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Green light flickered and danced on the jagged tree fringed horizon.  A vast thunderous boom cascaded again and again from the Blue Smokies.   Something came slowly but surely.    
The harbingers of the Blue Gods were coming.   When the Blue Gods ultimately came it would be far worse.   There had been a brief announcement that was more a casual statement of impending fact.   Humanity had been warned to stay calm and not to panic; it would damage the goods.

Theirs was a casual conquering for a future that was yet to be determined but seemed certain.  It was a future that humans would have little to say about.   The harbingers were sometimes called Hounds but they were humanoid.   Long elongated snouts, thinning brown or black body hair, and bushy tails added to this canine appearance but they were much more than that.  They were the Hounds and Warriors of the Blue Gods.
A sweet smelling calming gas blanketed Pikesville as the evening sun set.   Red and green beams crisscrossed the sky and bullets whizzed and clattered as men fought desperately and defiantly in the light of impending doom and ruin.   Men would feed the bellies of the Hounds and they knew it but could not prevent it.   The Hounds would conquer, there was no choice.   

In a darkened cellar cowered the lost women and children of the desperate defenders.   The Hounds advanced without concern, communication, or fear.  Men retreated in terror and horror.   Huddled together the Carvers and Thompsons tried to console one another.   Mary Beth Carver, a teenaged cute brunette, spoke nervously to her best friend, Amy Thompson.   “What do you think will happen?”
“Nobody knows for sure,” she whispered.   They shoot everything that goes up.   They seem to prefer to take cities and towns intact.   They do not destroy buildings and roads.  They just sweep up everything in their path and it disappears.”

Fearfully Mary Beth replied:   “What of our fathers and boyfriends.”

“Better off dead than alive I would imagine.   The Hounds of the Blue Gods have never lost.   In Kansas City there were 17 known Hound kills.   The Army lost 100,000 personnel and their equipment.   Nukes have been disabled.  Millions more disappeared never to be seen again.   Once their force barrier rose there was no more to be seen or imagined.  Then the Peace of the Blue Gods was imposed until the Hounds were ordered to move forward again.”

“But why have they come!   Why?  What did we do to them?”

“Their spaceships came.  They did not even bother to open fire or to communicate other than simple statements and commands.   They raided here and there and took whatever they wanted.   The Hounds can read our minds and occasionally speak to us but they usually only command and laugh.   They do not say much.”
“Yeah, just do what you are told.   Just what some guys will say to their girls.   Our masters are coming and you will be grateful for their Hounds mercy.”

“I wonder who the Blue Gods are?”

“They are blue with bug eyes some say.   Your typical BEM.   The Hounds worship them as Gods.   I do not wish to know much more based on that.”

“Maybe they are…”

Amy’s mom came over to comfort the frightened teenagers.   “Remember this too will pass.  What is high will be low.   What is low will be high.”  Amy thought differently though.   They were dealing with Gods and Hounds.   Not men or even women.

A crash shook the house to its foundation.   The girls screamed but nothing more happened.   An ominous quiet descended.   It could almost be felt.   “What’s that smell?” a small boy questioned before being shushed.   Mary’s Beth Mom, Ethyl, attempted to say something but her voice wavered and wobbled.   
“Wha…dizzy…”

The emergency lighting failed abruptly.  Pikesville had fallen.  The women and children had become loot.   
Outside the green glow increased and the staccato ricochet of bullets ceased.   Lasers still cut and slashed here and there and everywhere.   The Hounds were still busy and had had much to do before morning to secure Pikesville in the fashion it deserved.   The chore was more drudgery than serious.   It just had to be done and the Hounds were always obedient to their Gods.   

Morning.  Nothing different than before except that Pikesville was silent.   Morning typically is refreshing and signifies rebirth and hope.  Well there was rebirth.   The glow was gone or actually was not visible from this side of the barrier.
Mary Beth stirred.  She could not rise or flex her limbs.  Her back ached and her hands were tied to her ankles.   Something choked and gagged her throat.   She blinked and could only weed choked pavement.  A noise to her side made her glance to either side.  Her mother was to her left looking delightful with her ruby red lips wrapped around some cloth in her stuffed mouth.   A line dug into her cheeks holding the gag in place.  

Amy was to her right in similar circumstances.   Her eyes were full of tears.   “Hmmmm!” was all she could say.   

Her mom added:  “Hmmprrhh!”

Mary Beth screamed”   “MMMPPP!!”

For a while the girls continued their protests and struggled as a matter of routine.   It was fairly loud though soft and muted.   A dandelion blossom watched them with a mindless intensity from a foot or so ahead.   They peered about and tried to see what was up but only the heads of her mom and friend were visible to Mary Beth.   Others undoubtedly had the same limitations.   

As they relaxed they chewed her gags and studied their bound limbs.   Wrists were crossed and tied securely.  Tugging at them made the girls tug at a cross leathery rope through their crotch and around their bellies.   It caused undue friction and irritation to their poor pussies.   High heel shoes hugged their backsides held in place by their wrists.  Of course they were crossed at the ankle.   The girls were tidy pretty little packages.  Furthermore, they were tethered by their crotch to some point behind them.
While they were unconscious someone or thing had bound them and placed them to await pickup.   After a great deal of exertion Mary Beth had finally plopped herself of her back.  She breathed hard and tried to rest.  Nothing had changed except her viewpoint.  While doing so she had seen other girls to either side waiting on their sides, backs or tits.   All were encumbered the same way and presented magnificent tits to the world and vied skirts and dresses.   

What they had worn the night before (?) had been rearranged or replaced to look better and sexier on their bodies.   Girls liked to show off legs and breasts but they had six inch high heels and thigh high stockings.   

Mary Beth had been wearing jeans and a pullover with ordinary cotton underwear.  Now she had a short powder blue dress that might have covered her upper thighs if she was standing.  She had matching polka dot panties and a red leash pulled tight and creasing her aching pussy.  Somebody had been making sure she was suitably garbed for some affair.   
Her constant twisting and moaning was getting her excited.  She was very helpless and vulnerable.   Mary Beth was not alone in this predicament.   Amy was on her side and facing away from Mary Beth frantically twitching her hands and tugging at her crotch.

Mom, Ethyl was really more appropriate now, was older but attractive and had continued more calmly on her belly with her fetching high heels pointing to the sides.   She groaned occasionally and her ass was humping away quite actively.   

All of their struggles were to no avail.   The hogties were too good to be undone by meager stupid struggling of a dumb girl.   All that could be done was to find which way to lie was most comfortable:  back, side, or belly.   Each girl could also admire the adjacent girl and how cute they looked.  It was not much of a choice but it was the only one allowed to them.
For Example Amy looked delicious in her white armless blouse with perky tits poking up the fabric and the white bra underneath.   Her face cheeks were plump and full with what appeared to be fabric (Panties no doubt.   Once they were invented men had been using them to quiet a date or a wife seemingly forever.)   Her lips had been painted a crimson red to increase the sexual effect of a fuck me mouth.   A denim skirt revealed more than it hid of her thighs.  Poking out of the middle was sheer white panties and a dark red leather strap.   A few blonde hairs poked out from under the lace edge.  She flexed her thighs periodically squeezing them together before opening them to let whoever see what she had.

Mary Beth did not wear a bra and her nipples served well as an invitation.   Amy’s eyes openly admired them as well as how much that showed.   The tops of her stockings were azure flavored and well accented her shapely legs.   Men would have been drooling over her as she showed and summoned with her limbs.  
Now there was Mom.   Let us call her Ethyl though.   She was not going to be a mother anymore or free to choose.  She was older and knew what a nice girl could be used for especially one who was bound.   Dressing had been different with her.  More of her showed that with Amy or Mary Beth.   A powder blue negligee with purple ribbons at the shoulders and chest level graced her hourglass form.  Her bosom was half exposed and totally visible through the sheer clingy material.  The bows would be easy to be undone and even now the straps threatened to drop to her elbows and let a plump breast drop out,
Even now her left nipple peeked free.   Dark brown hair curled luxuriously around her pear shaped face and vivid red cheeks.   She sucked, fascinated and scared, on her panties wad.   

All had a matching small carry back slung over and between their shoulders.  What it contained they did not know.   It was safeguarded like their limbs and could not be unfastened without assistance.   
No matter how they arched their backs or pulled with their hands or feet their clothing could not be ripped.  Dirt did not seem to cling to it either.   

The morning faded towards noon.   The whining and sobbing gradually diminished as the hit sun started to burn pale white flesh.  The women began to worry soon about their bladders now and not their unprotected flesh.   More than one succumbed and further wet their new panties with their piss and well as their arousal.   In the afternoon a thunderstorm passed through the town soaking them all but also cooling their overheated flesh.   None of them had ventured more than the length of their crotch leash from their stake.   

Clothes dried rapidly and momentary chills or heat exhaustion did not last long.  The clothing seemed to cool or heat as necessary.  A truly remarkable fabric.   

Hunger commences gnawing especially with their thirst partially extirpated by the storm.   

Evening arrived as did the weary Hounds who had been busy all day on their chores.   There were lots of girl, a few men and many children to process.   The girls were left for the next task because they would be quite rewarding now that they had been properly warmed.  For the moment the women were raw and untrained.  They even possessed a sense of unused innocence about them, even the older women.   Their apparel made it certain of what use they would be.   The older ones shivered with the Hounds approach, wary and mindful of what they were useful for.   The teenagers suspected much the same but they had more to lose especially the virgin maidens.
The Hounds sniffed the female butts and crotches.   The new female captives quivered unhappily at the attention and new muffled protests leaked out as they drooled nicely and miserable.   

The Hounds followed the Blue Gods.  They often went on all fours as a matter of preference which had sparked the comparison to a canine.   But they also walked on two hind feet when needed.  They were not tall and maybe the average girl would be their height.   But they were much stronger and denser muscled.   When angered they had eyes like lasers which they used to irk girls when they wanted them to whimper or rock about on their hips.  Those lasers were deadly and could pulverize rock and burn a hole through an unprotected man.
Elongated skulls and a thick bushy tail accented their dogness.   Clothing was not their thing either.  Belts full of supplies were useful and therefore utilized.   Mouths were full of sharp incisors.   A thick cock with a permanent bone for support graced their loins.   They could fuck forever as a result.   
Limpid dark alien eyes were filled with eager command and absolute order.  The eyes knew the secrets of others.   They could read the thoughts of mere humans and had psycho kinetic abilities which made up for a lack of digit dexterity.

Each upper paw had two opposable thumbs and a total of six fingers.   Each had dark sharp nails for grasping and clawing when necessary.   Despite all of these extra mind powers they often relied on smell and sight when enjoying the hunt or war.   They had evolved some but they were really created and retained whatever the Blue Gods wanted.  
A Hound stalked over Mary Beth who presently was on her back looking up into his toothy grin.   Yanking her up by long auburn tress clamped within his jaws, it forced her to show off her proud tits.   Red eyes gazed thoughtfully into brown eyes.   A glimmer of red lust dwelled within.   A wet nose sniffed her cleavage which were starting to show pinkish arousal.  A red rough tongue licked the bare inside of her breast.   “HHMMM!”

You are nice and hot.  Quite promising.”

You are talking to me!”

No, I allow you to understand my little slut.   Now shut up.   Think when thought at.”

With easy practiced movement the Hound dropped her.  Meanwhile he mind twisted and released her ankles from her wrists.   Her leash floated up and was caught by her Hound in its mouth.   It pulled at her twat making her struggle upwards as her leash was quite demanding and insisted on her obedience.   Kneel, slut.
She did as ordered and sat on her ass.  Another order and her knees came together.   Her leash drooped across her lap.   Bend forward.  Tits to knees.  Now!
She did as she was told elevating her ass for inspection.  The Hound sniffed and licked.   She shivered.   “Ooohhh…”   The Hound found her G spot and Mary Beth wiggled involuntarily and twitched her fingers.   Please…I will behave…
Mom was on her ass with a Hound sitting on her nice flat belly.   Ethyl could see a large cock aimed at her breasts.   She wondered what next or actually when.   Watching was fascinating and kept her mind occupied and away from her aching back and empty stomach.

Amy was unbusy for the moment but alert.  Her knees were widely spread but she did not really notice what her body was doing.   
Ah yes slut, what is your name?
Mary Beth sir.

I will then name you Mary Beth.

Thank you sir…

The Hound crouched down behind her poking its always erect dick at her.   It was easy to twitch her leash to the side along with her thin panties.   Behind that cover lurked an awfully wet vagina and Mary Beth knew it.   She had spent all day with that crotch leash rubbing her pussy and G spot.   Her wrists were still locked in place to her belly and she had to be a quiet slut.   In this position she was mounted with a single deep thrust impaling her completely.

Grasping her throat with his fangs he raised her head and made her look up and not down even as his weight kept her beneath her.   His teeth roamed and bit playfully at her nape and shoulders.   She would have some impressive hickies later to show off to her friend and mother.   Mary Beth had succumbed to a long exhausting day if intense helplessness.   
Her rape was violent and she moved involuntarily jerking her ass about and squeezing with her pussy muscles.  This pleased her Hound no end as he banged away quickly liking what she did.   Mary Beth had no comfortable place under him but the way he chewed on her flesh made her certain of her subservient role.  “Hhhmmm…”

A Hound had a cock with a huge bulbous head.  Once it entered a female it could not be removed by her.   Its boney spine would never fail and a Hound could go for hours if it wanted delaying its orgasm as it wished.   A human girl was just loot and had to take it.   It stretched her insides like no man ever could.   It sat like a large rock in her when a Hound rested in its thrusting.   It pulsed too with a blood pressure three times stronger than a human male.   

The balls were three in number and would slap away like crazy at her rump like right now or on a chin.   See could hear their wet slap and feel them too.   They felt like iron balls and was akin to a hard spanking.  Her ass would be sore much less her pussy from her first savage rape.

C’mon resist slut!   The Hound spoke in the direct language of the mind.   It so startled her to hear its voice inside her head.   Move that sweet white ass.  C’mon!   It compelled and demanded in a manner that could not be withstood by any girl in her location under him.   She complied as best she could.    She squeezed as hard as she could and sobbed.  When she shuddered she could feel her Hound enjoyment leaking through.   It liked her to make noise too even though it was muted by her panties.   
Abruptly the Hound finished.  It had taken only a minute or two.   It withdrew to her relief.  The large penis head shoving its way out felt like giving birth.
Mary Beth felt so ashamed and ravished.  Her vagina ached and the dreaded crotch rope snapped back into place.   She would never be without her leash.  Good girl!  You will be a fine fuck toy one day.   Maybe even a suitable pet for one of our children.   You do enjoy do you not?  Fetching maybe…
Yes sir…I think so sir….why must you…
Why?   Our creators gave us the right and we are far more merciful than they are.   We are not unkind but our role is limited as opposed to chaotic free will.
The Hound slapped her ass.  Straight back, tits forward and sit.   Mary Beth did as she was ordered.   At least she was less exposed that way.   The Hound gripped her leash and tugged making her turn while kneeling until she was facing the back of her mother with her arms behind her and her wrists crossed.  It made her bounce nicely.   What else could she do?
Mom was moving too.  Her leash was pulled to the side making her rotate.   Mary Beth wondered if she had been fucked too.   The act was fast.   She could have been.   It felt odd to be raped so casually and so nearby others.

Her Hound kept her inching forward until her knees almost touched her mother’s fashionable light blue high heels.   Only inches separated them.  It was oddly comforting when her mother glanced over her right shoulder and blinked at her.   Again she wondered if cum was in her mother’s pussy right now.
Peering from her brown eyes with long fluttery eyelashes, Mary Beth could now see much better.   Other girls were being tugged and yanked into kneeling positions all around her.   Many sniffled and cried.   They were gathered in a long line on Friar Tuck Lane.   

On the other side of the street were many children with two attendant Hounds getting them up.   None of these were pubescent.  There were twin lines actually on that side.  The nearest line consisted of females.  Close by were the males wearing dresses and skirts.  The only real difference was that the males had shorter hair.   Despite whatever else could be said the Hounds were organized and had some specific purpose in mind.

Mary Beth sensed an approach behind her.  It was only Amy moving her lazy ass close to her own snazzy strapped high heels.   Looking down she could see Amy’s crotch leash being applied to her wrists.   There was a strong tug and the leash was taut keeping the two girls close together.  Then attention was switched to her mother’s ass where her leash was being tied.  Now Mary Beth was locked between Ethyl and Amy but their leashes kept their crotches well rubbed and occupied their attention.   Any motion by either of the 2 girls affected poor Mary Beth.   It made the girls practice at being still and motionless.   
Amy’s naked grandfather was being dragged/lifted out to the middle of the street.   He was groggy and bound as well as naked.   An elderly woman was already out there laying on her side.   A Hound held in its mind a three foot metal stake which it drove into the roadway between the two.   Their crotch leashes were attached to the eye of the stake.  Clearly these two were to stay in one place.
A Hound (was it the one who had fucked Mary Beth?) scampered in the road before standing up.   It faced Mary Beth who regarded its large cock with lurid enthrallment.   She could feel its strong mind holding her own as well as the old woman.  The female grunted and Mary Beth’s stomach filled.   She was no longer hungry.   She had been fed directly with flesh mind ripped from the old woman.   It bothered her but her belly was full though queasy.   The Hound clamped down on her digestive enzymes and settled her tummy.   Now she was only full.   He let go and fed Ethyl.   Her shoulders shuddered a bit.
Several more women were fed.   Bladders were next emptied and the rectums.   Convenient and neat.   Then crotches were soothed with some oily substance materialized from thin air by the Hounds.   It made their leashes easier to bear and less painful and more erotic.   More than one woman wiggled happily.  A lavender odor pervaded the air suggesting they had been perfumed.   
In no time at all the captive women were ready to leave.   The Hounds made the first girl rise which forced the next woman to get up on her high heels.  This proceeded until Ethyl sighed and rose dragging Mary Beth and then Amy from her Mary Beth.  The line tottered as the women adjusted to standing once again as well as in their really high heels.   

Once the girl line started to move the Hounds were gentle and watchful catching the weaker females before they fell.   The whining was incessant as the girls complained but proceeded forward anyway.   One of the Hounds patted Mary Beth’s round bottom encouraging her to move.  She glanced downwards as the Hound turned and pinched Ethyl’s squealing butt.   The Hound triple balls were alluring and purplish between squat hairy legs.    

The pace was steady as the captive women learned what to do and what not to do.    Towards the end of Friar Tuck Mary Beth noticed other captives still waiting quietly with anxious backward glances.   They possessed short hair and short dresses.   Her stomach lurched as she realized who they were.    Teenaged boys.   Older men were on the front lines dying.   Youngsters were just booty.   She recognized a boy much younger than she was from her neighborhood.   
That boy wore an attractive red rose and black gown with short sleeves and a low back.   His hair was longer than most boys and formed a cute page boy bob.   The matching black heels dug into his almost bare ass except for leash and lacy black panties.   When his front became visible, his nipples were quite evident.   He had no need for a bra and the nipples stuck out tenting the tight dress fabric.
His name had been Phil.   He scrutinized Ethyl’s cute ass as she passed and then it was Mary Beth’s turn for a more than casual inspection.  She blushed as did Phil when he recognized her.   “Errh?” he muttered incoherently.
He likes you, one called Mary Beth.  Looks at how his dick throbs.   That drew her attention to where his prick stuck out of his black and red panties.   His leash was curled around the base of course.   It kept it firm and rigid.  

How dare…What…do you mean...sir?

I mean what I say and I can read your minds you know.  He liked your mother too.

Then Phil was gone.   Her Hound blinked a laser shot that bit her derriere as a touch of fondness and to keep her focused on moving.   “OOhhh!”
You are so mean.   That boy has a stiff prick and it must hurt him.

You want to suck him off then?  It does not cause any harm, he has been suitably modified.   We know of what we do.   Now be quiet, I may like you but there are limits.   Scat!

Did Mary Beth want to give him a blow job?   She was stirred quite pleasantly by the sight of his hard cock.   In any event he was watching another tight ass by now.   The moment had passed.  There were only five boys and they were clustered together.
The girl line halted at the intersection of Friar Tuck and Mountain View.   The first girl knelt followed by the others quickly.   Mom looked around to make sure Mary Beth had been obedient and still followed.   Mary Beth studied her mom’s bright purple nails.   She was tugging at her own crotch leash as she watched.   
Mary Beth’s life had been narrowed down to a foot long leash tied to her Mom’s wrists.   It was designed to keep her close to Mom’s thong panties.   She could also see her perky breasts barely hiding behind her blue dress.   She thought of the boy, Phil, and she could feel her clit throb in response.   He had been alluring.   Her captivity was reducing her to a purer physical and emotional state.   Mere human complications were not very important.   
Amy tugged at her backside and she half turned to stare at her lovely body and slinky long blonde hair.  Swaying her upper torso side to side she jerked at her leash from behind and moaned softly through her gag.

The clicking of heels could be heard as another line marched from the right.   Several girls snickered and gasped when they were forcibly halted and Mary Beth’ line got up on their own high heels.   As before the first girl scampered to her feet pulling the next.  Mom tugged at Mary Beth and then she hauled up Amy.
Mary Beth was girl 6 and Ethyl was 5.   So the head of the line could be discerned as she was dragged to the end of the other new line on Mountain View for attachment.  The other line might have been from the adjoining streets such as Major and Manor.   As she joined up, she could not see how far the line stretched.  All that could be observed was how patient the women were and how round the nearest asses were.  A few watched over their shoulders as the new recruits joined up.  Mouths were plump with panties and eyes pleaded uselessly.

The new longer line commenced walking and the loud clicking noise of countless high heels proceeded along.   There were other side streets where new captives waited to be added.   Muffled cries and sobs were continuing.   Once on the longer line there were no kneeling rest breaks when a new group were towed to the ever growing line end.  
Eventually the prisoners were turned to the right at Mount Bethel.   The hill here was steep and the women had to be encouraged with ass strikes from laser eyes.   They had someplace to go and the night was beginning to arrive.   The Hounds had no time to taste the wares anymore.

With happiness the girls descended the hill they had climbed in misery.   Another turn point arrived as they entered a mall parking area hastily cleared of cars now trashed to the sides.

This was a major hot bed of activity.   Circles had been formed where anxious women crouched and knelt staked to a central pole.   The Hounds had purpose for which the girls hoped for since they were confused and exhausted by now.

Mary Beth was lucky enough to get the inner circle.   She sat with Amy and Ethyl on either side with Amy’s mom who had patiently lead Ethyl all this time across from her.   Circles were designed with a central steel stake with an eyehole to which leashes were attached.   Four sets of prim knees touched in the center around the stake.  Four more sets of knees sat one circle back in such a way as to have the girls arranged all facing inwards.   The second set consisted of three older women from further down Friar Tuck and another cute teenager with sad unhappy eyes.   That one was a super nerd and now she suffered a more physical fate.   It was very unsettling to her.   
The inmost circle consisted of kneeling sluts with four sets of knees touching the central stake.   All wore flesh colored stockings or were bare.   These sluts were not shoulder to shoulder.  

The second circle had four sluts who also knelt with knees pointed inward and placed between the shoulders and asses of the first group.   Their knees snuggled between the first circle of knees.   These had two black stocking sets, one white and one bare (nightie).   
All in all none could budge backwards or side to side.  They could lean forward or side to side.   They would do so because resting on each other was the only way to relax or fall asleep.    The sweet girl flesh kept each other warm by their closeness and added a dash of lesbian style arousal.  Their lack of movement kept them from being restless or mischievous.   Leashes were very taut and straight to the center pole.   
The second circle contained Joyce Masterson, a twenty something housewife.   Her blouse had been opened some time earlier and rosy nipples were visible under black lace and white blouse.   Leaning sleepy eyed against Mary Beth right shoulder. She was quite fetching.   On Mary Beth’s other side was a tallish blonde in her late thirties.  She already snored the moment she was allowed to sit down.   Her green striped top had a plunging neck line while a short grey skirt attempted vainly to hide her thighs.   Her green panties peeked out between her knees.   
The nerd wore a skimpy pink nightie which undoubtedly bothered her.   It was not her thing to be dressed so provocatively.  The last woman of the second circle was only known as Mrs. Simpson to Mary Beth.   Possessing black curly hair was her best feature.   Her gown had pink and white flowers swirling around her breasts.   A little pit of pink showed at her crotch.  Both girls shuddered nicely from time to time and seemed unlikely to doze off soon.   Both were way too excited and exhausted.   

Mary Beth was exhausted.   Walking for hours on six inch high heels was no fun for her.   Her heels and calves ached and her thighs were sore too.   Her pussy still felt its last rape violation.   Somehow it increased her horniness.    It would be a while before she could fall asleep.   

Other circles clustered around that circle which had Mary Beth and other Friar Tuck friends.  Those circles were forming quickly.  The pace of anxious high heels would not diminish for some time.  Periodic sniffles and whimpers leaked out.   

Mary Beth struggled around Joyce to look behind her.   She was too curious.   Already complete circles had been formed to her left and right with two more complete behind her and a last one greeting eager sluts to kneel and be positioned.   The leashes and stakes were not easy to reach by hand and the Hounds used their minds to knot and secure.   In so doing they were far more likely to be stern and unforgiving.
A leggy blonde trotted immediately behind Mary Beth poking her ass with her high heeled toes.   She strained forward to keep out of her way but did not succeed of course.   The blonde was forcibly crouched and tied off with a distinct grunt.   She shook her head with her long locks flying madly about.   A Hound reached back and seized the next woman who stepped forward into the next available slot and silently sank down until she too grunted.   

Hours and hours passed until the last nervous squeal or sniffle ended signaling that the last circle had been finished.  Mary Beth slowly let her eyes close and despite the back pain and leg tension, she slept.
Dawn cracked the horizon.   The day was overcast and warm.   Clothing temperature adjusted giving comfort.  

Hounds came by and cleaned and fed the women.   Many girls got a soft tit squeezed or a bottom tweaked.  They were irresistible in their bound helplessness.   All were serviced and left alone to brood about their captivity.  Bellies were filled and they were reasonably content and sunk into a dream like trance.  Some prayed.   Others dreamt of future events.   There was little doubt that they would be fucked.   

The sun broke through and drenched the world with sunshine.   Hounds were not about because the girls could be trusted to stay in place.   They could think and dream.   To a small degree they could look about at the other circles and in the distance the mall shops that were forever closed for them.   Hours and hours of such fun were theirs.
Bored Mary Beth looked down and to the side at Joyce’s breasts.   The more she regarded their fair curves the more intriguing they became.   Noticing her attention Joyce leaned back and breathed in deeply.   Then she nuzzled Mary’s Beth cheek.   
On the other side Mary Beth found herself with another friend who nuzzled her cheek.   Gradually she recalled her name as being Mrs. Gunthersen.   Gertrude?   

Quickly enough the girls had flushed cheeks and tits.  They explored showing off their bodies.   In no time their asses wiggled as much as they could.   Around the circle the other women grew equally adventurous and frustrated since there was no way to do anything more.   It became a bit of a game to try to make a reluctant strap fall down to an elbow or shift some dress cloth and expose a bit more by arching backs and shaking upper torsos that became even more interesting to watch.   

All this reminded her of poor Phil (Perhaps Philippa would be more appropriate now?).   Then there was Al (Alexa) who was her (former) boyfriend.  He would have been caught too.   Obviously, the Hounds preferred female garb and were intent on feminizing those males dubbed suitable for such a transformation.  She speculated on where they were now.   Would they be in their own little circle contemplating their leashes and each other’s hard dicks?   
In late afternoon the now familiar click clack of busy feminine high heels could be perceived.  More captives had arrived to be circled.   It was odd how quiet they were otherwise.  Gagged their muffled protests were not apparent.  The Hounds were silent in their communications.  

Could this be the boys coming down town?  Mary Beth could so imagine this.   Philippa and Alexa watching other boy asses and bound hands.   Having her former boyfriend subdued and in a gorgeous dress for easy access.   She felt terribly excited at the prospect.   Twisting about she played with her pussy and G spot with her leash.   Looking behind Gertrude she saw how her fingers were clenching and her wrists twisting.   What captive dreams played within her head?   
The skies darkened and the sun set.  Hounds fed and cleaned.   Dresses began to warm.  The tip tap of excited captives continued without pause.   Another day.   Same old leash and crossed wrists.
This continued for several days getting the girls accustomed to their bondage and each other feminine charms.   Hips waggled and tits shook in abandon.   
The next day was different.  After a brief breakfast and clean up, the wiggled happily in their next day of capture.   (The girls always had a perfumed aroma and a scent of arousal.)  One could hear the stifled excitement from women long before anxious and curious eyes could see.   Women rose and make loud muffled sounds, squeals and squawks.   
Mary Beth was in the third circle from the nearest building.  Five other circles separated her from the nearest open aisle.   Even from that distance she could see when she tried women starting to rise and totter on unsteady feet before being jerked and turned by their leash.   Unhappy gasps and sobs mixed with whines and whimpers that punctuated the morning conversation.   

Anxiously Mary Beth, Joyce and Gertrude kept focused on the actions behind them.   Ethyl and her two new girlfriends could see forward but had to raise their ass an inch or two to see much.   Amy had her back to the action and could not see.   In any event no details were evident, just the gagged face of some pretty slut watching her leash and following.  If they stumbled they were goosed and caught.   There was no time for fun and games.   They had some place to go and quickly.
The far circle line dissipated.  A line of anxious pretty women now walked slowly forward as more were added behind them.   A few peeked over their shoulders to see who was there.   The first line was finished and began a rapid clip clop away to elsewhere.  More than one girl squeaked at the sudden increase in pace.   All Mary Beth and Joyce could do was glance at each other’s bosoms and play their pretend lesbian games.

The first line disappeared except for their high heel noise.   Gradually the next circle row began to empty.   This continued until the circle next to them started.  They were close and Mary Beth and Joyce wiggled their behinds in anticipation.  They would be able to see much better soon and some entertainment was better than none.

The long legged blonde who had kicked Mary Beth (she had no known or better name) had a Hound approach her from behind.  She looked at him with blue pleading eyes.  He grabbed at her head and made her look forward as her leash was undone.   A single hot laser powered glance near where her panties protruded made her jump up and start exercising her long legs moving them up and down.  Even as she did this her leash appeared in her Hound’s hand and she was yanked around and away from her familiar old circle.  She moved and fast as her Hound pulled out and towards the bound hands of a girl from the former adjacent circle.  She looked shyly at the new blonde who would be pulling at her twat and wiggled her butt slightly.
Then the blonde audibly sighed despite her gag as her leash was attached and drawn firm and taut.   She continued to prance about getting her high heel feet in shape.  Her new friend in front of her moved from side to side in welcome.   
Then the next slut, a very young brunette jumped up when she was goosed.  Obediently she turned and let her twat leash move her forward.   Then she was linked to the blonde who was still prancing in place.

Joyce was nuzzling Mary Beth’s face again.   There was no doubt that she was animated by the other slut’s movement and strict obedience.   Mary Beth’s could understand.   Her own clit throbbed but she could not quite do anything about it.   Instead she took a deep breath and thrust her breasts up and out.   At least Joyce had something nice to examine as they waited action on their own behalf.  
Returning her gaze to the circle being opened, she could see that the inner part was now getting up.   One of them she recognized.   A chemistry teacher with a slight build and short hair was now rising.   She had been Ms. Oresto.   Her black skirt had a dash of white showing where her leash came out.   She could grunt as her leash was pulled.  She then hurried.   Her ass was bobbing more than she had ever had at school.    She suffered no more from self-restraint.
The inner circle finished off with a flourish of two nightie clad women.   Then it was on to the next circle where a sultry redhead watched with rapt attention as he was approached.   Quickly she turned her head to more respectfully notice her leash when she noted the Hound’s attention.   A quick ass goose and she was on her toes and heels.   A flash of pink panty at her ass crack accentuated her pretty appearance.   

She jerked forward with her leash pulling at her groin and followed meek and content.  This one did not grunt or moan.  When she was placed and stepping in place a plaintive whimper trickled out of her gagging panties.   

Fascinated Joyce and Mary Beth kept watching as the sluts assembled in line; shuffling forward as their tethers demanded.   Each slut reacted differently.  Some resisted more; some less.   All complaints were ignored and sluts were quite reticent in their manner.   Some had nighties, some skirts and some dresses.   All had strapped on six high heels.  They were not coming off without assistance.   Some shoes were open toed, others platform or sandal type.   Some went up to the knee while others merely clasped the ankle in tight embrace.   Regardless all of the girls looked marvelous with their footwear and their flashing snatches of bright panties.
The line now started trooping to the left.   The heels making a staccato rhythmic noise.   Some of the women still wept.  Others sighed or whined.  No longer would they make incoherent subdued objections.   A little quiet descended.

Mary Beth knew her circle line had to be next.   It made an odd rumbling in her tummy.   It would be good to stand once more.   But where were they headed and why?   Undeniably she was curious and desired to know but was afraid too.   She rubbed her gagged mouth against friendly Joyce tear streaked face.   They were being treated well considering but obviously some essence of them was desired.   
Hounds were not human so they would not be knocked up.   Could they be slaves?   Fuck slaves?   Why would a civilization from beyond Earth come and rape and steal?   Should not their morality be better?

The circle next to Mary Beth was getting up one at a time.     Older and younger sluts mixed freely.   Being so close she could observe the startled look on a woman’s face when she was goosed.    The other sluts watched as she rose and was yanked around.   Their faces followed her journey knowing their turn was very soon indeed.   

A blonde in her twenties was next and a half snuffed “Oh!” escaped her panties when it was her turn to be goosed.  Even knowing it could not be avoided.   A younger version of the blonde now stood up with the same startled sound.  Like mother, like daughter.   The Hound in charge was practiced at his craft and demanded that the sluts obey.   Mary Beth grew nervous as she perceived how cruel he was.    
Ethyl and Joyce were worried too in the same way.   It could be seen at how they moved and their darting eyes.   Their moment of circle liberation was coming and now they wondered if they could hope for a delay.
The Hound did not care as he forced the last two sluts up simultaneously enjoying how their bottoms jumped when they were goosed.  They were expecting one of them to rise and not both at the same time.   Their legs trembled but they stood with pink and red panties poking out.   Mary Beth had a full frontal view and then they were rotated around as their leashes were yanked and they had to face their Hound.   

Again there was a nice little panty show and their hands twisted and their hips arched forward.   They left with little intelligent comment.   

Now who would be the first slut to be goosed and leave the next circle?   It turned out to be the nerd.   She made a silly girlish shriek and scampered up.   Immediately she began to pace.   The Hound wrenched her to her left side and made her flash her ass to the circle group.   It was not a bad ass but skinny as well as firm and snug.   She scampered wackily in her motions and got hitched to the last circle last girl who looked backwards and attempted to smile but also really openly admiring how her nightie clung to her small but luscious form.
Next was Mrs. Simpson.   Her eyes widened when she had her bottom shocked.   Demurely she rose though obviously with some difficulty.   Pulling her hard she followed to go behind the nerd; who kept her own eyes focused only on her leash.

Gertrude knew what was next and she still let out a fairly sharp whimper when she was forced to get up.   She swayed letting her panties show plainly enough to the rest of the circle before having her attention be forced to her leash.   She had a date with Mrs. Simpson who paced nervously in her line position.   

Next Joyce jumped up with wide dark eyes.   “Oooohhh!”  She made quite a show flashing panties and spreading her knees as she exercised the kinks out of her legs.   Then she politely followed her leash to see Gertrude who waited for her and was soon to be familiar and intimate with her wrists and pussy.   

Mary Beth rocked about in the plentitude of open space she now had.   Her twat was still anchored but she was grateful to be able to move her upper torso so much.   Amy certainly enjoyed her pretty motions as her eyes were raptly fastened on her.   Then again so was Amy’s blonde mom and Ethyl too.   She was the center of their little group for the brief moment.
Then her Hound laser shot her ass right next to her sensitive inner thigh.   She whimpered as loudly as she could which was little indeed.   Fresh tears streaked from her brown eyes.   Her thighs and calves were racked with agony as her muscles were forced to stand up.   She did so protesting vehemently into her gag.   Mary Beth was a noisy sort of slut.   
Some sweat had gathered on her calves and thighs for which she was happy to have them cooled off.   Otherwise she was limber enough for the numerous aches and pains of her close confinement.

Discovering once again about the one mindedness of her leash she was violently pulled around.  Joyce was waiting for her concentrating on her own tits and own leash at the moment as she jogged a bit.    
Mary Beth bounced along on her high heels showing her mom and others her cute panties.  Arriving at Joyce’s derriere she watched the Hound expertly tied off with his mind.  Joyce half turned opening up her maroon blouse with the top buttons open letting her breasts peek out as she moved.  Joyce had a remarkable rosy bosom.   
Attempting to smile, she only succeeded in making a smirk.  Not much a girl with panties in her mouth can do.   
Mary Beth tested her new leash connection pulling on Joyce’s pussy and wrists as she did.  It also made her own twat twitch and throb.   It was going to be a long, long day for the sluts.   

Ethyl squealed as she was next poked and a round tit was squeezed as the Hound helped her up.   He pressed his cock against her soft bottom relishing how she squirmed against his embrace.   She would now follow her daughter instead of the other way around.   It was not nice for a mother not to lead; now she was humbled and humiliated in a mother’s way.   She confirmed her new leash connection pulling on her daughter’s twat who wiggled in response.
The next sluts up was Amy and her mom.   They were both tweaked at the same time making them jump up together.   The girls did not like the surprise.  Amy whined and her mom whimpered.  Both asses wiggled as they showed off their panties.   Amy ended up behind Ethyl.   Amy checked to see that her mom was settled properly behind her pulling her own wrists to make her mom move and squeal in stifled delight.

They now waited shuffling forward occasionally as their line was assembled.   Though undeniably sexy and attractive the sluts were not much molested.  The Hounds were far too busy with the other sluts except for a little pawing and goosing.   The girls appreciated what they could get.

The line finally advanced at a fast pace.  The march had begun and the steady click clack of the beautiful sluts commenced.   It was otherwise silent.  Mary Beth concentrated on her own problems like her leash and the pull of her mother on her own wrists.   Joyce’s ass was also lurid and alluring for her with black and white lace framed by a split short black miniskirt.   
In six hours, the exhausted sluts were led to a grassy park.   There were already several lines of kneeling and appealing attractive sluts gathered there.  The last line last few sluts were still settling and kneeling as the new line arrived.  
The grass was not as suitable for high heels so the girls were slowed as they carefully learned how to move in the uneven grassy lumps.   Evening was beginning to fall and the girls were being hurried as much as they could bear.  Not a single heel broke showing the shoe’s high quality.
Between the slut lines were wide swaths of grass, maybe five feet between.  The girls clustered close together side by side in each row.  In front of each girl was a stake driven into the soil.  As each slut sat down she was ordered to spread her knees.  A six foot stainless steel barbed rod was pressed down next to their panties and driven down by mind power a full 5 feet 10 inches.  The top of the stake had a round hole to which their leashes were secured with only a few free inches to play with.   No way could they pull loose from that.
Most of the sluts could not see what was happening until they were next to go.  Some suspected seeing the stakes and the sluts swaying back and forth but still watching their stake and leash closely.  They had a new good and eternal friend with that stake as well as their leash.   
The ones at the start of the kneeling line had gotten somewhat used to their situation and peered around at the newly arriving sluts.   Each line consisted of 120 sluts.   They were of all assorted ages and hair colors.  A handful were oriental or dark skinned.  Pikesville was of that ethnic type division.   
Mary Beth was being careful with each step with a portion of her mind focused on her leash which insisted she keep moving.   So she did not see anybody except Joyce’s sweet delectable ass.

Ms. Oresto did see her as she carefully walked and remembered her from a long ago class.   She knew Mary Beth was busy like she had been a short while ago.   She admired how sexy and grown up she looked.  The little dash of blue at her crotch was quite endearing.  
Meanwhile Joyce had halted in front of Mary Beth.   Some Hound discussion was going on and the sluts took advantage to recuperate lost energies.   This gave Mary Beth time to look around.  At her feet and to her left was a pale mature blonde with a black skirt and pink and red flowered chemise.   She sat upright with her pear shaped tits pointed out.   Seeing she was watched she attempted to sit up more pulling at her reluctant leash.  She raised herself several inches and then slowly delicately lowered her bottom back to the ground with her high heeled black shoes on either side of her hips.   Bright white teeth pulled back from pink lips to grin.   The panties stuffed in her mouth and showing at her crotch color matched.  Though Mary Beth did not know (no mirrors) she wore blue and masticated on red and white.   
Joyce suddenly pulled forward and Mary Beth stumbled frontward several feet.  She paused at the Nerd who knelt with her knees close together like a proper prim maiden.   Mary Beth suspected she was a virgin.   She intently gazed at her crotch stake like a hated satanic object.   Of course she kept her breasts covered by a pink nightie which cloaked but did not conceal the curve of her young tits.   Restless she twitched and looked up at Mary Beth and blinked in recognition.

Next were the three older sluts before Mary Beth once more was forced to wait as the Hound said:  Do not move.   Stand at attention.   Her leash was disconnected from Joyce who meanwhile had her own leash held firm and her body pulled.   She was swished around and sat down next to Gertrude.   A huge barbed pole appeared and was jabbed with force between her sweet white thighs.  She watched with horror and startlement as it plunged down narrowly missing her vagina.  The stake eye was adjacent to her panties and pussy.   The Hound hitched her leash up and pressed her knees together.   Joyce shook her long hair and arched her back grateful to be finally off her aching feet.  
Mary Beth was hauled along and past Joyce.  Ethyl was unhitched from her wrists finally and ordered to wait.   Mary Beth’s dress swirled revealing all of her panties and stocking tops as she was positioned next to Joyce who regarded her stimulating approach from her seated spot.   Sinking down she parked herself next to Joyce on her behind.  Their adjacent high heels just touched.   Then the shaft sank past her wide eyes.   Whining she was reconnected with her leash to a firm anchor in the ground.   
Straining she attempted to get up and felt the leash resistance in her pussy.   Never would she be able to free herself.   Where she was she would stay.   
Meanwhile Ethyl settled down next to her cute daughter.   They touched feet.   Ethyl watched her own staking with dismay.   She tugged meekly at her new anchor.  It was firm and it was deep.    Ethyl was not going anywhere soon or ever.
Looking up and down the line all that could be seen were flat bellies, bare knees and proud tits.   All of the girls chomped at their panties making slight noises.   Periodically the slamming of a new stake could be heard.  Sometimes a girl gulped when she was plopped down.  

Mary Beth settled down wiggling her soft behind into the green turf.   Joyce was sitting with her back straight displaying her breasts.   She winked at Mary Beth.   Ethyl was leaning way back.   Her pert nipples on display.   Amy was shaking her tits.   All of the sluts were showing off their assets.  
The row in front had been sitting for a while.  Several curious eyes glanced over shoulders.   Immediately in front of Mary Beth was a steely eyed brunette.   Her hair drooped down past her bound hands.   When she half turned it was clear that wore a skimpy blue negligee with numerous simple bows at shoulders and between her breasts.   Such meager clothing would be easily undone exposing her tits for play and inspection.   

The girl to the left refused to turn.   To the right was a very young and nubile slut.  Her yellow T-Shirt had been scooped down to almost her nipple line and showed ample toys.   When she breathed it was nirvana.   She stared at Mary Beth with deep blue and melancholy eyes and sort of grunted hello.    

It was getting dark when the next line formed behind Mary Beth.  Auburn haired Gwen, a classmate, stumbled forward and ended up almost precisely behind Mary Beth.   Her small brown pleated skirt was Veed in front and in back.   As she moved there were flashes of white stocking tops and pink panties.   Swung around she was forcibly sat down with an audible gasp.   A young blonde bitch followed and sat herself as directed next to Gwen.   

Pretty legs and high heels blocked further view of Gwen and the others behind Mary Beth.   One set of limbs looked as sexy as the next.   Some toes were exposed and were always brightly painted.   Occasionally there were bows on the shoes.   Some were sandal type, others were platforms and still others were pointed closed toed.
A Hound walked in front of Mary Beth’s row with a recumbent male body on a floating raft.   Bellies were filled and bladders emptied.   A fresh scent of perfume could be detected.   After a long journey it was quite welcome despite the source and circumstances.   It made the sluts drowsy.   They started to lean on each other. 
Discovering that if she struggled, Mary Beth could actually lay down on her back.   There was no doubt that she was anchored.  The metal eyelet pressed against her sensitive G spot.   She could even stretch out her legs or lean a little to either side.   She smiled at her mother and Joyce who were working their bodies down next to her.  Then she slept deeply and content.   
The next day dawned with a brief rain shower soaking the sluts and making everything cling.   Hounds went up and down the line in the small space between frumpy hair and long heels and made all sit and kneel once more.   
They had been generous after the long hike yesterday.   Now the sluts had to be attentive and straight backed.   Knees clamped together.   Tummies were packed.   Bowels emptied.   The slut clothing kept them warm now and dried them quickly.

Exercises are delightful.   A single Hound stood in front of the row and ordered all of the sluts together.   Backs Straight!   Tits Out!  Knees Together.   From an outsider point of view the effect was marvelous as all of the sluts hurried and obeyed.
Chew Panties!

Sit up.  Arch back.  Let your leash be taut.   Every girl hastened to obey rising up a few inches.   Lay down on your back with your knees pointed up and ankle pressed against rump.  With each command there was a mental image of what to do.   

Raise right leg and point the toe to the sky.   This had the added advantage of showing off lots of thighs and stockings.   Right leg down.  Left leg up.  Now both legs up and cross the ankles and squeeze.

So it proceeded.   There were hand lifts and sit ups.   The legs also did bicycle pumps.   After a solid hour the sluts were dog-tired and sweaty.   Crunching back up into the basic kneel and pinned knees, the sluts did one last basic movement, falling forward so that tits rested on thighs and chins on the grass.  Asses went high and showed lots of frilly panties to the wind and sun.   Only after all that were they allowed to rest and assumed whatever position she preferred.  
Other rows complied with the rigorous and vigorous exercise regimen.   In the afternoon and late evening, the exercises were repeated.   A whole week passed with this routine.   By the end the sluts were well practiced, stronger and sexually bothered.   Their leash, their constant companion, coupled with their tied restraint had reduced them to passive whores.   
Often Joyce had a Hound love bite on one of her tits.   They were quite tempting even to Mary Beth.   She proudly showed her new hickey after the exercise period ended.   For Mary Beth it was her round ass that got sniffed and nipped when she did not suspect a Hound behind her.   More than once she jumped and went “ooohhh”.
For Mary Beth it troubled her a lot when Ethyl squeaked when her bottom suffered a laser love bite from a Hound who thought she deserved a little more exercise.   Ethyl’s cheeks would flush as would her bosom.
Finally the night of liberation dawned.   Tonight sluts you will perform and show your appreciation to the soldiers of the Blue Gods.   This is the night of your liberation!  Tonight you will be true bitches in training!
What it meant the youngsters trembled and feared.  The brighter older women knew what was to come no matter how it was described.   Every pussy shivered and was soaked.   After a war or battle the women always were raped and sucked sweetly lest they be beat even sillier than they were.   
Exercise time was even more vigorous than usual that morning.   Following that they were ordered to take a nap for the long night to follow.   Such was difficult as all were filled with anticipation that made nipples stiff and clits hard and throbbing.   Still they dozed fitfully as best as they could.

Early evening found over a thousand Hound soldiers allowed to enter the field and inspect the nervous goods.   Sluts were sniffed, bit and licked to see how they responded.  If satisfactory they would be tipped over for a quick pussy or ass fuck.   Some preferred a blow job and would get them.

As usual Joyce’s tits got the most attention and she had her shirt opened to the waist.  The bra was snapped open and her tits lovingly sucked and chewed.   Joyce made a spectacle of herself squealing and moving her upper torso.  A Hound held her right shoulder and kept her steady.  Then the Hound leaned forward presenting his cock surprise with a large bulbous head.   
The gag was removed for the first time.   It was like Joyce was a face virgin.   The sopping panty mess was passed back to her bound hands.   Her mouth was red and pink and open now.   The large head entered and pushed all the way into her throat without hesitation.   Spamming and choking she wagged her head violently but it was held where her Hound wanted.   The monstrous cock head was quite visible as it expanded her throat and neck.  It pulsed like a beacon and was quite bothersome for a woman who had it in her.    

Respectful eyes cried and watched the belly of the Hound.   The balls slapped her chin and full throat.   A rapid face fucking proceeded with Joyce desperately breathing on each up stroke.   The cock head always stayed in her wet mouth where she licked and sucked feeling its heat.   Then her first Hound shot a large load of cum which she swallowed because she had too.

The cock head came out to be kissed and cleaned.  She lapped at it instinctively.

Mary Beth had her own difficulties.   She was forced forward with her recently opened dress laying around her waist.   She gasped and moaned into her gag as her alert and sensitive nipples were pushed back and forth against her stocking thighs.

The leash kept her from moving far.   The Hound easily moved it to the side with its mind to stay by her right hip.  Her panties moved with them.   She would stay still and be fucked.

The Hound spoke in her head:   Nice Bitch!   Squeeze my prick with your wet hole.   That’s the way…  Mary Beth moaned.  The dick was huge and more than a human girl could normally take.   She had to expand some.   Luckily a woman could do that with her pussy.   She did not want to know what would happen when her ass hole was deflowered.   
The Hound finished filling her up with cum.  He got off her and gave a resounding smack on the ass in thanks.  Grabbing her brown hair she was yanked back up to sit on her haunches.   Her luscious tits spilled out of her dress top, flushed and pink.   
Ethyl was being fucked while her throat was in the jaws of her Hound.   She squirmed as much as she could.   Joyce was getting her mouth regagged.

It did not take long to attract more Hounds.   In no time, Mary Beth’s face was being licked.   Joyce had a full tit in another’s Hound mouth.

The Hound soldiers were only ordinary troops.   In some ways they were cleaner and nicer than human troops.   The Battle of Pikesville had to be fêted and the resulting booty reminded of their role.  The sluts were only beautiful camp followers for the soldiers.    

When asked, and they were when the girls ended their shift and both were more relaxed, they stated what their creators had told then they were doing.  Humankind was just ugly intelligent animals with too much free will.   They polluted their nests and strutted about proclaiming how wonderful they were.  The world had to be saved from humanity.
Humans were less than the smallest pebble on a vast beach.   The Blue Gods were the answer to how to fix sentience when it evolved.   Free will was an illusion and all things were fixed.   The Blue Gods and their warriors obeyed the instructions of the Multiverse.   They repaired what was broken on this and other worlds swarming with nasty sentient vermin.

The first night of celebration ended.   The weary sluts collapsed where they were left after the last hard fucking.   On average each got 40 fucks and most achieved several orgasms on their own.   The sluts had learned how to be respectful and had cum oozing from all holes.   
Around mid-day the new bitches in training were awoke with laser bites on their pussies or bare tits depending on what was most unprotected.  They squawked and got into the basic kneeling position where they were fed and cleaned.   Hounds came by and lifted up bras, tops and blouses to make them modest once more.   

Leashes were stretched longer and the bitches in training told to rise to their feet.   Mary Beth and Joyce had been very popular and their panties still stunk of cum and girl juices.   Thankfully, though sensitive, their clits were no longer hard.   Pussies and assholes were rubbed red and raw.
The panties were tied at the hip.  Once unknotted they slid off easily leaving them bare.   Water materialized and washed their holes followed by a blast of hot air.   Fresh panties were presented to their bottoms.   Dry underclothes were a blessing.   The leash snapped back into place between their vaginal folds.   Mary Beth now had white panties.   Joyce had plain black instead of black and red.   

The old panties from their mouth went to be cleaned and dried.   They would wear them again soon enough.   The panties that had just been cum soaked were packed into their reluctant mouths and sealed behind their gag strap.   The look on a slut’s face was priceless as she chewed and complained.

Their leashes obliged the girls to sit back down.   They were ready for another night of fun and rape.

Still somewhat groggy the sluts compared each other.   Joyce tits had been bitten repeatedly and showed countless hickies.   For Mary Beth it was her ass that had the hickies though some did show around her erect nipples.  It was a souvenir to proud of.   
The first night was celebration.   The second night was nicknamed liberation.   There was no essential difference with liberation. The soldiers were more singsong and cracking jokes about how free the girls were with their charms and holes.   
The next morning the sluts got fresh panties again.   Rumor had it that the next night was selection whatever that meant.   The girls rested napping and dozing.   With the fall of evening they stirred more vigorously.   Their holes were sore but moist.      
Fewer Hounds than the other two nights prowled the field.   They were content to sniff and laser bite unsuspecting asses.  One Hound suddenly jumped on Mary Beth pushing her down.   It was terrifying as much as the first time,   He sniffed her neck and stroked her breast.
Remember me, slut called Mary Beth?

Only one Hound had ever asked her name.   The first one who had humped her so long ago.  Her heart thumped strongly.  She could feel his hard cock pressed against her ass and his strong hand squeezed and molested her tits.
Yes sir!

Excellent it is time to introduce myself.   I am Nareem Yuca Thorroculous.   You may call me Nyt.   

Who was this Nyt? 

You know your mind is transparent to mine little slut?

Damn…my apologies sir.   I am not used to this sort of communication.

No need to apologize for what you are.

Why are you are not fucking me, sir?

Because I need to communicate with you.   I may select you.   You are amusing and most apt to use sir which I find intriguing and stimulating.

What is selection?
It is when soldiers choose what bitch they want as their pay.

I do not understand.   I know you can fuck me and enjoy it but why do so?  We are not the same species.

We were designed to do so.  That is our purpose.   Or one of them.  We have no free will.   The Blue Gods created us and gave us a purpose.   We exercise that purpose.

I do not understand.

Of course not.  Your mind is too small and unwilling.   Your lands are lovely once they are cleansed and tamed.   They deserve better than you.   

But it is our world.

Not anymore.

She wept bitter tears.   She had been reduced to chattel and a sex toy.   Nyt knew her misery and what he did but did not care.   
If I select you will join my pack and have purpose.   I am a leader in my kin kind and may select as many as I wish.  Commoners may only select one.   My choice is one of the few that is allowed my people who have no name.   It is allowed to better teach your kind your place.  

?????

You are confused.   You will be a pet and concubine.   You will not be allowed to breed.   Others have that task and will create a more docile cattle to come.   
You bitches let us spread our seed.  You are our natural birth control and limit our growth.  When the Blue Gods come, our role will be more limited and our population not needed to be so large.   Bitches will serve and be useful in the coming centuries.   

Purpose.   It is so strange.   What was the purpose of life, of humankind, of Hounds, of Gods.   
I do not wish to serve, sir.   I wish to die.   My friends I will never see again.  My mother.   Everything is to be taken.

Not everything stupid one.   You will live and serve.   You are bound and must serve.  Your kind just does not understand even your own history lessons.   This has happened for millennia even among your own kind.   

No, please…sir…


Well you do say it nicely.   As I said I am a leader in my kin.   I can choose you and several others to keep you company and make your pathetic life more bearable.   I can be kind to a poor slut. It does not violate my purpose.  Who?  Ethyl?  Amy?  Joyce?  The Nerd?  Ms. Oresto?  Alexis or Philippa?  Those are who are strongest in your thoughts.   I cannot take all.  Maybe 3.  Poor slut, you must choose.

Prepare yourself as you think it over.  

Nyt rose and patted her head as he climbed over to be in front.   Once in front Mary Beth could see his imposing dick and three full balls.   His mind grasped her mouth panties and placed them in her puny helpless hands.  She began licking and kissing immediately.   The massive prick head filled her mouth completely and pushed insistedly at her throat.   Mary Beth choked as it entered and expanded her throat.  It made her throat bulge quite visibly.  
Nyt pushed him forward and placed his body on top of her back while keeping her head up and her knees together.  He started to nibble at her ass.  Mary Beth jumped when bit which made her quite lovely.  
Mary Beth made slurping noises and wiggled actively as her rump was bit and caressed.   Nothing like having some balls pressed warm and wet on your chin, slapping at your throat.   Half drowning in cum she sputtered as she was released when Nyt finished.  She kept kissing and licking trying to clean Nyt’s prick.  It did not matter as he referred using her hair.  

He got up above his conquered slave and bitch.  She stayed below panting hard as she recovered.   
You really should be more grateful.  The Blue Gods will use you as cattle and beasts to be hunted.  At least my kind will fuck you.

Let me see your mind.  He opened her like a book.  Joyce you really have some hots for.  Ethyl you love as your mother.   After that your intuition and preferences are confused.

Nyt considered.  Some further humiliation is in order.  You know males are breeders only unless modified?  Do you mind?  Yes and no.  We will see then bitch.

Thank you sir…I will be a good girl…


Nyt’s eyes glowed briefly as he shot a hot laser at her ass singeing her creamy panties.  Her rump soared and she shrieked.

Oops.  Her panties re-stuffed her mouth making her properly silent.

Her leash elongated.  Raise your ass and place your chin between your knees.  Mary Beth did so.  Nyt tugged her dress down over her waist to let her panty clad bottom stick out.  Her leash tightened.  Mary Beth squeaked ashamed of her immodest pose.   
Nyt stood now in front of the quivering Joyce of the magnificent breasts.   Nyt smiled.  She was truly a fine piece of tit and ass.  He made her raise her derriere and lower her chin.  He gently petted her round rump.  
Ethyl had been watching and wondering.  Her own breasts showed intense excitement and labored breathing.  Soon her ass was high and her chin was down.  Stepping behind the three lovelies Nyt anointed the back of their panties with his hot piss.  No one would touch them now.  

Stay as you are and sleep.  You may be sniffed but no one will select you.

For a brief moment they could hear each other chorus:  Yes sir!
The night passed and the three new bitches calmly waited and did not stir.   Their position was cramped and torturous.  However, they could not do anything about it.   Their twats were wet though.
The next day found lots of former sluts who were now graduated bitches.   Their asses stuck up throughout the field.  Maybe 10% had not been selected.  These few squatted unhappily looking at all of the stuck up asses.  

Periodically a selected bitch would have a Hound stop by them. A quick double sniff of an attractive ass for confirmation and the bitch would sit up by being hair hauled.  Then she would stand to get her panties changed at crotch and mouth.   They would be fed and cleaned of course.  

Then they were turned by a quick leash yank and followed their new personal Hound.  No different than a girl on a date following her boyfriend.   They were now part of the Hound pack and fairly proud of the honor.
Nyt strolled along in front of his chosen three bitches.  They were awake and regarded Hound feet and stylish high heels with attention and concern.  Bottoms quivered and shook in the light breeze.

He stopped in front of Mary Beth and let her see the pair of alluring red high heels with red nails sticking out of the bitch he had brought.  

Bitch who is Mary Beth.

Yes sir!
Raise your chin a few inches and tell me what you see.
Red platform shoes with very high heels.  Brightly painted red toe nails.  Straps wrapping around a trim ankle and rising to mid-calf.

Do you like what you see?

Yes sir!  I wish I had such pretty shoes.

And your loins?

Oh, yes sir.  They feel good too.  I am wet for you sir.
Seizing her long brown hair he yanked her into the basic kneeling position.   Look into the slut’s face.
She did.   It took a few seconds.  Alexis!  Mary Beth studied him, drinking in his form and shape.   He had changed.   He had possessed a small mustache, gone.   A flowing body-hugging red dress cloaked him from mid-thigh to shoulders.  Patches of bare flesh showed there and scooped down between his flat breasts though there was a small swelling present as well as definitely pronounced bumps at the nipples.      Dark pink panties showed at his crotch.
A smallish dick protruded limply from the top of the panty line.   His leash was attached there and to his belly line.   The other end was gripped by Nyt.   There was no signs of an erection.   

Well Nyt had an erection and Mary Beth was drooling for access.  

Reaching over Nyt pulled down Alexis’ panties.  Alexis did not resist.   Under the dick there was a flat pink scar.   Nyt did not intend to breed.  Mary Beth shuddered.   She had, maybe, desired some male human contact.   Instead she would be sharing Alexis with a Hound like another girl friend.      

Nyt smiled and squeezed Alexis’ butt.  He stirred and arched his crotch forward.   He ordered him to kneel in front of Mary Beth and placed his leash on the same stake so that they would share.  His own stake was behind him and towered over his head.   For the moment, Nyt wanted Mary Beth to sink further into her submissiveness.   Sharing a stake did that well with the enforced close proximity.
Alexis whimpered as his leash was tightened.  Their knees touched and were modestly pressed together.  They sat with hands bound behind squirming.  
Ethyl and Joyce were raised to full kneel.   Nyt could not resist and fucked Joyce’s face and throat to relieve his hard on.   Mary Beth and Ethyl watched, jealous.  So did Alexis.  Nyt let Alexis do the cleanup so the ordinary females would be more jealous and shamed.   
The four bitches now stood on high heels for their panty change.   Then their stakes were raised one by one.  Dragging Ethyl around she had Joyce connected to her wrists then Mary Beth and Alexis at the end.   The stakes went behind each bitch.  There was a clasp point on the shaft about the middle to which their hands were tied.  They had to grip the shaft as they walked.   The shaft dangled close to the ground and pointing above each head.   
Ethyl stepped forward when pulled watching her step as she went.  Joyce kept a careful eye on her ass.  Then Mary Beth meekly followed.  The humblest of all was Alexis who was still learning how to walk with high heels.  

Mary Beth attempted to relax.  Her twat was strained by her leash.  She glanced backwards at Alexis’ gagged mouth.  Then forward to see Joyce winking at her.

Keep moving bitch!   Nyt spanked her rump with a laser spark.  She obeyed of course.

In war the results always were the same.  Someone lost.  Someone won.  Someone got fucked.   Nyt seemed nice.  Mary Beth was fucked and her pussy was wet and warm.
High heels started the familiar click clack as they hit asphalt.   

