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 Chapter 1 Collection
The father and son were at the edge of Grandee tending to their flock.  Supposedly they were also on guard against the Formicans, Phosdicks, or the Isesees.  These were just three of the potential native nations that were actively fermenting angst.  

Indeed the two had projectile weapons at the ready, treasured valuables form a better time when the League of Man did more than talk.  Too bad they fell with a slight buzzing noise dead to the ground.

Out of the surrounding wilderness stepped two fine steeds with blue clad mounts.  Cautiously the soldiers checked the surroundings with their multifaceted huge black eyes.  One of them gripped his collar tightly and briefly shivered not used to the cold temperate climes.  
Each steed was obviously human female and was clad in grayish armor on shins, thighs, and foot.  A short gray mesh belly cloth was wrapped around each belly just under the ponderous breasts and just above their bare hairy crotch.  A hint of binding pink showed in the center of that hair.  The soldier rode on her back with its lower legs gripping just above the hips, middle limbs groping her breasts and nipples to give her directions and upper arms holding a pistol like device and the other a giant sword.
The steed on the left was of oriental stock with long steely black hair while the other was a striking caucasian brunette.  Both had the long feeder tubes hanging and often touching their breasts.  The other end of the feeder was secured in pink putsche in their mouths.  

Each steed walked cautiously on high toe into the clearing.  The black haired steed knelt and her soldier swatted the seemingly dead bodies with his sword to make sure of their condition.  Satisfied and with a sharp pat on his steed’s left breast she raised back up.  The two soldiers gestured and squeaked.  One turned to get the others while the other rode forward cautiously. 

From the side one could clearly see how the steed held up her mounted soldier.  Her arms were swept backwards and glued together to a pink knob jutting up just above her ass crack.  Inside the comfort of her arms the soldier rode in an arabesque saddle surrounded by hanging objects from her arms which contained his tools of war and trade.
The black haired steed marched quickly down a paved road and halted with a sharp tug up on both breasts.  Below them was a human village, the target of this raid.  All was quiet below which was fine.  The soldier studied the streets as he waited for his orders and the others to arrive.  It was mid-morning and the humans suspected nothing.  

He patted the top of her right breast and she immediately knelt with knees spread and gray steely eyes forward.  The soldier continued to watch the village occasionally stroking his blue polished chin.  He shivered due to the cold clime, the only reason the humans had been allowed this benighted land.
In the village the residents strolled without concern though there was worry.  At the Grandee Market Molissa chatted with her friend Candice.  

“I think we should leave and stay at Moliere.  It is too risky near the coast.” Molissa said.

“You know my mother,” she patted her growing belly bulge.  “I have to see her occasionally or she will worry about her grandchild and she will never leave here.  Her art and solitude are too important.”  The village of Grandee was famed locally for its trendy art and attracted as it did now an eclectic group of the young and the odd.
“But the locals are becoming too belligerent.  With the recession in the League, they know our weakness.  No one is likely to defend us or honor our treaties.”
Candice turned and admired the local fruit stand.  “I think a dozen of these will be nice for the breakfast table.”

Molissa shook her head.  “I should not have come with you but you are my dearest friend.”

At that moment in the hills the swarming soldiers had been positioned and were ready.  180 steeds rose as one when their left breast was lightly squeezed from the bottom.   The soldiers stood high gripping their steed’s waists and holding weapons high.  The leaders had sonic shock weapons ready for any resistance.  In the middle and behind were the key troops who had a sword in one hand and the other had the first of many putsche balls.  
The steeds were silent except for the clacking of toes on the roadway.  The soldiers had nothing to say.  They all burst into the village suddenly from four sides.  Males were shocked automatically into death.  Children and females were the desired targets.  

Molissa and Candice heard the riveting screams.   “What was that?” asked Molissa.
“Not good.  Let us run over to my mother’s place.”  The girls turned and scampered up a side alley.  Luckily it was not far.  Candice’s mother was already outside and listening.  

“What do you think is happening Mom?”

“I hope it is nothing…”

Meanwhile the nothing arrived.  A soldier in pale blue uniform over his hard blue exoskeleton appeared.  He rode a busty brunette steed who trotted swiftly down the alley aiming at the clustered girls.  Her pretty tits danced as she ran towards them providing a visual distraction that further muddled the scene.
“It is a Phosdick warrior!  What are they doing here?”  Molissa gasped.

With barely a wasted motion he threw a pink putsche square at the mom striking her precisely in her belly.  
“Oh” she gasped and staggered to fall on her ass with her dress falling into disarray.  Instinctively she brought her hands towards her hurt belly where they became glued in the rapidly expanding putsche.  “Oh!”

Even before the second “oh” Candice fell with her own startled “Oh” and then Molissa who had barely turned away when she was struck.  In scant seconds all three girls were down on their fine asses with their hands stuck to their belly.
The Phosdick soldier strode imperiously and swiftly towards them.  His sword swung hard and with a flat of the blade he hard tapped their heads in a single sweep of his arm.  The steed assisted as she was trained and kicked the girls where she could.
“Argh, ohh, mygod…” the girls collapsed onto their backs with bloody heads and quite suitably unconscious.  

The steed knelt automatically and the soldier climbed off her back.  She bent forward to further aid.  Once he was off she rose back up and put her steel toed left foot on the throat of Molissa.  The steed did not press down but it was obvious what her intent would be if Molissa tried to get up.  

Meanwhile the mom had her ankles crossed and putsched together.  Her daughter got the same quick treatment.  The soldier caressed her rounded belly pleased at his lucky catch.  Then Molissa got secured in the same way.

From beginning to end it took three minutes for the three girls to be captured and putsched.  The steed knelt and the soldier clamored back on.  He directed her inside the house to look for other humans.  She proceeded with caution.

The three caught girls slept in wait mode.  Someone would come for them in time. Bound hand and foot with their dresses high on their thighs, they would be irresistible to a human male and useful for a Phosdick.
About an hour later Candice awoke with an awful headache.  She stirred and found herself tangled up so to speak.  “”O my god,” she whispered.  Being pregnant there was no way to just sit up easily.  She managed to get to her left side and started rocking gently.  Around then Molissa moaned and sat up.  “Lucky you, you have a flat belly.”

Molissa shook her head to clear some of the aches and pains.  The right side of her head like Candice was full of bloody clots staining what had been pretty long hair.  Molissa tried to stand but instead sighed.  “I am not going anywhere fast this way.”  Carefully she lowered herself and turned on her side to face Candice.  “Moliere was the right idea, you know.”
Both wore low lying bodices and from their struggles their white bras now peered out in spots.  Molissa dropped her head and kissed Candice’s cleavage.

“Why did you that?”  Candice felt weird and excited from the kiss.

“Because it may be the last time I will ever be able to do that and I had wanted too for a long time.”

“I did not know that…”

“I am shy in that way.”  Molissa kept kissing higher and lower.  Her hands crept into her friends where they could feel each other.  The putsche had hardened and was no longer sticky.  Their lips met and Molissa kissed her friend deeply.  Both knew their fates.  They would be tubed and would work for their inhuman masters for the rest of their lives.  A kiss was being human and in a little time there would be no more kissing.
The mom sat up and the girlfriends broke away with Candice blushing a rosy crimson all the way to her cleavage.  “Where are they?”

“Who knows?  They will be back for their property. “Molissa sat back up.  Her black top was all open now and a button had come undone.  Her dress which had been short was shorter now by hiking up her thighs.  There was no way she could pull her hem down and no way to stand up
How dare they…” Mom was vividly angry.  “After all we have done for them.  Without us they would be uncivilized barbarians puttering away in the star waste lands.”

“I do not think they either care or believe as you do, Mrs. Longley.  We gave them our criminals and they changed them into a sub-race that served.  We sold them those we did not want in exchange for their useless polar continent where men can thrive and their kind feel it is a frigid hell.”

And now we will go to their warmer lands to be trained and used as their beasts.  The water boils in places at the equator.  They never thought much of us, considering us alien animals with impossible tales about the stars and other worlds.
Women could be heard hysterically sobbing in Grandee.  High frequency squeals punctuated the village commons of the related Phosdick conversation.  An occasional harsh buzz sounded even now as some male was finished off.  

“Where do you think we are going to go?” whispered Mrs. Longley.

“I do not know, Mom.  I have never been caught before and they did not give me a choice or a script.”

A Phosdick on a tall black skinned steed came into sight.  It saw them and came closer.  The girls cried out in panic and struggled to move but the steed was unhindered and trotted quickly even with the dozen girls tagging behind her.  All the captured girls could do was wet their panties and inch away.
The Phosdick turned in his saddle after halting his steed and slapped the girl attached to the ass of his steed in her tits.  Her eyes shouted terror but she had learned somewhat and commenced to kneel even as the steed did as she was ordered on her own tit.  

“Is not that Mrs. Marcy right behind the black steed, Mom?”

“Yes, I believe it is.”  Mrs. Marcy and the other 11 girls had pink putsche in their mouths effectively gagging them.  Wrists were crossed in front and putsched to the ass of the girl or steed in front.  Everyone had to follow the steed or whatever girl was in front.  The girls nervously scuffled in the road moving their feet randomly.
The soldier dismounted.  The steed stepped back up and as she rose she dragged her reluctant contingent back up.  A dainty steel toed foot crunched deliberately into poor Molissa right between her thighs.  She inched backwards but the steed snuggled closer until she was firmly pinned in the crotch.  Tears filled Molissa’s eyes.  It hurt like hell.

The Phosdick warrior squealed in a high syllabic filled voice.  Orders no doubt.  It plucked at her wrists and soften the putsche with the oils from glands in his wrists.  The effect was only temporary and she soon rehardened with her hands no longer stuck to her dress or belly region.  Now they were more properly crossed in front of her. 

The same happened to her ankles except that they became free to move on their own.  The putsche was brought close to her mouth.  Molissa said “No!” and shook her head.  
The Phosdick had six limbs.  The bottom two always worked as legs.  The upper pair were true hands and the middle two alternated either way.  So he was very capable of cradling her head, pinching her nose, holding her bound hands, and pinching her nipples until she succumbed and opened her mouth.  The rest became history and the putsche expanded filling her mouth.  The taste was sour and it tended to puff out her cheeks and make her jaw open wider.  In time it would ache terribly.  
The soldier stepped back and squealed again.  The steed stepped off her and commenced to kick poor Molissa in her ribs.  This hastened her getting to her feet to try to get away.  The soldier, who only was as high as Molissa’s waist, seized her bound hands and tugged her to the end of the line where her hands were putsched into the small of the back of a teenaged girl she recognized from the village.  Molissa was 13 in the line and was followed by Candice who was 14 and her mom (15).
Another 20 girls ended up on the line as the Phosdick soldier collected.  Molissa, Candice and Mrs. Longley grew practiced in anticipating kneeling sessions every time they halted.  After awhile a frightened woman would be dragged past them to her place on the line.  Sometimes there would be feeble protests or shrieks.  The final result was always the same as a dispirited girl was escorted back bound and gagged with long legs struggling to keep up with the rapid pace of the Phosdick warrior.
The gaggle of unhappy girls was led to the central Grandee Plaza where four other lines already waited patiently.  Some of the seated girls turned to see who was joining them.  Others moped with eyes on their bare knees.  

It was a balmy winter day with the temperature already near 25 degrees C.  Humidity was high of course.  So everybody had dressed accordingly in thin dresses, skirts and short sleeves.  Everybody showed plenty of cleavage too.  

Naturally all were gagged with bound hands resting on the ass of the girl in front of them except for the lead girl whose hands were glued to some local street device such as a lamp pole or mail box.  

Mrs. Marcy ended up attached to a road sign announcing the local parking rules for hover craft.  Unfortunately with the poor economy all hover craft were grounded due to lack of fuel.   All who followed her collapsed raggedly behind her as she knelt.  It had been a long hard morning and they were exhausted and the day was far from over.   

Four mounted steeds guarded the Plaza.  Dozens of tubed naked workers busied cleaning the new captives.  These were all female with neat trim bodies.  Not an ounce of food would be wasted on them and they knew it.  Molissa noticed one older worker with a gold ring on one finger as well as a gemmed ring on another.  Obviously she had once been free.  The others might have been but might also be the result of well bred humans after standard centuries of worker class.  Phosdicks, Formicans and the other nations had owned human stock for a long time and were well versed on their biological needs and uses.  Several sub-species had been devised and existed in the mysterious depths of their cities and ancient lands.
The workers addressed themselves to the new captives head wounds and bruises as well as the lower anatomy.  Many of the new girls had soiled themselves in their fear.  Buckets of water had been obtained from grandee sources.  Local cloth was also obtained from nearby market stalls.
For Molissa she could accept the light patting on her forehead but when the worker, a mulatto with a luscious shape, shoved her hand under her behind and poked her up it was up too much.  She began whining and crying in her frustration even as the worker checked under her panties.  She had been strong and had not done anything infantile and her worker only aroused her especially when she slipped a few fingers into her twat.  

Exchanging a brief glance with the nude and pretty worker, Molissa had to blush.  

Another line arrived.  There were over 200 adult or teenaged girls now gathered in the crowded Plaza.  Molissa watched the new line come in.  Despite the situation she was showing interest in more than one of them.  
Distressed girls who were bound were attractive.  Even as they settled in another line dragged in of children between the ages of 3 and 12, both male and female.  There would be no adult males or older females.  They were not worth the effort of binding and training.  Besides what was most desired was new genetic breeding stock and workers for the busy factories and plantations down south.  
Females were considered more docile and trainable than males.  Hence there was an exclusion of males from slavery.
Around now a Phosdick started tapping with a baton the breasts of Molissa’s line.  The girls immediately started paying attention to him.  It was a command to rise which they did.  A blonde caucasian steed paced the Phosdick on the opposite side of the line.  Each time the Phosdick halted the steed stepped in.
Candice watched Molissa when it was her turn.  Molissa whined in miserable complaint as the Phosdick lifted her black dress.  He reached up high and tugged her black panties down enough so that some putsche could be shoved in.  He inserted it several centimeters inside her.  She tried to stop him but the steed kicked at her shins when she dared to lift her knees.  She could feel it oozing inside and spreading before hardening.  
Not much would show but she was now sanitary and sealed up front.  For a second he brushed her clit which responded and made her snort.  The Phosdick had absolutely no sexual interest in her and indeed did not understand it at all.  He was a proud soldier and did what he did and nothing more was allowable to his caste.
Soldiers were male neuters.  Artisans and professionals were female neuters.  Somewhere there lived true male and females, absolute nobles in their caste system.  However, neuters out numbered the nobles by 50 to 1.  It was doubtful that a mere human would ever see one.

He dropped the front of her dress hem and raised the back up.  Quickly he proceeded to seal her asshole.  Her behind squirmed as it was probed.  Finishing quickly the soldier pulled up her panties and dropped her dress.  
Then it was all done and Candice had to face the twin sealings.  She gulped nervously.  
Turning her head sideways Molissa intended to see what color panties her friend was wearing.  They were white and stained.  Her friend had pissed herself.  The Phosdick stuck some putsche up where it did some good and went around behind.  The blonde steed glared and kicked Candice in her shins even though she had done nothing.

Eventually they sat back down and the next line got sealed.  
The children were divvied up.  Most of the girls got a kid hung upside down across her torso.  The feet stuck out to one side of the head.  Legs and arms were all putsched and the kid putsched to the torso.  The head gagged hung loose in the folds of a dress or skirt.  

Candice, being pregnant, did not get a kid.  Instead she carried several heavy bags of fruit looped around her neck to hang in front and in back.  Other girls received similar presents.  All had to carry some goodie from Grandee for their new owners.  

A little after noon the girls were assembled in three lines.  Steeds paced them every few meters and all proceeded to march out of Grandee.  Hours passed.   The girls hated their marching but the Phosdicks swatted their asses and thighs with the flat of their blades if they did not go fast enough.  As the sun set a cool breeze finally arrived from the sea which they approached.  This was a polar ocean.  Not too cool as compared to fabled Earth but better than the afternoon heat.

Their clothes, drenched as they were with sweat, cooled and made them feel cold enough to shiver.

Driven into the beach was a Phosdick SubGalley.  Generally the Phosdicks, like most mobile life forms, preferred the darkness and cold beneath the surface.  Sailing the oceans, especially deeper south, was perilous due to the steam fogs.  Even here there were wisps of heavy humid air.  

Night fell abruptly.  The Phosdicks were prepared. A dozen workers scampered on board and came back struggling with giant balls that had been basking in the sun on top of the vessel all day.  Even now they glowed with a cold yellow aura.  The workers placed them on various spots as a mounted Phosdick directed.
Molissa watched the workers bare behinds and bouncing breasts.  More than one turned her on especially when they flexed or bent over.  The Phosdicks kept their beasts of burden lean and trim.  They ranged in age from barely nubile to their early forties.   In her new societal norm staring was allowed. Molissa would have been slapped or yelled at in Grandee for what she did.  But that was Grandee and she had a new life ahead of her with different rules and laws.
A Phosdick tapped each of the girls on her head with his sword blade.  An order to sit down which the girls gratefully accepted.  It would be difficult to get them up again.  Hungry and thirsty combined with constipation and bladder aches would keep them on the ground.

Meanwhile the workers descended on the girls and relieved them of their bags and other valuables that they had carried.  Even the kids were stripped off to be assembled in a group nearby.  

The carried booty disappeared into the galley.  Other shapes could be noticed in the gloom that had waited unmoving until now in the shadows of the SubGalley.  The workers knelt and wrapped their bound arms around the shapes and lifted.  The shapes came closer.

These were cleaners.  Later there would be feeders.

Mrs. Longley was persuaded to lift her butt so a cleaner could be slid under her derriere.  The cleaner fit snugly and was a modified worker who was not tubed.  Immediately she began to tug at her panties with her teeth until her tongue and lips were pressed against the asshole and later the cunt.  Her saliva had a temporary action of softening the putsche.  She sucked this right out.  The residue was stuck to the top of her mouth for the moment.  
Now she sucked furiously and with her tongue teased Mrs. Longley’s bottom to stimulate the shit and later the piss to flow out.  This the cleaner swallowed until Mrs. Longley was empty.  With the ease of practice the putsche was reapplied where it hardened again.
Her panties slipped back on and the cleaner was tugged out from under her dress.  Another job done and time to clean Candice.  She was as startled as any of the other girls with the quick tongue and sucking.  It aroused and it felt good to be relieved.  Of course now she was horny.

Once cleaned the girls were allowed to sit on their haunches again.  The cleaner belly gradually filled and distended awfully.  Periodically she would vomit the crap out.  In a civilized city it would be recycled but in the wilderness, the jungle would do.
Two Phosdicks shortly afterwards grabbed Mrs. Longley by her shoulders.  One yanked her hair back so that she looked up to the rounded chin and huge multifaceted eyes of a Phosdick.  In them was a reflection infinitely multiplied.  With her heart pounding the Phosdick removed her gag putsche.  She gasped relived of the horrible jaw ache.  

The other Phosdick reached behind his back to take out a long pale orange sliver.  This was a tube.  It was raised above her head so that she saw and shook her chin violently.  “No, please, it is too long.  I will do whatever you want.  Please…”

She talked enough that it was easy to push the tube into her mouth and began thrusting down despite her gagging reflex.  Tears streamed freely from her eyes; she jerked about but steadied when her tits were swatted.  The tube reached near her esophagus despite her agony and resistance.  Pink putsche went around the top cementing her teeth and lips into one puffy ball with a long orange tube sticking out.  The excess was wiped clear.
Stepping back the Phosdicks briefly admired their work.  Mrs. Longley blinked and tossed her hair about.  A long tube now descended in a slight curve to her breasts.  Realizing her new toy she poked herself a few times with the tube.  As she amused herself, Candice was approached and firmly held for her turn.  

“No, not that please…uuhhh…”  The tube slammed into her gut.  Her young breasts heaved frantically as she vainly attempted to regurgitate it.  Before she had a chance (if ever she did) her mouth filled with putsche once more and forever.
In no time the hundreds of girls were moving their new tubes back and forth caressing their breasts and poking somebody’s back.  Mrs. Longley daringly pulled her head back and shoved her tube over Candice’s shoulder.  Briefly the tubes touched in a tender embrace.  Both descended between Candice’s pert breasts.  

A feeder is an engorged woman.  Her limbs are putsched and virtually nonexistent.  Her belly swelled enormously and would contact the same amount once done.  All day she had been fed various foods, leaves, twigs, anything organic.  Her metabolism had been manipulated and she could digest almost anything.  
Dropped into Molissa’s bound embrace she snuggled and smiled.  Her face was a bit pudgy but otherwise clean and attractive.  Front teeth had been removed at an early age so her grin was odd.  “Eat mee...” she shrilled.  Molissa was confused.  She knew about the tubes and their purpose but only intellectually.  The practice was a bit foreign.  Luckily the worker was nearby and would aid her first time.

Pulling on her thick black air the blonde worker motioned Molissa to stay still. She did.  The bound worker hands tugged at her new tube.  It felt very uncomfortable in her throat.  It poked in a weird way inside her.  She wanted to gag but the putsche blocked that attempt and the tube was in her esophagus.  Even if she wanted to she could not vomit.
Cooperating the eater moved her head to the right while Molissa’s tube appeared to her left.  She then ducked her head down towards the bottom of the tube and caught it in her lips.  It entered and fit nicely where her front teeth had been.  She straightened back up making Molissa back away.  This did not last long because the blonde worker had the back of Molissa’s head and was forcing her down the eater’s throat.  The tube sunk deep and disappeared until their lips met in a lesbian kiss.  

Molissa could go no further.  She could not feel the far end of the tube but immediately a faint trickle began to enter her stomach, filling it.  There was only 30 or 40 seconds of feed.  There was no point in making her fat with this high caloric intake.  The worker brought her back up with a strange sucking pop noise.
“Bye” the feeder smacked her red lips with a pink tongue.  

What had happened was like a double blow job.  Molissa felt exhilarated and excited.  Her tummy felt warm and full too.  New strength grew in her.

Once all were fed and reasonably content and before they grew too sleepy, the Phosdicks slapped their tits to get up which they did.  The tedious task of loading onto the SubGalley commenced.  
The loading platform was metallic and the high heels of the attractive girls tick tocked rapidly inwards.  Each girl kept a constant distance behind the other by her bound hands.  More than one rolled their new tubes back and forth still agitated from their feeding.

Inside were several levels.  The new girls descended into an ill lit hall with two vault like sides filled with oars and long piping.  A Phosdick directed the workers, selecting who was going to go where.  First four would go to the right and then four to the left.  
The Phosdick removed the hands from the ass and then the worker motioned towards the parallel poles.  The first girl stepped over several sideways using the high pedals to balance her feet as she wrestled the pole with her bound hands.

Ultimately she ended up flush against the outer wall.  She straddled a pole with her crotch on the pole.  A worker adjusted her feet against two pedals and made her hands grasp the massive wooden oar.  Her knees arched up adjacent to her breasts.  Looking down once complete from the center aisle one could see five pairs of knees in perfect alignment along with five tubes near five sets of perfect breasts.  Tired frightened eyes wandered about trying to find sense.
Under her a Phosdick putsched her crotch and feet to make them stick tight where she was.  Eventually four new girls were arranged in a row while a more valued worker was attached to the end position to act as a guide to the new girls.  

Molissa and Candice straddled adjacent poles; their bottoms already aching from the enforced intimate contact with the pole.  Mrs. Longley stood against the outer wall occasionally looking upwards at some girl’s bare thighs and flowered panties. She glanced towards her daughter and could see her brown skirt hanging down and partially obscuring another woman’s head.  

Gradually the ship filed up.  Children were shoved under the oar girl’s feet while standing girls stood under asses.  The place was packed tight and nothing could budge except the oar hands and backs as well as the girls on the end.   A thick steel bar came down about elbow height to prevent the girls on the end that much access to less restricted areas.
The subterranean depths of the SubGalley filled with sighs and sniffles as the girls expressed themselves.  In a little over a standard hour the sub had been packed.  A Phosdick or two patrolled the oar and steerage areas with a handful of dedicated workers hurrying as always at their tasks.  

Meanwhile the worker on the end was educating the new girls on their chores.  The worker was a cute young blonde, the same as had trained Molissa and Candice in how to eat.  She leaned towards her fellow rowers and tapped Candice energetically on her left tit with her tube.  Candice glanced at her frightened and annoyed.  The blonde continued jerking her head towards the oar and her own hands which firmly gripped the oar shaft.  

Candice reached out and grabbed the oar too with quick little looks at the blonde who nodded and then gestured with her tube and eyes to pass the word down the row.  Candice turned to her friend who had been watching the exchange and jabbed her left tit with her tube.  Molissa nodded and in turn regarded the cute teenagers to her left.  She enjoyed tapping her breast to get her attention.

Now all was ready.

A giant bell tingled.  The blonde shot a quick stare down her row.  Her mates were ready and anxious.  She gave a deep sign and concentrated on her hands and the oar.  Taking her lead the others did too.

A drum boomed in a slow ponderous bear.  Oaring commenced.  The girls pulled back lowering their backs until they touched the knees behind them.  Their putsched feet strained at their pedals.  The oar moved.  The beat increased.  Gradually the SubGalley pulled back from the beach head and entered the open sea.
Fans turned on somewhere to provide much needed ventilation in the dank quarters
The girls sweated and their meager clothes clung to every curve.  

After awhile the bell rang again.  Seconds later the drum slowed and stopped.

Molissa and Candice collapsed onto their oar.  It had been an immense struggle to do as they were ordered.  

The insistent worker pecked at Candice until she sleepily turned her face.  The pretty blonde moved her blue eyes until Candice saw.  She nodded and let go of the oar as well as relaying the command down the line.  Still the blonde poked at poor Candice and landed one in her pregnant belly.  She snapped back up with that, angry.  The blonde relaxed her back and let herself rest against the knees behind her.  So did Candice and the others.  

Molissa glanced one last time in the dim light of the SubGalley at the cute brunette and Candice.  They were shoulder to shoulder with knees straight up and touching each other.  Their bosoms showed breasts heaving even now from their exertions.   Another brunette lolled against Molissa’s upright knees from the galley row in front of her.  It was nasty warm and humid that the far off ventilation system did nothing to dispel.  Still Molissa felt a strange sense of comfort; dimly she recognized it as sexual.
It had been a very long day.  It did not take long to fall into a dreamless sleep despite the overwork, the humidity, and overexcitement.  The girls under them had long since fallen into a fitful slumber while standing up.
Less than a day ago they had been free human girls and women; treated well and respectfully under the League rules.  Many had husbands, family and boyfriends.  Now that was utterly gone and was best forgotten.  They had been force marched to the sea and even rowed themselves further away into the open ocean depths hidden from view.  What little hope of rescue dissipated with their closing eyes.  There was no hope for a slave except to submit.

Chapter 2 Market 
On board the routine was to row, rest, get up, get cleaned, get fed, and be re-inserted into the small place on board where each girl had a home.  Rowing was not always constant though it occurred often.  Other means generally propelled the SubGalley.  The girls were needed on turns and for navigational purposes at launch and docking.  Arrival at their next port was days away.
Conversations were nonexistent by normal means.  The cute blonde taught them how to write with their tube or a finger when available on each other’s skin.  In this way the blonde became Soo.  Longer words or sentences were beyond such simple means.    At least without lots of practice.
Molissa enjoyed this aspect of her enforced trip and transformation.  Because of how they had to sit the only way to write was on each other’s breasts.  Touching Candice was fun as well as the adjacent auburn haired teenager.  That young girl was a major cutie.

Her name was Angie and the view of her black lace bra was intriguing.  More than once Molissa stuck her tube deeper than needed into her brassiere and made her squirm.  

Their dresses and skirts had all fallen closer to their waists.  Molissa and Angie had thigh high stockings now quite visible.  Angie had a faint trace of blue speckled panties at the top of her thighs.  Once Molissa stuck her tube into her thigh zone and knew she had touched her cunt.  Angie looked startled but not too annoyed.

During one of their rest periods Molissa held hands with Angie and tapped:  “Date with me?”

Angie’s eyes fluttered as she considered.  “No, yes, maybe…”

It really did not matter of course.

Candice and Soo were also getting along well.  Soo was experienced and kept her hands on Candice’s thighs whenever she could.  Little more could be done.

Docking at the port which Soo identified as Kwa*too*back was a rigorous and muscle straying work effort.  Once done Molissa and Candice breathed a deep sigh with the end bell and relaxed.  Despite her aching back and crotch, Molissa still admired both Candice and Angie and how their breasts rose and fell inside their garments that were as if they were a second skin.

With arrival came the inevitable unloading and the renewed bound hand to ass leash.  At least Molissa still had Angie to touch and Candice’s hand on her ass.
Kwa*too*back dock was as busy as all seaports were despite being in a submerged cavern lit by throbbing yellow orbs.  The dock was dingier than most because the inhabitants saw in a different way than the humans.  For them it was as bright as outside day.  

The girls followed each other meekly.  Occasionally a Phosdick walloped some unlucky behind.  

In small narrow caverns the girls were dispersed and locked in.  Each was hauled to a wall and up into a half crouch with wide spread knees.  Putsche anchored the back of their heads and asses to the wall.  Their bound hands were allowed to be relatively free.  More than one girl would masturbate in the hours to come.  Putsched as they were no tube language or even hand holding was available.
Cleaners could access them with their heads under their skirts and panties.  The cleaner tits were just under bound hands and begged for fondling which was often done.  

Mrs. Longley was no longer next to her daughter but was conveniently on the other side of the narrow cavern and clearly visible.  They often looked at one another with love and longing.  

The major event of the day was being fed.  Candice stared into the lovely brown eyes of the feeder who was between her thighs and arms.  Gently she squeezed her ass and pushed her tube all the way down until their lips met.  It was a faintly human contact after all.  Food was always pleasant even without taste and being a form of vomit.  Besides the feeder girl was soft and cuddly despite her fatness.  

Faint jealousy arose when Molissa sunk her tube down the feeder’s throat.  It was unfair of her to think that.  She fought it back down.  Angie had the same concerns and envy.
Molissa was enjoying herself and would fantasize about Candice and Angie when she could.  They were conveniently on either side of her and she could look down their dresses without worry of being thought queer.
Storage mode included a detailed inspection by a Phosdick veterinarian, a female neuter indistinguishable from a male neuter. She patted Candice’s belly and nodded while taking numerous notes on a pad.

A day or so later the new girls were roused up and put ass to bound hand again.  They were only a single line as opposed to their original capture.  Less rather than all were to go somewhere.  They marched up and down long stone or dirt corridors.  Numerous side passages existed going elsewhere.  Occasionally Phosdicks or workers on chores were visible.

Finally they arrived at an outside exit point.  The sky was ablaze with simmering heat.  Harsh purple clouds shrouded a glaring red sun.  Heat swelled all around and hit like a ton of bricks.  

Luckily the sun was setting and it was winter.  

The girls played follow the leader.  Steeds with stern Phosdick soldiers paced along their sides.  They were valuable property after all.  Being stolen would always be a concern.
The road was paved which made their journey possible at all since they were still wearing their high heels from Grandee.  Towards morning they would adjourn to an underground lair which passed as a fort or local town where they were cleaned and fed in their warehouse area.  There they rested as before semi crouched recovering from their march knowing more was coming.  

Several days passed before they apparently arrived at their final destination.  It rose as a high circular mound out of the dark green stalk woods.  A brown ziggurat like mass with an ascending road etched into the side.  Candice stared and knew she would have to climb it somehow despite her aching feet.  Molissa tugged at her hands and she trotted after her friend.


Slowly they ascended as the bloody sun rose.  It was a hard trudge for pitiless masters.  Once on top they had to be passed by hulking mounted Phosdicks on matching blonde caucasian steeds.  Their Phosdick argued for awhile and after payment was allowed to let his beasts enter.  A tax had been paid.

They passed under a tremendous gate marked with twisting obscure shapes.  Four blond blue eyed steeds stood rigidly at attention on either side on tip toe.  Stern warrior types kept guard peering out from over their steed heads.  

Inward and downward they walked as the harsh hot rays of the sun disappeared from sight into the cooling depths.  The girls entered another warehouse where they were cleaned and fed before sweet sleep was allowed.
The next day was different.  By groups of six they were placed into a taller cavern than normal.  There each was anchored by her head to the ceiling along with the hands.  
The Phosdicks used ladders; they were too short otherwise to reach.  
Then their ankles were spread and anchored too.  Helpless the girls awaited their fate.  A Phosdick approached with a sharp knife.  Candice was first.  The Phosdick stuck the blade in her collar near her deep cleavage and slid it down ripping the cloth until it hung in two large sections to either side.  Below was a bra and panty set.  

Trembling and sniffing loudly Candice belly danced as best she could, afraid and upset.  

The blade snipped the front of her bra and it snapped open revealing two nice tits over her swelling belly.  Then her panties were cut on each side.  Due to moisture they stuck slightly and the Phosdick had to grab them and pull them off.  They dropped with a flutter to the ground.  With similar alacrity her dress fell and her bra.

Hacking away at her shoes removed them too.  Candice was completely naked now.  Molissa, at least, openly admired her friend who she had seen nude at the gym but never so sexily revealed when bound.  Her hands were overhead and her back perfectly straight with her thighs spread wide.  

A metal toe shoe was now attached to her feet.  The shoe only covered the bottom of her sole with each toes separately ringed to hold it all in place.  It would serve as a pretty much permanent shoe for her.  Being only the toe area she would be persuaded to walk more on tip toe than the full foot.  This was certainly preferred for a steed where every additional inch was vital for a soldier.  For a worker it was more a nuisance but little different from a high heel.

Molissa had her turn next and in less than a minute and her clothes were stripped away in a puddle on the floor.  Now she stood under the attentive eyes of Candace and Angie.  She hoped that they liked what they saw.  She breathed in a bit to pump up her breasts for them.
Angie was next and Molissa was curious to see her tits that had been lurking covered for so long in the black lace bra.  She was not disappointed to see a pair of pert breasts pop out.  Angie saw her watching and closed her eyes in embarrassment.  She flexed her elbows but her hands were firmly glued to the ceiling.  There was no way to die her charms.

When they all naked, except for their new toe shoes, pretty workers started scrubbing and cleaning up.  Excellent attention was paid to their sensitive breasts and crotch.  They knew what they were doing and teased enough to bother but not enough to ease.
Of the six in this room there were Candice, Angie, and Molissa.  Angie’s friend Sandra was there too as well as two other nameless girls.  All were comely and their breasts showed a rosy red from a vigorous washing and sexual arousal.  
A Phosdick veterinarian arrived.  You could tell them by a red fez with a twirly wheel on top.  She nodded deep in her inner thoughts.  A brown haired and skinned worker bobbed along at her side carrying a jacketed box which she set carefully down on the ground.  
The Phosdick checked them all removing their cunt putsche as she did.  Using a marker she checked Molissa on her belly with a red circle as she did Angie.  The others did not receive this honor.  Candice got a green circle around her navel and an additional squiggle next to it.

Taking a long and thick hypodermic needle the vet inserted it into the carry box withdrawing a milky white liquid.  She went over to Molissa who had to be calmed because her hips were rocking too much.  The vet caressed her tits until she started to moan.  Occasionally the vet checked her cunt checking her arousal level.  The Phosdicks could not care about her sexual needs but they knew her biology better she did.

Now the vet inserted the needle into her cunt and pushed it in deep.  The needle was quite warm and hard. Her cunt was well lubricated from the worker hands and the Phosdick manipulations.  Molissa’s belly flexed involuntarily.  She gripped the needle with her vaginal muscles.  The moment had arrived.

Molissa sighed and rocked about pleasantly.  The deed was done.  The plunger was activated and she received a warm splash into her womb.  The hypodermic was thick enough to stay by itself in her cunt as the semen soaked into her.  The vet ensured this with a twist that made it even thicker.  Molissa moaned.  A dash of putsche over the end of the needle kept the needle solidly in her until the semen had soaked into her uterus.  
While she sulked and squeezed with her vagina Angie was approached.

She had her tits touched for awhile until she was ready to be artificially inseminated.  She hung moaning with her hips twitching.  Briefly she stared at Molissa who was rather limp now but still had her hips busy.
Molissa and Angie had been impregnated.  Candice was well on her way already.  The others had to wait for a more propitious moment in their menstrual cycle.  Even so they were all injected to just be on the safe side.  The process was repeatedly several times to ensure pregnancy.  All in all the girls hung together literally for about one week being checked daily by the vet and impregnated three times a day with a hypodermic needle.
Molissa and Angie graduated to a green circle around their navels and an adjacent squiggle different from Candice but otherwise the same.  The red mark was erased.

The rest got red checks and then green circles.  All were comfortably pregnant now.  Molissa figured this out as did the rest when she told them that they had been marked as to when they had been impregnated and/or when they would deliver.
The now quieter girls were released from the ceiling and put ass to bound hands to go back out.  Now they entered a wider chamber where many lovely nude workers mingled.  As was typical they were all incredibly lean and trim.  Breasts were full and firm.  A few tangled on the floor while others gazed curiously at the newcomers.
Many were obviously pregnant.  Everybody had a green circle around their navels.  There in this group area they were all strangely released and allowed to wander.

It was weird not to be anchored or leashed.  At first Candice, Molissa, Sandra and Angie stayed close together.  Suddenly Mrs. Longley thrust herself amongst them and took command.  She had been green circled too.

Candice and her mother crept into each other arms and hugged with bound hands around the backs and tubes pressed between each other’s breasts.  Both sobbed uncontrollably.  Molissa and the other two stood protectively around the pair.  In time they separated sniffling.  
Candice tapped on her mother’s flat belly (soon to grow with her sibling).  There are many abbreviations in such a language but for the sake of brevity and conversations are noted with the fuller words.  “Mom, I love you!”
“And I you!”  She fingered on her daughter’s bulging belly.

Somehow their hands slipped lower and soon their breathing deepened.  Molissa noticed this and was disturbed a bit.  However, the whole room was filled with sexual odors when you paid attention to it.  
She exchanged glances at Angie who blushed and turned aside.  Slowly she raised her bound hands and put them behind her neck.   This pushed her nice tits up higher.  Molissa knew that Angie was a major hottie and this proved the point.  Bringing her own bound hands up she touched her nipples.  Angie jumped but let her continue. Molissa quickly tapped on her breast: date?  She nodded.
Molissa felt someone bumping her ass.  Still holding Angie’s tits she turned to see an agitated Sandra.  She had smaller breasts but just as much need.  She had bumped her hip into Molissa’s hip.  Already her hands were behind her neck with elbows sticking out.  Sandra whimpered.

If she could have Molissa would have smiled.  She had always wanted a threesome and now it was being offered with no holds barred.  Two beautiful young naked girls anxious to please her in any way possible.  What more could be desired?
Molissa raised her arms high and let the two girls come under her embrace.  Their tits mashed warmly together as Molissa grabbed their ass cheeks and started patting and groping them.  Her thighs slipped between the two sets of thighs.  They squeezed her with all of their young might and wiggled.
In the days that followed the new girls worked hard carrying stuff or doing nursery duties.  There were over a hundred workers who were pregnant with the new ones adding a big population burst of about 30.  They were all in what was called Quiom or sometimes Kwi *Tak.    Quiom was likely the city name while Kwi *Tak was the ranch where they were worked.

Below them was a huge nursery where workers who were very pregnant went to give birth.  They would have a few months nursing the baby before returning to pregnancy.  Not all of the children made it as their owners ruthlessly culled for the best and for particular tasks.  Once the children were able to walk they were tubed and became dependent on being fed and cleaned like the rest of them.

Molissa often tapped on Candice’s tits in the ensuing months:  “Should have stayed in Moliere.”
But there were some benefits.  Angie and Molissa became devoted lovers and often curled together.  There could be no penetration but as they discovered tits were very sensitive and their clits remained outside of the putsche.  Their owners did not care.  As long as they worked and produced off spring, they could as they wanted.  
Many of the other workers had been bred for their tasks for centuries.  These women were anxious to take the new ones and acquaint them with pleasure.  Because of their owner needs they could never be sure where they would go or what they would do.  Love was on the fly always.  

It was their new life.  Daughter would give birth in about 5 standard months and would watch her mother deliver four months later in the nursery.  Molissa, Angie and Sandra would pop out babies together and side by side.  This was the way of the new world.

Chapter 3 The Main Gate at Qoim
Candice still thought of herself as Candice despite the many years since her enslavement.  In lost Grandee she had been putsched and marched when she was a standard 19.  How old she was now was hard to tell.  She figured she was around 30 standard now.  
She had given birth six times now with a few months off in between each cycle.  Her first born was a blond blue eyed boy who she had not seen after the first year.  After that she gave birth to five sets of blonde blue eyed daughters.  The Phosdicks had liked this about her.  In Qoim the warriors preferred blonde white girls as their steed type.  A worker who bred true was highly valuable.  
So that was about 9 years for that alone.  Now she had been transferred and after several weeks of being tit trained she was a steed in the Qoim Guard.  She could still be impregnated but being good breeders as the Phosdicks considered themselves, some time off was essential.  In a few years she might be bred again.  Perhaps when her boy came of age she would be inseminated with his sperm.  Inbreeding would help maximize her genetic traits.  

Mom had been retired from breeding after giving Candice six more sisters.  Now she hauled crap someplace and was nowhere near her daughter.  She would be close to 50 standard now.  Not many years left for her.  
Someday her numerous sisters, daughters, and eventually nieces and grand daughters would all be servants of the Phosdicks.  

Molissa and her two girlfriends, Angie and Sandra, had given successful births numerous times.  Molissa and Angie had been allowed twin boys once each.  Molissa’s boys were distinctly black meaning she had been hybridized.
Candice occasionally saw Molissa who was a steed too.  Angie was serving off time from breeding as an ordinary worker.  Sandra was plain missing.  Being property meant being sold off as needed or processed.
Now Candice had a Phosdick whose name appeared to be **K* on her back.  He was not unkindly but he demanded her utmost obedience at all times.  He tapped her breast which she correctly knew was a signal to turn and when combined with a pinch on her sensitive nipple, she knew to trot forward.

By chance Molissa was there with her Phosdick.  The two Phosdicks exchanged high pitched squeaks and squawks arguing over something trivial.  This happened often enough.  It was about fees, taxes and suitable bribes.  A final exchange was made and Molissa blinked at her and turned with a tit squeeze from her mount.  Candice turned too and trotted back to her high command position where **K* could see the approach to the main gate of Qoim.
Over ten standard years ago Candice had entered this same gate.  Rarely has she been allowed out with her duties consisting of nursery and inside transport.  As a guard steed she occasionally had exercised outside the main gates.  
Standing at attention on tip toe she waited for orders.  **K* caressed her breasts in a traditional soothing motion to keep a steed alert and attentive.  It also made her horny.

For all the long years of birth and pregnancy she had been naked.  Now as a steed she had been allowed some clothing of a sort.  Not that clothes were a necessity when the average temperature outside was so hot.  Bare metal graced her shins and thighs as well as bands on her arms and a metal mesh skirt around her belly but not over her loins.  Being a guard at the main gate she also wore a necklace with a nine pointed star to mark her troop designation.  The only thing that remained from her Grandee youth were the two rings on her left hand marking her wedding and engagement.  
Phosdicks of all types would come through the main gate usually on top of steeds.  Workers and other human sub-types tended to be on the lower levels where their work was focused.  Occasionally workers from other cities would come through ass to bound hand.  These had been sold or traded and were destined to be inspected and processed before descending to their duties.
There were no free humans in the lands south of her former home.  There never had been of course.  The natives had never understood what humans were except as a gift from their gods because they had been ideal for work that they did not desire to do.  The use of steeds had revolutionized their wars and established new ascendant nations.

So it was unusual to see humans still wearing real clothing.  She had all but forgotten dresses and skirts.  Briefly she snorted and **K* squeezed her tits to calm her.  

Molissa and several other steeds escorted the new girls who looked rather tired.  They wore an abundant display of colors and were all white skinned with a variety of hair styles.  The number of them was quite impressive especially as compared to her own arrival.  

Three lines slowly trudged in through the gate shoulder to shoulder.  Candice lost count after 50 rows marched in.  Something wicked had happened way up north.  

Some regarded her on her tall stand.  By this time she was just another steed to them.  Countless rows of breasts bobbed with every step.  The girls were uniformly young and fit to have survived the passage south.  More than one appeared quite comely to her tastes.  Everyone would have marched and rowed long kilometers to get here.
She remembered from her own experience.  How naïve she had been and so silly.  Now she was quite tame and knew her place in the world.  She did not regret her capture or the long hours rowing on the SubGalley now.  She hoped to meet some of the new girls before they were too broken so she could taste their innocence herself.
Suddenly she snorted violently again.  **K* squeezed her tit and squealed in his own language that remained even after a decade utterly unintelligible to her.  She had seen someone she knew below.

Her long ago husband was from Moliere and had a younger sister who was named Laura.  She would have been about 25 standard by now.  Like Candice she was blonde and attractive.  Like her from long ago she was pregnant.  A red frock was draped over her torso to her mid thigh.  The left strap had fallen to her elbow revealing a matching red brassiere underneath.  Mindlessly she stared forward in the middle of the row and almost at the end of the whole line.  Soon she would stripped and get her green circle though she did not know this yet.
There was no doubt that it was her.  Absolutely no fucking doubt.  Moliere had fallen.  What would become of them all?  

Moliere was not the right idea!

The race of man had risen long ago on ancient Earth and now here it would end as a mere animal, a convenient beast of burden.  

Laura disappeared into the gloom of Qoim.  The harsh sun rose higher raising the temperature intolerably.  Candice hoped that her break would come soon because she was tired.

**K* gently stroked her sensitive breast.  She wondered what her next order would be. 

And horny!

