and down, clapping. I whinnied loudly, tossing my head from side to side, and the entire room burst into a thunderous applause. My face took on a rosy glow, and I tried to smile around my bit. They were watching me, applauding me, and I liked it. 
	“My turn, my turn, Michael! I want to ride my pony, please?” The Master laughed, pulling me to a stop beside her. I swished my tail back and forth excitedly, bobbing my head up and down.
	“Of course, dear, go mingle and play with your new pet for a while.” I knelt and they switched places, coming back to my feet amid her silly laughs, and child-like cries of enthusiasm. She towered above the crowd like a goddess on a throne now, all eyes on her. I think she liked the attention as much as I did; something told me she was pushed into a corner more often than not during events like this. 
	Mistress walked me among the crowd, chatting eagerly with her friends. It wasn’t uncommon to feel hands touching me in the process, appraising my flesh. They marveled at my beauty and strength, complementing my Mistress, telling her what a lucky woman she was to have such an exquisite pet such as myself. 
	At some point the Mistress habitually started petting my hair with slow, lingering touches, as if the feel of it had a soothing effect on her. If you’re wondering, the answer is yes, I was enjoying all of it. I liked the attention. I liked the feel of Mistress petting me. I liked the feel of strangers approvingly touching my body, of being praised and valued. I liked the feeling of being special. I felt like royalty, even if I was only a pony slave.
	I stood silently while the Mistress talked, finally given the chance to take in my surroundings in detail. It had all flashed by me in such a crazy blur earlier. Much to my shocked astonishment, it seemed ponies weren’t the only altered human pets the Master had. He lounged in a large padded recliner now, talking jovially with another man. A woman that was more cat-like in appearance than anything, was between his legs sucking him off, tail flicking back and forth, ear’s twitching happily. There were numerous other ‘puppies’ and ‘kittens’ scattered among the guests engaged in a plethora of sexual acts. An over abundance of multi-colored body fur made them look even more inhuman, than I was. I had to admit the little bunny girls were kind of cute, with their fluffy cotton ball tails, floppy ears and pink button noses. 
	Human furniture; there were slaves being used as furniture, scattered about for the guests to sit on, or use as foot stools and tables for their drinks. The servers that drifted among the crowd were of course slaves, but wearing a special harness fitted with trays to their back, head or held in their mouths. Most crawled on hands and knees, wearing tight-fitting leather hoods with tiny eye slits, and a small opening for their nose. I’d never seen anything like it in my wildest dreams.
	A beautiful blonde, just as exquisitely dressed yet proudly exposed as the Mistress, stopped to talk with her for a few moments. She didn’t seem very interested in the Mistress though; her indiscriminate gaze never left me. We locked eyes, when one of her fingers delicately touched the inside of my thigh, leisurely probing deeper. I shifted my stance, spreading my feet to allow her finger the access it sought. My pussy quaked and shivered while she slowly fingered me, grinning seductively, pretending to keep a conversation with Mistress. Ugh, she was making me horny!
	After several agonizing minutes of pointless banter, her finger reappeared allowing me to catch my protesting breath. It was slick, and covered in a liberal glaze of aroused fluid. I’d been close, very, very close. The woman’s salutary brown eyes fluttered, when she brought her finger to her lips, making a slow circle around them, smelling me, tasting me. She approved, and I smiled again. 
	A troop of dancers drew my attention after the woman faded back into the crowd, her lewd curiosity apparently satisfied. They were nude or scantily dressed, wearing elaborately decorated and ornate facemasks, plums of feathers, and brightly colored body paints. They moved gracefully, provocatively, twisting and coiling in time to the dark, highly synthesized and erotic sounding music. Their dancing frequently evolved into sexual acts fueling my wanton fervor all the more.
	The entire room stank of immoral sex and rang with the cries of drunken rhapsody. The party seemed to be degenerating into nothing more than a vulgar slice of depravity; guests fucking slaves, slaves fucking guests. I couldn’t even tell who was who any longer, except by a few pieces of clothing or jewelry still being worn. A bullwhip cracked relentlessly against flesh in the background, and a woman screamed in the throes of painful rapture.
	There were several mass orgies consisting of no less than thirty or forty people going in the small alcove’s surrounding the large room, many of them involving pets. I watched captively as a well-endowed puppy boy mounted a woman from behind, going to town on her upturned ass, while she squealed in pleasure, bucking against him. When he was finished, another puppy immediately took his place. I smirked at the grim reality of it; as far as I could tell, there wasn’t a shred of difference between a rich, classy whore and a common one when she’s on her hands and knees, taking it in the ass. 
	There were dozens of small cages spaced periodically about the room, filled with both male and female pets, patiently waiting to be used. They were predominantly puppies and kittens, but some of the cages contained women modified to look like twisted versions of sows with multiple pairs of swollen breasts trailing down their torsos, or cows with incredibly engorged breasts. A few of them were hooked up to milking machines, and I cringed after watching some of the guests fill their glasses right from the tap of an obviously pregnant cow. Her eyes didn’t look right; they were dim and out of focus, as if there was nothing but true animal intelligence resting behind them. It gave me the shivers.
	There was a woman in chains and cuffs, blindfolded and gagged, strapped on her back to a shining black table. She pulled at her restraints, writhing, lost in a world of torturous bliss from the vibrating patch placed over her clit. Her body shimmered in the light, covered in cum from what looked to be the residue of countless men and women that had relieved themselves upon her. There were names and signatures written about her body, more than I could count at any rate. Periodically a man or woman would stand over her masturbating, fucking her mouth, sometimes both. Afterwards, they would put their mark on her like all the others, continuing the onslaught of degradation. She was a guest; slaves didn’t wear three-carat, multi faceted diamond earrings. 
	Two young women took turns straddling a trio of prone slaves, riding them while laughing playfully, all the while sipping at their colorful drinks. The depravity went on and on, like a perpetual display of leather-clad insanity.
	The hoots and squeals of high-spirited mischief broke through the clamor behind me, and the Mistress turned me to face it. I was hard pressed to contain my laughter at the sight of Cirus and another pony from his team, carrying young girls on their backs like human leeches, an improvised imitation of the Mistress and I. They were all naked including the four other girls running in their wake, screaming at the top of their lungs. Cirus gave me a dark look in the passing, and this time I didn’t try to hide my smile.
	“Ashley! You and your friends be nice to Cirus…he’s…just play nice with him, please?”
	“I will mother, just going to borrow him for a little while, see ya later!” The twentyish-something carbon copy of the Mistress, yelled from Cirus’ back. So that’s her daughter, back from university with her friends. One of the girls surged ahead of the pack, coming alongside Cirus. She was trying to grope his massive cock that swung heavily from side to side as he ran. Brave girl, he was packing some serious meat, and I wondered briefly if she, or any of them for that matter, could handle it. Apparently so, it wasn’t like it was a surprise what they were getting themselves into, or getting into them. 
	The Mistress started to mumble to herself as her daughter and the wild throng of horny college girls disappeared from view in a flurry of laughter.
	“I wish they wouldn’t do that to him, I wish they would just leave my Cirus alone.” Maybe it was the sense of empathy I had, I don’t know, but her sudden downcast mood washed over me. There was something else laced with it as well; Cirus wasn’t jerking me around, when he said that he was her favorite. 
	Her dour mood changed as quickly as a light being turned on, when she stood slightly in the stirrups, waving excitedly. “Nathan! Nathan, hi Nathan,” she cried, drawing my gaze. He was tucked out of the way in a dim corner, secluded from the madness, speaking with another of the Overseers. He glanced in our direction, a drink in one hand and a cigarette in the other.
	“Let’s go see, Nathan,” she said, prompting me through the crowd. As we drew nearer, a strange expression, one I couldn’t quite read stared back at me. It was almost like he was nervous or trying to hide something. A light tap from the Mistress’ crop signaled me to kneel.
	“Nathan, she’s so much fun to play with, did you train her?” She threw her arms around his neck, hugging him fiercely. 
	What the hell! I was starting to wonder if there was something going on between the two of them as well as with Cirus. On this crazy world, it wouldn’t surprise me. It seemed the Master and Mistress had an open relationship; that little cat girl was riding him now, and either she didn’t care, or was too oblivious to her surroundings to notice.
	“Yes, I did, Donna, Happy Birthday. You like her then?” He kissed her lightly on the cheek, and a burst of angry heat welled up inside me. Was I growing jealous of her?
	“Oh yes, she’s so wonderful! I’m going to name her tonight, what do you think? What should I call her?”
	“I think that would be nice, Donna, she’s earned it.” Nathan gave me an impish grin, that under different circumstances I would have found incredibly sexy. “I think Margo would be a nice name for her, don’t you?” Mistress’ face went blank, with deliberating uncertainty.
	“Margo? Oh yes, such a pretty name. I like it!” She threw her arms about his neck again, molding her near nakedness against him. Nathan’s strong arms, the same ones that I’d come to find an easy solace in, moved around her waist, hugging her in return. I was boiling inside; I’d been lied to again, and I believed it! Burke was probably fucking her dim-witted brains out every night.
	This time when the Mistress stroked the side of my head I didn’t whinny, I was pissed, eyes glowing in naive stupidity. Nathan was just like all the other men that had crapped on me over the years. What the hell was I thinking anyway? I can’t believe I bought into his game. I can’t believe I let myself fall for him so quickly. I did fall for him, didn’t I, or was it something much more than just simple infatuation? Oh my god, I think I’m in love him.
	“Thank you, Nathan, she’s the best present I’ve ever gotten. I wish mom and dad were still here to see her, I miss them.”
	“Me too, Donna, me too. You still have the holograms to talk to? They help some don’t they?” Am I missing something here? He released her and they stood silently for a few moments hand in hand. I think she was starting to cry.
	“Yes, but it’s not the same. At least I still have you, you’ll always be with me, won’t you, Nathan?”
	“I’ll always be here for you, Donna.” Burke paused, looking at me with a sad twinkle in his eyes. “Do you remember the stories I used to tell you about the person who saved me all those years ago when I was in the Marines? Maybe someday you can meet her.”
	“I’d like that, Nathan, I’d like to meet the person who saved my little brother from all the monsters and stuff. Your stories are scary sometimes, but I like them. I always have to keep the light on when I go to bed afterwards.” He was talking about me… My heart fluttered. Nathan had been thinking of me, telling stories about me, even before I’d arrived on this out of control, zoo of a world. “I know you do, Donna, but don’t worry,” his voice turned bitterly hard. “Me and my friends took care of the monsters. They won’t hurt people ever again.”
	I was in near shock, looking at them side by side. Yes, I could see the resemblance now; they were brother and sister! So many emotions came crashing in, relief that he wasn’t screwing around with her, and shame for doubting him, but her brother? That would mean he was one of them, the elite of the planet. Why would he lower himself to the position of a simple Overseer? Why was he covering it up? It just didn’t make any sense.
	The Master suddenly appeared at my side smelling strongly of sex and booze. “Ah, Nathan, excellent work training the new pony! I’m so glad I bought her now.” One of his hands openly caressed my ass. I shuddered, gasping under a dose of ecstasy. He’d just activated the pleasure setting on my remote. 
	“Can you can believe it, I’ve had several offers for her already, one at nearly three times what I paid for her.” Mistress had opened her mouth with the first signs of protest. “Don’t worry dear, I won’t be selling her.”
	“She’s good stock, Michael, a quick learner. I can’t take all the credit,” Nathan answered curtly.
	“Yes, of course, I can see that now. Nathan, why don’t you take Donna for a nice ride around the ranch? It’s beautiful out tonight and there’s a team already waiting out front.”
	“But I don’t want to, I want to ride Margo, I want to play with her some more!” The Master gave her an odd, brow-raising look.
	“You’ve named her already? Such an interesting choice… Did Nathan help you with that one?” She nodded quickly, with a broad, toothy grin.
	“I thought so.” He knew it was my real name.
	“C’mon, Donna, let’s go watch some vids of mom and dad,” Nathan whispered in her ear; a mockery of forced cheerfulness. “Maybe from our trip to Gelasium III when we were kids? Or maybe we can play a game, how’s that sound?” She looked uncertain and confused, but with Nathan’s persistence, she began to hesitantly draw away. 
	Nathan glanced back at the Master and I one last time. The look in his eyes froze me to the core; I don’t think I’ll ever be able to forget it. Why am I not concerned with the fact that Nathan’s leaving me?
	I was alone with the Master now, panting softly with unfocused eyes, while the warm dew of creamy lust beaded anxiously from my pussy. He’d been slowly increasing the pleasure setting of my remote. Nathan… His memory was fading just as quickly as my inhibitions under the invariable power of the remote. 
	I, wiggling my ass, neighing ecstatically, bending over slightly as the Master’s fingers toyed with the insatiable hole between my legs. I came, just a little, but it was enough to let him know I was eager and willing for his use.
	“I’m definitely glad I bought you, 18. I don’t think Burke should have suggested your old name to Donna though; it just might remind you of whom you used to be. Of course, none of that matters any longer.” 
	I spread my legs a little further. I wanted to feel him inside me, right here in front of everyone, that way they could see what a good pony slut I was for my Master. He chuckled, driving three of his fingers hard and deep, almost angrily inside me with a brutish grunt. I couldn’t have contained the moaning release that flowed around them if I tried.
	“You are anxious for it, aren’t you, 18? So eager to please, so willing to my needs… I bet you like it rough too, don’t you?” I nodded enthusiastically. The Master grabbed my reins, jerking my face to his. He licked my cheek in a long drawn out motion, pinching one of my nipples so hard, that it made my knees buckle. “Let’s go find out if you’re really worth the money I spent on you, shall we?”



***

 
	The distant sounds of the slumbering jungle, and the soothing blue glow of Slave World’s single near moon, did little to comfort Burke’s seething mind. He stormed across the dimming courtyard away from the main house, fists clenched tightly in balls of simmering rage. That son of a bitch…  Imaginary visions flashed behind his dangerous eyes, inconceivable visions of Michael and Margo alone for the last four hours. Thankfully he’d taken her someplace private for his entertainment; if Burke had even so much as caught a glimpse of the two of them together… On several occasions tonight, he’d had been a hairsbreadth away from getting a gun, and doing some very bad things with it.
	It didn’t help his mood that Donna had been exceptionally difficult to handle tonight. All she talked about was going back to the party so she could play with her birthday present. It quickly grew into the frustrating tizzy of an obsessive-compulsive tantrum that any child would have for something that was denied them for reasons they didn’t understand. It was also during rare times like tonight when her fits became so bad that Burke needed to hold her immobile in his arms, comforting her with soothing words until she finally tired herself into an exhausted slumber. 
	Burke continued to distance himself from the party that boiled out of control behind him, while the music and cries of perverse dementia taunted him every step of the way. The drunken laughter struck a particular cord as if they were laughing at him personally, laughing at his failure to shield Margo from Michael’s depravity. It was nothing more than an illusionary beast; they couldn’t have known how he felt for her, and neither could Michael. And how did he feel about her? Memories of a painful past, and leery apprehension towards any woman, slave or not, still lingered in the back of his mind.
	He came to a stop on a low bridge overtop a slow river and calm pool of water. Night insects buzzed the air and the occasional plop of a fish broke the serene tranquility. He lit a cigarette, leaning against the railing, gazing remorsefully up at the night sky. I should have never gotten involved with her… I should have known better. Burke shook his head with a snort. There was no fighting the inevitable, and there was no going back now. The short time they’d spent together in the jungle yesterday proved that.
	Margo… her name kissed his lips, an uncertain whisper. So what now? Should I try to break it off with her? The longer they continued with their secret affair, the more painful it would become for the both of them. He’d foolishly tried to distance himself from her today during training for both their sakes. The effect it had on her, not to mention himself, was immediate. She was so delicate and fragile in a way. It was obvious that she needed him just as much as he needed her in his life.
	As much as he wanted to, Burke couldn’t just walk back in the house and take Margo, she was property, and Michael had the law on his side. He would never win a fight against a system that was designed to protect itself, not here at least. Michael had grown powerful because of his marriage to Donna, not nearly as powerful as he thought, but enough so that he would rally the Landowners behind him at such a blatant disregard for their entire way of life. And there was still Donna’s safety to consider. Michael may be a conniving worm and a coward, but he was a smart and brutal one as well. They both knew that Donna’s wellbeing was the only thing keeping him in check.
	Burke growled in disgust, flicking his cigarette butt into the water with a distant hiss. His brother, Donovan, the one man that actually had the money and ability to help, would doubtfully consider it if asked. Margo would be nothing but another slave to him, an insect barely worthy of his precious time, and an annoying distraction from his all-consuming world of running the family business. No different than Donna had been. 
	The hard steel of inflexible compromise filled Burke’s soul. He was going to have to find the solution himself, no different than usual. There’s no such thing as a no-win scenario; I’ll have to find another way to free her is all. Burke turned away from the pond heading back to his quarters for the night, with a grim sense of determination. Because I’m sure as hell not going to make the same stupid mistake twice and let Margo slip through my fingers again.




Chapter Seven

 

	The light in my room sprang to life with glaring ferocity, forcing my bruised and aching face deeper into the pillow. Something that sounded vaguely like a groan followed shortly thereafter. Every cell in my body felt worn and totally drained. How long had I slept? Minutes, a few hours if I were lucky? I don’t remember coming back from the party last night. I don’t remember much of anything in fact. 
	The morning chime called me to service from a thousand miles away. My sore and sticky thighs drew apart with a racking whimper, hips groaning in protest. Slowly, biting against the pain, I reached back to find a score of raised welts covering my ass. Fingertips glided across swollen cheeks that throbbed in distress, before finding the source of my next discomfort. They came away moist and slick, with just a bit of dark blood on them. My asshole felt puffy, red hot and ached deeply. I barely remembered the dream of having it stretched painfully wide with some sort of speculum, followed by an innumerable number of male party guests masturbating into my gaping ass.
	I lay in bed unmoving, fretfully letting the cool air dance between my legs. The fiery burn in my raw and gaping cunt felt like lava, like I’d had continuous sex with a hundred men throughout the night. Hell, maybe I did for all I know. Even the gentle touch of a breeze brought forth more agony. I tried to remember the night in detail, and how I’d wound up in such a sorry state, but couldn’t. Maybe in the recess of my mind, I didn’t want to remember. 
	“Get up, 18, it’s morning, no slacking,” A harsh voice growled through my door. I groaned, but couldn’t bring myself to rise.
	“I said, get up!” The voice drew closer, followed by the shock of a stun baton on my leg. I jumped, squealing in distress, before my old misery returned, crushing me beneath it again. 
	The sound of frenzied scuffling was followed by a welcome voice. “Leave her alone, Eric!” Something heavy slammed against the wall out in the hallway. “Don’t ever touch her again, ever!” 
	“But, Mr. Burke, I was-!”
	“Get out of here, go see to the others, and tell Torri to give the morning briefing for me. Move!” There was a rush of air at my side. 
	“Nathan?”
	“Quiet, don’t say anything.” 
	I was carefully lifted from bed, cradled in his arms. A primal screech crawled from my parched lips, followed by the first trickle of a tear down my swollen cheek. My eyes cracked open, gummy and dim. Where did all the blood come from? Fear stared back at me, cascading like a waterfall behind Nathan’s deep gray eyes. I threw an arm weakly around his neck, in a feeble effort to hug him.
	Nathan carried my limp body briskly down the hall under a blur of overhead lights that seemed to twist and turn at random. Every footfall sent jolts of excruciating torture through my already ravaged body. My head swam, and I closed my eyes against the sensation of sickening nausea setting in. I heard voices whispering on the edge of my consciousness, pony voices of concern, just before I smelled the wet heavy air, scented with salt and chemicals, of the bath area.
	“Are all of you blind, none of you saw the condition she was brought back in? Everyone out, I’ll see to her myself!” The quick footsteps of the terrified attendants faded, and the door slid closed behind them.
	“Try to relax, and don’t say anything. I’m going to put you in the whirlpool.” 
	I screamed, trembling in near shock, as I sank gently into the warm bubbling water. Nathan was at the controls, working them with skilled expertise; I felt its healing effects almost immediately. I smelled more chemicals coming off the mist, and I inhaled deeply, while a numbing relaxation started to spread throughout me, pushing away the pain. 
	Nathan removed a small cylindrical object from his pocket, setting it on the lip of the whirlpool near my head. A strange, sub-harmonic vibration tickled the inside of my brain, and I looked at the device more closely; it was a white noise generator and video jammer. It had never occurred to me that the rooms might be under surveillance.
	He dug through a nearby wall cabinet, returning with an auto-injector gun filled with a vial of swirling silver. “Don’t move, I’m going to give you a nanite injection.” I grimaced feeling slightly uncomfortable when he placed it against my arm, followed by the sharp sting of them entering my body.
	I called them gremlins. They were military grade nano-bots originally developed to treat severe wound trauma on the battlefield. They really were amazing though, able to do just about anything short of setting bones and regrowing amputations, in a relatively short period of time. I just didn’t like the idea of little creatures running rampant inside me; they could rend and tear, killing a person just as easily as healing them, if something went wrong with their programming. It gave me the creeps just thinking about it, not to mention slightly nervous. I found it hard to believe my condition was serious enough to warrant them in the first place. I should be good as new in no time at all though, an hour at most, and then the little buggers would begin their journey out of my body along with the other normal, bodily waste.
	Nathan pulled up a chair beside me, intent with worry. He didn’t say anything while my strength slowly returned over the next few minutes. In time, I cleared my throat with a gravelly cough, wincing, trying to speak. It felt like I’d been throat fucked for a day or so, and I could still taste the Master, or someone, in my mouth.
	“Feeling a little better?” I nodded weakly. “It’s safe to talk now. Damn, I’ve seen a lot of ponies come back after a night with Michael, but nothing this bad. If I would have had any idea… I’m so sorry.” Worried eyes continued to dart over my body, inspecting the atrocity of my flesh, even as it faded. 
	“I really don’t remember much,” I rasped, swallowing painfully. “It’s all a hazy blur after you and your- Dammit! Why didn’t you tell me she was your sister, Nathan? Why didn’t you tell me you were one of them? This isn’t funny, what’s going on?”
	“It’s that damn processor in your head,” he growled to the floor. “You were so pumped up with endorphins he could do about anything to you, and by the looks of it, he did. I saw the reports from the Holloway Company and our own people; I know what that thing can make you do. The son of a bitch, I’ll beat him to a pulp!” Nathan was shaking with rage. I didn’t care about that right now, I wanted answers.
	“I’ll be fine, it’s nothing I haven’t been through before,” I choked out hesitantly. “But I asked you a question, don’t change the subject. If this is some sort of a sick game on your part, because if it is, I swear to god-” 
	“Remind me never to piss you off,” Nathan smirked lightly. “You’re half dead and still trying to chew me a new ass.” Then he smiled with just a hint of the old mischief in his eyes that always made me feel warm and tingly. “It’s nice to see you back, Venom, I missed you.”
	I blushed with a shameful frown, looking down at the swirling mass of bubbles around me. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to snap at you like that, but I…I was just afraid that-” Nathan leaned down, pulling my head to his chest, kissing the top of it. My arm looped up around his neck.
	“Don’t sweat it, ace, it’s probably time I leveled with you anyway. I never meant to mislead you, things are just complicated is all.” 
	I closed my eyes against his chest, soothed by the sound of his voice, as he began the sad tale of his life, and how he’d ultimately come to be is sister’s dutiful keeper after leaving the service.
	Nathan Burke had been born into an extremely wealthy family, the youngest of three children. His parents were dead, killed in an accident fourteen years ago. Nathan and his sister had always been close, while Donavon, his older brother, remained an aloof entity throughout most of his life. He’d left home before Nathan was even born. 
	By the sounds of it, Donovan had always been a ruthless businessman in his own right, a man with a knife fighter’s edge to destroy anyone, or thing, that got in the way during his quest for power. Donovan held the reins to the family empire now, consumed in a world of money and big business, growing even more distant and cold-hearted in the process. I shook my head in disgust when Nathan told me his brother actually had the audacity to seize his share of the inheritance after their parent’s death. The story at the time was that it was for his own good. Yeah right… In the end, Donovan had ultimately used it for his own personal gain, to no one’s surprise.
	“I trusted him and he shafted me, taking everything that mom and dad left me. I never had the business sense he did; I never saw it coming. Besides, I was always on board a ship someplace, or on some ball of dirt to do anything about it anyway. All I have left now is my pension and disability, and what I make here. I took the Overseer position purely out of boredom; I don’t care about the money, I never have. Maybe that’s why Donovan and I never really saw eye to eye in the first place.” Nathan paused with a huff. 
	“Well, the same air car accident that killed our parents left Donna in a hospital-induced coma for several months. She wasn’t the same person after coming out of it, basically left with the mentality of a seven-year-old. At least she didn’t suffer any physical impairment as a result of the accident.” 
	Nathan had only been able to see her briefly during her hospitalization, and not again until many years afterwards. Leave from the service during the dire time of interstellar war, even for a situation like this, was a rarity for anyone, let alone an officer that was considered mission essential. With Nathan’s continued absence, Donna had been left in the care of their cold, self-serving brother. During the course of trying to contend with the vast responsibility of running a mega-corporation, he continually pushed the responsibility of Donna’s care into the hands of others. At first it had been his servants and droids, then finally Michael Savota, one of his business associates. Things only spiraled downward from there.
	Donna and Michael were married shortly thereafter, and at first Nathan had only suspected it was because of the money, and the opportunities that would present themselves by marrying into the family. Now he knew for certain of it. Over the years, she had been more or less tricked/coerced into signing much of her immense wealth away. An unscrupulous doctor’s recommendation that she was unfit to manage her own affairs, given her current condition, didn’t help in the legal sense. Donovan was still the executor of her estate, but Michael now had full legal control over the day to day running of the ranch: the land, the disbursement of funds, and the slaves. Her status had been reduced to nothing more than a figurehead, for all intent and purpose. Donna’s child-like mind, and her misguided trust and love for a greedy and manipulative man, had been returned with nothing but lies until he got what he wanted from her. Now it isn’t even that much.” 
	“Does she still love him?”
	“No, I don’t think so; they’ve grown apart over the years. They even have separate rooms, and as far as I know, they don’t sleep together any longer. Michael has more than enough slaves for that, ones that are easier to control and more susceptible to his perverse tastes.” He looked away from me ashamed. “He pulled that crap with Donna in the past though,” Nathan’s voiced turned hard as steel. “After I got here it stopped. No amount of money can bring you back from the dead if you know what you’re doing, and I made sure he understood that.” Apparently, Michael’s treatment of her ran the full spectrum of abuse at one time.
	I looked up at Nathan, stroking his cheek filled with guilt. “It’s not your fault this happened. How could you have known?”
	“I should have been here for her, Margo; I should have never trusted Donovan to look after her in the first place, let alone a shitbag like Michael. If I would have known things were as bad as they were, I would have resigned my commission and left Fleet sooner.” The poor guy, he was blaming himself for everything that had happened to his sister over the last twelve years during her marriage to Michael.
	“I still find it hard to believe your brother would just throw her to the wolves like that. It’s just so wrong.”
	Nathan shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t think he knows. He might talk to Donna once or twice a year, and hasn’t been home since our parents died. He gets periodic updates from Michael and hands out the money if needed. That’s about the extent of his interest in the whole situation, from my perspective. Needless to say, Donovan and I don’t talk anymore; I doubt he’d be able to find the time to return my calls anyway,” Nathan smirked sarcastically. “Even if he did believe me.”
	“So why keep you and her around then? Its sounds like if he wanted to, Michael could divorce her and still keep everything.” Nathan was thoughtfully quiet for a few moments.
	“I think it is because of Donovan. My brother might be a heartless bastard, but in the back of his mind he still wants what’s best for Donna. She has the best medical care here and more than enough people to look after her needs. If Michael were to get rid of her, or maybe even me for that matter, I think my brother would come down on him with an army of lawyers, destroying the little world he’s created for himself. Donavon’s a powerful man, not only here but also in the business community as a whole. He owns a majority share of stock in Slave World now, not to mention being one of the senior members of the Landowners Association.
	“Besides, why would Michael want to get rid of her and take the chance of jeopardizing things? He has everything he could possibly want because of her money, with no one to answer to for his actions. It’s a win-win situation for him.”
	“Then why not just leave? Why not just take Donna, and get the hell out of here?” I shivered, looking at the bruises covering my arms, and the fading welts on my breasts. God, I don’t even remember how I got them. Is that a bite mark? “If he… abused her in the past, then why-”
	Nathan shook his head, giving me a sorrowful smile. “This is Donna’s home. She feels safe here regardless of the relationship with Michael. I think she may have feelings for Cirus too; that’s the impression I get anyway. She doesn’t mess around with the other slaves like Michael does, but I know her and Cirus spend time together occasionally.” 
	So I was right. Why in the hell would she want to sleep with that asshole anyway? Something wasn’t adding up here; if she and Cirus had some sort of relationship going on, then why give him permission to fuck all the other ponies whenever he liked? That didn’t sound like normal behavior for two people in love, at least to me anyway.
	“She won’t ever leave, at least not of her own free will, which means I’m staying as well. I still have the ability to keep that asshole, Michael, in line whether he thinks so or not.”
	I looked long and deep into Nathan’s pained eyes, understanding all too well what kept him here now: love and selfless duty, born from delusional guilt. I wanted to reach out and hold him, to comfort him in some way. It’s a hard thing to live with guilt for so many years; I know because I feel it every day of my life for what I put my mom and sister through years ago. And now I have the guilt of unfaithfulness to deal with as well. The Master had taken a piece of my soul last night that could never be returned. I’d betrayed Nathan, whether it was voluntary or not, but the worst thing was, that I knew I’d enjoyed it, begged for it, because of that goddamn remote. 
	The whole comment about Cirus and Donna left me concerned, partially for Donna, but more so for Nathan. He cared for her so deeply that I wouldn’t have been able to live with myself if something happened to her, and I’d kept quiet about it. I told Nathan what I knew, and was greeted with complete surprise.
	“No, she would never give him permission to do that. Donna doesn’t even know about the breeding schedule the ponies have. I didn’t know about Cirus’ visits to the other pony girls at night.” 
	I was content to let Nathan think in silence for some time, closing my eyes and relaxing as my body regained some semblance of normality again. I was so tired and strung out from last night that all I wanted to do was fall asleep in his arms. Actually I did nod off at some point.
	“Something isn’t right here. I have no idea why Cirus would be screwing around, fucking everything in sight when they aren’t together. He shouldn’t be doing that anyway, there’s to be no sexual contact between ponies outside of the schedule. He knows that, the guards know that, those are the rules.” Nathan was on to something, and none of it made sense to either one of us, apparently.
	“I’m going to check into this, Margo, I’m going to check into a lot of things as a matter of fact. I’m also going to have a little talk with Michael about last night. You’re his slave and I can’t stop him from taking his liberties with you, but as the stable Overseer I can raise hell about the condition you came back in without raising suspicion.”
	I reached for his hand, pleading. “Nathan, please… I don’t want to see you get in trouble. I…I can learn to live with what Michael does to me, it…he means nothing to me.” His fingers wrapped gently around mine.
	“I need to find a way to get you out of here. He can do anything he wants to you because of that remote, and you’ll only beg for more, even if it kills you. That’s far too much power for him to have over anyone, slave or not, especially you, and it needs to stop.” I hung my head ashamed; I felt so polluted after last night.

	“I’m sorry, Nathan, I didn’t want to…I would never have…”

	“I know that, Margo, you don’t need to apologize to me.” His voice was soft and understanding; it only made me feel worse.
	“I’m not leaving, Nathan, not without you.”
	“But after last night? I can’t stop him from-”
	“I know that and I don’t care. I love you, Nathan.” There, I’d finally said it out loud and it felt wonderful, like an immeasurable weight had been lifted off my chest. “I love you, Nathan Burke, and won’t leave you here alone.”
	The blood all but drained from his face, lips wordlessly moving. He licked them, nervous and unsure. “No woman has ever said that to me, not one that really meant it anyway. I’ve never been good when it comes to things like this, dealing with women, but from the first moment I saw you, and you were assigned to my care…I think maybe I’ve always loved you, in a way.”
	I reared from the whirlpool, throwing my arms about his neck. I didn’t care what happened to me anymore, because Nathan loved me, and that was all that mattered. He slowly drew away, cupping my upturned face, stroking my cheeks with a kiss to my nose. 
	“I’ll figure something out, I always do. I have to go, but I want you to rest today; I’ll pass the word along. Relax and get some sleep. I need to find out what the hell’s going on around here, okay?” I smiled and nodded. “And don’t sweat the small stuff; I’m just going to have a friendly talk with Michael, that’s all.”
	“Just play it cool and don’t do anything rash, okay?”
	Nathan smiled, leaning back in astonishment. “Who me? Cool, is my middle name. I’ll be good, promise.” 
	I gave him a playful scowl. “Yeah, right.”
	Nathan went to the medical cabinet, returning with a small chunk of pliable urethane. “When I turn the jammer off I want you to stash it. Wrap it in this. We don’t do cavity searches, but the rooms are searched on a regular basis.”
	“What?”
	“Put it in your butt; the goo will keep it dry and clean. Don’t use it any more than you have to, because a break in surveillance might arouse suspicion if it happens to frequently.”
	“Okay, Nathan.” Well, this is a surprise.
	He started wrapping it in the thick, slippery material, before switching it off and handing it to me, wordlessly leaving the room. I finished covering the jammer out of sight, below the lip of the whirlpool, and then effortlessly pushed it into my rectum. I mouthed a silent ‘Ow’ while I did so; I was still pretty sore down there. Guess the nanites haven’t made it that far yet. 
	I lay back in the whirlpool, head resting against the lip, dozing off with a smile in the warm, soothing water. I couldn’t stop thinking of Nathan, and all the wonderful things I wanted to do with him the next time we were alone together. Maybe everything would work out for us in the end. Marines didn’t like to lose, and he would approach this problem like any other mission; failure was not an option, with victory being the only viable and expected outcome.

 

***

 
	It was late morning when Burke stormed into Rupert’s office like a whirlwind, a venerable bull in a china shop. He barely took notice of the old man that jumped up from behind the multiple holographic displays, filled with graphs and charts that floated in the air around him.
	“Nathan? What do you think you’re doing?” Burke ignored him, heading straight for the door to Michael’s office. “Mr. Savota is in a very important meeting at the moment, and can’t be disturbed.” 
	“Don’t give me that shit, I know exactly what kind of a ‘meeting’ he’s in,” Burke mumbled softly, punching in the security code that allowed him facility wide access throughout the entire ranch. The red access light blinked rapidly, before turning solid again. Son of a bitch… “Open the door Rupert, now. I know you have the command override for it.” 
	Rupert took a hesitant step back, fortitude waning. “I can’t do that, Nathan. What gives you the right to come in here and-” 
	Burke crossed the distance between them with uncanny speed; it was less time than it took to draw in a single breath. Rupert was jerked forward like a stumbling rag-doll, positioned in front of the keypad by hands more powerful than he could have ever imagined.
	“I’ll tell you what gives me the right, I can,” Nathan growled dangerously in his ear. “Force, power, intimidation… That seems to be the law of the land around here anymore, and the only things you and Michael understand.” Nathan fumbled at his waist, unlatching his stun baton.
	Rupert’s eyes grew wide in terror, reflected back from the mirrored tint of emotionless sunglasses, as the tip of the stunner was forced into his hesitant mouth. “Do you have any idea what will happen, if I activate this right now?” The warm trail of urine pooling on the floor at Rupert’s feet gave Burke his answer.
	“Living in fear,” Nathan whispered almost kindly, “is a terrible thing to experience, isn’t it? Maybe you’ll stop to consider this in the future where the slaves are concerned. Now open the door before I do something we’ll both regret.” Rupert’s fingers groped blindly for the controls, trembling, as the stunner gradually left his mouth. And that’s how Marines play it cool, Margo. 
	Burke slipped inside as soon as the door began to open. He quickly scanned the room, looking for any possible threats, but found only what he had expected to; one of the house slaves was sprawled across Michael’s desk with her legs perched on his shoulders. She barely took notice of Burke from behind her glassy eyes, split lip and broken nose.
	Michael jumped like a startled snake, puffing with sweat covered cheeks. “I said I didn’t want to…Nathan? Get out of my office this instant, Rupert!”
	“I’m sorry, sir, he forced me to open the door,” Rupert stuttered in the background, still visible shaken.
	Michael’s wild gaze came to rest on the stunner gripped in Burke’s white knuckled hand. He backed away from the young girl, nearly tripping over a small footstool. “Rupert, call security!”          
	“Belay that order, Mr. Todd,” Nathan snarled with more authority than Michael could ever muster. “We’re just going to have a little talk is all.” He clipped the stunner back on his belt, helping the dazed and bloody girl off Michael’s desk, looking for some sort of intelligent recognition behind her dazed expression. She’s stoned out of her mind.
	“Can you hear me? Hey!” Burke snapped his fingers until her jerking eyes met his. “Go to the infirmary, do you understand?”
	“Who do you think you are giving orders to my-”
	“Shut up, Michael.” Burke’s menacing tone was more than adequate to accomplish its purpose. “Come on, girl, on your feet.” He supported her sagging, stumbling weight, guiding her towards the door. “Rupert, I trust you’ll see that she gets the medical attention necessary?” 
	“Yes, of course,” he replied woodenly.
	“And one more thing, if this door opens before I’m finished speaking with Michael…” Burke left the rest unsaid, giving Rupert one last hard stare, before closing and locking the door behind him.
	“Nathan, what’s the meaning of this? You can’t just barge into my office any time you like. And who do you think you are, threatening one of my employees like that?” Michael was still trying to portray an image of controlled calm, where he was still in command of the situation. Burke knew better, they both did.
	“Sit down, Michael. Do you remember the last time we had a little talk like this?” Michael slowly gravitated to the chair behind his desk, face growing pale. 
	“I haven’t done anything to Donna, I swear! I haven’t laid a hand on her since-”
	“I’m not here to talk about Donna this time; I want to talk to you about the way you’re treating the slaves, Margo in particular.” 
	“The new pony?” he asked honestly surprised, and a little relieved.
	“I can’t have her, or any of them for that matter, coming back to the stable in the condition I saw this morning. As their Overseer, I’m responsible for the health and wellbeing of all my ponies, and what you did to one of them last night was unacceptable.” 
	A thin smile began to cross Michael’s face, once more on familiar ground. “Nathan, I think you’re forgetting a few things. First off, the ponies aren’t yours they’re mine. They’re my property, my slaves, every single one of them, and I can do with them as I see fit. Secondly, you work for me. If you have a problem with that, then I suggest you seek employment elsewhere.” 
	Michael reached for the ivory cigar box on his desk, running the thick, eight-inch Leidary under his nose with an appreciative sniff. “You grew up here, Nathan,” Michael continued with an off-handed smirk. “You of all people should understand this. We all have a station in life, and theirs has been decided by the outcome of destiny. For someone that owned slaves in the past, your squeamish behavior actually surprises me.”
	Burke slammed his fist on the desk like a thunderclap. The clear protective covering splintered like glass and a massive crack opened along the entire length of the wood top. Michael jumped back in shock, shaken from his fragile position of power. 
	“What the hell is wrong with you, Michael? They’re human beings, for god’s sake!”
	“Do you have any idea how much that desk cost,” Michael sputtered. “How painstakingly difficult it was to have it hand crafted and imported all the way from earth?” 
	Burke shook his head in disbelief. “You care more about that damn desk than the people whose lives rest in your hands, don’t you?”
	“Yes I do, Nathan, because they’re disposable pieces of property and nothing more. Now get out of my office, before I forget why I let you stay on my ranch in the first place!” Michael would probably never know how close he was to dying right now.
	“That may be true,” Nathan breathed like the hand of death itself. “They may belong to you, but let me make one thing crystal clear.” The chill in the air sent a racking shiver up and down Michael’s spine. “If you ever hurt Margo like that again I’ll come for you, and there’s nothing you, or anyone else on this sick fucking planet can do to stop me.” 

 

***

 

 	The next few days passed with a sense of strange normalcy after the hectic episode of my arrival, frenzied training, and Donna’s party. Things kind of fell into a relaxing, if not comfortable rut, that was nice for a change. I caught up on my sleep and explored the sprawling expanse of the stables in between my daily regimen of strength and cardiovascular training. Nightly bath time with Crystal, Roxy, and Clover, while chatting away the cares of the world like a bubbly cheerleader quickly became the highlight of my day. I would have never imagined that I’d find such a comfortable niche in life as a social butterfly.
	I only saw Nathan briefly over that time, first at the morning briefings, then periodically skulking about the stables. He was on the prowl, watching everyone and everything, throwing the entire place into an uproar without warning. He fired three of the meaner guard’s right in front of us one morning, making me beam from ear to ear. He had the entire staff walking on eggshells; more nervous than a cat about to give birth, to include the head bitch, Torri. I don’t know what Nathan said to them, but our overall treatment improved drastically after that. I personally thought it was funny as hell.
	I missed my hours of personalized training with Nathan though. I was a junkie for him now, not just the sex, although it had been amazing, and every night I went to bed was a diminishing battle of willpower not to break the rules and play with myself while thinking about him. I was going through withdrawal, bad, and if I didn’t get laid soon… 
	“What are you thinking about, Margo?” Crystal asked slyly, sitting in front of me in the whirlpool, gently washing my breasts. “They must be nice thoughts.” 
	My eyes snapped open, and my jaw snapped shut in the middle of a throaty, euphoric moan. I’d been stroking my clit under the water. 
	“Nothing… I was…” I fanned the heat from my face, clearing the dew of aroused sweat from my brow with the back of my hand. “Is it hot in here, or is it just me?” I chuckled, panting, seconds away from cumming. 
	Clover was doing Roxy’s hair behind us, too lost in a private little circle of girl talk to notice what I’d been doing. Crystal leaned close to my ear with an innocently sly grin. One of her hands moved to the top of my thigh, inching forward.
	“It’s okay,” she whispered so quietly I could barely hear her over the churning water. “Sometimes I do that in the bath too. Go ahead, no one can see you.” My eyes reeled with desire; coiled springs ready to snap. Crystal met them with a subtle, yet all too obvious yearning. Holy shit, she’s got the hots for me! “If you want,” she swallowed thickly, “I can do it for you.” Her teasing fingers inched closer to the inside of my thigh.
	A startling chorus of feminine yelps, and playful laughter, jerked my attention away from her sensual gaze. Stephanie, Nina and Penny had broken into a frenzied splash fight in the pool next to us, and the sight of their wet jiggling flesh, dripping with youthful eroticism, sent my libido skyrocketing. Their playful frolicking could have easily been the precursor to some ultra-sexy, co-ed lesbian movie. The guard and bath attendant watched from the sidelines with humorous grins, whispering quietly to one another, enjoying the entertainment. That much was obvious by the strained fabric of their pants. I have to get out of here.
	I started repeating Nathan’s name in my mind like a silent mantra of mental chastity. I was so close to getting off, minutes away, and all it would take is for me to spread my legs a little more so Crystal could complete the deed. She was practically sitting in my lap now. Fortunately her hand slowly withdrew, after I pinched my legs together. She looked at me oddly, if not slightly surprised by my refusal, backing away obviously hurt.
	Clover surged out of the water suddenly, laughing hysterically, as she jumped into the adjoining pool with ruthless enthusiasm to join in on the splashing fun. Roxy leaned against the side of the pool now, grinning like the Cheshire cat, breasts resting on the lip. Her dark nipples were as hard as two marbles, while she cheered Clover on. I couldn’t take any more visual teasing; I got out of the whirlpool, heading for the dryer.
	I was almost finished, working on my tail when Crystal slid up beside me. She activated the controls of the nearby dryer, giving me an apologetic glance.
	“Sorry, Margo, I just thought-”
	“It’s okay.” I reached out with a soothing hand, stroking her shoulder. Her skin was so soft. “It’s not you, Mr. Burke said we’re not… I just can’t do things like that anymore.” God did I want to though.
	“Oh. “ Crystal chewed at her lip nervously. “You’re not going to report me, are you?”
	“What? Of course not.” I turned off the dryer, shaking out my frizzy long hair with a genuine chuckle. “Why would I do that? You’ve been so nice to me since I arrived and well, you’re my friend.” She smiled lightly.
	“You just have to be careful is all.” Crystal looked cautiously over her shoulder. “Some of the others are snitches. Be careful of Starlla and Penny; they’ve tattled to Miss Torri about things in the past.” Guess I wasn’t the only one that she had confronted with the offer of special privileges, for playing her reindeer games. 
	“I will, thanks for the warning.”
	I reluctantly watched the splash fight slowly degenerate into nothing short of a nude wrestling match, while I waited for Crystal to finish drying. After Clover kept being repeatedly dunked by the other girls, Roxy flew from the water, jumping to her aid. Things only went downhill from there with barely concealed, exploratory touches and fondling hands. Clover didn’t seem to be fighting back all that much to me anymore. 
	This was the first time I’d seen anything that resembled overt sexual contact between us, not counting washing one another of course, and surprisingly it put me on edge. They’re going to get their butts in trouble, especially if the rooms are monitored like Nathan said. Why was the guard even allowing it to get to this point?
	Most of the other girls stood around the pool now, whinnying, cheering at the top of their lungs like a bunch of excited kids. The sight of all those trim little rumps with swishing tails, and the over abundance of bouncing breasts, really wasn’t helping my current predicament of unruly horniness. I was so engrossed in watching Roxy’s magnificent body writhe in the water with the others, that I didn’t notice Crystal beside me, until her tail flicked against the back of my legs. Her cheeks were flushed, ogling the display with nearly as much restrained desire as I was.
	“Aren’t they going to get in trouble?”
	“Maybe,” she heaved, licking her lips. “Mares aren’t allowed to touch each other like that, ever. They’re all being bad right now, and they know it. They’re just anxious; we all are.”
	“Anxious, anxious for what?”
	“Breeding day.” I swore I saw Crystal actually shiver. 
	“When?”
	“I don’t know, soon.”
	I already knew what awaited me, when the time came. Cirus said he was going to have me on breeding day, whatever that entitled, and I knew that he’d make good on the promise. I snorted, shaking my head, trying to rid my mind of his enticing scent. It was impossible, now that I made a conscious effort to single him out among the other stallions. Cirus was in the common area and he was sexually excited, more so than usual. Don’t ask me how I know that, but I do. My disobedient pussy began to salivate like a horny dog, in reluctant want for the bastard. It’s not fair; I’m trying to be good!
	“I know,” Crystal whispered softly, eagerly. “I can’t wait for it either; an entire day of breeding.” She let out a thunderous whinny that sounded out of place for someone of her stature. The other ponies quickly joined in, and their greedy call for lustful sex echoed off the walls, rattling my brain. When some of the stallions answered in the distance, I began to tremble, losing what little control and willful restraint I had. 
	I swished my tail enthusiastically like the animal I resembled, neighing as loudly as I could, a helpless prisoner to what I was. Cirus answered me, faint and haunting, but distinctive in a way that defied human speech. He was going to breed me soon, fuck me, call it whatever you wish, and I could barely contain my burning desire for it. Goddamn this place…



Interlude

 
	Michael lounged in the shade of the ground floor porch, sipping scotch on the rocks, surveying his carefully built kingdom of decadence with a sense of wary unease. Everything should be well and good in the world, but it wasn’t. Nothing was going as planned, if anything the situation was deteriorating rapidly.
	“He should be dead by now, Rupert.” Michael scowled into his drink. “I don’t understand it.” He’d given Margo clear instructions before she’d been sent back to the stables after the party several days ago; kill Nathan Burke. Thus far she’d made no attempt at completing the task. 
	“The reports and statistical data did confirm her controller has a very limited range perhaps that goes for her complacent nature and obeying orders as well?” 

	“I don’t like it, there’s far too many unknowns coming into play. What if the overall effects of the remote are only temporary and she becomes unstable and dangerous at some point? From the initial data and auction footage, it all seemed so perfect, so foolproof.” 

	Michael closed his eyes, cock twitching with covetous want, remembering all too clearly his night alone with Margo. It had been perfect in so many ways. She was so passionate, so pliable and eager to fulfill his every twisted whim with the authenticity of blind and loving obedience. He hadn’t stopped thinking of her since that night. He shook his head in disgust; disgust at his own cowardly fear, hesitant to take liberties with his property now, because of Burke.
	“It’s very possible, sir, we have nothing to base our conclusions on. My research has turned up no other instances of an external control device being linked with a recipient of the Wolverine Combat Processor. I honestly believe she’s a one of a kind.” 
	Rupert inconspicuously withdrew to a state of silent attentiveness; his employer was deep in thought with a rolling finger tap on the armrest of his chair for several long minutes.
	“It would appear that I’m going to have to be in the same room with him, when I give the order.” Michael shifted uneasily in his seat, dreading the thought of confronting Burke face to face even if it was to order his death. “I’ll just have to wait for the opportune time to present itself.”
	“It would appear that way, sir.” Rupert cleared his throat somewhat nervously. “Have you seen Torri’s latest report?”
	“Yes,” Michael scowled bitterly, “and that’s another reason why Burke needs to go, and soon. He’s disrupting all my plans at the stables; he’s out of control. Who does he think he is firing my employees, forcing them to pamper the slaves like they were no different than freemen? This is my ranch now, not his, not Donna’s, mine!” Michael slammed his glass down on the table, spilling half its contents in the process. “And the audacity of that man, barging into my office, threatening me, threatening you for that matter. What’s to stop him from doing something like that again?” 
	“Nothing, sir.” Rupert’s face grew tight with the terrifying sensation of near death.
	“We’ll see about that. Contact Harry; I want two bodyguards assigned to me at all time from now on, armed guards, until Burke is properly dealt with. Make sure they know what’s expected of them, if and when the situation arises.” 
	Rupert gave an evil grin of hopeful sanctification. “Gladly, sir.”



Chapter Eight

 

	“Okay, Margo, time to gear up, chop-chop. Report to the corral after you’re finished,” the guard standing in my doorway said loudly, startling me from my half sleep. I moaned, pushing myself out of bed.
	“Yes, Sir,” I replied heavily, stripping off my fishnet brief and top, heading down the hall to see the fitter.
	I didn’t have any duties today, and had gotten bored with lounging about waiting to see what would happen next, while hoping that Nathan would make an unscheduled appearance. I’d decided to take a little fifteen-mile run on the treadmill for nothing else better to do, and it wore me the hell out. What time is it anyway? 1552? Great…I’d managed to get a grand total of seventeen minutes of inadequate sleep. 
	The run did give me a chance to clear my head, and to stop thinking about how terrible I’d acted last night at bath time. I still don’t know what had come over me; my desires had been wild and untamed, almost bestial in a way. It felt as if I was slowly losing touch with who and what I was, and it was frightening.
	I waited patiently in the small fenced off area that was known as the corral. I wasn’t sure whom I was waiting for yet, but in the back of my mind I hoped it was Nathan, while praying it wasn’t the Master. I had my saddle on, so it probably wasn’t him. I was a bit overdressed for his needs. One of the handlers checked my gear to ensure everything was in order. It was of course.
	I turned to the sound of screeching female laughter drawing closer. It was Mistress Donna running through a mango grove at a dead sprint in my direction. I took a few steps back, eyes growing wide. She wasn’t slowing down, and for a minute I thought she was going to run headlong into the fence and knock herself out cold. At the last second, she leapt through the air with the grace of a cat, planting a hand on the top railing of the corral, effortlessly vaulting its six-foot height. Her landing was nothing short of bouncing exuberance. That kind of a jump would have been no problem for me, but for a normal person, it was pretty amazing. Beside her acrobatic skill, I did a bit of a double take from the way she was dressed, not really sure if I was supposed to laugh, be turned on, or afraid of it. 
	Donna wore knee-high brown riding boots accompanied by relatively tight fitting, black leather pants that had numerous skin-revealing designs cut out of them. A white, short sleeve blouse was tucked into it, enhancing her hourglass figure all the more. She wasn’t wearing a bra or support of any kind either, just letting her breasts bounce heavy and free, nipples flaring beneath her shirt. Her outfit was topped by a wide brimmed, cream colored cowboy hat with her hair tied back in a tail behind it. 
	What really gave me pause for concern was the presence of a double holster holding a Nagutchi 3 laser on one side, and a 10mm rocket pistol on the other. They both rode low on her legs and were strapped in place by buckle clamps below mid thigh. Both weapons looked immaculate and very expensive. Those things weren’t toys, and I was surprised she was even allowed to carry them, given her mental condition. 
	Hmmm…The corner of my upper lip curled in an errant thought. I couldn’t imagine why she carried two different types of weapons; most people that preferred multiple sidearm’s, did so as a pair from a matching set. I’d heard arguments go on for hours about the pros and cons of lasers, or ‘heaters’, as they’re commonly called, compared to standard projectile, or magnetically accelerated gauss weapons. In the end it all came down to power requirements and personal preference. One thing’s certain, if a heat-amplified beam from a laser hits you, and you don’t have a defensive screen or armor on, you might as well kiss your ass goodbye. That is, if there’s anything left of it to kiss in the first place. I guess it’s no worse than having a fist sized hole blown through both sides of your chest from a rocket pistol; dead is still dead, either way you look at it.
	“Good afternoon, Mrs. Savota. Your pony’s ready.”
	“Yea! Let’s go, Margo pony, let’s go for a ride!” Sure, sounds fun to me. Better than getting beat to a horny pulp by the Master any day of the week.
	The handler led me out of the corral and my reins we’re passed off to Donna. I immediately knelt and she jumped heavily into the saddle, causing my shoulders to flex. 
	“Let’s go for a ride, Margo, giddy-up!” 
	I was prompted to my feet with a tap from her crop, and instantly spurred into a run, with Donna whooping and hollering like a banshee behind me. I wasn’t enjoying myself like I did with Nathan, but I whinnied loudly and continued to pick up speed, clearing my mind of everything except being a pony, and serving my Mistress. She may be Nathan’s sister, but in the end I was her slave. I could never forget that. 
	Donna pushed me hard, harder than Nathan ever had, and I quickly worked up a sweat in the oppressive heat during our little jaunt around the ranch. She would laugh and call out from time to time, waving at some of the guards or staff whenever we passed them. I hardly took notice of my surroundings, staring straight ahead with dull eyes from between my blinders, except when we passed a group of slaves replacing a large, fresh water well pump, under the direction of an Overseer. 
	They were covered in mud, sloshing and struggling through the calf-deep muck, physically manhandling the massive pump out of the ground. The Trusk, Chuck, I’d arrived with was among them. Why in the hell aren’t they using a crane or a construction bot for that? It would have been a hell of a lot easier. The entire group paused, looking in our direction when Donna yelled out to the Overseer.
	“Hi, Mr. Whittiker!” 
	He scowled back from under thick, bushy eyebrows, throwing an annoyed wave in return. I had hopes that Chuck might show some sign of recognition when I looked directly at him, a silent hello maybe. He didn’t, of course; I wasn’t the same person that he’d met before.
	“What the hell are you gawking at, get back to work! Heave! Put your backs into it you bloody wogs,” the Overseer shouted with a thick accent and the crack of a whip. He was actually whipping them? The twenty-foot pump teetered precariously in the air, wobbling ominously before it toppled out of control, crashing to the ground, showering the entire group in a wave of muddy filth.
	“You clumsy fools! You’re all a bunch of worthless…” Crack! I hate this goddamn place.
	I ran and ran, slipping further into a state of mind-numbing thralldom. I felt like there was no me any longer, only a creature created for unquestioning service. I was tired, and despite the growing heat that shimmered from my glistening skin, I knew I couldn’t stop. I couldn’t stop because the Mistress didn’t want to. I continued to run, regardless of what it was doing to me. 
	After an eternity, Donna slowed my pace under a canopy of trees near a large swimming pool. I knelt, beads of sweat dripping from my brow, running down the bridge of my nose. If I cared enough to pay attention, I would have said the pool was quite beautiful, built to mimic a wild and rocky natural pond nestled among the jungle foliage, and scattering array of colorful tropical flowers. 
	“That was fun, Margo, you’re the best pony I’ve ever had!” Donna swung her arms in the air, hopping over to a wooden shelf built into the side of a large tree. “I’m hot; I’m going for a swim, naked and everything.” 
	I felt nauseous and dizzy, panting back at her wearily. She tore at her clothes, flinging them about in a crazed display of innocent recklessness. Her holster, slave control band and wrist-com went on the shelf.

	I couldn’t keep quiet any longer. I felt like…I was… going… to…

	“Mistress…I need…” I doubled over trying to vomit, dry heaving instead. My head felt like it was going to explode.
	“Pony, what’s wrong, are you sick?” Donna was at my side with a dumfounded look.
	“Thirsty… so thirsty,” I croaked, fighting the cramps that had my stomach and sides tied in torturous knots. Donna’s expression went suddenly blank, and her eyes seemed to change, coming into focus, becoming harder.
	“You have heat exhaustion, Margo; let me get this gear off you.” 
	I nodded weakly, surrendering to her hands as the saddle and brutally hot leather was stripped from my body. It felt like a slice of heaven had descended upon my steaming flesh in the form of a cool, refreshing breeze.
	“You should have said something sooner.” This wasn’t like Donna at all. Her voice had changed; she was in control and sure of herself. She reminded me of Nathan now. “Here let me help you; I’m going to get you in the pool, your core body temp is too high, you’re burning up.” Yes, I felt like I was on fire.
	Donna guided me into the water, easing me onto a small ledge seat, until I was submerged from the waist down. The cool water felt like pinprick icicles ripping me apart. I started to shiver with convolution like tremors. 
	“Just relax,” Donna said softly, stroking my matted hair. “I’ll be right back, I’m going to get you some water. I wish I had a damn porta-doc with me,” she mumbled, vaulting from the pool in a cascading shower. All I could do was nod again, confused, but thankful for her strange behavior. 
	Donna touched a knot on the tree next to the shelf, and part of the trunk swung open. It revealed a freezer compartment amid a swirl of frosty, white mist. She took a clear, liter-sized container from it, slipping back in the water beside me.
	“Here, drink slowly, just little sips.” I nodded wearily, letting the water trickle icy rivers down my throat. It was wonderfully revitalizing even though my stomach cramped in protest from it. Donna turned me partially to the side, and began rubbing me down with handfuls of water over the next ten minutes.
	I leaned against a large rock lowering myself further into the artificial pool. Oh yeah, I could get used to this. I studied Donna more closely now that my mind started to clear. She was stretched out, reclining like a cat, staring at the water quietly as if daydreaming. It was hard to tell until she was naked, but Donna was in excellent shape with toned, well-defined muscles that gave her a sleek, predatory appearance. I hadn’t really thought about it until now, but the way she’d moved earlier had been effortlessly fluid and sure for someone that was supposedly brain damaged.
	Then I noticed something that made me stare at her in blank recognition. Donna was wearing a narrow, light brown waistband with garter straps that ran down her hips, ending around her thighs. On the inside of one, tucked up close to her groin was a small sheath with a beryllium plated body knife, and on the other side, lower and just above her knee, was a concealable 2mm-palm pistol.
	My first thought was how the hell she’d managed to hide them under her pants, and the second was what she was doing with them in the first place? Both were designed to avoid detection, even by some of the more advanced scanners in use. They were silent and deadly weapons; they were weapons made for an assassin.
	I looked up, and Donna was staring at me through the heavy slits of her eyelids. Her overall expression made me feel like I was looking down the barrel of a gun.
	“Is something wrong, Margo?” I quickly looked away, wringing my hands together under the water with idle nervousness.
	“No, Mistress.” Her gaze lingered a few moments, dissecting me as easily as a laser scalpel.
	“This used to be mine and Nathan’s favorite spot to come and swim when we were younger. We’d spend hours here together,” she said trance-like, staring at the water, lost in time, “just talking or lounging about. It’s a very special place; it holds a lot of memories for the both of us.”
	“It’s very nice, Mistress.” I knew exactly what she meant. The peaceful quiet of the jungle, and intermittent sounds of paradise birds, were my only companions. I could have easily fallen asleep in minutes.
	“Did you know,” Donna began wily, “that Nathan lost his virginity very close to the spot you’re sitting? So did I, as a matter of fact.” Oh please…Don’t tell me that they…
	Donna must have seen my thoughts, reflected in the growing shock staring back at her. She gave a soft snort, with the shake of her head. “No, Margo, it’s not like that. I love my brother, but I don’t love him.” 
	Thank God…
	“I was eighteen, and he was a slave I purchased in Port City with my allowance. Of course we had house slaves before that, and several nannies, but he was the first slave I could call mine. His name was Seth, and there was nothing special about him, other than I’d thought he was cute at the time. I’ve slept with lots of slaves over the years, and just as many freemen, but Seth was my first, and I’ll never forget him.” 
	For whatever reason, Donna had decided to take a meandering stroll down memory lane, and I was content to let her idle away the time, while I half listened in a state of spreading relaxation. I have to say this was another one of those really weird moments for me, as I tried to figure out what the hell was going on. Was she just pretending to be simpleminded all this time? No, she couldn’t hide something like that from Nathan for all these years, could she? What’s more, why would she act like that if she really weren’t? Once again, questions with no answers. 
	“I didn’t love Seth; my feelings for him were no more than any young woman’s for the first slave that they’d slept with, I suppose. I did care for him though, and he looked after my personal needs for many years. Of course Nathan never wanted a slave, in any sense of the word.” At the mention of Nathan’s name, my ears twitched, rotating slighting in her direction. “He was always so different, really quiet and shy, especially around women. It was almost impossible for the slaves to bath him when he was child; I knew they dreaded those times, but of course they would never dare voice it out loud. Nathan never did learn to appreciate the simple pleasures in life that come with being served; he always wanted to do everything for himself.” Good for you, Nathan…  
	“He never seemed to fit in with the normal boys his age either. He never wanted a slave while growing up, and never showed much interest, at least openly at first, in any of the girls that were available to him on the ranch. Dad was actually worried he might be gay.” I choked down a barking laugh. Trust me on this one, Nathan isn’t gay, not by a long shot. 
	“He was always such a do-gooder,” Donna chuckled with a soft smile. “I remember him coming home from school one day when he was fourteen, beat to a bloody mess. Mom and Dad were furious and wanted names; no one did that to a Burke and got away with it, but Nathan wouldn’t tell them a damn thing. 
	“The same thing happened for the next three days after that. Of course our parents automatically assumed he was being bullied for whatever reason; Nathan wasn’t very big, nothing but skin and bones back then. Despite my parents taking it up with the school board, and threatening everyone for answers up to the Council itself, it continued off and on for nearly a month. Dad was about ready to hire bodyguards for Nathan after he started spoofing the surveillance drones with a homemade jammer, but instead dad pulled him out of school and hired a slew of private tutors for him. The thing was, Nathan continued to show up every so often with a black eye, or busted lip. “ Donna glanced at me with a smirk; she had my full attention now.
	“I was finally able to drag the truth out of him. Do you have any idea why my brother was getting into fights?”
	“No, Mistress.” 
	“Nathan had come across a group of older boys one day on the way home from school, using a slave girl as a merry-go-round whore. I’m not really sure what made Nathan stick his nose someplace it didn’t belong, other than the fact that’s just how Nathan is. Apparently he didn’t like what he saw, and decided to put a stop to it. So my little brother, all ninety-eight pounds soaking wet, decided he wanted to go toe to toe with a group of much larger boys, members of the varsity football team no less, in a foolhardy attempt to rescue her. 
	“Of course he didn’t, and I’ve already told you the end result, but you know what? Nathan continued to go back to that spot every day to see if they were there with that girl. If they were, he threw himself into the fray because of some silly notion of misguided gallantry stuck in his head.” 
	You would do something like that, wouldn’t you, Nathan? 
	“My brother has to be one of the most stubborn men alive. He knew he was going to get the shit beat out of him, but he kept going back for more, regardless.” 
	“Actually, Mistress, I think it’s very romantic,” I said softly as the warmth in my heart continued to spread. Donna cocked a brow at me. “I mean, he was fighting for something he believed in; he was trying to protect that slave girl, wasn’t he?” Donna shook her head at me in contempt.
	“She didn’t need protecting. It was well within their right to use her as they saw fit. Romantic or not, Nathan was in the wrong; it wasn’t his place to interfere. I had to tell Mom and Dad what was going on because it seemed that Nathan had taken a liking to that tall, smoky-eyed girl for some reason, and had no intention of trying to stop what he continually referred to as her abuse. The thing was that one day those boys were going to grow tired of playing games with him, and Nathan was going to get hurt badly.” 
	Donna closed her eyes growing quiet. I was on pins and needles now, wanting to hear more. Okay…so tell me about Nathan and this slave girl? What happened! A growing sniffle, followed by low sorrowful crying, finally broke the silence.
	“I’m so sorry, pony, I forgot you need water like I do. I’m so stupid. Michael always calls me that. I know everyone else thinks that too.” Donna continued to sniffle pathetically, wiping her nose with the back of her hand. Her voice had changed again to that of a young girl. I stared back at her more confused than ever. Dammit, finish your story!
	“It’s all my fault you got sick, pony. I forgot you get tired like normal people, I feel so bad.” Donna hit the top of her leg with her fist. What the hell’s wrong with her? Why is she acting so weird again? The sudden switching of her personality, of her reverting back to a child came with no warning. I was beginning to wonder if this sort of thing happened often, if maybe her ‘old self’ broke through on occasion, remembering who she once was? 
	“Nathan says you’re his friend and he likes you, trusts you. He said I should trust you too, but I hurt you. You’re a good pony, Margo.” Nathan said that? He’d confided in her that much, in regards to our taboo relationship?
	Donna hit herself again, harder this time, splashing me in the face. Her expression was one of pure anguish. “I’m so stupid!” She hit herself again, working into a steady rhythm of self-abuse. I caught her wrist in mid air, and she turned her tear-streaked face towards me.
	“Let go, Michael told me I should punish myself when I’m bad. I’ve been a stupid, bad girl, let go!” She pulled against me, but her strength was nothing compared to mine.
	My heart went out to Donna, seeing just a glimpse of what her life must have been like, what she’d gone through for all those years before Nathan arrived. 
	“You’re not a bad girl, Donna.” I thought I would try and reason with her on a level she could understand. I hoped so at least. “You’re a very nice girl, a good girl. Please, stop hitting yourself.” 
	“No, I’ve been bad, I’m a stupid girl, a stupid slutty girl just like Michael says I am. You’re Nathan’s friend and I hurt you, now let go, I have to punish myself!” She began hitting herself again with her free hand until I grasped that one just as quickly, deciding on a different approach. 
	“What would your brother say if he saw you doing this to yourself? Do you want me to tell him what you’re doing?” Her face contorted in a mask of stark terror.
	“No, please, Margo pony, don’t tell Nathan! Michael said if I ever told him stuff again he would hurt me, hurt me like he used to.” She was quickly working herself into a crazed frenzy with all her thrashing about. “Please, pony, no, I don’t want to be hurt like that again.” 
	That son of a bitch…  “Okay, I won’t tell Nathan, just calm down Don… Mistress, okay?” Donna swallowed hard, continuing to sniffle, nodding hesitantly.
	“If I let go of your hands, will you stop hitting yourself? I won’t tell if you stop hitting, deal?” More sniffles followed, with another nod. I slowly released her wrists, and she wiped the tears from her cheeks with trembling fingers.
	I shook my head in a woeful gesture; it was just like talking with a child when trying to reason with her. It must be terribly hard on Nathan at times. “I’m okay, Mistress, you didn’t hurt me. I think maybe I ate some bad food was all, it wasn’t your fault. I’m all better now, see?” I still felt like crap, but nowhere near as bad as she did at the moment. I could deal with it, and would for her. 
	“I want to go home, pony. I don’t want to play anymore.” Donna rose from the pool, collecting her discarded clothes, and I followed suit, reluctantly leaving its comfort in exchange for my hot, sweat-soaked gear again. I quickly grew frustrated with the whole notion of dressing myself; it was a hell of a lot harder than I thought it would be.
	“You look mad, Margo pony. Are you still mad at me?” Donna was pouting in my direction with downcast eyes. I noticed the revealing designs of her pants were for much more than just fashion now. The way they were cut would allow her easy access to get at the concealed weapons beneath them, if necessary. Just as before, I couldn’t even tell they were there.
	“No, Mistress, I’m not mad at you. I just can’t get my gear on is all.” I almost fell over, tripping on part of my harness. Donna burst out giggling, pointing at me.
	“You’re silly, pony, even I can dress myself.” Yeah thanks… I knew she couldn’t help it, but the idea of being laughed at while I continued to fight the leather octopus ensnaring my body, wasn’t all that funny to me at the moment. 
	The battle raged on while Donna stood by snickering, enjoying the hell out of seeing me make an ass of myself. I give up… “Mistress? Would you mind helping me get my gear back on, please?” She gave me that creepy blank stare of utter incomprehension again, before nodding excitedly and smiling. 
	“Sure pony, I’ll help you.” 
	I lowered my arms, waiting patiently, while she made slow, deliberate circles around me, studying my partially geared up body as if deep in thought. Then I kept right on waiting and waiting.
	“Uhm…Margo pony? I don’t know what to do?” 
	I opened my mouth, letting it snap shut in silence. Less than thirty minutes ago, she’d stripped me out of it with a proficiency that rivaled the fitter, now she couldn’t even remember where to start. Weird…After the long and frustrating procedure of me talking her through it, and helping when I could, the task was finally complete. It wasn’t perfect, but it would do.
	We started back to the main house at a slow and steady pace this time. I was teaming with curiosity now, about so many things: her odd personality switch, Nathan and this slave girl, but more closer to home, the presence of her pistols. Donna really shouldn’t be armed, not in her state of mind. Based on the self-abuse I had just witnessed, it could be dangerous for her, not to mention everyone else around her. Besides, I’d never seen the staff or guards carry firearms; stunners were the norm among them. So why was she armed? Her answer wasn’t exactly what I expected.
       “I don’t know why, pony. Michael gets mad when I do. I just like them is all, I think they’re neat. Hey, you want to see something really, really neat though?” 
	“Sure, Mistress, what do you want to show me?”
	“You’ll see, pony, you’ll see,” she giggled softly.
	Donna turned me around, leading us out into the periphery of the ranch. I knew where she had taken me, when I saw a wide-open field surrounded by large earthen berms. It was a weapons range.
	Donna dismounted and walked me under a long overhang shielding a series of tables and stands separated into small, stall like enclosures. There was a computer panel in each and a wall mounted box that held earmuffs and other essentials.
	“Here, put these on, pony, it’s going to be noisy.” Donna handed me a set of muffs, slipping her own on along with a pair of tinted shooting goggles. The muffs didn’t fit very well; they hadn’t been made with horse ears in mind.
	Donna stepped up to the control panel, activating the touch screen with flying fingers, before approaching the firing line. Okay, so I guess I get to watch her shoot for a while? Fine with me; I had nothing else better to do, like go back to the stables and get some rest. Yeah, I was still tired and just felt like lying down, and my attitude was beginning to show because of it.
	Donna whirled about startling me. Her hands were in a ready position near her pistols and there was a hard, intense look in her face. “This here town ain’t big enough for the two of us,” she began in an exaggerated old west drawl. “So I’m given you until the count of three, to get your goat smelling carcass out of here, before I give you lead poisoning! One…” 
	I would have laughed at her with that cowboy hat and old west movie ultimatum, except it looked like she was actually going to do it. I took a few steps back from the eyes of an emotionless killer.
	“Two…” 
	I wanted to run, but there was nowhere to go. I was terrified, frozen with fear. In Donna’s condition she just might shoot me, I didn’t know. My head had been spinning ever since the incident at the pool.
	“Three!” 
	Her hands flashed faster than I could follow; one second they were at her sides, and the next I had two pistols aimed at me with deadly intent. I was about to die. 
	Donna fell backwards, gracefully rolling into a crouched, kneeling position. Her pistols were pointed down range now, at a series of human-silhouette, pop-up targets. Even with my muffs on, the sound was deafening in the small enclosure.
	The familiar crackle, reminiscent to sizzling meat on a hot plate, from the heater, was followed by a simultaneous ‘whoosh-bang’ from the rocket pistol. I put my hands over the muffs, trying to block out the steady, echoing roar, as Donna double tapped each of the targets. The laser super heated the metal turning it bright red, then white, liquefying it a millisecond before the 10mm rocket round slammed into it, creating a gaping, explosive hole. The rocket rounds continued on to hit the berm behind the targets, causing a series of massive dirt clouds to erupt in the air. One after another, the two-inch thick, steel targets were blown to pieces with dizzying precision. 
	I suddenly realized the effectiveness of what she was doing; it was a method used for punching through body armor, whether of metal composition or not. There weren’t too many kinds of personal armor that I was familiar with, which could take that kind of punishment and still leave the wearer intact. Not to mention, that was only one shot from each; multiple shots would have been even more devastating.
	Donna engaged the targets with precision accuracy until all ten were turned into smoking, heaps of slag. It couldn’t have taken her more than ten or twelve seconds; a second apiece double tapping and she hadn’t missed once. I’d never seen a display of firearm skill like it before.
	Donna gracefully stood replacing her spent magazines with fresh ones, holstering both pistols with deft confidence. She turned to face me, and still had that strange look of lethality about her, that made my blood run cold.
	“One shot, one kill. That’s all it should ever take, Margo. I like giving them two just to be sure; it’s unprofessional to leave a mark alive, wouldn’t you agree?” She whispered in a deathly calm.
	A concerned female voice cut the silence from Donna’s wrist-com. “Mrs. Savota, this is Control. We’ve detected multiple weapon discharges in your area, are you all right?” Donna blinked rapidly, the killer before me fading into uncertainty.
	“Uh-oh, I’m in trouble,” a sheepish expression replied. “Uhm…yes, I’m okay, I was just out shooting my guns is all.” There was silence for several seconds.
	“Mrs. Savota, you know you’re supposed to contact us before you go to the range.” The woman sounded like a real bitch now, and it pissed me off.
	“Yes, I know.” Donna was pouting again, a kid being scolded by an adult.
	“You need to remember to contact us first, Mrs. Savota, I know we’ve told you this before, haven’t we?” 
	“Yes, you’ve told me before, I’m sorry.”
	“I will recall the security team; control out.”
	“Let’s go, pony, I’ve been a bad girl again. I hope Michael isn’t going to be mad at me.” Donna deactivated the range control panel and stowed our muffs, while I knelt and waited for her.
	We started back to the house again, but in a much more somber mood. Donna was quiet, and if I were to guess, worried about getting into trouble, whatever that entailed. I still didn’t know what to think of this crazy afternoon, or the way she’d periodically acted. Maybe it had something to do with her performing familiar tasks that brought back old memories? Maybe it was her body going on automatic, just reacting to old routines and situations? I didn’t know, nor did I have the knowledge regarding brain trauma to figure it out. One thing was for certain; whoever Mistress Donna had been in the past, was one person I never wanted to have pissed off at me.

 

***

 
	I awoke the next morning feeling refreshed, springing from bed with a sense of rare enthusiasm, instantly awake. A bath, alone this time thank god, about five gallons of water, and a good meal before lights out last night, could do wonders for a person. In truth, I don’t remember sleeping that well in ages. I was still a bit sore from my ride with Donna, but I hardly noticed; all I could think about was the possibility of spending some training time with Nathan today, and maybe if I were lucky, some personal hands-on attention after that. I really did miss him. 
	I made my way down the corridor for breakfast, immediately noticing that something was different about this morning. It was like an ecstatic, almost palatable excitement in the air. What’s more is I could actually smell it, or smell something at any rate. Whatever it was made my nipples harden, and my pussy dampen with lurid anxiousness. It didn’t help my growing concern that I kept getting some pretty strange looks from the stallions that made me feel like a piece of meat under display glass. Uh oh, this isn’t good.
	We all formed up in a single file line at the entrance of the dining room, with two med-techs passing us through after a brief pause. They must be administering the biweekly hormone and vitamin injections, I heard talk about? A female brute was in front of me, towering, intimidating with a body packed full of bulging muscle beneath sun-bronzed skin. Her shortly cropped brown hair, set beneath a big nose and thin lips, made her look so, I don’t know, normal in a way? I wouldn’t say she was ugly, but I’d slowly grown accustomed to the cosmetic perfection of the show ponies, and the nearness of an outsider made me feel slightly uneasy. She looked down at me with flaring nostrils, and dark eager eyes.
	“What’s wrong, little sister?” Her voice was deep and husky, nearly masculine. “You don’t look very excited.”

	I felt a slight bump from behind, taking a step forward to distance myself from the crowding bulk of a stallion. “Why, should I be? What’s going on?”

	“You don’t know? It’s breeding day.”
	“What! You’re kidding me! Already?”
	“What do you mean already, it’s been a month since the last one?” The pony behind kept pushing closer, bumping into my ass again. Dammit, what’s this guy’s problem? I glared back over my shoulder, giving him a dirty look that was met by a leering smile. It was pony 10, a sandy haired palomino. Nice looking guy, but… He had his fishnet briefs off and the semi-hard, forearm length size of his inhuman cock, screaming an angry pink, had been grazing my ass the entire time. I was not in the mood for this shit.
	“Aren’t you excited little princess,” the female brute asked in a patronizing tone, drawing my attention forward again. “All the stallions are looking forward to breeding with you and the other show ponies, especially Cirus.” Her expression grew soft, regretful in a way, eyeing me from top to bottom. “It must be nice not having to chase after a stallion all the time, begging for it, but then again, I wouldn’t know.” 
	I couldn’t help but notice that her breasts, unlike mine, had been reduced to nothing more than puckered buds beneath bands of rock solid pectorals. Even the slightest trace of femininity among the female brutes seemed to be nothing more than an extinct dream any longer. 
	“Sorry, it’s not like it’s my fault. I didn’t exactly ask for this.” 
	She smiled with a huffing snort. “I guess you didn’t, did you? My name’s pony 32 and you are Margo, right?” Pony 10 bumped into me again, but this time the flaming warmth of his cock stayed nestled between my cheeks, pulsing with demand. I spun about with a fake smile, batting my baby-blues at him, with a sensual look that would have melted butter. 
	“Touch me again with that thing stud,” I cooed playfully, “and I’ll rip it off, understand?” My final words came out in a spiteful snarl. He knew I wasn’t normal, for whatever reason, and the shock staring down at me proved it. I think he knew damn well that I was more than capable of living up to my threat, because the gap between us grew noticeably larger after that.
	“Yeah, I’m Margo. It’s nice to meet you.”
	Pony 32 snorted like a horse again, a restrained and nervous laugh, ears twitching. She put her large hand on my shoulder leaning down close to my ear. “I’ve never heard a mare say something like that to a stallion before,” she whispered. “It was kind of funny, even though I’d be chomping at the bit for some time with 10. I like you, Margo, you’ve got spirit.”
	“Spirit,” I shrugged with a thin smile. “Where I come from it’s called being a bitch. Guess I’m not exactly in the mood to be bred by him or anyone at the moment.” I tried to look around the milling mass of ponies in front of me.” Oh jeez, Nathan, where are you?
	“What do you mean? It’s an honor to be chosen by Cirus. I’ve only been with him once, and that was a long time ago. He claims all the mares when they first arrive at the stables, as is his right, but on breeding days he picks only his favorites, namely the show ponies.” A feeble touch of longing softened her features, followed with an audible sigh of forsaken desire. “You’re lucky, Margo; I’ve heard that Cirus might even breed with you all day.”
	“Yeah, lucky me.” This was not how I’d envisioned my day turning out.
	Pony 32 was next in line, and she stepped forward between the two med-techs. 
They gave her two additional injections in conjunction with what I assumed was our normal one. Based on the amount of rock hard stallions, and flushed, giddy mares that anxiously fluttered about the dining room, I had an idea of what the other two were.
	“Next!”
	I nervously searched the room for Nathan as I took my place between the techs. Maybe he could get me out of this, somehow? “Ow,” I mouthed from the multiple injections of drugs forced into my shoulders with rapid-fire secession. I didn’t see Nathan, but I did see Cirus watching me, impatiently waiting in all his glorious nudity from across the room. How in the hell am I going to take something like that? Where’s Nathan, dammit! 
	Oh thank god… I heard him down the hall, arguing furiously with the Master over his wrist-com. It sounded like he was trying to exempt me from breeding day. Get me out of this Nathan, please. I sure as hell wasn’t looking forward to being an all day cum-bucket for Cirus. Nathan stormed off suddenly down the hall, relinquishing command of the stables to Torri. What! Where are you going, Nathan? Come back!
	“Next!” 
	I was prodded forward so number 10 could take his place behind me. Cirus was already heading in my direction, and I let out a shoulder-slumping breath of defeat. Cirus had my ass for an entire day, and I just knew it was going to be a grudge fuck: I’d pissed him off, insulted him, and took his job, and now he was going to make me pay for it. Can’t I at least eat breakfast first?

 

***

 

	It seemed that even the most basic forms of foreplay were unheard of on breeding day. Cirus sure as hell didn’t need it, and because of the drugs, neither did I. My pussy was a boiling honey pot by the time we arrived at his much larger and richly decorated stall compared to mine. It might have taken a grand total of ten seconds before I was bent over with my ass sticking up in the air, getting fucked by my first taste of pony cock. 
	I clenched my jaw, eyes tightly shut, moaning softly with each rocking stab. Damn he’s fucking huge! As much as I couldn’t stand Cirus, at least the drugs made it pleasurable, too pleasurable in fact. I’d never felt anything like it, and I had to constantly remind myself of who I was with. I fought to stay focused on Nathan, imagining he was behind me instead. Stupid drugs.
	Surprisingly, it didn’t take very long before Cirus was able to take me with long, deep strokes that drove me wild, much to my dismayed delight. Whatever that stuff was the techs had shot me up with did the trick. I was so worked up and relaxed, aroused to the point of dripping consent, that my cunt surrendered to the unbelievable experience in no time at all. 
	Cirus growled, pounding into me harder while the grip of his large, beefy hands dwarfed my hips, pulling them back against him. I shivered, trying to spread myself wider, cunt sucking noisily at his cock like a greedy harlot. His immense shaft was crossed with hard veins, so engorged that they rippled the opening of my taut pussy like a tickler. It wasn’t long until the first threads of a massive orgasm began to take root between my thighs. I’d already had several smaller ones by now, the first only after a minute, if that. 
	You like fucking my tight pussy, don’t you, Cirus, you motherfucker? My mind was somewhere else, filled with the insatiable lust of near insanity. C’mon, is that the best you got? Fuck me harder! Give it to me! 
	He sensed my uncontrollable gluttony, as I pushed back again at him, inching my knees further apart. Most of his thick, sixteen-inch length was inside me now, building into a steady rhythm, as balls the size of small fists slammed between my legs, slapping my clit from below every so often. There was no way I should be able to take him like this; it was anatomically impossible, I knew that for a fact, but here I was, impaled like a pig on a spit, as my voracious pussy continued to be pummeled into tenderized meat. I moaned with stuttering gasps while my body undulated uncontrollably, working itself closer to release.
	I leaned forward, looking between my bouncing cleavage. I could see the bulge from him pushing into me, protruding slightly below my rib like his dick was trying to force its way through my skin, over and over again. It was turning me on even more to watch it, to think about it inside me. It was like some kind of depraved cock dream come true.
	“I said I’d have you, 18,” Cirus growled, speaking for the first time since hauling me out of the dining room. “I’ve suffered with the scent of your cunt since you arrived, but it’s mine now, understand?” His thrusts continued to grow in both speed and power. 
	I looked at him over my shoulder; something didn’t sit right with me. He was sweating heavily, more than he should be, and the veins of his neck and arms were so defined they looked ready to burst. There was a crazy look in his eyes as well, not just lust or anger, but rage and hate.
	“You think you can take the Mistress from me? You think you’re so special? You’re nothing! You got to be with the Mistress at the party, and I had to fuck that snot nosed daughter of hers instead. The Mistress is mine, understand?” 
	Well this is a bit of a mood breaker; here comes the grudge fuck I was expecting. Dammit, Cirus, why couldn’t you keep your big trap shut for a little while longer? I’d been so close. 
	Then it hit me, the jammer! Maybe I can get some answers out of him about what the hell is going on around here? Besides, it was starting to hurt. He was hammering into me with the force of a pile driver now, and I was about two seconds away from getting whiplash. I may have to put up with this kind of crap from the Master, but not Cirus. 
	I’d almost left the jammer in my stall this morning, after finding a nice little hidey-hole for it under the lip of my refresher basin. It bothered me trying to keep it in all the time; the goo was starting to irritate the inside of my rectum, and it made me feel like I constantly had to go to the bathroom. Unluckily for Cirus, I didn’t. 
	I reached between my ass cheeks amid his brutal ravaging, slowly pushing it out, craftily palming it. I hid it in front of me, removing the goo covering, turning it on. That same weird vibration passed through me as before. Okay, Cirus, playtime’s over.
	I rolled on my back, kicking out with both my feet, hitting him in the chest. Cirus was knocked to the floor stunned, giving me the opportunity I needed. One of my knees landed in his groin just hard enough to knock the wind out of him. Oh, that’s gotta hurt! Cirus cried out in pain and surprise, reaching for his balls, and I straddled him, pinning his arms with my legs, hand on his throat.
	“Get…off… me!” He began to buck and flail, nearly tossing me in the process. Despite my strength, Cirus still had a lot of weight behind him and was stronger than I expected, a lot stronger. I felt my legs start to give way.
	“Shut up and stop moving, or I’ll kill you.”
	“You can’t…” 
	I squeezed his neck until he started to gasp, eyes bulging in fear. “Can’t I? Try me, asshole. Calm down or I will, understand?” I wouldn’t have really killed him, but he had to believe that I would. I don’t think the Master would take too kindly to that, no matter how much he enjoyed whipping my ass raw.
	I let up on the pressure just enough so he could breathe. Cirus stopped moving with a smug, knowing expression; I knew exactly what he was thinking.
	“They’re not coming, Cirus, the guards can’t hear or see a thing right now. It’s just you and me so I suggest you stop fighting and answer my questions.” His confidence wavered, disappearing entirely. That’s right you ass, it’s starting to finally sink in, isn’t it?
	“I’d much rather fuck you, but if you what to talk, than do it.” I surged up and down on his chest like a limp body in the surf. “What do you want?” 
	“Yeah, well I’d much rather fuck too, but you kind of ruined that, didn’t you?” Damn, did I just say that? “I want to know what’s going on with you and the other ponies. I know the Mistress didn’t give you permission to come in and take anyone of us when you feel the urge, so who did?” His face paled.

	“How did you know…?”

	“I know lots of things, Cirus. I know you like the Mistress and she feels the same about you.” He was getting nervous.
	“No one can hear us?”
	“No, Cirus, they can’t.”
	“I can’t help it. I…I need to fuck them. I need to fuck every chance I get. I don’t know why. I don’t want to, but if I don’t it feels like I’ll explode. Even now it hurts; you have to let me finish, 18, please!” He was talking crazy, not making any sense, eyes locked on the steaming prize of my creamy cunt just inches from his face. His nostrils flared like a balloon trying to breathe in my freshly fucked scent. 
	“I have a name, Cirus, it’s Margo. The Mistress gave it to me, so use it.”
	“Fine, Margo, let me finish, I have to!” His tongue flicked outward, seeking my engorged lips that mercilessly taunted him just inches out of reach.
	“Answer my questions first, and then we’ll see about that.” He was shaking in frustration, and I almost felt sorry for him; he looked so pathetic. I reached back starting to stroke that slick, throbbing monster of his, a little more anxiously than I intended. He shivered beneath me.
	“Talk to me, Cirus.”
	“The Master told me to do it. He said that if I keep an eye on the stables, and told him things he wouldn’t stop me from seeing Donna. That feels good, Margo, faster,” he panted heavily, closing his eyes. “He doesn’t like Overseer Burke, and wants me to watch him as well.” 
	Cirus still wasn’t making much sense. As for being the Master’s narc I could understand, but giving Cirus a free run of the stables with the other ponies? Was it nothing more than a simple reward for a job well done? Maybe… 
	“Faster, Margo, please. Your hand feels so good.” He was rubbing my thighs now straining his neck upwards trying to lick me again. I switched hands, smearing the wonderful residue of our mixed sex across my cheek, over my lips… The scent, oh yes… I felt myself slipping into unknown territory.
	“If you like Mistress Donna, than why the fucking around on her, Cirus?
	“I told you, I can’t help it! I don’t want too, but...” It almost looked like he was in pain. Fine, whatever, if this would get him to talk, then I could deal with letting him fuck me again. Oh jeez, who am I trying to kid?
	I leaned forward, and slid the enormous blunt tip of his cock between my legs again. This is just too weird. I was actually letting him fuck me, the thing I vowed never to allow in the first place. I needed the information, didn’t I? I sank down lower on it, riding him at a slow and easy pace I was comfortable with this time. Damn he feels good. I was stuffed to the gills with hot pony cock again, in no time.
	“He told me I could fuck the other mares so it wouldn’t hurt. The guards let me in at night when the Overseer isn’t around. I do it for Donna; I’ll do anything for her.” I started to release the pressure on his arms, moving my hips grudgingly in time with his thrusts. I cursed at the shit they put in to me; I was enjoying it again, and I couldn’t help it. Forgive me, Nathan.
	“Come on, Cirus, I’m letting you fuck me, so move your ass like you mean it.” 
	I leaned forward burying my face in his sweat-covered neck, letting his thick, yet strange man/pony smell drive me wild. His hands moved to my hips, pulling me downward to meet his frantic thrust’s half way. Oh yeah, that’s the stuff. Cirus’ cock was so hard it felt ready to burst its seams. “Keep talkin’ Cirus, what else,” I groaned in a thick southern drawl. “And don’t you stop fuckin’ me for one moment, you hear?” The slapping of our flesh grew noticeably louder. I must really be worked up. I hardly ever let my grammar slip during sex. What’s happening to me? All I could think about was him cumming inside me. Yes, Cirus, breed me.
	“He rewards me after I fuck the other mares, he lets me see Donna so we can be together, and that’s all.”
	“That just don’t make no sense, Cirus, there has to be more to it than that.” 
	“I tell him what the Overseer is up to, and have sex with the mares, that all!” His hands moved upward to my breast, kneading them roughly while I enthusiastically pounded down on his shaft. Mmmm yeah, just like that. I’m fucking the alpha stallion, and a part of me never wanted it to stop.
	“She doesn’t know about any of this, the trips to the others at night. Please don’t tell her what I’m doing.” 
	Cirus’ thrusts grew quicker and I sat up, bouncing on his entire length, rocking my hips back and forth with lighting speed. I was a fucking machine now, with a single purpose of milking his cum-laden balls for every drop. My frantic actions finally gave me what I wanted. 
	With a loud grunt of release, and a screeching moan on my part, Cirus came like a gushing firehose. I flinched, gasping in surprise as each hot, cyclic blast sprayed deep inside me. I sank down on it all the way, letting it pelt the door to my hungry womb. It was the most amazing sensation, and I intended to ride to the very end. Shit, I’m cumming with him! 
	“That’s it, Cirus, pump it in to me, fill ma pussy with it!” 
	I threw my head back, whinnying so loud it hurt my throat. My single orgasm grew into a series of continual releases, while my cervix dipped spasmodically into the milky pool, trying to draw it further inside me. I was an eager mare being bred by our Alpha, and the primitive instinct of my body had every intention of bearing his young, if such a thing were possible for me, that is. Jeez, does it ever end? I couldn’t believe how much Cirus was shooting into me; I could actually feel the bloated pressure inside me, like I was some sort of cum-filled balloon.
	After an eternity it finally began to subside, and Cirus’ hold on me grew lax. He looked calmer now, just like I felt, the both of us coming down off a mutual, sexual high. I slowly rose off him, shaking, weak in the knees with a glowing aura of sexual contentment. I couldn’t do anything but stare in shock at the downpour of seminal fluid and sticky tendrils leaking from me, splattering atop Cirus’ muscular legs. 
	I don’t know what came over me earlier; I’d felt starved, out of control no different than Cirus in a way. What the hell was it about him that I couldn’t resist; that I didn’t want to resist? Just the imaginary thought of being impregnated by him, left me feeling inebriated. I’d just been bred for the first time, no different than an animal in heat, no different than a mare in season. I strove to choke back another whinny of happy satisfaction. Damn drugs! Damn fucking drugs…I’m so sorry, Nathan.
	I retrieved the jammer, glaring down at Cirus. “Never touch me again,” I snarled faintly, shamefully wishing I could hop right back down on his delicious cock for round two. “Don’t think for a moment that just because I let you do that to me, you can pay me a visit whenever you want, understand? And not a word about this to anyone or I will kill you. Not even the Overseer could stop me in time if I wanted to.” White lies of course…  He nodded wearily in defeat.
	I stashed the jammer and left without another word. I’d have to find a way to talk with Nathan in private when he got back, and fill him in on what little I had found out from Cirus. I didn’t make it ten feet down the hall before another stallion confronted me. I tried to protest, to push him away, to make it to my stall and hopefully hide for the rest of the day, but one of the guards was watching me. I was supposed to want it; this wasn’t normal behavior for a mare. Maybe in the back of my mind I did.
	I gave the guard’s lingering stare a forlorn look, slowly taking pony 4’s outstretched hand, following him obediently to his stall. Before the day was through, I had to breed with six more stallions after Cirus. Thank god there was only so much time set aside for it or I may have had to do more of them. They were actually waiting in line for a turn with me, and it made me feel like such a whore for the first time in years. I’d openly betrayed the only man I’ve ever cared for besides my father, with seven others in the span of half a day, but what crushed my heart to splinters was I enjoyed it, every bit of it. I hate this fucking place…



Chapter Nine

 

	The bubbling warmth of the whirlpool did little to ease my troubles, while remorsefully scrubbing the residue of a cockflesh orgy from my tarnished body. I even douched; I didn’t want a single physical trace of what I’d done on or in me any longer. I’d never seen so much cum in my life. Cirus was bad enough, but six more after him?
	I continued with my task ignoring the conversations around me. I wasn’t the only one trying to clean the filth from my body tonight, although I was the only one that saw it that way apparently. There were five other ponies in separate tubs around me, and I blocked out their excited banter and recollections of pleasure, while they discussed one stallion or another and his amazing prowess. As for me, I saw it as nothing more than the forced version of a consensual gangbang, and it had been a lot of years since my last one. My stomach and chest ached from hours of near hyperventilation, and my legs and hips felt stiff from riding in the saddle. I glanced down, inspecting my knees sorrowfully; they were raw, shining a bright red against my white skin. It still felt like I had the worst cramps of my life, making me wince on occasion. That still wasn’t the worst of it, as I saw it. 
	I felt the change soon after Cirus, but more so as the day wore on; I was ruined now. My trim if not tight pussy felt like a stretched out shabby piece of meat again with a gaping hole in the center. If I took the time to look at it, I’m sure that’s exactly what I would have seen. Nathan would know; he could never hope to compete with the freakish size of stallion cock. It would be like throwing a hot dog down a hallway until I healed and tightened again, if I ever did.
	I sniffed back a tear, stepping from the tub. How could I live with myself after a day like today? How could I live with the guilt of putting Nathan through this, not to mention myself? I had to break it off with him; there was no other alternative for both our sakes. Maybe some ice cream would help cheer me up? Chocolate, yeah that always does the trick before bed. Then maybe tomorrow I can figure out how to break it off with him as painlessly as possible.
	I skidded to a halt at the entrance of the dining room, jumping back, plastered to the wall with a pounding heart. Nathan was standing with his back to me, talking with Miss Torri. My eyes swept the ceiling, wide and frantic with fear. The thought of facing him right now, with the memory of what I’d done so fresh in my mind, was the most terrifying thing I’d ever experienced. I turned, running down the hall like a frightened rabbit back to the safety of my burrow, turning out the lights, and throwing myself in bed. Maybe if he thought I was asleep, he’d go away. 
	Five minutes later there was a knock at my door. I tensed, throwing the covers over my head. It had to be Nathan; no one else would have given the first thought to knocking first. I feigned sleep when the door opened. The crashing silence was broken only by the sound of my racing pulse.
	“Margo, are you awake?” I stared silently at the darkened wall. Please, just go away.
	“Margo?” His voice grew soft and hesitant, with a hint of disappointment behind it. I could tell he was turning to leave.
	“Yes, Sir, I’m awake.” 
	“Good, I…ah…didn’t wake you, did I?”
	“No sir, I was just resting.” He was silent again for several long and painful heartbeats. 
	“Why don’t you head down to the fitter; there’s still time for some training tonight. I’ll meet you outside.” 
	“Yes, Sir,” I sniffed lightly, pushing the covers off. Nathan was standing awkwardly in the doorway, staring at me with cheerless eyes that should have held nothing but scorn and disgust. He knows… I wonder what he thinks of me now.
	It was getting dark by the time Nathan led me around the outskirts of the ranch looking for a suitable place that wasn’t under surveillance where we could talk in private, or so I hoped. Nathan had been eerily quiet the whole while, matching my subdued mood. Despite my weariness, I was jittery, scared as hell. Would I have the courage to actually lie to his face and tell him I didn’t love him, and that it was over? Maybe I would get lucky and he would be mad at me, making the break up all the easier? I prayed that he would be. Forgive me, please? I was starting to sound like a broken record, and a hypocrite to boot.
	I increased my speed to that of a fast jog, trying to stretch out the stiff and tired muscles of my legs, as we delved deeper into the darkened jungle. All it did was irritate the burning itch in my groin; the leather strap from my harness, which I normally found pleasure in, was rubbing mercilessly into the protesting folds of my inflamed, oversexed pussy. Thankfully, Nathan finally signaled me to stop, climbing out of the saddle. 
	“That asshole, I didn’t even need to go into town today. We have plenty of supplies on hand.” I could only assume he was talking about the Master.
	“He doesn’t like you much, does he, Nathan?” 
	“That’s an understatement,” he coughed with a dark chuckle. “You could say we don’t see eye to eye on a lot of issues. Looks like you’re going to be the next one.” He ran his hands through his hair, while his expression grew harder, if that was even possible.
	“Did you know that after the party he had an offer for nearly three-quarters of a million credits for you, and turned it down?” I was speechless. “He plans on keeping you around for a long time; he even paid off your bounty to the Disen brothers. Nothing he can do about the Federation bounty of course, but that doesn’t really matter all the way out here. You have quite a record, Margo. Been a bad girl over the years, haven’t you?” 
	I stiffened despite the lighthearted change in his voice. It wasn’t a joke. I wasn’t proud of some of the things I had to do in the past. 
	“I did what I had to do to survive,” my voice was sharp. “I wasn’t born into money like you were.” I immediately regretted saying it, but thankful that I had. I’d already made up my mind how things were going to play out tonight; I was going to break up with Nathan, it was the best for everyone that way. The tense and awkward silence continued to grow around us. 
	Oh god, I can’t do this! “Sorry, it’s just…I’m not feeling well right now is all. It’s been a rough day…” My voice trailed off weakly.

	“It’s okay, ace, like you said you did what you had to do to survive.” I knew his statement had a double meaning; he was referring to today as well. I continued to procrastinate, too afraid and unwilling to follow through with my plan. I knew I could never bring myself to voluntarily break up with him under false pretenses. Besides, I needed to feel loved more than ever right now. Instead, I filled him in on everything Cirus and I talked about. He didn’t ask how I’d gotten the information.

	“I’ve always suspected some of the staff members were spying for Michael, but I never considered that Cirus was in on it. I’ll remember that in the future, thanks hon.” 
	I looked away, hiding my face, shuffling on nervous feet. It was the first time Nathan had ever used an affectionate, pet name with me before, and it made a swarm of giddiness explode in my stomach. Why did you have to be so damn perfect, Nathan? 
	“It makes sense for Michael to let the two of them be together so she leaves him alone, so why the reward and punishment tactics? Forcing him into having sex with the other ponies?” I didn’t have an answer for him.
	Something else had been eating at me, the way Cirus had acted when we were together and what he had said about ‘needing’ to have sex all the time, not wanting but needing it, unable to control himself. I started to wonder about our biweekly injections, not to mention what they shot us up with this morning. Cirus had been a rampaging bull afterwards, worse than the other stallions by far. I bounced my suspicions off Nathan. 
	“Come to think of it, I have noticed a change in Cirus recently. Michael has something in the works, I’d bet on it. I’ll check into it tomorrow, see exactly what Cirus is getting. Maybe someone has been tampering with his injections?” I really wasn’t listening to him anymore. I had a more pressing concern brewing beneath the surface.
	“Nathan?”
	“Huh?”
	“Does it bother you I’m a pony now, I mean, look at me? I have a tail and ears and I’m as white as a ghost! On top of that the Master treats me like his personal whipping post and all the stallions get to take a chunk out of me at breeding time. It makes me feel so…so cheap.” My voice had turned shrill by the time I finished, caught up in my own self-pity. Nathan’s arm went around me, and he cupped my chin, lifting it gently. Please Nathan, don’t look at me.
	“You’re a slave, at least for now, and neither one of us likes it. I know you don’t have a choice in all this, but you either obey or get punished, those are your only two options at the moment. Just knowing that you love me is enough for now.”
	I wanted to say something, anything. I wanted to say I was sorry for not talking to him sooner, back when we were in Fleet together. I wanted to say I was sorry for not being stronger, unable to resist the power that takes control of my mind and body with the touch of a button, when all I wanted was to be with him. I felt sorry for a lot of things that were beyond my control, wishing my entire life had been different.
	“As for being a pony, I guess I’m just used to it by now. It doesn’t bother me one bit, Margo. You can’t help what they’ve done to you and if that means you have to be a pony then I can accept that. You can always have reversal surgery, you know, when we make it out of here?” When we get out of here. He was already making plans for us being together some day. “Didn’t you say you enjoyed being my pony though?” 

	I buried my face in his chest, somewhat ashamed by my unnatural craving, but more so, to inhale his scent more deeply. I felt a stirring between my legs, despite the soreness; I wanted him. I knew Nathan would be gentle with me, he always was.
	“You can ride me whenever and however you like, Sir.” I couldn’t voice my desires much more obviously than that, unless I flopped down on the ground and spread my legs for him.

	“Not now, hon, I want to, but it’s getting late. We need to head back. We always have tomorrow, right? You know, I think your training may take much longer than I’d originally thought. You’re turning out to be an unruly pony; I think I’m going to have to train you much harder in the future.” 
	I gave him my best impression of a dejected frown, but I knew he was right. We needed to get back before people started asking questions that Nathan couldn’t answer. 
	“I just wish I could take this thing out of my head. I wish they’d never removed the anti-tampering software from my processor.” I closed my eyes holding him tightly, turning to mush in his arms the way I always did. How could I have ever conceived the notion of pushing him away from me?
	“You know that’s impossible, you received the same briefing I did when we left Fleet.” His voice soft and compassionate, comforting me in a way that only he was capable of. “The micro-receptor and leads are imbedded too far in your cerebral cortex and spinal cord. If it didn’t kill you taking it out, you run the risk of being paralyzed, or ending up like Donna. You can’t forget about the rest of your hardware either. You could go into anaphylactic shock, or reject them altogether? I’ve seen some classified data on this, and the survival rate is only 10 percent after one year or more of augmentation removal, and of that, only 25% were able to lead normal lives afterwards. It’s not worth the risk. We’ll have to find another way.”
	“I know, love, I know. It’s just a dream I have.” 
	“Tell you the truth; I’m surprised someone was able to do this to you at all. Whoever it was knew their shit. I don’t think a situation like this crossed the Admiralties mind when they discharged us. It’s just too farfetched.” Yeah, that would be just my luck. I get captured by someone that was on the design team, and knew exactly how to break inside my head and tamper with the programming on my processor.
	“Come on, let’s get you back to your stall. I think a good night’s rest is just what you need right now.”
	There was still one other thing that I was debating whether or not to bring up before we reentered the sensor net again, the strange series of events the other day with Donna and how weird she’d acted. I was still worried about her and what she’d said about Michael and the implied abuse still going on. I know that if I told Nathan about it, the shit would really hit the fan. No, I think I’ll just keep quiet and see what happens, figure a few more things out before opening up a whole new slew of problems to deal with.
	We began walking back to the ranch hand in hand, and only made it 100 feet or so. A faint rustle from the jungle was the only warning I had that I was about to die, barely catching a glimpse of the lightning-quick creature on six legs leaping at us through the scattered moonlight.
	Nathan reacted instantly, almost as if prepared for the coming attack, moving much quicker than I would have thought possible. The creature gave a high pitched snarl when Nathan caught it in mid-jump, using its own momentum to send the hairy monster flying back into the jungle, some thirty feet behind him. It was large, maybe three or four hundred pounds I thought, backing away as if trapped in molasses, tripping over my boots, falling on my ass. Nathan shouldn’t have been able to do that; even I wouldn’t have been able to deflect an attack like that, not with that much speed and weight coming at me.
	Two more creatures followed immediately behind the first with unnatural speed. They were savage, ugly looking mothers, with broad heads and a scrunched-up face reminiscent of a pug cat. And just like a cat, they had a mouth full of dagger like teeth, and wicked claws to match. Another went for Nathan and he gracefully sidestepped it, wrapping his arm around the creature’s broad neck, snapping it like a twig. I froze in fear, when my back encountered the tree behind me.
	I kicked out at the last second, landing a heavy blow to the creature’s face. My desperate maneuver was rewarded with a sickening crunch, and the warm splatter of blood on my leg. It gave a frightening howl of pain, shaking its head with a frothing snarl. My jaw dropped when Nathan took hold of its thick stubby tail yanking it away from me. It was almost effortless the way he slammed his open palm down in the middle of its back, breaking it with a loud snap. The creature gave a final twitching shudder, rolling limply to the jungle floor. Nathan was hurt though; he had a patchwork of long, ugly looking gashes crossing his chest and another that had opened up his left arm from shoulder to elbow.
	Nathan was ready in an instant, seemingly oblivious to his grizzly looking wounds. His stun baton was in hand as he faced down the last creature that he’d thrown into the jungle earlier. They circled one another slowly, two predators seeking a weakness in the other, waiting for the opportune time to strike. 
	The creature snarled, coming at him with jaws wide. Nathan landed a heavy blow with the stunner across its face before spinning behind it. As the creature passed him by, he drove the stunner at least six inches into the creature’s neck. Flashes of blue-white energy sparked from its body, fur smoking, while it thrashed wildly on the ground, screaming inhumanely, shaking the air around us. Its movements began to weaken, then stop altogether from the overload of uncontrolled energy surging through it.
	“Are you alright, are you wounded?” I was in shock, it had all happened so fast. All I could do was nod back at Nathan’s torn, blood soaked body.
	“Central this is Burke, over!”
	“This is central control, send it.”
	“Karman, get a security and maintenance team out to area 5 ASAP,” he spoke into his wrist comp rapidly. “Use my beacon to home in on. We have a perimeter breach and a small pack of Jak’cur made it through. I’ll stand by here until the team arrives, over.” A few seconds passed until the female voice answered him.
	“Roger, Nathan, the reaction force is en route. Do you require medics on site, over?”
	“Negative, just get that damn team out here and let Harry know what’s going on. I’m not sure how long the sensor grid has been down; we may have hostiles inside the perimeter. I recommend a lock down and full alert until the ranch is secured, over.” 
	I started to shake while listening to Nathan rattle off commands that I thought never to hear again. It was just like Oasis all over again. A group of rebel colonists had infiltrated our forward tactical landing grid one night nearly killing the entire squadron. That had been my first and only time I’d ever killed a man, face to face.
	“Harry is right here and concurs with your assessment.” The blaring sound of warning sirens around the ranch grounds slowly grew to spine tingling intensity. “ETA on the reaction team is five minutes, Nathan, just sit tight, over.”
	“Wilco, Burke out.”
	Nathan was at my side helping me unsteadily to my feet. “Are you sure, you’re alright?” I nodded again, looking him over more closely.
	“Nathan, you have to get to the medics, you’re bleeding!” I reached out touching the deep wound in his chest, amazed that he was still on his feet at all.
	“I’m fine,” he panted while scanning the jungle with sharp eyes. “I’ve told Michael he needs to upgrade the perimeter fence, but that shithead would rather spend the money on booze and parties instead.”
	My fingers came in contact with something synthetic while he spoke. It was something hundreds of times harder than bone. Armor laminate... oh my god… It suddenly came to me how he’d managed to kill those creatures so quickly, so easily. I hadn’t seen a person move that fast since… No normal person, even armed, would have stood a chance against a close-quarters ambush by those creatures. Not even someone partially augmented like myself.
	“Nathan, you’re still fully augmented, aren’t you?”
	He looked at me oddly for a moment, shrugging sheepishly. “Yes, I am.”
	“But how? Fleet should have removed your combat enhancement package; taken the hardware out.” I looked at him in a new light now. I had seen the ground troops in action before and what they could do. I’d just received a crash-course in remembrance a few minutes ago, and that was only a minor display of his hidden power. “Everything, even the self-destruct?” My voice shook, afraid of hearing his answer.
	“Yeah, that too.” 
	Shit, he still had the pinpoint-size containment cell of depleted anti-matter implanted in his chest? That could level everything within a square mile of ground zero, namely himself. Now that scared me. That was one thing I’d been more than happy to part with; I’d always been afraid I would set mine off on accident, which was virtually impossible by the way, but still… Having the option of SD’ing still beat the hell out of the alternative, which was capture by the Seth. Being devoured slowly while still alive by insect like omnivores that resembled giant praying mantises was not my idea of a good time. 
	“I had friends, important friends. Information gets lost, things pushed into hidden files; it’s easy to become lost in a bureaucracy of red tape if you know how to do it, especially when it comes to Fleet.”
	The worst of his bleeding had already stopped; the permanent hosts of nanites in his body were already hard at work repairing the damage. In a matter of a few hours there would be nothing left of his wounds but very faint scars and the fading memory of what had happened.
	Nathan wasn’t even feeling his wounds at the moment; his microprocessor had blocked off those nerve endings until the nanites repaired the tissue surrounding them. If I were to guess, he’d also received a healthy dose of antibiotics and hunter cells as well. The auto-dispenser implanted near his spine scavenged waste material in his body producing the H-cells on a regular basis where they waited until needed. Anything the hunter cells weren’t programmed to recognize as friendly to his body such as bacteria, viruses, poison, or toxins were savagely eliminated. Anything that did happen to get by them would eventually be caught and removed by the bio-toxic filters in his liver, kidneys and lungs. The entire system was designed to make a soldier as self-sufficient as possible, increasing survivability in any type of harsh and brutal environment.
	My fingernail touched the armor laminate plating covering his ribs again, making a soft clinking noise. I swore I could feel the flesh mending over it already.
	“Does…?”
	“No one else knows, Margo, no one but you.” 
	I was numb just thinking about it. I didn’t know the limits of his augmented strength and agility, or the capability of all his enhancements for that matter. That information was classified with a need to know basis, but I did know that the basic ground forces package was more than what mine was before I was downgraded. Nathan had been an officer, which meant a special combat package, containing gadgets and gizmos that I could only speculate about. After watching a small display of what Nathan was capable of, in what would be termed a normal civilian setting, I understood why Fleet had removed most of it from the few of us still alive after the cease-fire. A wolf among sheep…
	“Are you sure, you’re okay? You don’t look well.”
	“I’m fine, just a bit dizzy is all.” Dizzy was an understatement.
	“Here, sit down and wait for the security team to show up. I’ll keep an eye out, the sensors and fence are still down and there are a lot things in the jungle more deadly than Jak’cur.” 
	Nathan looked nervous while he scanned the dark and suddenly foreboding jungle. He’d once said that no one has Slave World. Now I understood why. Even with my enhanced reactions I’d stood frozen before the creatures feeling slow and awkward compared to them. The image of a tropical paradise I’d originally thought this place to be disappeared in an instant. If Nathan was nervous, then I had every reason to be terrified.
	Much to my relief, nothing else did come out of the jungle before the heavily armed, ten-man security team arrived in hover jeeps. Nathan eagerly accepted the bulky, 5mm gauss rifle and combat harness offered to him by one of the men. I thought we were going to take a jeep back, but Nathan wanted to go on foot; it was safer this way he said. I didn’t understand his reasoning, because all I wanted was to get back to the stables as quickly as possible.
	It was an agonizingly slow journey, while Nathan prowled the night like a deadly apparition. I trailed slightly behind him, watching his hand gestures closely. 
	Halt. 
	Move out. 
	Halt. 
	Danger! 
	Move out. This is how we made our way back to the main ranch – silently , always on edge. It was a nerve-racking experience for me, but Nathan seemed to revel in it. His movements were graceful and deadly, he was a weapon himself now, a thing created for one purpose. He seemed more alive than ever in an environment where he was the master without question, head slowly moving from side to side, searching, and scanning. He was actually hunting for anything else that may have slipped through the fence.
	When we finally arrived at the ranch proper, it reminded me of an ant’s nest that had been kicked over. It was brightly lit now with groups of guards scouring the grounds with some sort of creatures on invisible leashes that reminded me of large, deadly looking dogs. 
	We reached the stables none too soon for me. Nathan might enjoy skulking around in the dark, hunting or possibly being hunted for all I knew, but it wasn’t for me. All I could think about was getting back inside, safe and sound with the other ponies. Strange… I’d never been much of a ground-pounder in the past, but I’ve never felt like helpless prey before either.
	“Stay inside until the all-clear is given,” Nathan whispered quickly. “Slaves aren’t allowed out during a lockdown, and you may be shot if someone sees you. If something happens, if… if anything gets inside the stables, try to make it to my quarters if you can. There’s a weapon’s locker in my bedroom; I’ll leave it open. Wait for me there and don’t leave under any circumstances. I’ll be back when I can.” He touched the security palm lock on the stable door, and it hissed open. I quickly stepped inside, turning to say something; a goodbye, I love you, be careful, but he was already gone.
	I was greeted with a wave of nervous trepidation, while being bombarded with a stream of questions from the other ponies. I told them what had happened, how we had been attacked and what was going on to the best of my knowledge. They had faith that Nathan and the other guards would protect them, blind faith actually. They seemed to have no concept of personal protection, of the gravity of the situation if something did get in here like Nathan had said. As for me, I would have felt much safer if I had a gun.
	In time the ponies began to calm down, many sitting around talking or finally just going to bed. That was my plan at least after I turned in my gear followed by a quick bath to get the Jak’cur’s blood off me. I was beat to no end after coming down off my adrenaline rush of near death.
	I crawled into my warm comfortable bed, snuggling into the pillow thinking of Nathan. I was worried about him, and prayed for his safety, just before the clutches of deep sleep took hold in me.

 

***

 
	Something was different about this morning: there was no morning chime, no lights and my door was still closed. The clock said it was an hour and a half past our normal wakeup time. I became worried, hastily rising from bed. After a half hearted clean up, I tied my hair back, heading down to the main common area. There were no guards or attendants in sight. 
	A lot of the others were sitting around talking in hushed voices. I saw Crystal lounging on a large circular couch with Roxy, Clover and Delilah. She waved me over as soon as I entered.
	“Why isn’t the Overseer or any of the guards here this morning, Margo? I heard lots of guns shooting last night. I wonder what’s going on. A lock-in has never gone on this long before.” 
	I took a seat next to her, patting her leg. She was obviously scared like all the rest of them. As I looked around it became suddenly clear to me; they weren’t just scared, they were lost. With the controlled regiment of our normal day to day routine missing, they didn’t know what to do. There were no windows anywhere in the stables that I knew of, and it was now our prison, while we sat helplessly waiting for something to happen. I didn’t like it either; I didn’t like not knowing what was going on.
	“I’m sure everything will be fine, Natha…the Overseer is an experienced soldier. He knows how to handle situations like this.”
	Delilah and Clover were talking quietly together, while Roxy leaned closer, hoping to gain some direction from my uncommon air of confidence among them. In time, my soothing words drew Clover and Delilah into the fold of our worried conversation. I tried to calm their uncertainty as best I could, but my source of ongoing and secretive nervousness rested solely with Nathan. I was out like a light last night, and hadn’t heard a damn thing, but if Crystal said she heard gunfire… 
	The muted gasps and throaty moans of a brute mare drew our unlikely attention at nearly the same instant. She was astride a large stallion, tucked somewhat reclusively into a corner chair. They were deep in the throes of a passionate kiss, groping at one another and we watched on silently astounded. They stripped off their meager clothing, whinnying loudly, and began to fuck right in front of us. We all had more than an eyeful from this angle, as he clutched her broad hips, increasing the pace.
	It wasn’t like we were a room full of virgins, but it was different now: there was no control, no schedule and no guards. They were doing it because they wanted to, exciting everyone around them in the process. It was like we were witnessing some sort of erotic taboo unfolding before our eyes.
	“They aren’t supposed to be doing that,” Delilah said in a hushed voice. Her hand slowly navigating between her smooth, charcoal black legs seeking her clit. “We aren’t supposed to be breeding without supervision.” Her finger reappeared, slick and shimmering in the incandescent lighting. She brought it to her lips, sucking it delicately with hungry eyes. I had to admit that she wasn’t the only one getting a bit worked up; I could smell their sex from across the room, and it had a noticeably rude effect on my body.
	Some of the other ponies began to follow suit, pairing off for a taste of openly forbidden sex in the common room, while others sought the privacy of their stalls. A funny thought came to me that fit the situation perfectly; when the cat’s away, the mice will play. There was a lot of playing going on now.
	Roxy and Delilah looked at one another for a moment, smiling, coming to their feet hand in hand, as they made their way out of the common area and down the hall. Clover jumped up anxiously when pony 15, a stunning black stallion with a raging hard-on, approached holding his hand out to her. She smiled coyly, enthusiastically slipping away to join the massive pony orgy in the making. That left Crystal and I alone on the couch now, and I could read the brewing thoughts behind her nervous, unsure gaze.
	“I’ve never bred with another mare before, Margo, it’s forbidden, but I’ve always wondered what it would be like. This may be my only chance to find out.” She reached out touching my thigh hesitantly. “I like you, Margo, and well, do you… you know, want to breed with me?”
	I didn’t know what to say. I actually felt shyly flattered in a way; she was so beautiful, so desirable in so many ways, not to mention being such a nice person. I touched the top of her hand, letting my hesitant fingertips move up her arm. Her skin felt warm and incredibly delicate, inviting, just like everything else about her.
	I wanted to, and didn’t at the same time. The daunting task of staying focused on Nathan grew harder and harder, due to Crystal’s nearness and the sounds of sex around me. It was quickly growing to the point of torturous agony, while the visions of naked, intertwining bodies all but threatened to push me over the brink. 
	Both Crystal and I looked up suddenly, breaking the spell of growing arousal between us, when Cirus’ hulking body created an artificial eclipse around us. He eyed me nervously for a moment, and I sensed his desire, as if his hard-on wasn’t a dead giveaway. He knew better than to even think about asking me after what I had done to him the other day. I secretly wished he would though. Ugh, no I don’t!
	“Crystal, I want you.” It wasn’t a question or even a proposal, it was an order, and it excited me. No it didn’t! 
	Crystal gave me a weak, disappointing smile and she stood, obediently following Cirus. I sat in brooding excitement for several more minutes, and received no less than five more proposals from stiff dicked stallions for sex in that period of time. I had to get unpleasant with a few of them; they just wouldn’t take no for an answer. I’m sure they’ll be sporting some pretty nasty bruises later on because of it. The rest of the stallions finally got the hint after that, and left me alone. Turning down the proposition of what undoubtedly would be some awesome sex from so many well-endowed and very hot stallions was almost as tormenting as the cries of passion around me that had grown too loud to ignore.
	I skulked back to my stall, flopping down heavily in bed, rolling over on my back. 
	“Ouch… stupid tail.” I still forgot about it on occasion. 
	I shifted to a more comfortable position on my side, and closed my eyes. I could still hear the other ponies going at it; the thumping against both the walls of my stall, the whinnying screeches of pleasure… Even the smell of sex crept through the ventilation ductwork like a tantalizing fog.
	My breath grew deep and raspy with a pounding heart. I rolled over on my stomach, covering my head and ears with my pillow trying to block it all out to little avail. I had to be good for Nathan, and I had to prove to myself that I wasn’t a hormone-driven slut any longer, but all I could think about was getting laid, period. 
	I reached back with agonizing deliberation, sliding my briefs down to mid thigh. I couldn’t fight it any longer, but this was better than letting an eager stallion take care of my vulgar needs. At least I wasn’t betraying Nathan, not really, and that was the important thing, wasn’t it? But I hesitated, fingers stopping just short of the sopping heaven that awaited me. 
	A tug of war raged in my mind: infidelity verses faithfulness, my past verses a possible future, my love for Nathan, verses an out of control libido that needed to be tamed. Slowly, my hand slid from beneath my body. 
	I don’t know how long I lay there in agony, trying to block it all out, and think of anything except what was going on around me. I didn’t hear the door to my stall open, but the touch of strong hands on my calves made me jerk, then seize up and finally melt, all in the span of a second. They moved slowly up my legs, gently pulling my briefs the rest of the way down. Oh thank god you’re here, Nathan! My legs were pushed apart and I lifted my ass to meet him. My bed sagged under his weight, as he positioned himself over me.
	Then my nose twitched with a familiar scent, and I stared at the wall with narrowing eyes. This isn’t right… Nathan would never…I pushed upward off the bed, and my expectant lover tumbled to the floor with a yelp of surprise. My face was set in stone as I glared down at him; it was that son of a bitch pony 10 again. 
	I was on him in a heartbeat, with nothing short of sexually frustrated rage behind my flaring blue eyes. He was big, a good 250 pounds or so of densely packed meat, but he might as well have been a child for all the good it did him. I had one hand around his neck and the other locked around the base of his stiff, foot long dick.
	“I told you what I would do if you ever touched me again, didn’t I?” 
	I tossed him savagely against the far wall with an echoing thump, and a grunt of pain. I couldn’t remember being this mad in a long time. It wasn’t just anger; it was insane fury now.
	“You can’t do this…you…you’re a mare? You have to-”
	“Really,” I took a step closer, shaking, sneering at him through clenched teeth. “I’m tired of being used my whole life; I’m tired of assholes like you thinking that you can have your way with me all the time.” He tried to hit me when I closed the distance, but it was a pathetic attempt, and easily deflected. I grabbed one of his meaty balls, and squeezed so hard that he dropped to the floor like a rag doll, whimpering in pain. “I’m tired of it, do you hear me? Do you hear me!” I screamed in his face nearly in tears myself.
	“Please…I’m…I’m sorry…,” he whined as I increased the pressure. I’m sure he was sorry; they always are after the fact. I’d snapped at this point, I knew it, and had every intention of following through with my threat of permanently removing the source of my anger from his body, except…  
	“What the fuck is this shit!” Nathan’s harsh booming voice startled me, and I jumped about two feet in the air, letting go of pony 10. I looked around wildly; it had come from somewhere down the hall. “Goddammit, everyone in the assembly room now! Torri, sound the recall chime!” It was Nathan all right, and he was pissed. I think the Marines must have taught him how to yell like that at a special school; the inflection in his voice allowed it to carry throughout the entire building. The chime wasn’t needed, everyone knew he was here now. 
	I stood over pony 10 terrified in a way, before hitting the refresher, splashing water on my hot, flushed cheeks trying to regain a vision of normalcy again. I ran from my stall, leaving 10’s whimpering form laying in a crumpled mess, joining the other giddy ponies headed towards the assembly room. Some were dressing as they went, in an ineffectual display to hide what they’d been doing. The stallions were having a hard time of it, trying to tuck themselves back in, failing miserably in the process.
	Shit, I’d forgotten to put on my briefs! What would Nathan think, after seeing what was going on? I licked my lips nervously; this was not good. 
	In time we all stood assembled, silent and motionless before Burke and several other staff members. Most of the other ponies were naked and looked like they had been caught in the act, when he entered the stables. The shimmering of wet, flaccid cocks, and sweating bodies, still breathing heavily, and rumpled hair, seemed the norm among us all. Crystal stood meekly beside Cirus, flushed and openly terrified. Pony 10 had managed to limp his way into the room at the last minute, and I caught sight of his balls, cringing; one was black and blue already, swollen to nearly double its size. I am so dead, after they find out what I did to him.
	Nathan looked like death warmed over while glaring menacingly at us through red-rimmed and exhausted eyes. He was covered in the hue of sweat and grime mixed with blood. Some of it was his, but most belonged to someone else, by the looks of it. His rifle was held cradled in his arms, still ready for immediate use. The ammo pouches of his combat harness were empty for the most part. It must have been one hell of a night, whatever had happened out there.
	“Would any of you like to tell me, what the meaning of this is?” I liked it better when he yelled. The soft, monotone sound in his voice gave me the shivers. “No, one? My rules, and that of your Master are simple, and I expect them to be obeyed. Is there to be any unauthorized breeding between ponies, other than at scheduled times?” Oh shit, I recognized that voice now, it was the “I’m going to put my size ten boot so far up your ass…” speech coming.
	“No, Sir,” some of the braver ponies answered softly.
	“What’s that? Sound off!”
	“No, Sir!” It was louder this time, as we were all shocked into automatic response.
	“So what do I find then, a goddamn pony fuckfest going on! It smells like a fucking whorehouse after shore leave in here!” He was pacing now, his anger building like an approaching tsunami. I was still pissed from what had happened with pony 10, anger broiling just below the surface. I didn’t like his mannerisms, or the way he was talking down to us now.
	“You have shown me that none of you respect my rules, and in doing so, it means that none of you respect me. I will teach you respect! I am going to put every goddamn one of you on the treadmills and run you until you fucking die! I am going to run you until your asses are dragging in the dirt, and you’re puking your fucking guts out! I’m going to-”
	“Leave them alone, Sir, we couldn’t help it, it wasn’t our fault.” I knew Nathan was strung out and tired as hell, but it was still no excuse for him to be treating us like this. I’d had enough of it, after he started bad mouthing who and what we were. That’s right, I said ‘we’, I was one of them now.
	The room grew deathly quiet and Nathan scowled at me from across the distance. Some of the ponies standing close to me began moving away, trying to alienate themselves from the coming storm. Nathan stepped closer and it felt like I was being stalked. I didn’t recognize the man before me any longer.
	“Would you be so kind then, to explain why it isn’t your fault,” his voice dipped dangerously low. “And why my authority is being questioned in front of the other slaves?” The fact he had called us slaves, including myself, struck a particular cord with me. What I was about to say and do went against everything I’d been conditioned to be since my capture. It went against my very nature in fact, but when you’re as pissed as I was at the moment, rational thought no longer applied.
	All right, I’ll play your game, mister tough guy. What the hell could they do to me? I was a slave and had experienced pain unlike no other many times already from the electric hell my processor was capable of creating.
	“Well, Sir,” I said sarcastically before steeling my voice. “We’ve been locked inside this damn building all night and most of the morning with no word as to what’s happening. We’re all scared with no one to comfort us but each other.” Now it was my turn to stand on the soapbox, throwing the situation back in his face. “We’re slaves, Sir, just as you said. Every morning is the same: there are people that wake us and tell us what to do, to guide our every thought and action, and today that comfort was gone. What are poor simple-minded slaves to do, when we didn’t have you here to guide our every thought? If anything, it’s your fault!” 
	One of the guards snarled in my direction, reaching towards the collar control pad on his armband. Here it comes; I was about to get the shit jolted out of me. Fuck it, like I care any longer. Nathan raised his hand sharply, stopping him.
	“We depend on you, Sir, and you weren’t there for us. We were all scared and did the only thing we could; we took solace among each other because in the end that’s all we have. It’s not about respect, it’s about being human, Sir.”
	Nathan suddenly looked worn and tired, eyes growing soft. He rubbed his temples with hands dried in blood. It was as quiet as a graveyard in the common area.
	“Torri, get this place cleaned up and have them report back for assembly in ninety minutes; I’ll be going through the rooms later, so make sure they’re squared away. I’m going to grab a shower and a quick nap.”
	“Yes, Mr. Burke, the punishment harness for any of them?” She was looking directly at me when she said it. There was a short pause as Nathan eyed me wearily.
	“No, Torri, just get things back in order.” Nathan turned, heading for the door. “Margo, follow me.” No one moved. They were just as surprised as I was by the sudden change of events.
	“You heard the Overseer, get your fucking pony asses moving, now! You have ninety minutes to get this shit cleaned up and report back for assembly, dismissed!”
	I made my way out of the stables to find Nathan leaning against a tree with his back to me. His head was hung low, like he’d fallen asleep standing up. I slowed behind him, stopping several feet away.
	“Guess I had that coming, didn’t I? I have to get out of here, Margo; I’m becoming just like them now. God, I hate this place, the people, the slaves the… the cruel arrogance of them all. You have no idea some of the things that go on here.” I wanted to hold him or say something comforting, but there were too many eyes about, to many surveillance pods. For all I knew they could hear every word he’d said already. I decided to play it safe.
	“This kind of thing has never happened before? Leaving them unsupervised for so long?” He shook his head no. “Outside of our duties and training, there’s nothing else for us to do. It shouldn’t be much of a surprise that something like this would eventually happen; many of us are engineered for sex.”
	“I know, I know. I’m just tired is all; it was bad last night, Margo. A Specter got into the incubation building and killed off an entire generation of babies; just gobbled them up or sucked them dry. We had three killed and five wounded on top of that. Took us all night to track the bastard down and kill it. If there had been more than one of them…”
	“Just one, what was it?”
	“A blood drinker, something like a vampire I guess you could call it, but worse. They absorb light becoming invisible in the dark. I couldn’t even pick the thing up with multi-optics, and motion tracking was almost useless. The Specter’s are getting smarter, too smart. It could have got away from us, but that’s the thing, it didn’t want to, it came in closer, back tracking, hunting us in the end. It even took out the power, killed the lights around it.” I didn’t know what to say. “That goddamn Michael! His stupidity is going to get everyone killed. It could have gotten in the house, gotten to Donna or into the stables to you, and we might not have even known about it, until it was too late.”
	“Nathan, please…the surveillance pods…” I pleaded, looking around. There was one less than thirty feet away staring back at me from a tree trunk. They could hear him.
	“Fuck’em, like I give a shit if that bastard can hear what I say about him.”
	“Please…” I stepped closer, almost reaching for him. Nathan turned to look at me with a haggard face, and somber eyes
	“I’m sorry I yelled at you and everyone like that.” I knew he was venting, just trying to talk with someone about what had happened, and the anguish his mind was in right now. “I have to ask, Margo, did you have sex with any of them?” 
	I was taken aback by the question; he doubted me. What else could he think though? I looked just as frazzled as the rest of them, naked from the waist down. I stepped closer, so close I could smell the cloying stench of death.
	“No, love, I didn’t have sex with any of them. I was in my room thinking of you,” I sub-vocalized so that even the sensors couldn’t hear me. It was a skill we’d all been taught in Fleet, for using throat mikes if needed. “I was worried about you.”
	“I’m sorry, I had to ask.”
	“I know, Nathan, it’s okay.”
	“I’m going to get cleaned up and grab some sleep, I’ll see you later, love you.” He began walking away, wearily slinging his rifle.
	“I love you too, Nathan,” I whispered, turning back towards the stables.



Interlude

 

	Rupert finished his morning briefing while Michael continued to stare blankly out the window of his veranda, digesting the information, hands clasped behind his back in growing frustration. The Specter attacked two nights ago had only added insult to injury. Almost forty thousand credits in damage, and five times that amount in potential slave stock, gone. That was only a monetary concern, one that could eventually be recuperated in time. It was a much easier dilemma for him to deal with than his current source of jealousy, coupled with an unexpected sensation of unfamiliar possessiveness. 
	“Rupert, I want Margo excluded from all future breeding schedules, to include Cirus, and see that she receives a full genital rejuvenation treatment today. I won’t be sharing her with anyone from now on.”
	“Yes sir, but what about the footage from the other day? Shouldn’t you discipline her-?”
	“Pony 10 will be fine; Thomas says it’s only internal bruising. I’ve exempted him from normal duties for the remainder of the next week until he heals.”
	“I believe she may have attacked Cirus as well. Her violent mood swings are becoming more pronounced, if not unpredictable, not to mention her outburst in the common area was a blatant show of disrespect towards the staff members and yourself. It could give the other slaves the wrong idea.”
	“I could care less about that right now, what concerns me more is, Burke. His arrogance is growing, and he’s making no attempt at hiding it any longer in front of anyone, slave or not.”
	“Yes sir, I think he may be influencing 18’s recent behavior. It’s obvious he’s growing out of control, even with Donna here. If it hadn’t been for the recent disruptions in the security footage, and the complied audio data that Harry pieced together, it may have gone unnoticed, including his affair with her. I had her stall thoroughly searched this morning for some sort of electronic jamming device, but Torri came up empty handed.” 
	“Burke,” Michael spit the word from his mouth. “He knows the sensor grid far too well. He’s no doubt been taking her into the jungle and fucking her behind my back ever since she arrived. I’ve never met a man with such boisterous audacity; he thinks that just because he’s ‘a Burke’, that he’s so damn special, that he can do whatever he wants around here.” Michael turned, eyes blazing with a snarl on his lips. “And now he’s making plans to take her away from me, to actually sneak her off Slave World? Margo is mine, and no one elses!”
	Rupert took a step back in shock. He’d never seen his employer act this way towards a slave before. “Sir, isn’t that what you wanted though? He trusts her now, and would never expect-”
	“I don’t want them spending any more time together than absolutely necessary from now on. Find something to keep Burke busy and away from her.”
	“Actually, sir, he’s in the process of inspecting the perimeter fence and updating it. Harry is furious with him; Burke just pushed him aside, and took over the entire ranch security apparatus yesterday.” 
	“Damn him… Fine, if it keeps him away from Margo…” Michael’s face drooped in surprise. “Where did he get the money to upgrade the perimeter fence?”
	Rupert cleared his throat in a rare display of nervousness. “He took it from the entertainment budget. I verified the withdrawal just before coming to see you. Somehow, he was able to acquire your security code; I’ve had it changed since then.”
	“Damn that man!” Michael pounded his fist on the top of his new desk, wincing in pain. The result was much less spectacular than when Burke had done it.



Chapter Ten

 

	I didn’t see Nathan much over the next two weeks. He never stayed long after the morning briefing, and from what I gathered in a hurried conversation with him, he was taking it upon himself to personally inspect each and every section of the perimeter fence and outlying sensor grid. I knew what he was doing was important and necessary, but it didn’t make his absence any easier for me.
	Things never did return to normal after that terrifying night in the jungle, and the morning that followed. The way I’d defended myself during the free-for-all period of sex, and then stood up to Nathan in the common area, became a topic of discussion for some time among the other ponies. Somehow, which still blew my mind, I’d managed to save us all from impending punishment, not to mention prove to the other stallions that no one touched me, that is except the Master, and of course Nathan, unless I wanted them too. What was even stranger was I started to gain a small following after that, even among the brutes. They all treated me differently now; they treated me with respect. An invisible power shift had happened within the stables overnight when I became the beta pony, and the Alpha mare, having inadvertently removed Crystal from her long-standing position of invisible power. I was second only to Cirus now, within our animalistic hierarchy. 
	The others made room for me to pass in the hallway now, the way they did for the staff members, and offered their seats to me when I entered the dining room. The ponies I did sit with would respectfully wait to eat until my food arrived. Only after my first bite would they resume eating again. Many would ask me questions or my opinion on things, hanging on my every word. I felt like their mother in a way, the pony matriarch, and everyone wanted to be a part of my inner circle. I kept things pretty much as they were since I’d arrived; only Crystal, Roxy and Clover, the ones I considered my friends, were bestowed with this strange, newfound honor.
	It felt natural in a way though, and I held my head a bit higher because of it, while I assumed my role among them. It was the inevitable law of nature playing itself out, the way I saw it; I was better than they were in ways they didn’t understand, and they openly accepted the fact without question, after realizing it. It was just the way of things in the world, the strong will always rule over the weak, in any setting.
	The guards, and especially Torri, eyed me warily though. What really gave me the creeps was that she never said a word to me outside of necessity any longer: no more threats, no more offers of privileges and no more secretive coercion in the shower. Maybe it would have been better if she had; at least I’d know where I stood with her other than the fact that her eyes gleamed with open hatred of my guts. It just felt like she was waiting for me to make a mistake, to open my big mouth again at the wrong time. I shut up and did precisely as I was told whenever she was around. 
	I had to stop hiding the jammer in my butt. The Master called on my services twelve times while Nathan was busy inspecting the fence, and it was too much of a risk with the spur of the moment summoning he often did when he wanted me. He liked to fuck me in the ass, usually with no lube. He said I deserved it that way. It really didn’t matter, because I enjoyed it; I always enjoyed whatever he did to me at the time.
	I was the only pony he had sex with now, if that’s what you wanted to call it, and the others only viewed this as just one more testament of my place among them, elevating my status even further. I was the chosen one among the mares, the Master’s favorite. Just as Cirus supposedly held the Mistress’ favor, I now held his. I could have done without this ‘honor’ if given the choice.
	I dreaded those moments while en route to the house, growing to hate the Master and his sadistic forms of abuse. Of course that hate gradually faded before disappearing all together once I came within range of the remote. By now I was able to figure out that it only had about a twenty-foot sphere of influence over me, thank god. One foot or twenty, it really didn’t make a difference when I begged and pleaded for him to do anything he wanted with me. Nathan must have spoken to him about the night of the party though; the Master still slapped and whipped me until I came like some sort of greedy masochist, but at least I didn’t require medical attention afterwards. 
	I felt nothing but self-loathing while I was being escorted back to the stables, leaking his undeniable dominance from me in the warm, sticky air like some sort of perverted scarlet letter of guilt. My glazed inner thighs and the throbbing heat of my cunt and ass afterwards became an ever-present reminder of my sole purpose on the Savota ranch. 
	Little else changed during Nathan’s absence. I exercised, building myself stronger like a good little pony was supposed to, and we still received our injection of who knows what. Of course Cirus still went to the pony girls at night fucking whomever he wished, that is, except me. He’d been giving me a lot of strange looks lately that were impossible to ignore, not the anger that I’d come to expect from him, but something else, and it made me anxiously uneasy in a way I couldn’t explain.
	Despite my elevated status, I was starting to lose hope, falling into the rut of being a mindless slave for someone else’s amusement. The more I associated with the ponies, lived among them, the more I became like them. I whinnied more often, even when there wasn’t a need for it. I was becoming less and less human everyday it seemed, and I had no idea why. As time went by my mind began to grow dim; my only concerns became the simple necessities of life, serving my Master’s sexual need, and surviving. 
	I hadn’t realized how deeply Nathan grounded me until now – keeping me sane until he was gone. I missed him as I cried myself to sleep at night, wishing this strange and monotonous nightmare would end, but sleep brought me little comfort. I had strange dreams more frequently, dreams about the person that I used to be – fleeting visions of things that no longer mattered. Even stranger were my dreams as a pony; they were as exhilarating as they were terrifying.
	They weren’t of me being the half creature like I was now, but a full-blown, four-legged horse. They were simple dreams, animal dreams - dreams of running across open fields with the sun warming on my glistening coat. Of serving my Master while he rode upon my back. Of breeding, not sex but of being a brood mare. I dreamt a lot about this. I wanted to bear young, to be taken by the Alpha of the herd, and much to my horror and delight, it was Cirus doing it. It was only right that the strongest mare would bear the young of our leader, wasn’t it? It was my duty in life now. 
	I would wake shaken and sweating, disoriented and ashamed. I came in my sleep on a regular basis it seemed. I took little comfort in the fact that I’d finally been able to master my waking mind in this area. All I wanted or needed was Nathan, yet it seemed like he was agonizingly gone from my life more often than not.
	I continued to slip further and further into a seemingly endless spiral, much faster than even I would have thought possible. The name Margo Winters had little meaning any longer; it was nothing but the title of a stranger, of my past when I was someone or something else entirely. There was a new creature rearing its head inside me, clouding my every waking moment. I was afraid that if things didn’t change soon, the person I once was would disappear forever.

 

***

 
	I whinnied in annoyance, shaking my head from side to side. “Stupid flies,” I growled under my breath, or whatever these flying nuisances were. My tail hadn’t stopped its random swishing to keep the damn things away from my ass and legs since I’d stepped foot outside.
	It seemed incredibly hot today, more so than usual as I waited under the morning sun for Mistress Donna. With nothing else better to do than keep the buzzing of insects away, I curiously started to inspect random portions of my body. It still amazed me that I hadn’t developed at least a token tan after being openly exposed in such a harsh, tropical environment. They must have altered the pigments in my skin making me resistant to UV rays because I was still uniformly white as a sheet. Too bad, I’d always thought tan lines were kind of sexy, in the right places.
	Donna finally came bounding across the field in my direction as enthusiastically wild as the first time she had taken me for a ride. She was dressed pretty much as before, but she wasn’t armed this time. I thought I saw a slight, misshapen bulge on her back near her waistline that may have been a concealed pistol, but I couldn’t tell for sure.
	“Morning, Margo pony,” she cried out throwing her arms around me. I whinnied and nuzzled her neck, tail swishing happily back and forth now. I was honestly happy to see her, for just the chance to be around a normal person again. Well, somewhat normal at least.
	Our ride was a relaxed and lazy canter this time, while she talked my ear off about one thing or another. Most of it didn’t really make sense, just random gibberish and absent minded thoughts. At least Donna didn’t freak out on me or start shooting at things again.
	Not far from the stables she stopped me, dismounted, running over to a billowing ground shrub. She picked two of the large, multi-colored, red and yellow flowers from its branches. One went in her hair and she placed the other in mine. It smelled lovely and made the tranquil morning seem all the more peaceful to me.
	Donna led me on foot for some time, kicking random rocks every so often, or humming some unrecognizable tune to herself in between her random thoughts of conversation. The further away from the ranch proper we went, the more I began talking openly with her. In a way, I was kind of hoping she would have another one of her flashbacks; I really wanted to hear the rest of her story about Nathan and the slave girl from when he was younger. Sadly, she didn’t. The only odd thing I noticed about her behavior thus far was that she seemed to fidget with her hands a lot. Some of her actions reminded me of Nathan when he smoked, and I wondered if she used to at one time?
	“Oh look, a Vox,” she blurted suddenly, releasing my reins. “I want to catch it, help me, pony!” Donna ran off in the direction of a small, brown furry creature that reminded me of a cross between a spindly little teddy bear and some sort of reptile. The startled creature quickly scampered up a nearby tree, stopping on a branch well out of reach above us. Donna stood at the base of the tree, looking up with clenched fists, stomping her foot. I smiled, shaking my head. Just like a little kid…
	“Darn, I wanted it. Come back down here you naughty Vox!” I stopped beside Donna, looking at the Vox with its large, wet eyes; it was kind of cute. I’d seen them around in the past, but they were skittish and always bolted for the safety and concealment of high up tree limbs whenever anyone came near them.
	Donna stomped her foot again, walking back to the path we’d been following. “Naughty Vox, I just wanted to take you home with me, that’s all,” she pouted.
	“Would you like me to catch her for you, Mistress?” How the hell did I know it was a female? Donna whirled about with a hopeful smile.
	“Really, you’d do that for me, Margo pony?”
	“Sure.” I looked ruefully up at the Vox high above, wondering what kind of a mess I was about to get myself into. “It shouldn’t be too difficult.” I hope…
	“Oh thank you, pony, thank you!” Donna threw her arms around me, hugging me for all she was worth. “I’ve always wanted a Vox, but Michael won’t let me have one. He says they’re dirty little beasts, but I think they’re cute.” I couldn’t help but smile, stroking her hair in a soothing, adult sort of way. Fuck that prick Michael.
	“I can’t make any promises, but I’ll try.”
	I finally broke the death grip she had on me, looking for a suitable place to jump up. I wish I didn’t have all this gear on, I scowled, taking a ready stance. That’s all I need, is to get myself hung up in a tree, or fall and bust my ass because I was playing tag with a teddy bear.
	I leapt the ten feet vertical distance with a muted grunt, grasping my target branch with a steel grip. Pulling myself up with the saddle getting snagged on everything along the way was as big of a pain in the ass as I thought it would be. The Vox scampered further out of reach, with a flurry of scuttling claws. Oh, you little shit, I glowered up at her; you’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?
	Things got a bit more challenging the higher I went; some of my footing was less than desirable at this point. Most of the branches I was forced to use groaned under my weight, flexing at a dangerous angle. A fifty-foot fall wouldn’t kill me, but it sure as hell wouldn’t be a pleasurable experience. I scowled up at the terrified Vox gazing down at me.
	“Hey, that’s high enough, I’m not a friggin monkey!” She cocked her slightly oval head at me, taking a hesitant step forward. “That’s it, precious,” I whispered, afraid that the action of breathing alone would make her bolt even higher into the tree’s canopy. “I’m not going to hurt you, c’mon, it’s okay.” 
	The Vox sat back on its haunches just out of arms reach. The way it kept turning its head from side to side when it looked at me reminded me of an inquisitive dog. Then it made the most annoying chattering noise I think I’ve ever heard.
	“What? I’m not lying! I said I wasn’t going to hurt you.” It chattered angrily again, crawling closer on all fours.
	“Hey, I didn’t have anything to do with that! I don’t even know what tree you’re talking about.” Jeez, these little things are touchy. “All I want to do is take you down to see-” It spun about, squatting, and sprayed an oily mist of liquid from under its tail, hitting me square in the chest. “Oh god, what the hell…” I started to retch, eyes watering. That’s when I lost my balance.
	The branch I’d been standing on slipped out from under the hard soles of my boots and I dropped like a rock. It wasn’t easy hitting every branch on the way down, but I managed it with dizzying precision. The ground rose up to greet me with a numbing thump, knocking the wind out of me. 
	The Vox had followed my descent with nimble grace, and was now perched on its initial branch again. It squeaked and chattered away at me almost non-stop until I managed to regain my feet. I brushed myself off, checking the bill to my body; thankfully only my pride had been bruised.
	“Yeah, well the same to you! I hope you get the mange, you little hairy bitch,” I cursed up at the Vox, as it scampered off to where ever those mean-spirited, little bastards spend their time hiding out. Oh man, do I stink. Thankfully my nasal filters activated right after I’d been sprayed, and blocked the noxious odor of a dead man’s ass splattered across my boobs. 
	“Ewe… you smell bad pony.” Donna was holding her nose, sticking her tongue out at me. “I think it pooped on you or something? I don’t want a pet Vox anymore.”
	“I don’t think you do either, Mistress; goddamn they’re rude! Do you know what it called me?” Wait a minute… How the hell could I understand it in the first place? Whoa, what’s going on here!
	“Are you okay, pony? You don’t look too good.”
	“No, I don’t think so. Mistress, could you understand what it was saying?” Donna gave me that weird, vacant look again, that meant she didn’t have a clue as to what I was talking about.
	“You’re so funny, pony. Come on, let’s go home, I’m getting tired.” How in the hell… maybe they’re telepath’s? 
	We were almost back to the stables and I’d done my best to stay downwind of Donna the whole time. She took a deep breath, running up to me after we arrived. 
	“I’m glad you’re not mad at me, pony.” She distanced herself from me again, taking another exaggerated, gasping breath. “I had fun on our ride today, let’s do it again tomorrow, but without any stinky Vox’s this time, okay?” 
	I whinnied happily, falling back into my role being around other people again. She gave my hair a quick fondling stroke, before skipping off in the direction of the main house. Donna was a strange woman, but I liked her, it was hard not to. It still pissed me off to think of what Michael had done, or was still doing to her for all I knew.
	 The handler on duty at the corral stopped several feet away from me with a grimace. He coughed, covering his mouth while he spoke. “What the hell did you get into out there? You’re going to stink up the whole stables.” He paused with a scowl, silently deliberating for a few moments. “Go in through the loading dock and straight to the old showers. I’ll have someone meet you there with a respirator to get you out of your gear.” I whinnied in acknowledgment.
	Despite my confrontation with a PMSing Vox, I was in a pretty good mood thanks to Donna’s infectious personality, while scrubbing the Vox’s oily residue down the drain. I was almost finished with my lengthy shower of ample hot water and loads of soap, when my nose twitched in recognition, and I sensed the presence of someone standing close behind me.
	I spun about in a panic, wiping the water from my eyes, taking a step back from the blurry image of imposing bulk. It was Cirus and he was naked, semi-erect, silently watching me shower.
	“Cirus, what the hell? You scared the crap out of me!” 
	He swallowed thickly, taking a hesitant step forward. His expression was calm for a change, yet intent with a trace of nervousness behind it. His strange behavior put me on guard and I took another step back, growing suspicious, while trying to keep my wandering eyes locked on his face. He might be an asshole, but he was a sexy asshole in addition to being my unofficial leader.
	“What do you want,” my voice quivered, chest pounding from the dump of instinctive arousal that forced its way throughout my jittery body. I knew exactly what he wanted; I could smell it on him, see it in his every move. “I told you-”
	“I just wanted to talk with you is all, in private. I know the cameras don’t work in the showers any longer; that’s why Miss Torri and some of the other guards bring us here for sex.”
	I was cautious, if not somewhat curious now. “Okay, Cirus, I’m listening.” 
	He continued his slow advance, watching me intently, trying to read my expression and whether he was about to get one of his balls yanked off like I’d nearly done to pony 10. Surprisingly, I retreated before him, flushed and intimidated before the thick wave of stallion dominance billowing out before him. 
	I bumped into the cold tile wall stopping my retreat and I pressed up against it, cowed into silent apprehensiveness. The drumbeat sound of the forgotten shower in the background barely overshadowed my panting breath. Cirus stopped less than a foot away from me with his cock brushing my inner thigh. I started to tremble within his deep, mesmeric eyes. Hit him or something girl, what the hell are you waiting for!
	“I’ve thought a lot about what you said in the common area that morning, and you’re right, we have no one but each other here. We’re slaves and always will be except with each other; you, me, all of us. It’s pointless to deny what we are.” Cirus reached for my hand, and I didn’t try to stop him. He placed it upon his densely packed chest, smothering it beneath his massive hand. “Or how we feel about one another. Do you feel that, Margo,” he asked gently, so different that it was almost shocking. “Do you feel my need for you?”
	“Cirus, please…” I couldn’t stop him, I didn’t want to stop him, as my meager defenses crumbled before a power just as strong as the remote. My nipples flared, my cheeks grew warm, and my pussy spasmed in remembrance of him.
	“I’m the Alpha, and you’re the beta mare now, it’s only natural that you’re drawn to me as deeply as I am to you.” His hand came to rest on my shoulder, slowly caressing it. I shivered under his touch with a soft whinny. “I don’t know what it is about you; you’re so different than the other mares, strong and defiant.” He lifted my arms above my head, holding them firmly in place. My chest heaved open and defenseless, lips parted sensually in explosive arousal. “Yet soft and so eager to assume you’re rightful place as my mate. 
	“I’ve been smelling you for days now, you’re willingness,” he leaned down kissing my neck, and I went limp under his authority. Nathan, help me! Someone stop me, please! “Your scent to be bred by me fills the stables; none of the others would dare touch you now, even if the Master hadn’t of forbade it.”
	My mouth moved wordlessly, eyes wide in fright, due of my inability to stop what was happening. “What… what about the Mistress,” I moaned under his hunting lips. “You love her… you’ll hurt her if you… please Cirus, no.” Oh god, Nathan, why can’t I stop myself? I raised my leg invitingly, rubbing my inner thigh along the banded steel of his leg. He inched forward until the firmness of his cock was pressed snuggly between them.
	“I do love her,” he whispered in my ear, “but she’s the Mistress and we’ll never be together in any other way, not like how you and I can be in secret. It’s no different than with you and the Master; you’re his, and I’m breaking his rule right now, and I don’t care. I want you, Margo.” His free hand was on my breast, firmly kneading it. “I see your face in every other mare, wishing it was you, knowing that it should be.” My leg wrapped around the back of Cirus’ leg pulling him closer. Yes, Cirus…  I’d grown light-headed under his enthralling words, an obedient mare at this point, and nothing else. “I’ll take whatever punishment he administers to have you in secret like this, the way it was meant to be between us.” Cirus began fumbling for his cock, and I spread my legs ready to accept it.
	“Say it, Margo, say that you’re mine, say that you’ll be my mate,” he huffed into my ear with an animalistic snort. “Mine alone, now and forever.” 
	He let my hands fall, cupping my ass, effortlessly lifting me from my feet, propping me up against the wall. I gasped, wrapping my arms around his broad neck, burying my face in his chest, while he steadily forced himself inside me with agonizing resistance. I gritted my teeth, clawing at his back. He was just as big and wonderful feeling as I remembered, and my aching cunt consumed its meal in short, greedy gulps. I pulled his thick stallion scent inside me no different, basking in it, clouding my mind in a warm blanket that I was only now starting to comprehend. 
	“I’m you’re mare, Cirus,” I snorted with a half whinny of pleasure, thrusting my hips forward against the growing sense of fullness inside me. “Your mare to breed, your mate, and only yours.” 
	He neighed, deep and guttural, in a way that sent bolts of shivering electricity straight to my pussy. I moaned, biting his shoulder in an effort to keep from crying out, when I unexpectedly came with a ferocity that paralyzed me with helpless bliss. I was lost within my bestial delight, drowning in my new and welcomed pony desires, teetering somewhere between the fading human world and something else. I was slipping further into the unknown, but at this point, I really didn’t care.
	Cirus’ heavy grunting grew to regularity, hips beating against mine much quicker than expected as my soggy cunt suckled him like a starving child. He gave a muted whinny, shivering with delight as his cock leapt inside me, bathing my insides in a massive torrent of hot, sticky pony cum. I shuddered under the sensation, spreading myself wider, trying desperately to keep silent. If I didn’t, everyone in the stables would know what had happened. I was undeniably Cirus’ mare now, just as he said.
	I stood mutely, still pressed up against the wall, mind reeling in a chaotic mess of emotion, even after Cirus released me. What have I done? What am I becoming? Why am I aching to feel Cirus’ hands on me again? He kissed me, almost tenderly, and I accepted it with a giddy chill.
	I’d started leaking in a steady, warm flow that slithered down the inside of my legs, dripping to the tile floor. So much cum, so much stallion power deposited within my humble body; I felt privileged to be the recipient of our Alpha’s seed, in a way that human words could never describe. Oh god, he’s my mate! The electric chill of elation was underscored by my mind numbing horror. What have I done! 
	“You will wait here for me every night after the Overseer leaves. There’s nothing to fear; I’ll deal with the guards. I expect you to be sitting by my side during meals as well.”
	I looked down meekly, pursing my lips. “Yes, Cirus,” I whispered completely broken.
	He left me stunned and shaken as I drifted beneath the hot water of the shower again. I tried to convince myself that I’d been seduced, coerced into not only having sex with him again, but into accepting his offer of become his mate. I had been seduced, hadn’t I?
	I sank to my knees limp and abandoned, letting the water beat against my convulsing, tear racked body. What have I become? Why couldn’t I stop myself! Because as much as I wanted to fight against my unnatural desires, to be good for the man that I loved I couldn’t, I knew that now. 
	I cried into the tile floor, a blubbering mess of confusion, disgust and nameless arousal that I was powerless to control. I was a whore again; I was the Master’s whore, Cirus’ mate and a helpless slave to my own selfish and untamed whims. I always had been, and always would be.

 

***

 

	The perimeter fence and outlying sensor grid was finally up to an acceptable standard as far as civilian standards were concerned. Burke, or any one of the men under his command years ago, could have easily infiltrated it in a matter of minutes, if need be. The ranch was still a hell of a lot more secure now than it had been two weeks ago. Unfortunately, that also meant he would have to find a new place to take Margo from now on. Margo… Burke had a perpetual hard-on thinking about her throughout the day now that the arduous task of revamping the ranch security was finally completed. He wanted to see her for numerous reasons, and only one was of a physical concern.
	Burke leaned back in his desk chair, taking another long pull from his vegetable-fruit smoothie. His small dark office glowed with the erratic light given off by the computer generated display hanging in the air before him as he continued to flip through various screens of frustrating medical information via the remote graphic user interface of his CPU. It was all a bunch of mumbo-jumbo and half-understood terms for the most part. I’m in way over my head, he scowled, setting his drink down, rubbing at his aching eyes with methodical repetition. He’d always suspected the medical profession, along with the layers, invented their own form of confusing terms and jargon, for no other reason than as a method of job security. Now he knew for certain.
	He took a deep breath, shaking his head. “So much for that idea.” Burke was a man that knew his limitation, and sadly the in-depth mysteries of the medical profession outside of treating battlefield trauma was one of them. There was no way in hell he was going to figure out a quick fix for Margo’s slew of perplexing psychiatric issues as he’d once hoped, at least not without Thomas’ help. This medication implant had side effects when combined with that one; that one could kill a person, if they had allergies to something-or-other, and all of the above required compatibility testing and dosage evaluation after the initial implantation. Burke didn’t even know where to start if left on his own, and getting help from Thomas for anything now, was out of the picture after his latest finding in regards to Margo’s pony augmentation. 
	How the hell am I going to break the news to her? How the fuck do you tell someone that Equine DNA has been spliced into their existing genome sequencing to create the perfect, pony hybrid, a human horse, or whatever the hell Margo is supposed to be once the process is finally complete? 
	That cocksucker, Michael, and his sick fucking doctor had crossed the line of moral decency long ago in his opinion with just physically altering of the slaves, but genetic manipulation itself on a human host? It wasn’t good enough to just engineer and breed a slave from birth to be more animal like, more sexually based in nature, now they were planning on taking it to the next step, Phase III. Margo would only be the first of many if it were allowed to continue. From what little Burke was able to gather from Thomas’ files, before all the passwords for the entire ranch network had been changed locking him out, was that her condition was irreversible. 
	Like she doesn’t have enough problems all ready…She’s going to flip her lid, when she finds out what they’ve done to her.
	“Jesus, what a mess.” 
	Things had grown out of control behind closed doors, and Burke brutally chastised himself for his complacency, for not only taking a more active role in the day to day business of the stables, but the ranch as a whole. Thanks to Margo’s little tip-off about Cirus’ behavior during the last breeding day, he’d also found out some very interesting and very disturbing things about his bi-weekly injections. Besides that, there was something going on with the surveillance network as a whole: a proxy server, missing data and insanely dense security, was only the tip of the iceberg as far as he could tell.
	Burke downed the rest of his drink, closing out the various screens of information. Trying to fit together the pieces of an unraveling mystery was just too difficult in his current state of mind, and he had somewhere to be in a few minutes. He smiled inwardly; an Overseer’s job is never done.
 

***
 

	I don’t know how long I tossed and turned in bed before finally falling into a fitful sleep. I’d even skipped dinner tonight, hiding within myself, too ashamed to face Cirus and all the others after what had happened between us in the shower. I was a woman, a pony at war with her emotions, her body, and her feral sexual desires that seemed to be growing more out of control, and I just didn’t know how to cope with them any longer. The last thing that I was prepared to deal with tonight was to being woken from my sorrow by a loving voice.
	“Margo, wake up.” My eyes cracked open to see Nathan standing in the doorway to my stall. “The Mistress wants to see you.” 
	“Yes, Sir,” I breathed, rolling stiffly out of bed.
	Nathan remained silent while he led me out of the stables into the relatively cool night air. It surprised me how alive the jungle sounded at night as I was bombarded with a multitude of sounds ranging from countless insects and other small animals in the treetops, to the distant roar of some creature from outside of the perimeter fence. I instinctively drew closer to Nathan, seeking the perception of safety he offered.
	We were approaching a small metal building and I tensed when the slight vibration of a jammer activated. Nathan pulled his hand out of his pocket, turning to face me with an innocently cute smile.
	“Sorry it can’t be a bit more romantic than a maintenance shed.” He shrugged. “But I have to work with the cards I’m dealt.”
	I panicked; the Mistress didn’t want to see me, Nathan was taking me some place to… Oh no, please, I can’t! Not so soon after… I’d been dreaming of this moment for weeks, and all I wanted to do now was run back to my stall and hide in shame. What do I do? Should I tell him about Cirus? No, I can’t, he’d hate me forever and I’d never get to see him again. His smile began to fade; the worried look in his eyes sensed my fear and deliberation. 
	“Is something wrong? I might be able to find someplace-” 
	“No,” I blurted quickly with a forced smile. “It’s okay, Nathan, it’s perfect. I’m just not awake yet and you caught me a bit off guard is all.” He slid his card key through the door slot, and it opened noiselessly to reveal a dark interior.
	“Your chariot awaits, my lady.” Nathan stepped aside with a slight bow, motioning me to enter. 
	I took a resigned breath, hesitantly stepping past him into the gloom. I just couldn’t bring myself to confess the truth of my betrayal; he looked so happy, so eager to be with me after nearly two weeks. If he only knew what kind of a woman I really was… I would suffer through it tonight as best I could while putting on a happy face to hide my guilt, for him. I’d do anything for you, Nathan, anything.
	The door closed behind me, and I was engulfed in total darkness. I could sense Nathan’s nearness, and I blindly reached for him. I was surprised when the faint glow of the overhead lights came on outlining him several feet away. He’d already cleaned up the shed, and there was an old bedroll with a sleeping pad beneath laid out on the floor. He took the jammer from his pocket setting it on a nearby workbench. I grinned evilly, moving closer, and my arms began to encircle his neck.
	“It’s been awhile, I bet you have a bit of build up, huh?” I teased, trying desperately to hide my mournful mood. 
	“You could say that.” His hands went around my wrists, stopping me. “But first I wanted to apologize for not being around the last couple of weeks.”
	“It’s okay, I know you’ve been busy.”
	“Close your eyes, I have something for you. My way of saying sorry.” He released me, and I stepped back puzzled. “Close your eyes and no peeking.” 
	I stood in darkness again, impatient to just rip his clothes and lose myself in a world of sex again, forgetting about my pain, but I was just as eager to see what his surprise was. I heard the rustle of paper, then a soft metallic clink. A strange scent began to fill the shed, and I sniffed at it inquisitively.
	“Open your eyes, hon,” he whispered softly in my ear making me tremble. 
	I gasped, placing my hand over my mouth. There was a full sized holographic image of a vase filled with a large bouquet of red roses on the bench in front of me. It even had the aroma option included with it. My heart skipped a beat, and my vision glazed with tears; I couldn’t remember the last time someone had given me flowers of any kind.
	“I know they’re not real, but at least this way you can keep them with you. I’m sure you can find someplace to hide it in your stall. Do you like them? I wasn’t sure what your favorite kind was.” He sounded slightly nervous, and I still found it sweet how he was just a little shy and unsure of himself when we were alone together. He was so different in so many ways than all the other men in my past had been. Maybe that’s why I was in love with him.
	I leaned over the flowers a few scant inches away and closed my eyes, breathing in deeply. They were so pretty. Nathan, you big silly, of course I like them. I turned and just about threw myself at him. This time he didn’t stop me.
	“Guess that means you do then?” He chuckled
	“Yes, Nathan, I love them, I love you.” I kissed him, thankful and desperate after keeping my emotions bottled up for so long. He would never know how deeply this one, small gift had affected me, reminding me that I was still a woman after all.
	“I’ve always heard the surest way to get into a girl’s pants was by bringing her flowers.”
	“But I’m not wearing pants so that theory is flawed, isn’t it?” I ripped at his shirt in my haste to feel his skin against mine. His hands aided me in my quest, yanking it the remainder of the way off.
	“No, the theory isn’t flawed in the least, and by the looks of it, you’re a sucker for roses.” His voice was a raspy breath, deep and hungry. He moved from one breast to the other and my nipples ached, budding to miniature peaks between his lips. I moaned while frantically working at his belt.
	“No, I’m just a sucker for you.” His shorts came free with a whispering blur, and I slid them down the rest of the way, going to my knees. I just about ripped his briefs in my haste to get them down around his ankles.
	“I’ve missed you, Margo.” Nathan’s hand touched my head, stroking my hair. His want was transparent and matched my own greedy desires. 
	I took his warm balls in one hand and the stock of his dick in the other. I kept my eyes locked on his, brushing the head against my pouting lips, passing it between them. Nathan shivered from the tip of his toes, upwards. 
	I wasn’t disappointed with my first taste of him; it was wonderful, a distant buttery flavor hinted with the warm sensation of salty flesh, and manly desire. Nathan was anxious; the slippery sensation of pre-cum was already bathing my tongue with its distinctive flavor. I wanted to tease him for a while, but I couldn’t. An animal, especially a starved one, is rarely able to control its basic instincts.
	I closed my eyes with a firm grip on his shaft, working it in and out of my mouth, with saliva drenched ease. Nathan’s hand hesitantly guided me, groaning helplessly under his breath. It was like music to my ears. I wanted him to cum in my mouth so bad, to feel him explode in a forceful gush of dominant release. I wanted to make him happy, to please Nathan with my mouth, my pussy, and my body more than anything else tonight, as a way of atonement for my sins.
	I greedily sucked his delicious cockflesh, reveling in my desires, especially when Nathan pushed forward, seeking me; fucking my mouth. Yes, Nathan, yes. I sought the firmness of ass cheek, pulling him into my mouth harder, faster. The rich aroma of his pubic hair tickled my nose, and I gagged slightly, mouth flooding with gooey saliva, while the muscles of my throat clenched at the engorged tip. I was trying to give him the desperate release that we both sought, as quickly as possible and nothing more.
	It didn’t take nearly as long as I thought it would, five minutes at most, but the signs were all there: the contractions in his rock-hard abs, the rapid intake of breath, and the slightly harder grip on my hair. His balls clenched and his cock swelled. Oh yeah, I was about to get a mouthful all right, and then some.
	He came with a shuddering gasp, no different than the splattering warmth that trickled down my throat. It was a big one all right, and I moaned around him as I milked his pulsating shaft between my lips. His hand continued to stroke my hair while I gazed up at him with bedroom eyes, lovingly submissive with my lavishing. I think I’ve finally found my place with Nathan; it felt natural in so many ways kneeling before him like this, serving him, a slave to his desire. It was so unlike how I felt about the Master, that is, until the remote took hold of me. 
	His cock slipped from my mouth, and I ran the slick, oh so soft tip across my lips, playfully nibbling it. He was still leaking, and I worked the last bits of it into a white glob, smearing it across my glazed tongue, licking it off.
	“Damn, Margo,” he openly panted, “where did you learn to do that? It was… that was amazing.” I’m sure he didn’t want to hear the truth of how I’d perfected the art on my knees just as I was now.
	I leaned back with a happy smile, still massaging his hot flesh that gradually started to grow soft in my hand. 
	“A little birdie told me, that’s how.”
	“A little bird, huh? That’s one bird I need to have a talk with.” A gleam came to his eyes, so mischievous and naughty if you knew what to look for. “Lay down, it’s your turn now; I’ve talked with a few little birds myself, over the years.” I bit my lip, flushed of heat, gliding back on the sleeping bag, rolling over to one side. I was already dripping; my pussy was running at full bore again, anxious and diligently waiting. 
	Nathan took his place between my legs with that naughty grin still on his face, kissing my inner thigh, teasing it with his tongue, as he worked inward toward the source of his quest. I shivered with chills, drifting further away on a cloud of expectancy. There was no need for what his obvious intent was other than to buy himself some time to get hard again. But in Nathan’s case, I honestly think he wanted to make me happy, to please me just as much as I’d done for him tonight. Mutual pleasure was such an alien concept for me to grasp, but a rare treat I couldn’t wait to experience.
 

***

 
	Note to self; be careful what you wish for, you just might get it. I’ve been with my fair share of women in the past, and in my opinion, they were the true masters of pleasuring a woman orally, that is, until now. I have no idea where Nathan learned his skills from, but I had my own little bird to find at some point, and thank a thousand times over for what she’d taught him. I know it sounds silly, but I actually saw exploding stars while wallowing in a delirium of orgasms that ranged from shuddering dribbles that made me tingle for head to toe, to the explosive release that momentarily took my breath away with euphoric screaming. And to think, that was only the appetizer for me.
	We’d been going at it for over two unbelievable hours, non-stop, immersed in a self-made sauna of our lovemaking, while the small environmental unit of the shed hummed loudly in protest to keep up. The whole room reeked of heavenly musk and sweat; Nathan was a machine when he was in the zone, and I oiled his finely tuned gears more times tonight than I could remember. My sexually overloaded mind had gone numb at some point, floating on the breeze, that is, until he coaxed another release from the tight, aching ball in the pit of my stomach. I’d lost control of my body and desires long ago.
	I’m not exactly sure when it happened tonight, but I felt myself gradually surrendering to Nathan in ways I’d never imagined possible. I may have had a brief taste of it in the past without realizing it, but now it was a gnawing passion, dark and twisting, until it culminated into a desire to be utterly dominated. Maybe this was another lasting effect of the controller, who knows? One thing I do know is that ever since I had arrived on this world, I’ve been changing: first my body, then my mind and now my desires. Nathan was my Master now, despite what Michael made me call him, and the hell with Cirus; it would be a forced show with both of them and nothing else, but with Nathan it would be real. 
	He held my hips in his strong hands, taking me from behind on my knees again. I whimpered with each racking convolution, breasts bouncing rapidly below me. I loved the sensation of how they jiggled and shook when I was being fucked, but they were actually getting sore now. This may be the first time in my life, other than breeding day, when I can honestly say I was worn out. Sex with Nathan was going to be a double-edged sword, not that I’m complaining in the least, because I’d never known a man that could read my body so openly. Everything he did from the teasing caress of his hands or fingers to his warm lips that taunted my flesh at various points, played my desires perfectly. All these sensations blurred into a hazy fog, ebbing and flowing chaotically inside me, tormenting me with insane arousal before emerging stronger than before. I just can’t take any more, I can’t! Oh god, here it comes again.
	I buried my face in the sleeping bag screaming, whinnying in pleasure, moving my body to match my untamed mood and thoughts. My aching cunt rippled with contractions, sucking greedily at his relentless thrusting. The powerful release hissed with the sound of sloppy flesh, spraying everywhere. My tail had become completely waterlogged long ago, even though I’d been trying to keep it out of the way.
	I looked back over my shoulder panting, lost within myself.
	“Pull my hair, Master, pull it hard.”
	“What?”
	“Pull my fuck handle and call me names. Slap my ass and tell me what a pony slut I am.”
	“Are you serious?” His pace began to slow, unsure, frowning back at me.
	“Please, Master. My eyes pleaded desperately, but Nathan looked on the verge of shock. Uh oh, he wasn’t buying into this at all. If anything he looked disgusted by the prospect. Dammit, I should have known this wasn’t his sort of thing.
	“I’m sorry, Nathan. It’s okay if you don’t want to, I-”
	“I just don’t think I can, Margo.” The grip on my damp ponytail grew tighter when Nathan wrapped it around his palm, drawing my head back, hyperextending my neck. Yes, Nathan, just like that. He slowly began to pick up the pace again and despite his silence, I noticed a distinct difference in his thrusting: heavy and powerful, selfish in a way that turned me on all the more.
	“Yes, Master, I’m your pony whore. Fuck me harder, use me,” I whinnied. 
	Oh yes, Nathan, yes, just like that. I loved being on my hands and knees before him, in a position of complete and utter surrender. I tightened my aching muscles around his shaft. I wanted him to cum inside me like this, calling me his slut. He pulled harder on my hair, causing me to moan louder. Breed me, Master, breed me. I arched my back into a deep bow, opening wider to him. My ravaged cunt was completely bared to receive his glorious seed now. He was getting close.
	“Cum inside your pony, Master. I’m a cum whore, your cum whore.”
	Nathan groaned, burying his cock to the hilt, holding it in place. The sputtering sensation of molten heat pummeled my pussy, and I pushed back against it, tightening around him, swimming blindly in the moment. I loved hearing my Master moan in ecstasy, and see the smile on his face, from the pleasure he found in using me. I started to whinny, and I couldn’t help it.
	The Master had finished using me at last, and I lay snuggled against his chest now, cuddled in the comforting strength of his protective embrace amid the cooling wetness of the sleeping bag. I felt so tired and drained that I just wanted to curl up and go to sleep right here, content with the world and my place in it. Nathan had been eerily quiet the entire time, while watching me with an unsettled expression; I could feel it, and I took a labored breath. Well, let’s get this over with. It was pretty obvious Nathan wasn’t going to take the first step.
	“Did that bother you, love, treating me like that?”
	“Yes,” he answered hesitantly. “It’s just you were acting so different at the end.”
	“I’m sorry, I don’t want you to do anything you aren’t comfortable with. You don’t have to do it again, if you don’t want to.”
	“Why were you calling me Master? You don’t have to do that with me, Margo.” I rolled over to face him, tenderly brushing his cheek with my hand, putting it all on the line.
	“I know, but I wanted to. I…you’re my Master now, Nathan. At least if you want to be. I like making you happy and, I don’t know, I like being your pony slave.”
	I’ve never fallen for a man like this before; Nathan was so real, so strong, yet boyishly innocent and gentle in so many contrasting ways. He actually cared for me, and loved me equally in return, where in my mind, I didn’t really deserve it. He made me feel special and needed again after so many years. He made me feel complete. 
	“This is just so different for me; I’ve fought against something like this my entire life, but I can try. If it makes you happy, I’ll do it for you.” He didn’t sound very convincing.
	“Nathan, I want you to be happy, don’t you understand that? It’s not about me it’s about you. Why don’t we just sleep on it, huh?” He nodded slowly, face suddenly brightening.
	“Damn, I almost forgot. I found a few interesting things out this last week.” 
	Nice move, Nathan, changing the subject, are we? Most people would call it a retreat, but to a Marine it was a tactical withdrawal to a more favorable position. I propped my head up with my hand waiting; I was curious as to what information he had come across. 
	“Well, I did some digging into the computer log for all the pony injections. It seems that Cirus’ has been tampered with.” I sat up a little straighter, listening intently now. “All the stallions receive the counter part of what you and the other mares get; testosterone and steroid 1M. This is of course for the riding and chariot teams primarily. The show ponies get an opposite mix to enhance sexual femininity, and all of you get vitamin and immunity supplements.” Okay, it’s nice to know what I’m getting shot into my body all the time, I think.
	“Cirus has been getting his dose at almost three times the normal amount of the other stallions. On top of that, his injection also contains Cedozine.”
	“I’ve never heard of it before.” I frowned.
	“It’s a sexual enhancement drug. Apparently it’s used on a regular basis by prostitutes, or in the porn industry. I have no idea why he’d be receiving it though.”
	That’s odd, but it did explain his crazy behavior. A high level of steroids and testosterone, in addition to a sexual enhancement drug? Damn, he was a raging, drug-filled mess that lived for nothing but sex.
	“Only a few people have access to the auto dispenser and the programming to change it: Doc Thomas, Rupert and Michael. It had to be one of them. I just don’t understand the point behind it? 
	“I also found a few other things during my revamp of the ranch security protocol. Someone has been accessing it and the video security logs. I’m not good enough with computers to figure out much more than that. I had one of the tech people set up most of it for me, and she ran into a wall whenever she tried getting into it deeper; it’s a very sophisticated program, I was told. I did have her put a tracking virus in place so I would get piggyback transmissions of the ranch communication system, and alerts whenever the video log was accessed. Maybe I can figure out what’s going on, and who’s been accessing the video recordings based off of what I’m sent.”
	“Has anyone ever done this before, messed around with the pony injections?”
	“Not that I know of, but I don’t spend anywhere near as much time as I should watching this sort of thing. I’ve never had a reason to before. Something’s going on and I need to find out what it is, especially if Cirus is involved. He is entirely too close to Donna for something like this to be happening.” 
	Nathan looked nervous for several heartbeats, as if he had something else of importance to say. In the end he just smiled, with a shrug.
	“Guess that’s about it for now. I’ll let you know if anything else interesting pops up. Maybe we can figure this out together? 
	“I’m going to be in and out of town the next few days on business, so I won’t be around much. Sorry.” I leaned back, snuggling up to the sweaty warmth of his chest again, and his arm went around me.
	“That’s okay, love, I’ll be anxiously awaiting your return,” I said lightly, wiggling my rump deeper into his humid groin, with my tail between my legs. 
	“You’re not the only one,” he chuckled. “Maybe next time I can find a more suitable place for us, other than a dusty, old shed.” His sullen tone was clear as a bell; he wanted to give me so much more than what he was capable of at the moment. Nathan was such a sweetheart.
	“I don’t mind,” I said coyly, almost anxiously. “But I do like surprises.” In truth I couldn’t wait to find out what he had planned next.
	“It’s about time for you to get back; wake up is in six hours.”
	“I know,” I replied softly, remorsefully, stiffly disentangling myself from him. Since I didn’t need to worry about dressing, I decided to help Nathan. It was a bit awkward at first as he stood there watching me, giving assistance every so often.
	“You’re serious about this whole Master thing, aren’t you, Margo?” I looked down pretending to make an adjustment to his shirt that really wasn’t needed.
	“Yeah, I am, Nathan, at least during times like this when we’re alone.”
	“I’ve been around slaves most of my life, and even when I was younger, I didn’t feel comfortable with it.”
	“The difference now is that I want to do things like this for you. It makes…it makes me feel good that I can show my love to you in another way. We don’t have to, though.” He lifted my chin, locking me in place with those deep powerful eyes of his. As usual, my body turned into a lump of warm, tingly goo.
	“We’ll see, okay? I just need to think things through is all.” I smiled and nodded, and he leaned in kissing me softly.
	“Don’t forget this?” He touched a small button on the side of my holographic flower projector, deactivating it, before placing it in my waiting palm. I smiled and pulled his hand to my lips, kissing it tenderly.
	“Thank you, I really do like the flowers. It was…well thank you. I’ll think of you whenever I can turn it on.” Nathan was about to open the door, and on an afterthought I stopped him. I just couldn’t contain my curiosity about Donna any longer, or how the story with the slave girl turned out, and this seemed about the safest time as any to ask.
	“What did Donna used to do, before her accident?”
	His brow rose with a thoughtfully, surprised expression. “She worked corporate security for Burke Industries; I think she did some freelance consulting for a few other big firms, why?”
	“Just wondering is all,” I shrugged nonchalantly. “Has she ever, you know, kind of freaked out on you from time to time?”
	“What do you mean by ‘freaked out?” he asked bitterly. “She does it all the time, every time she can’t have what she wants, or she has a nightmare in the middle of the night and I get a call because she can’t sleep. Donna’s basically a child now, so of course she does.”
	“Well, she took me for a ride a few weeks ago and I don’t know, she started acting really weird. It was almost like she was having flashbacks. Has she ever done that around you before?”
	“Really,” Nathan grew ecstatic. “No, I’ve never seen her do that before. That’s good then, right? Maybe she’s getting her memory back; maybe she’s getting better?”
	“I don’t know, maybe. She told me a story about you and a slave girl when you were younger; the one you kept getting into fights over all the time. She never finished it, and well, I was just wondering…”
	Nathan blanched like he’d seen a ghost, taking a step back. “She told you about that,” he whispered. “I can’t believe she remembered her after all this time. Goddamn, I haven’t thought about that in years,” he snorted lightly, with a sad smile.
	Something told me I should just shut my mouth while I was ahead: the dark look in his eyes, the defensive posturing, I don’t know. Apparently this story didn’t have a happy ending, and all I’d done was drag up painful memories of the past, by the looks of it. 
	“I’m sorry, Nathan, I was just curious is all.”
	He gave me a weak smile, taking my hand. “Come on, it’s about time I got you back for the night, it’s getting late.”
	Nathan was subdued on the walk back, and my mood began to mirror his. He reluctantly let go of my hand, switching the jammer off, as we approached the stables. From there I was placed in the care of the night handlers.
	“Goodnight, Margo, I’ll see you at the morning briefing.” 
	“Goodnight, Sir,” I sighed as Nathan turned his back to me disappearing into the night. If I could have one wish, it would be to spend tonight with him, waking in his arms in the morning. Maybe someday that dream would come true for the both of us, maybe.
	Back to reality for me, I guess. I made my way inside for the night, alone and with only the memories of Nathan downcast demeanor, and his lingering smell to accompany me. 

 

***

 

	Nathan stopped outside his quarters, leaning up against a tree, staring up at the night sky. Margo had acted so different tonight, almost reluctant to be with him at first and then suddenly out of control, wild and what? More complacent, more slave-like, more animal-like? Her behavior had worsened since their last time together; the whinnying, the horse-like tendencies of shaking her head and snorting, everything. Michael’s sick plan for her was succeeding by the looks of it. 
	And now she insisted on calling him Master; of subjecting herself to a slew of demeaning titles, of being willingly degraded and used, pawing at him like any other slave anxious to please without question. Why did she have to drag up memories of the past like that? Burke scowled, lighting up a cigarette. He didn’t want a slave again, especially in Margo, because it was a lie and nothing more. 
	Burke had been enamored with teenage infatuation and hormone driven obsession from the moment he’d first laid eyes on Celine; she was so beautiful and he’d never forget her eyes. He couldn’t believe the things those boys were doing to her, the things they called her while he stood captivated and helpless to stop it by the edge of the road. The way she’d looked at him, silently pleading, begging for his help, for an end to her degrading abuse. The boys had thought it funny how he’d threatened them with inept posturing, meaningless threats of implied violence, and shallow bravery, if they didn’t let her go. The beating followed soon after.
	His father had bought her at some ridiculous price after he found out the truth of the matter. His little Nathan had finally found a woman he liked, and that was one thing that money could buy on Slave World. Nathan secretly swore to himself that one day he would marry Celine, in his adolescent delirium of course, and they’d live happily ever after just like a normal couple in love. 
	It had taken nearly a year of nervous fondling and hesitation for him to work up the courage to have sex with her. The day he’d lost his virginity to a captivating slave girl had been nothing short of magical. He’d been in a dream world after that, lulled into the wonderful state of unimaginable love and happiness for the first time in his young life. He walked hand in hand about the ranch with Celine, and she slept in his bed every night, loving him, professing it with the sincerity of an open heart. It was all a lie, an elaborate illusion of his own making, it always had been.
	Burke fumed at his stupidity all those years ago, his foolish misperceptions and blind emotions for a professional con artist. He’d learned the truth about her, and exactly what a slave was the hard way; they’re parasites that will say and do anything to survive, to make you happy so their life is better because of it. She lied to Burke for over two years, and he’d believed every word of it. 
	Celine had been a true master of her art. Burke had been nothing more than a sideshow attraction to her, until she got what she wanted from his father, lavishly serving him in secret behind his back, a groveling slut that lied through her teeth until she fucked her way to freedom. The same woman, who had professed her endless love for him while basking in the afterglow of heated passion had left without saying a word. Now Margo was starting to act the exact same way, worse even because she actually meant it, or at least she thought she did.
	Burke had learned his lesson well with Celine, what slaves and women in general were like: they were gold-digger’s, materialistic, money hungry, blood-sucking leeches, more often than not. During most of his adult life it had been the coveted prize of being called ‘a Burke’ they’d been after, not mention the money and honorific status that came along with it. It had happened to his brother, resulting in three ugly divorces, until he opened his eyes to the truth. Burke refused to make the same mistake, even once, but he was more afraid of what would happen if he turned his back on the woman he loved; she needed him now more than ever.



Interlude

 

	Cirus was yanked from bed late that night and immediately cuffed, gagged and hobbled by Torri and several of the larger guards. He already suspected the reason, but when Torri jabbed her stunner into his groin, activating it in a shower of white-hot, crippling pain, he knew for certain.

	“You really fucked up this time, didn’t you, Cirus? Just couldn’t keep your hands off that little slut, could you?” She grabbed his convulsing chin, forcing his torture-racked gaze to meet hers. “She is a tempting morsel, but she’s spoken for, and now your pony ass is mine.”
	Cirus stumbled down the corridor, dragged for the most part, with Torri grinning diabolically behind him. “It’s been a long time since you and the punishment harness have had a little heart to heart,” she sneered. “But you’re on Savota’s shit list now, and it’s time for you to get reacquainted with it in some very intimate ways that I’m sure you never even knew existed.”

 

***

 
	A subdued, yet inwardly raging Cirus had only seen the interior of this ominous office once before during the five years since his birth, and accelerated growth sequence as a slave of Michael Savota’s. It was like stepping into the belly of the beast to stand before an imposing and merciless father, or perhaps a pitiless god. His body still tingled with the ghost pain of prolonged electrocution, by far worse than anything he’d experienced in the past. Torri had been exceptionally cruel tonight in her child-like glee, paying particular attention to his now inflamed testicles and burning anus. 
	Michael was seated behind his desk, glaring at Cirus over steepled fingers. He was not happy in the least.
	“You’ve put me in quite a predicament, haven’t you? Did you honestly think that I don’t know what’s going on, on my own ranch? That there’s any place beyond my control?”
	“No, Master,” Cirus whispered, chest heaving like a statue of living granite.
	“Pony 18 is mine now; I thought I made that quite clear to you and everyone else.” Michael stood, clasping his hands behind his back, pacing away from Cirus, Torri and the two accompanying guards. 
	“Yes, Master.”
	“So what do you do? You betray my trust by willingly disobeying my orders, and after everything I’ve done for you. I made you the king of the stables, spoiling you with extravagant quarters and privileges over the years, and this is how you repay my generosity.” 
	“I couldn’t help it, Master; she smells… Margo’s different; she’s not like the others.”
	Michael whirled about in a rage. “You’re right, she’s not like the others, because she’s mine!” Michael spit the words across the room. “She’s my pony, my toy, my bitch of a mare, not yours or anyone else’s, especially not Burke’s!”
	Cirus took a step back, trying to mask his shock at his Master’s vehemence, and the unexpected mention of the Overseer Burke. 
	“Do you realize how much money I have invested in your worthless ass? How much money I have riding on that monster prick of yours, at the moment?” Michael stepped closer, snarling in Cirus’ face. “Of course you don’t, because you’re nothing but an ignorant tool that’s finally outlived its usefulness. All you had to do was follow my orders, fuck the pony girls when I told you to, and make Donna squeal like the slut she is, nothing more, and you can’t even do that much for me.” Cirus growled softly, nostrils flaring in a rare show of open anger before his god. 
	“What,” Michael snorted contemptuously. “You don’t like hearing the truth about your dimwitted girlfriend?” He took a dramatic pause, going to the wet bar to pour himself a drink. He knew full well the extent of Donna and Cirus’ love affair over the last three years; Michael had encouraged it, fostered it for his own designs for some time now. “I hope you enjoyed your time with pony 18, or any other woman for that matter, because it’s the last time you ever will. I told you, no one touches my property without suffering the consequences. Torri,” Michael proclaimed gleefully. “Cirus is no longer on the protected list. Play with him at your leisure tonight.”
	Torri sneered back with a dark twinkle in her eyes, jabbing her stunner into Cirus’ lower back. He collapsed in a broken heap, convulsing in agony. “And after Burke is dealt with tomorrow, set up an appointment with Thomas; I want Cirus publicly castrated in front of the other slaves and staff as an example. Oh, and don’t forget about Donna, I want her to see it so she knows exactly why she’ll be getting a new playmate from now on, whether she wants one or not. “
	“Gladly, Sir.” Torri beamed evilly, and a torrent of warm dew began to seep between her thighs in anticipation of a night of torture. She leaned close to Cirus’ ear, purring almost seductively, as she squeezed one of his aching balls with the tenderness of a vice. “You’re going to be glad to get rid of these melons by the time I’m through with them.” 
	Cirus was hauled roughly to his feet, trembling in horror at his impending future, trembling in helpless rage, trembling in fear of losing Donna forever. It was all because of his unexplained weakness, and inexplicable desire for a simple pony girl that he couldn’t resist.
	Michael stopped them on the way out the door, sneering in fiendish delight “Torri, I have a better idea.”
	“Sir?”
	“After Cirus has been castrated, tell Thomas to perform a complete, sexual reassignment surgery on him.” Cirus blanched with a dump of numbing fear that froze him to the core. Michael beamed back at him with a deep breath of cruel satisfaction. “Then assign my new mare to the ranch brothel; I’m sure there are more than enough staff members just aching to fuck one of my ponies for a change.”
	“Yes there is, sir, I’d bet on it. Come on, bitch,” she prodded a bewildered Cirus through the door. “I sure hope you like dick because it looks like you’re going to be getting your fill of it from here on out?”
	The guards openly laughed at her obvious innuendo, and even Michael was hard pressed to hide a genuine grin as the office door slid shut behind them. Oh yes, everyone was going to get exactly what they deserve from here on out, especially Burke.



Chapter Eleven

 

	My somber mood from the night before followed me to breakfast, and in my distracted state, I habitually took a seat at my normal table. It took me a moment to realize my error, looking quickly over at Cirus’ table. Strangely enough he wasn’t at breakfast, and the other members of his team looked nervous, if not worried, while they whispered quietly amongst themselves. I started to get the weird, uneasy feeling again whenever bad things were looming on the horizon of my life. It didn’t help my unease that Nathan wasn’t at the morning assembly like he said he would be; Torri, his pointy nosed sidekick handled it this time. His unexpected absence only reignited my dismal attitude after our dreary parting last night. 
	The day seemed to drag on and on with no sign of Nathan, and with nothing better to do except to sit around with my nagging worries while occasionally trying to pass the time by chatting with Crystal and some of the other girls. Our boredom and inactivity made a meager turn around, courtesy of a relaxing spa bath, followed by a massage later in the afternoon. Unfortunately, my carefree pampering didn’t last long, unexpectedly replaced by a guard at my side.
	“Get that cute little ass of yours down to the fitter and gear up to level one. Mr. Savota wants you.” Level one was just enough gear to remind me that I wasn’t completely naked, but I might as well have been, for what it covered. 
	Crystal gave me a thin smile of regret, and I closed my eyes with a resigned sigh. “Yes, Sir.” Great, the Master wants to fuck me; that was the only reason he ever sent for me. Could my day get any worse?
	I knew something was amiss when Rupert met me on the porch and my restraint cuffs were locked behind my back. He engaged my electronic leash and briskly led me through the house to a part I had never seen before. Like a lingering dream my mind started to change until only a joyfully obedient slave desiring to serve her Master in any way possible remained. The power of the controller was an incorrigible force in my life, and I openly welcomed it now.
	We entered a spacious and extravagantly decorated office that looked and smelled of rich power. The Master sat at his desk dressed in his usual silk Kimono and nothing else, hard at work behind a computer counsel as numbers and reports danced in the air before him. He looked up, smiling when he saw me enter. I couldn’t wait to get on my knees and please him; he was such a good Master. Maybe he would take the time to spank me with his favorite wooden paddle, or just slap me around with his bare hands until my cheeks burned for him with open lust. I ached to feel his loving hand abuse my worthless body like that, and I began to drip as usual, just thinking about it.
	“Thank you, Rupert, I was starting to wonder what was taking so long.” The Master wound his way out from behind his desk, pulling me into his arms. He kissed me greedily, while several of his rough, demanding fingers forced their way into my steaming pussy in a singularly hard motion. They met with little resistance, instantly covered in a glaze of carnality. 
	“That’s what I like about you, 18, you’re always anxious for me, aren’t you?” I whinnied loudly, turning around and bending over for him as best I could. “Amazing, isn’t it, Rupert, and all without so much as a drop of neural inhibitors, psychotropics or Provozine? That reminds me, tell Thomas he needs to do another reevaluation on Donna’s dosage; she has been coming out of it lately, and some of the side effects are less than desirable. She’s started carrying those damn guns again, and I don’t like it. She may need to be put back on Trovin again, despite the side effects.”
	“Yes sir, but are you sure? The last time it nearly put her into a comatose state?”
	Michael snorted with a nonchalant wave of his hand. “As if it matters any longer. The rules of the game are changing from here on out. By the way, have you seen the latest report on the next phase of pony 18’s augmentation?”
	“No, sir.” 
	I slipped from the Masters arms with a neglected frown when he went back to his desk, removing a six-inch oval holo-disk from his top drawer, activating it. A twelve-inch tall scale image of a blonde pony girl with white skin shimmered to life. Several obvious differences glared back with horrifying reality. It was barely recognizable as once human at this point. 
	“So tell me, what do you think?”
	“Very interesting sir; I take it she’s responding to the genetic alteration process at a satisfactory level then.”
	“Oh yes, better than expected in fact. She’ll be the first of many, if all goes well after her next surgery.” 
	It really didn’t sink in that they were talking about me, or why the image displayed in the air had more muscular, animalistic looking legs that ended in a pair of actual horse hooves instead of feet. The fact that it was topped by some weird, yet strangely attractive combination of an elongated human head with more distinctive horse features, including a snout, didn’t strike me as odd either. 
	“She’ll be the perfect little pony girl after this, a dream come true. I may even breed her at some point, but I haven’t decided yet. Can you imagine the money I’d make off her, if I did?”
	“Yes sir,” Rupert commented dryly. “I think there may be a real market for slaves of this nature, especially if naturally borne. Do you require anything else from me, sir?”
	“That’s all for now, Rupert, thank you. Let me know the moment Burke gets back, and have a security team standing by just as we discussed earlier. I can’t wait to see how the new sentry drones perform if they’re even needed. It should be an interesting show tonight, regardless.”
	“I really think you should have purchased the combat variants; Nathan’s dangerous and his training will give him a definite edge.”
	“Don’t worry, Rupert, I have him right where I want him for a change.” Rupert bowed slightly, then turned and left the office.
	Everything I’d just overheard should have frightened me, but instead I just smiled at my Master. Somewhere in the back of my mind I was screaming though. 
	The Master looked at me with a knowing expression, stroking my cheek, before slapping it with an authentic ruthlessness I seldom felt from him.
	“You’ve been a bad pony lately, haven’t you? All that sneaking around with Burke, fucking him behind my back.” I looked down at my boots pouting. I nodded quickly, meekly ashamed.
	“You really need to watch that mouth of yours too, and control your temper. You should have been put in the harness that morning after talking to one of my staff like that, even if it was Burke. Don’t ever think you can talk to me in such a manner, as a matter of fact, never talk in my presence again. You’re a pony, and ponies don’t talk, do they?” I shook my head rapidly in agreement.
	“That’s a good girl, because if you do, I’ll discipline you with the pain setting on your controller.” My eyes went wide in fear. I’ll be a good girl, I promise, Master! I’ll never be bad again.
	“Yes, I can see that scares you, my little slut. Don’t worry, I would much rather take a whip to your ass instead, but there’s really no need for that either, is there? You know your place unlike the others; you want to obey me and be a good girl, don’t you?” I nodded quickly, smiling. Yes, Master, I do. Thank you for not disciplining me, you’re such a good Master.
	“I’m so glad I purchased you, 18. I had hopes that you would be the answer to all my problems, and it seems that I was correct.” 
	The Master bent me over his desk and I happily spread my feet for him, lifting my sopping cunt for his use. The sytha-plast felt cool against my hot skin as he pushed down hard on my back, mashing my face and breasts into it.
	“Yes, yes, my little fuck toy, I can see you want it just as badly as I do, but first I think an explanation is in order. With your help all my problems will soon disappear permanently. You’re really the one I should be thanking for my good fortune; you drew Burke out, and showed me the extent of his treachery. Maybe a treat for you after this is all over with, how does that sound?” His voice was filled with a rare note of joy and pride, and I smiled back at him over my shoulder, equally happy. I’m such a good pony whore for my Master.
	“I created this ranch for one purpose, to bring out the true nature of human beings. All of us have a little bit of animal inside waiting to break free: some are sheep, some kittens others are cows or even ponies, like yourself. Then there are the ones like me; the lion, the king of his domain and everything in it.”
	He began forcing my bound wrists and arms backward at an unnatural angle. They went higher and higher until I squeaked in shivering pain. I came up off my feet, standing on my tiptoes, straining to relieve the growing agony. My ass was lifted higher, back arched, presented to him completely. My hot breath formed a flowing haze on the smooth, shiny surface of his desk. 
	“All I do is put people in their place, and let them live the lives they were meant to, as the pathetic animals they truly are. Just like you are.” I tried to whinny in agreement. It was weak; I couldn’t catch my breath very well. 
	“I have some entertainment for you tonight, slut, something you’ll enjoy, I’m sure.” He activated a holographic projector from his wrist controller. I grimaced in pain again, clenching my teeth; it felt like my shoulders were about to dislocate.
	He yanked my head back by my hair, lifting it upward, until my head was resting on my chin. I exhaled in short, choppy, pain-filled gasps, starting to drool. A half scale, full effect holographic display appeared in the middle of his office, complete with sound and 3D-depth. The Master entered me with a deep thrust, releasing the pressure on my arms, letting them drop, and I sighed in a combination of relief and pleasure, when he began using me for the single purpose of my continued existence. I love you, Master.
	The displayed footage was of Nathan and I walking along a dirt path on the first day I’d arrived, talking. I barely recognized myself because I wasn’t a pony yet. It switched to several other scenes in rapid succession, most of them of my initial training on those first few days. It changed to the morning after Mistress Donna’s party, and Nathan was treating my wounds in the bath area. The image grew fuzzy, and then static filled. It was immediately replaced by nighttime footage of Nathan and I approaching a small shed, with the same end result.
        “Here is where Burke’s own cleverness got him into trouble. If one of my people hadn’t of spotted the discrepancies in the surveillance footage and compiled audio data, your little affair may not have come to my attention for some time.” The Master fucked me with a slow, easy rhythm for a change, and I moaned in delight, tightening around him with loving devotion in my desire to please. 
	“And this,” The next image was of Cirus and I in his room on breeding day. I felt ashamed that the Master saw me like that; I looked like I was enjoying it. “This was excellent footage until you ruined it. The lab analysis of the jammer Torri found in your room was interesting. In your ass? I should have figured that would be a good hiding place for contraband items. I’ll have to tell her to start checking the ponies better; who knows what else might turn up, and I know she’ll enjoy doing it. I have something better to stick in your ass than a jammer though, don’t I, you fucking whore?” 
	His cock began to angrily push against my tight, puckered hole, forcing itself painstakingly into my unlubricated ass. I whimpered trying to pull away, but the Master held my shoulders, keeping me in place. He slid deeper into me with a racking sob; it hurt and I didn’t care because he’d activated the pleasure setting on my remote. He quickly built into a piston pounding rhythm, and I came in a whinnying cry of delight.
	“You do like it like this, don’t you, slut?” I whinnied loudly in agreement, as my aching sphincter clutched at him with spasmodic regularity. “That was one of Donna’s problems; she never cared for it much. I think every woman should be fucked in the ass on a regular basis; it puts a bitch in her place and teaches her some humility with a man.” I whinnied enthusiastically, pushing back against his cock in open agreement.
	The footage changed again becoming a dizzying array of kittens and puppies having sex with one another, or with the hooded figure of a man or woman. In the back of my mind, I thought there was something perversely taboo about watching near animals having sex with people, but then again, I guess if someone saw me right now they may think the exact same thing.
	“Oh yes, here is some of my favorite footage, courtesy of my lovely wife.”
	My final display of forced perversion actually took my breath away in shock, and ignited a trace of jealousy deep in my pony core. It was of Donna reclining in bed, naked. She spread her legs with a seductive grin, beckoning to Cirus when he entered the picture. There were numerous clips of them together; going at it with such zeal that surprised even me. The Master was getting close to cumming now, I could tell. I think he liked watching the Mistress’ tight pussy brutalized by ponycock. 
	“You wouldn’t believe what people are willing to pay for porn like this off world. Did you know that Slave World is the only planet where you can alter a slave with full genetic augmentation? What others only pretend to do by role-playing or dressing up in costumes, I turn into reality. After tonight Donna will have a full time job of it, and I’ll be even richer. Soon enough she’ll be a whore to all my animals, and I’ll make millions off her, the stupid cunt.” 
	Yes, she is a stupid cunt, just like he said. She deserves to be treated like that, and I swished my tail back and forth contently with the knowledge she was making herself useful to the Master, in some fashion of his choosing.
	“I even have some of her daughters and friends floating around somewhere. Now those are entertaining, and should sell amazingly well if I were to guess; everyone likes to watch young university girls taking ponycock. I just wish she would visit more often is all,” he sighed regretfully. The Master had said ‘her daughter’. If not his, than whose was she?
	“You’re all I need any longer, Margo; you crave my attention, wanting more all the time unlike the rest of my worthless toys. They’re nothing compared to you.” The Master had used my name, I wonder why? I was such a worthless slut; I didn’t deserve to have a name any longer. 
	He slapped my ass with everything he had, and I winced in wonderful agony, cumming. The crack of his hand against my flesh was like music to my ears.
	“Everything, it’s all thanks to you.” He was breathing deeply now, short stroking me as the footage of Donna was concluded with a massive facial that covered her euphoric expression with a dripping eruption. It was a freakishly large amount, even for a Cirus. “Soon I’ll have a perfectly willing and obedient slave at my side, Donna will be a brain dead cash cow, and Nathan?” He came, pushing hard inside me, groaning. The sensation was warm and soothing, as it flowed into the depths of my rectum. 
	“I have a special surprise for you tonight,” he panted, slowing his pace in my abused asshole. It ached, hot and swollen. “Nathan loves you, and I know that in the back of your mind you love him too. I want to see the pain in his eyes when you betray him; I want to see him suffer in so many ways with his dying breath.” 
	The Master released my wrist restraints and I was free to move again. He slapped my ass playfully one last time, taking a seat at his desk. I sunk to my knees at his side, placing my head contently in his lap.
	“Do you know what real power is?” I shook my head ‘no’ as it was a rhetorical question. “It’s not money or corporations, or even entire governments, it’s having control of another person’s mind, of being a puppet master while they do your bidding against their will. It’s all about control over other human beings. Things were so much easier before Nathan arrived, especially when dealing with Donna, but now the opportunity has finally presented itself in you to be rid of him forever.” I smiled happily, adjusting my head to kiss the tip of his leaking cock. “You, my little obedient pony, are going to kill Nathan Burke for me.”
 

***

 

	I knelt at the Master’s side, while he finished dinner. He was in a joyous mood, humming quietly while he ate, fiddling with his computer. He stroked my hair, scratching me behind the ear with loving fingers. My face glowed with lofty pride, as I nuzzled against his leg. I alone now held the favored position next to him. I was the chosen one, the Master’s favorite. His other pets had been chased off, and were sulking in the corners. None of them would ever dare to come near him again. I’d killed one, and put three more in the infirmary while he watched on laughing. I had strength and that meant power among my kind, and I’d used it tonight with brutal willingness to take what was mine. The Master taught me that.
	I was in the same massive dining room that I’d been presented to Mistress Donna in. Several guards were spaced about at various locations armed with assault rifles, while four sentry drones waited patiently in one of the anti-rooms. I was nervous, barely able to contain myself. The Master was going to let me kill Nathan. Why? I didn’t want to kill Nathan though, did I? I couldn’t say how I felt about him any longer. The Master wanted me to kill him; he would be pleased with me, reward me for my obedience, he said so. No more breeding days, and I would have my own stall adjoined to his bedroom in the house. I would be used and whipped by him every day, wallowing in pleasure and delirious pain-filled orgasms for the rest of my life. What more could a humble slave ask for? 
	The cold metal of the 12mm Glock 21 pistol hidden between my thighs had finally started to warm, while my hand twitched nervously above it. For some reason, in the back of my naughty mind, I wanted to shoot the Master. My hand remained unmoving, waiting for his command to shoot Nathan instead.
	“Mr. Burke has arrived, Sir.” A voice cut in on the Master’s wrist-com.
	“Excellent, show him in please.” 
	A few minutes later Nathan entered the dining room, looking calm and in control of himself as usual. I felt a stirring in the depths of my soul and my pulse began to race, but I wasn’t sure why. He looked slowly around the room, taking everything in at a glance, before his eyes fell on me. He looked sad for some reason. Guess I would be too, if I were about to die? Something inside me wanted to jump from the Master’s side and hold Nathan, to kiss him. Why? The Master didn’t like him, so I guess that meant I don’t like him either.
	“What’s all this about, Michael? I have work to do. The trucks still need to be unloaded.” The Master set his fork down, chuckling.
	“No need to concern yourself with that any longer; Torri will be seeing to your duties from now on.”
	“What are you talking about, Michael?” Nathan’s voice was deep and cautious. Something about the way he stood looked familiar: Ready? Waiting? Prepared? I wonder if I should say something to the Master.
	“You’re being replaced Nathan, permanently.” 
	The guards nearby took a more hostile stance with weapons lowered, and Nathan looked back at them unfazed. The harmonic hum of the globe-like sentry drones rose up behind me, floating from their hiding place behind thick curtains, taking a position above the Master. Their weapons pod locked in place with ominous intent, armed and pointing at Nathan.
	“Michael? What’s going on?” Mistress Donna stood at the top of the stairs in her nightdress. It looked like she had been sleeping. “Hi Nathan,” she waved happily. “Are you going to be able to read to me tonight?” The Master angrily stood, turning to face her.
	“I told you to stay in your room, you stupid cunt! Get back upstairs before I take my whip to your ass!” She frowned nervously, looking down at her feet, shuffling them.
	“I only wanted something to eat is all.”
	“Upstairs, now!” the Master bellowed.
	“Yes, Michael, I’m sorry.” 
	She quickly retreated up the stairs, and the Master regained his composure. Nathan continued to stand in the middle of the room as if bored from the show unfolding before him, calmly lighting a cigarette. There was a deadly glow in eyes now, and I smiled for some reason. He had that cute, lop-sided grin on his face again that I vaguely remembered like a dream.
	“Michael, you’re an idiot. Do you really think you can take me down with this pathetic group? I’m only going to say this one time; don’t do this, let Margo and Donna go and it can end right here and now, with no one getting hurt.” 
	“You are in no position to make demands, Nathan. You have been a thorn in my side for much too long and it’s time to remove that thorn forever. Pony, kill Burke, kill him now!”
	I gracefully came to my feet in a single motion with the pistol in my hand. I stepped forward leveling it at Nathan’s chest from no more than 15 feet away. I saw the surprised look in his face, the hurt and pain. My finger wavered over the trigger for a fraction of a second.
	“Margo…?”
	The discharge of the pistol echoed like rippling thunder in the enclosed room, as I fired four times in rapid succession into Nathan’s chest. He fell backwards, driven along by the force of the impacting slugs, coming to rest face down, while his unfinished cigarette continued to burn several feet away.
	Oh my God, what have I done? I dropped the pistol, going to my knees, screaming in grief stricken anguish. I wasn’t even sure why, only that I hurt like never before. The clapping behind me was slow and jovial. 
	“And so it ends for the great Nathan Burke,” the Master scoffed, “killed by the very woman he loves.” The Master was at my side, pulling me to my feet. “That was easier than I thought; Rupert is such a worry wart. This calls for a celebration, doesn’t it, slut? Up to my room, and be quick about it.” I nodded, feeling my desire for him again. Yes, Master. “And get that mess cleaned up.” He motioned with a wave of his hand to the two waiting guards, as we turned to leave.
	The discharging of a small caliber weapon’s report startled me. I spun about just in time to see one of the guards, his face blown away, falling to the floor. Just as quickly, the other was knocked off his feet from a leg sweep, and Nathan’s arm came up and down with sledge hammer force, smashing his elbow into the man’s chest with a sickening crunch. Nathan was on his feet in the blink of an eye, holding one of the guard’s rifles now. There was a small pistol lying on the floor at his feet, and I could barely make out the presence of a thin, under-armor vest beneath Nathan’s shirt. It was torn and frayed from the heavy slugs, but it looked like it had done its job. 
	The Master grabbed me, pulling me in front of him as a shield. 
	“Drones, kill him! Guards!”
	I cringed as my hair swirled about my face, buffeted by the heavy thumping muzzle blasts of the drones, when they passed by over head. The wall behind Nathan exploded as he crouched and ran, firing from the hip at a window. More guards came through the far doorway and ran head long into several shots from the drones. They were blown to pieces, amid a spray of blood and body parts.
	“Stop firing! Stop firing!” The Master screamed as they continued to shoot holes in his home, killing everything before them, except Nathan. He dove through the air, throwing his shoulder into the shattered window, smashing through it to land in the darkness beyond. The Master tapped in a command on his armband, and the lockdown and alert sirens began to wail in the background.
	“Harry, Burke has gotten outside of the house, hunt him down, kill him, do you understand?”
	“Yes, Sir!”
	The Master turned his raging attention to the drones that had gone silent. “What are you waiting for? After him!” The clicking of mechanical eyes and artificial brains processed new information and orders. They sped off, following Burke through the destroyed window.
	The Master began to pace nervously before going to his computer on the dining table, calling up a large, CGI display of the ranch. Small dots with designation numbers appeared throughout the landscape, moving in small groups, converging on the house. 
	The drones were firing again, and it was answered by sporadic automatic weapons fire. It quickly grew into a deafening exchange, reminding me of a Fourth of July fireworks finale. Occasionally I heard a muffled explosion, or a faint cry for help, while the dots on the display scurried about frantically, some of them blinking, then disappearing altogether. The Master looked upset now, and I wondered if he would let me suck his cock. That would make everything all right, wouldn’t it?
	He stormed over to the discarded pistol I’d dropped, picking it up before taking his seat at the table again. I knelt by his side, leaning against his leg, seeking his touch. It never came.
	“What in the hell is going on out there?” He furiously tapped in a command on his armband, and the communication channel for the guard force blared to life.
	“We’re taking fire from over there, near the pond,” a woman yelled frantically. It sounded like Torri.
	“Central, why can’t we get him on sensors,” a man screamed in frustration, “where is he!” 
	“I don’t know, I can’t see a goddamn thing! He’s jamming us somehow.”
	“He’s in the grove,” another voice shouted excitedly.
	“I’m hit…” Static. There were more explosions followed by a sound from my nightmares. 
	“Fuck! Where did he get a-” Static and broken screams temporarily overloaded the communication channel. The dots representing the guard force grew significantly less in number. The Master was getting scared; I could read it in his face, see it in his frantic eyes.
	“Bravo and Echo team are gone,” a man screeched frantically. The twangy pulse of searing meat came in loud over the communication channel in the background. Someone was firing an automatic laser. “They’re dead, they’re all dead!” 
	“Over there, I see him!” A massive explosion silhouetted the jungle, rocking the main house with a billowing shockwave.
	“Central’s gone! The whole building just went up! We need help, Mr. Savota, Burke’s killing…” The channel suddenly went dead. 
	“This is Savota, all guards report back to the main house immediately!” Some of them replied, but I got the impression that most didn’t. They were running away. The Master looked down at me wildly.
	“At least with you and Donna still here, Burke won’t come back in shooting the place up. Maybe I can still make a deal with him?” I smiled. Such a good and smart Master, I knew he would come up with a plan.
	“Michael?” It was Mistress Donna again.
	“I thought I told you to stay in your room!” The Master turned, facing the stairwell behind him. “Can’t you understand simple-”
	I flinched at the distinctive sizzling of a laser discharge, milliseconds before the cyan blue beam lanced into my unsuspecting Master. Human cell tissue is comprised of nearly 80% water, and every molecule of it that the beam came in contact with, was instantaneously superheated to over 1000 degrees, flashing to steam in the fraction of a second, expanding in volume by 1600 times as a result. The Master’s clothes burst into flames, and I was showered in hot red mist of charred, smoking chunks of flesh. His arm landed several feet in front of me; my remote still attached to it.
	I was shaking, gingerly gazing about in shock at the bright red peppering of bloody gore splattered across my pale skin. I turned numbly to see Mistress Donna standing at the foot of the stairs, her Nagutchi pistol still leveled at where Michael used to be. She sniffed loudly with a bored, emotionless expression on her deadpan face.
	“That’s the problem with using a heater on an unarmored target, Margo, it makes such a mess to clean up afterwards.”



Chapter Twelve

 

	Nathan had known full well that Michael had plans to kill him, alerted by the transmissions piggybacked to his own wrist-com while still in Port City. He’d come back to the ranch ready to end it that night, just as Michael wanted. Nathan had been prepared for everything Michael could throw at him, except me shooting him. The guilt still lingered in the back of my mind whenever I looked in his eyes. I knew I’d never be able to get over it completely or forget the look of pained surprise staring back at me just before I’d pulled the trigger. 
	I wasn’t exactly sure when Nathan had entered the smoking, ruined dining room to find me kneeling among the slaughter that used to be my Master; everything about that night was such a blur. I remembered little things though, how the barrel of his pulse rifle was white-hot from prolonged use, the air around it shimmering with heat. A small umbilical led from the stock of his weapon into a jack on one of his hands, while his eyes glowed slightly with an internal light, filled with targeting data and a heads up display. 
	I was in shock, numbly aware of my surroundings, unsure of what to do next, while I stared down blankly at the remote still attached to the smoldering stump of Michael’s arm. For the first time since my capture, it almost felt like I was in control of my life again. Nathan thought we should destroy the remote right then and there, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it. In the end I gave it to him to keep, to look after. Oddly enough, I’d wanted no choice in the matter. I would let Nathan ultimately decide what the fate of my remote would be.
	Things changed so much after that crazy night in the main house. Michael’s remaining henchmen disappeared into the night. They knew it was over and everything was about to change forever. A few remained behind, those that were nothing more than simple employees of a deranged and power hungry megalomaniac. They stayed to help us set things right again. 
	Clean up of the ranch had started the next day. It had taken a long time to get everything back into some semblance of normalcy again, even now, six months later, construction or demolition was still going on in various locations. Then there was the issue of all the slaves and how to deal with them. Nathan wanted nothing to do with the concept of slavery, and surprisingly Donna, the real one that slowly started to make its reemergence over time, agreed with him on the matter. The majority of slaves, the ones born here that knew nothing else, had stayed on to work as paid employees for Nathan and Donna. This was their home and they opted to stay despite the memories. Others wanted off Slave World as quickly as possible, and who could blame them?
	In the weeks that followed the battle, Nathan cleared their registration numbers, as well as mine, from Slave World Central Processing and the Holloway Company. As a final show, our brands and tracking devices had been removed; the closing act in a long dark play of depravity that was known as the Savota ranch. We were all free now. What a strange concept for me to grasp…
	There had nearly been a riot among the other Landowners after word got out about what had happened. Michael Savota’s slaves were free now? Some of them wanted to leave Slave World? Impossible! The secret of this place couldn’t get out; no one could know the true extent of what went on here. The local militia had been mobilized, and another battle had nearly ensued.
	Nathan hadn’t been lying when he said that he had friends. Many of them were just hired guns at this point; battle hardened veterans like himself that made a living the only way they knew how. Within five days of Michael’s death, some of them began to arrive. It was probably a good thing the other Landowners decided not to attack the Burke ranch; Nathan and his close-knit band of professional killers would have brought down a world of hurt on them the likes of which they had never experienced before. Money, lawyers and corporate power meant little to those with weapons that had the determination and training to use them with deadly efficiency. Sure the Landowners could have hired a privately owned army at a ridiculous price to get rid of us, but what was the point? They had much more to lose than they had to gain at this point. 
	They ultimately decided it was best just to leave the Burkes alone. In the end a deal had been brokered; the slaves that had chosen to leave were allowed to, but only in stasis and on independently owned freighters of the other Landowners. At least this way the location of Slave World would still remain a secret to them, and the rest of the universe in whole.
	A permanent guard force of people Nathan trusted worked for him and Donna now, all of them prior service, a large percentage of them partially augmented like I was. Donna and the others would be safe here for the rest of their lives thanks to these men and women. 
	One of the things that surprised me after it was all over with was Cirus. I found him to be a very likable person, if not a very mild mannered and courteous gentleman, after his recovery from what looked to be a horrendous period of torture, followed by all the drugs being flushed out of his system. I thought it was sweet how Donna stayed by his side nearly the entire time, lovingly nursing him back to health. It was just a good thing his drug injections ended when they did; being pumped up like that all the time would have undoubtedly ended his life in a matter of years. As it was, the damaged organs could still be easily replaced, or heal on their own, with no lasting side effects. 
	My short and secretive time as his ‘mate’, and the misguided, yet passionate desire we felt for one another, thankfully drew to an abrupt, yet awkward conclusion shortly thereafter. Cirus had opted for reversal surgery, becoming human again like all the rest of Michael’s pets and slaves. The scent, the lust, the need we felt for one another was gone forever now, hopefully, and we never spoke of what transpired during our single breeding day, or about the shower episode. I had Nathan now and he had Donna; the past was in the past, and sometimes the truth was best left buried away for everyone involved. 
	A bit of good news was that Donna wasn’t nearly as brain damaged as everyone had been led to believe over the years. Much of the damage had healed from her accident long ago, just as Michael had said, and in time all the drugs he’d been giving her wore off. She was still a little simple minded and lost on occasion, but nowhere near as bad as she’d been. At times I still wasn’t sure who was the real Donna; sometimes she would still get that eerily, hard look in her eyes, before it disappeared just as quickly. At least her overall prognosis was good, and we all had hopes she would eventually make a complete recovery, finding herself again, but only time would tell. Maybe Cirus could help her with this? They seemed very happy together, and made such a sweet looking couple.

 

***

 

	I woke up right on time, greeted by the holographic vase of flowers Nathan gave me that night in the maintenance. It sat on the nightstand beside me, and stayed on all the time now; there was no more hiding it from anyone any longer. I rolled over with a sleepy grin, snuggling up to Nathan beside me. It felt so good waking up in my own bed, in my own bungalow – a home that I could call my own at last. I guess that wasn’t entirely true, it was technically ours now, mine and his.
	Nathan was already awake, staring back at me with a crafty expression. I thought he looked incredibly sexy this morning, more so than usual, and at least ten years younger after shaving that mustache of his off. It was funny how he kept touching at his pale upper lip, still not believing it was gone after so many years. I’m still not sure if it was the gentle coercion of begging on my part, or the slap in the face threat of gluing a steel wool pad around my mouth the next time I went down on him that did the trick. I thought the second option was only fair, so he could experience what it was like getting whisker burn in such a sensitive area for a change. 
	I’d set my alarm for 45 minutes early in hopes of having a quickie before the big day. It looked like Nathan had the same thing in mind. I wiggled closer still, molding my rump against him and he caressed my hip, working his hand slowly through the erotic valley of my waist, then back up to one of my breasts. My legs spread as if given a silent command, when the glowing warmth of his erection pressed against me. 
	Nathan was anxious this morning, spooning me from behind with a hunger that I eagerly welcomed in my state of surrender to him. Most women might have taken offense or been hurt by the fact that they didn’t receive a morning kiss, coupled with a simple greeting of compassionate love first. It didn’t bother me in the least, because I knew a few moments of cuddling would come after he was finished using me for his release. I was his slave after all.
	It seemed like our hectic bout of impromptu lovemaking ended all too soon; I could never get enough of Nathan. It was heated, enthusiastic, and satisfying as always despite being a twenty-minute quickie. Sometimes they were the best though, those spur of the moment periods of lust when you’re unwittingly woken from a sound sleep, or unexpectedly yanked into a closet with your dress pulled up and panties yanked around your ankles that sweep you away like no other moment in time.
	Reluctantly, we both slid from bed amid the afterglow of amazing sex, getting ready for the wedding. Nathan looked simply dashing in a black tuxedo by the time we were ready to leave. I’d never known a man that could fill the role of seductive eye candy, while being surrounded with an air of distinguished importance, and still hide a potentially dangerous interior so well. 
	My outfit was just as fancy, but I’d added a few personal touches to the ensemble that made it a little risqué compared to traditional wedding garb. I’d decided on a dressy corset of the softest blue velvet that lifted my augmented breasts, yet elegantly covered them in a teasing display of ample femininity. The strapless, light blue gown beneath it was slit to mid thigh, and resembled a slightly sexier version of a hip-hugging cocktail dress. What can I say, Nathan liked it when I accented my figure, and I liked showing it off for him just as readily. 
	I must have spent forever trying to get my hair right, and still wasn’t completely happy with it by the time I finished. It was up in a partial bun, the style common to nobility these days, with the rest of it falling in a river of silver blond curls about my cheeks and neck. High fashion hairstyling was something I would have never dreamt of tackling before meeting Nathan, and I secretly wished he would have kept the stylist from the stables on staff for emergencies such as this. 
	I couldn’t help but sneak continual, sidelong glances at Nathan during the ceremony. He looked so hot in that suit! I’ll have to talk to him about dressing up more often, even if it’s only to remove his clothing a piece at a time later on. My wandering thoughts were drawn back to the wedding party on the stage. I’d respectfully declined to be among it, still feeling a little self-conscious about my appearance, around so many ‘normal’ looking people now.
	“I know pronounce you man and wife. You may kiss the bride.” 
	I smiled, starting to cry. Donna looked simply stunning in her flowing white dress, and Cirus looked every bit of handsome, dressed up the way he was. He lifted her veil, leaning down to kiss her, among the applause of all those attending their wedding.
	Donna turned with a look of child-like glee that she still had from time to time, tossing her bouquet over her shoulder into the crowd of waiting women. I was temporarily lost in a seething press of ravenous, female piranha, and screams of giddy excitement. The bouquet disappeared, lost from view amid a turbulent sea of lace, silk, and calico. 
	I didn’t catch it, Crystal did, but then again, I really didn’t try to either. I valued my fingers far too much for that. Crystal was a gorgeous little jewel of demur sensuality, just as prettily lovely now after her reversal surgery as when she’d been a pony. I was so happy for her when she’d found someone of her own recently; a former draft mare named Felicity. Guess this means they’re going to be the next ones getting married. I gave Nathan a pouting stare, wondering if he would ever pop the question to me one day.
	“What?” he asked playfully, feigning ignorance. He knew what all right. You can’t play dumb with me, Mr. Overseer Burke, Sir. 
	I never pushed the issue of marriage with him although I may have innocently hinted at it just a few times. Despite Nathan’s outwardly pampering, if not squishy demeanor with me in regards to some issues, nothing in the world was going to make him do something that he wasn’t good and ready for. The definition of stubbornness took on a whole new scope of reality, when it came to Nathan. Until then, I’d be patiently waiting, and silently hoping for that day to come.
	Cirus and Donna made their way through the crowd to the waiting hover limo, while being showered with rice. Why do we do that, I wondered? I had no idea other than it was an ancient tradition. It was still fun to throw it at them regardless, and I laughed, wiping another tear from my cheek. I was so happy for them that I couldn’t help but unleash an involuntary whinny, much louder than I wished I had. I still did that a lot from time to time, despite the medication to repress my horse-like tendencies. It drew a few strange stares among the guests that didn’t know any better, while others looked on sad and sympathetic. I lowered my face in bashful discomfit, while Nathan took my hand and we politely wound our way through the dispersing guests toward his brother.
	Donovan had arrived less than an hour before the ceremony was scheduled to start, but had played a pivotal role in Donna keeping the ranch and the Landowners Association in check. Once Nathan had notified him of the evolving situation, Donovan moved quickly to seize control of Michael’s business empire and all his assets. Donna received most of it, but of course he had to keep a share of it for himself, as ‘expenses and time spent’. The jerk, I still didn’t like him despite everything he’d done for us.
	The entire pony and slave holo-porn business quickly came under injunctions and lawsuits, with Donovan’s full power behind them. Everything was recalled, and prospective distributors were ordered to ‘surrender any and all material related to it in their possession, or suffer dire consequences’. After that, everything had been destroyed: every disk, recording and program. Donovan couldn’t have images of his sister taking ponycock plastered all over the universe; it would look bad for his professional image.
	For the most part it was successful, but the universe was a big place. I seriously doubted if everything had been turned over, gone forever in the hands of independent buyers that slipped through the cracks. It made me wonder if I was on any of them. Was someone watching me right now? Were strangers masturbating or having sex in the privacy of their homes to the image of a beautiful woman, a pony slave, being fucked on her one and only breeding day? The thought of it actually excited me a bit. I guess that maybe I’m an exhibitionist at heart now, because I still can’t restrain myself from proudly traipsing about the ranch naked from time to time.
	Donavon stood out in the crowd, but then again, he was the kind of man that would stand out no matter where he went with his entourage of flunkies hovering in his wake. Everything from his clothing and accessories to his stance and mannerisms, screamed stately power and wealth. Everything about him was the best that money could buy, even the ruthlessness hiding in the depths of his emotionlessly, cold eyes. I might have considered him princely in a way, an older yet younger looking version of Nathan with age regression treatment, that is, if I didn’t hate his guts.
	“I’m glad you could make it, Don, its means a lot to her, you know that, right?” Nathan and his brother shook hands, but their matching smiles were as fake as my tits.
	“It is her wedding, after all. I can’t stay for the reception though; I have a meeting with the shareholders board in three hours.” 
	What an ass, business was more important than his sister’s wedding? I should have known. He was going through stock reports, minimizing the computer-generated data as we approached. What a jerk… No I didn’t like him, not one bit.
	“Well, I just wanted to say thank you again for all your help.”
	“Nathan? I’m going to go talk with Tiff for a little bit, okay?” He knew I couldn’t stand Donovan; the man looked at me like I was nothing more than a piece of shit.
	“Sure, hon, I’ll see you in a few minutes.” He leaned down to kiss me, before I started in search of her.
	We didn’t know the real name of the sweet-natured, magenta haired girl that I’d first met back in the holding cell on Regilain, no one did. She couldn’t even remember it now. I’d decided to name her Tiffany, in memory of my long lost friend. I’d always liked that name. 
	When I finally found her, my heart wept in despair. She was sitting in a chair staring intently at a holo-book, a child’s book, with her nurse talking her through it. The nurse was a state of the art Rothcore series 10 droid. You couldn’t even tell she was a synthetic except for her strange, mismatched-colored eyes. 
	I sighed remembering all too well what we’d found in the reproduction wing of Michael’s twisted world of augmented slaves; rows upon rows of things that used to be women tethered to cross bars, now turned into human animals that mooed, grunted, and snorted to communicate. They were all pregnant to some degree or another, with bloated bellies and massively swollen breasts hooked up to milking machines. They had large lifeless eyes, spotted skin, and tails that absent mindedly swished back and forth with a life of their own.
	The women were exactly what they appeared to be; mindless cows used for breeding a genetically enhanced race for the open market here on Slave World. The neural inhibitors and mind wipe drugs had done their job too well. Whereas Donna had received only a mild dose once a week to keep her mentally incapacitated, the cows had been getting it in amounts just below the lethal level. Tiff was one of the very few lucky ones; the vast majority of women had to be euthanized. It was the only humane thing to do with them. 
	It was only because of Tiff’s limited exposure to the neural inhibitors that she was making such a good recovery, along with the other woman that had arrived at the same time we had. The doctors didn’t think she’d ever be the same again though; too much damage had already been done, but she had improved drastically over the last few months. The speech therapy was definitely helping, and her tutor said she was almost back to a second grade intelligence level again. Nathan was letting her stay at the ranch for as long as her recovery took, and Donna had even mentioned adopting her at one point. Tiff even had her own room in the main house, and had recently taken to calling Donna and Cirus, Mom and Dad.
	The only ray of goodness that came out of the whole breeding program was in regards to the fetuses, newborns, and a hand full of toddlers that survived the Specter attack months ago. They had been sent off planet, courtesy of Donovan, and surrendered to the Federation Human Service’s Department. They would hopefully grow up to live normal lives as free citizens of the Federation, oblivious to the pain and evil that had brought them into the world. Tiff was expecting anytime now, and we were all mildly excited about it.
	“Hi, Tiff, how are you?” I pulled up a chair next to her. “What are you reading?” She looked up smiling with an expression reminiscent of Donna’s, the first time I met her at the party.
	“Hi, Aunt Margo. It’s a story ‘bout Cap’in Valiant and his ad...ad...venures in da scary and unknown sysem X.” The nurse politely excused herself, leaving Tiff and I alone.
	“Is it good?”
	“Yeah, but I’s still havin’ twrouble with some of the big wods. What’s dis one, Margo?” She asked pointing at the computer-generated words below the 3D image of a ship being attacked by some sort of make-believe, space monster.
	“Cancel,” I replied softly.
	“Oh, okay, tanks you.” She looked at me oddly for a moment. “Aunt Margo? Why’s you look like a horsy?” I gave her a weak smile, and my tail swished nervously behind me. Tiff asked me that every time she saw me. 
	I had a few obvious things changed, my skin color for one. I didn’t want to look like an albino any longer, so I had it darkened to a more natural tone again. My hair was a little shorter, and a pair of brand new, dainty, pink areolas and nipples replaced my original giant, elongated ones. The holes in them from the piercings had been permanent and kind of gross looking in my opinion. I’ve never been into body piercings much. On a more hidden level, I had my vaginal canal returned to its normal length; I had no intention of taking anything that big again, despite the alluring sensation I found in it. Besides, it made sex more pleasurable for Nathan, and that was really all that mattered.
	Why had I remained a pony? How could I explain that one when all of the others had opted for the reversal procedure? Even if I weren’t different from them, even if my condition wasn’t sadly irreversible on some genetic level, I would have stayed like this regardless. The stables had been torn down and all the pony gear destroyed except for mine. How could I explain to Tiff the way it made me feel when I geared up for Nathan on occasion, and became a pony girl again for my new Master? How do you tell a person about the pleasure found in a riding crop slapping your ass and the humble relinquishment of freewill, while you carry your Master about in a saddle on your back? I couldn’t, and never would be able to. She’d never understand, nor would anyone else, unless they were a pony a heart, like I was. Michael had been right in more ways than I dared to admit; it was what I really was, deep down inside.
	“I’ll go see the doctor tomorrow, okay?” It was my standard line, and it seemed to satisfy her question like it always did.
	“You want ta go swimm’in, later? Nurse Kim is gunna take me, we can go ta’gether?”
	“Sure Tiff, we can go swimming later. That sounds fun.” 
	Nathan was at my side, and his arm went around my waist pulling me close. Tiff blushed with an innocently coy expression. She liked Nathan; all of Michael’s prior slaves did. It was almost like some sort of hero worship among them, much to his continued annoyance. They acted no different around Nathan now than when he was an Overseer, if anything they treated him with more respect because it was genuine. He was their savior, the man that had set them free, and given them their lives back. In Tiff’s case I think it was something else though; she was a young woman with desires just like anyone else, and Nathan was… well, he was just Nathan.
	“Are you going to ride with us to the reception, Tiffany?” She nodded bashfully. I don’t think Nathan even had a clue that Tiff had the hots for him. It still amazed me he could be so blindly naïve in some ways.
	“Well, let’s get going then, before all the food is gone!” 
	Like that would ever happen I thought, rolling my eyes with a smirk. There was enough food and outlandish delicacies for ten times the amount of attending guests; all of it imported from off world by one of Donovan’s private shuttles. Nathan had some silly notion that one of the other Landowners might take advantage of the opportunity to poison us all in one massive swoop if we had it catered locally.
	I snuggled up just a little closer to him as we made our way to the waiting car, whispering in his ear.
	“Do you have it with you, Sir?” 
	I never knew whether Nathan had my remote or not; we had it modified with a simple off switch in addition to the pain and pleasure controls so the frequency wasn’t continually active any longer. Unfortunately there was no way of removing the pain option from it; Nathan had several tech guys try. It was all or nothing because of the way it had been designed, and I wasn’t about to give up the pleasure setting. After he grew comfortable with using my remote, and my sexual helplessness because of it, I seriously doubted if Nathan wanted to lose that aspect of it either.
	Thankfully he’d slowly grown accustomed to the familiar title of Sir from me when we were alone, along with Master. In a way, I actually think he was starting to enjoy it now, because he gave me that cute, evil grin of his that answered my question better than words ever could.
	“Are you going to-” I gasped, staggering under a dizzying wash of euphoria. My pussy trembled and my body came alive with heat as I reeled in the wonderful aftermath of a spontaneous orgasm. It faded just as quickly when Nathan took his hand out of his jacket pocket.
	“I’m going to tease you like that all night long, for hours, you realize that, don’t you?” He growled seductively in my ear.
	“Yes, Sir,” I gulped with a fluttering heart and burning cheeks. I was really in for it tonight by the looks of it. Good, I wouldn’t have it any other way.
	I’d been surprised as well as relieved that Nathan didn’t destroy the remote like I thought he would. Maybe when I gave it to him it was my way of saying how much I loved and trusted him, how I wanted to become his helpless sex slave. I think he understood the gesture at the time, and by keeping it, he had wordlessly accepted my offer and his role as Master with me.
	The remote only came out of hiding from his secured safe when we were alone, or if he wanted to tease me on special occasions like tonight apparently. I never knew a man could be so deviously clever when it came to teasing and denial until now. One of Nathan’s favorite games to play with me was turning the remote on high pleasure, and simply breathing on some of my more erogenous zones. My Master could make me cum like a waterfall, over and over, without so much as laying a finger on me. Tonight it looked as if I would have to suffer in another way, in a constant state of arousal, until we got home.
	Deep down, I think coming to Slave World was the best thing that ever happened to me. I can never put into words the joy I find in being a pony slave, becoming free for the first time in my life, as apparently it was meant to be. I met Nathan, and have the closest thing to friends and a family again that I’ve had in years. I’m actually happy with who I am for the first time in my life, and the medication implant has finally started to balance out my slew of mental illnesses that I wasn’t even aware that I had until Nathan revealed the true extent of them to me. He was even taking something for his anger issues and mood swings that had followed him home from the war in the form of a post traumatic stress disorder. Nathan was such a different person to be around now, always smiling, always happy. 
	And who can forget my remote, the one time nemesis that controls my sexual desire with the touch of a button? I wouldn’t give it up for anything in the world now, except for Nathan, the man I love. The things we’d discovered with it thus far only hinted at the limitless boundaries of raw, sexual energy and passion I was capable of. At times, it seems impossible to even comprehend what my life will be like as his pony girl and a dutiful slave, but it sure will be fun finding out.
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