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The sun rose in strident pink and glaring purple that clashed with a putrescent green from the hills to the north.  It had been a long and vicious siege but the town folk of Lieche had finally reluctantly surrendered.  Winter was coming, supplies were dwindling.   It was only some past due taxes plus penalties.  Today was to be the announcements as to what was to be done next.

“Master Sergeant,” Lieutenant Roof spoke to the grizzled veteran.

“Yah, sire!” replied Sergeant Yorko.

“Assemble the troops except for sentry duty in the commons.”

“Yah, sire!”

The 4th Army was a proud bunch.  Even in the mud their dark brown EUSA uniforms were spotless from grime at least in the morning.  They assembled in company groups.   At full strength each battalion represented 500 men with four companies in each battalion.  Only two battalions had been sent to Lieche, deemed more than sufficient to handle stupid civilians.  

The men had been there five months and were quite annoyed at the local’s recalcitrance.  There had been a shortage of women too except for the twenty Army whores that had volunteered to come.

“Men,” announced the colonel in charge.  “There is good news as has been rumored.  The Mayor of Lieche has surrendered unconditionally.  The only caveat that was granted was to the coup leaders who have the mayor in custody.  Their families have been spared penalties except for tax monies.  They will have been identified with a sign stating:  OK.  Do you understand?


“Yah, sire!”  The soldiers shouted eagerly.  Every cock undoubtedly bulged at what was to come.  Wages were low and loot in all of its myriad forms was what was sought in these misbegotten times.   

“This is a Class 3 punitive act.  No permanent damage is allowed.  Minor collateral damage will be assessed on a case by case basis.    Those homes or stores marked with a red X are out of bounds.  Collectibles have been assembled in the Grand Stadium for inspection and use.   Houses with a triple red x’s have been designated hospitality centers.  This includes the mayor’s home.  Be sure to visit.
“Soldiers will be released by lot, company by company, on a rotating basis every 12 hours for a 24 hour leave in Leiche.  Do as you wish then.  Back quickly so the next company can leave.
“All collectibles are tagged with a number tattooed on their foreheads.  Where possible they have tokens that identified them too as a reminder. “   Which was mostly for those who could not read. “As usual those who wish to make a bid on individuals may do so after the ten days of celebration is completed.  Otherwise collectibles will be picked randomly and fairly distributed.  Good luck and good fucking!  Liberties will commence in one hour for the first company in liberty.”
“Yah, sire!”

“Dismissed!”

“Yah, sire!”

The company disassembled somewhat raggedly.  Two troopers dragged themselves along with portly Sergeant Yorko.  “Sergeant, who will be on leave first.” asked Grefe.  Those in first would be entitled to tighter cunts and fresh females rather than those who had been fucked repeatedly and had gotten dulled by the affair.

“That is not for you to know,” and then Yorko added, “Make sure you bring your pig stickers for extra persuasion and brush your teeth too.  Now!”  Yorko winked.
“Thank you, sire,” grinned Grefe and Askew knowing their answer now.  They were young but had been on several punitive actions.  It was a fun great way to earn a stake in life.   Though one wondered if the NgaZulu would make their attack soon and end what remained of EUSA.  The leaders never believed that the Empire could be overcome but Europe, Asia and Africa had fallen already.
*****

Lieche was an old city that had become a town since the old days.  It was lucky to have a population of 20,000 nowadays.  This was plenty since that meant at least 10,000 females of which quite a few would be attractive.  Naturally they would be accommodating under the rules of liberation.  Without rules war would be horrid indeed.  Consider the siege which had been without bloodshed and consisted of threat, innuendo and the occasional cannon fire.  
The 4th army had supplied the food and drink for the merriment.  Afterall the siege had kept the citizens on the verge of starvation which was the idea and the Army had the food and drink controlled from the outside.  The side effect was that the girls would be slender and anxious to please or at least some would be.  There could be dissenters.  One hoped for both of course in the same slut.  Always a virgin and a slut was the best combination for a fuck slave on a cold night.
*****
Grefe and Askew strolled in though the dark south gate of Leiche.  A large sign, crudely drawn with letters and an oval picture showed the direction to the stadium.  The guys could read and write a little and were proud of the fact.  Most soldiers were illiterate and proud of that too.  Everybody had to be bit proud of something or they would be nobody.
The natives seemed unhappy but accommodating.  Those who were not were likely to be locked up or in the stadium with a number. The town was utterly silent.  There was to be a celebration but only for the winners as was always the way.
It was not terribly far to go.  The stadium had been constructed centuries ago.   Somehow it survived the riots, famines and internecine wars that had spread over the land.  Now torches lit the main entrance.  The soldiers accepted their chit of admittance from the MPs and entered the now grim corridor.  Inside were loud noises, chattering and high pitched feminine shrieks.
The interior light flickered with the red flames.  There were many shadows of course.  One had to be careful when inspecting collectibles because older women looked much younger in those circumstances.   
Inside though was a man paradise.  In the seat area there were numerous portable goods, foodstuffs, jewelry, old books, and more.  In the stadium field were the women.
There were two goalposts; one on either end of the ragged field.  On each were two captured local lovelies on the central post and one on each of the far ends.  All were on tiptoe dressed in their skimpy best with their hands strung overhead.  
Numerous other girls sauntered about with their hands tied behind them.  Many carried simple bags and bottles around their necks of drinks and munchies.  Access to the bags or bottles required having the tits casually touched.   Others danced slowly stripping or more properly being stripped by men on stages near the center.  
Rich food aromas drifted from the barbeque pits in mid field.  Grim male faced local cooks served food as needed.

Off to one side were the male collectibles locked in iron shackles on a sideline.  Heavy eyed posts had been driven into the ground to hold them where they belonged.  
A number of younger clean shaven, except for longish scalp hair, males were in short dresses or skirts for another purpose and also had the relative freedom of the field.  They looked nervous in their bright red lipstick and new panties.  For some that was good way to go.  Grefe and Askew preferred the normal heterosexual sex.  There was nothing like a set of pretty tits to arouse and cause interest.  That was why in art women were the featured goods all too often.  Men were there to tell what to do except during the 20th century in ancient America and Europe.  
It could not help to be noticed that the girls were skittish and tried to walk away when noticed.  A few hesitantly smiled and then looked away.  However, they were in high heels on dirt even if it was somewhat frozen.  Askew and Grefe easily caught a couple of delectable sluts, a blonde and a brunette who appeared to be teenagers with tits that bobbed deliciously under their thin dresses.  
Conveniently each had a crotch lease which the guys grabbed from between their knees.  Both girls whimpered as the lines went taut against their sensitive pussies raising their skirts even higher.
The brunette muttered:  “Fuck…” but softly.  Askew smiled, he liked a challenge.
The blonde was more complacent and looked with big wide eyes at Grefe who had her in tow.  “Please let me go, sire…”  Grefe laughed.
Their EUSA company was the first in line for liberty this time.  These girls may had been young wives or girlfriends of the dumb locals.  They may or may not be virgins but they were certainly nubile, tight and dressed to show it off.  

The blonde was numbered 444 on her left cheek; around her neck was a bunch of thin slips of heavy paper stringed in a necklace.  Askew immediately pushed her head towards him and enjoyed how she squirmed as he forced his tongue into her hot mouth.    She kicked her slim legs a bit too; undecided on kneeing in or accepting the inevitable.

The brunette was 447 and already showed a bit of a black eye with bright red cheeks from someone who disliked her bitching.  “Let me go, bastard…Oww!”  
Askew struck her right cheek without even thinking about it.  If asked he would have said “What?”  Life was violent and it soothed him to be able to beat someone instead of being ordered about like an idiot.  
After a rough day or siege a man needed to be in control of something and a sexy young girl was the perfect answer.  Still Grefe was nicer than Askew and many other soldiers.  He might even say ‘thank you’ after a decent fuck but not if his compatriots could see him do it.  There was an image to protect and his place in life was judged by his friends and superior officers by his actions.
With a resounding smack and a smatter of whitish drool Grefe finished his kiss of the petite blonde.  “Got to hurry or I will shoot my load in my pants.”  He moved slightly away from her pretty body and gave her an unfriendly tug at her crotch.  “Come along, slut.”
The girls followed their leads with forced little smiles and wobbly asses.  The blonde was softly crying.  The brunette was more stubborn and wild type free but Askew knew she would be worth more in terms of body pleasure when she was broken in.
Scattered around were eye posts at ground level as well as metal eyes at the grandstands.  Askew forced the cute brunette to sit on her haunches on the sodden mucky ground at the 20 meter line.  As he could have predicted she kept her knees together.  Askew squatted next to her and fondled her tits for a moment while she silently snarled.  She attempted to move away but he kept a tight hold on her leash which served to frustrate as well as irritate a sensitive area.
“Nice,” Askew pulled her crotch straight and attached the convenient end clip to the metal of the post.  “Don’t move now or you will be punished severely when I return.”  Askew rose back up patting her tits in a fond and lusty farewell.  She squirmed and wanted to spit but knew better.  She had a few brains.

Now the blonde sat down and Grefe did the same to her crotch to the same eye.  This made the girls face one another and touch at the knees.  Both guys smiled.  They had done this before with good results.  It was SOP for a holiday with new girls.
Getting behind their backs they encouraged them to lean forward lips to lips.  “Kiss like you mean it sluts!” demanded Askew.  The girls whimpered but began to lick at each other slowly.  Both guys pushed the back of their soft silky heads and made them do it deeper.  Eventually they let go and were satisfied that the girls were still locked mouth to mouth with their eyes rolling frantically.
The girls’ eyes showed their disgust and they kept a wary eye on their owners.  Grefe wondered how he would have felt when he was a youngster and if his city had betrayed the EUSA Pact.  At the right age and he would have been crotch tied and kissing another boy in a dress.  He shuddered but there was a wicked excitement too.
But that had not happened.  And he had these girls to make do what he wanted and they did not.  Still he speculated for a moment.  Would his cock have gotten hard while kissing another guy even one in a dress and panties?   Without doubt he would have kissed with the enthusiasm of a boy with his hands tied behind him and his dick tied to a stake.  Even as the girls exchanged lusty kisses, Grefe knew the answer which had to be.  A matter of survival dictated what you had to do.  That had been his motto from almost the day he had been born.
Grefe instructed the sultry looking girls:  “We want you two to get to know each other intimately.  I want to see some hot and bothered sluts when we get back.  Do you understand?  They nodded together and murmured:  “Yah, sire.”  They looked disgusted and had to concentrate hard on their kissing chore.
Standing up the guys surveyed the whole width and length of the field.  Some of their soldier friends had gone straight to the goalposts and small lines had formed there.  Grefe and Askew preferred to find some suitable sexy escorts first.  Others went for the goods in the stands or even to the young men in dresses.  Everyone had a preference.    
After a long day of anticipation, as well as months of patient siege work, they had serious boners and some sexual and aggressive frustration to release.  That was the idea of the celebration fete.  Every war or battle caused frustration.  It was best to release it or massacres might occur which would be a waste of expensive booty and the girls would have been fucked either way.
All around girls were being secured by ones or twos for later fun.  More than one pretty lass stared at her leash and to where it was attached deep in the ground.  It ensured that they would remember this day well as well as the only reason they might yet live.  Some husband, father, or boyfriend might have driven the post into the ground that they were anchored to.  Such was life.  It was better than a hill of skulls or maypoles.
At the goal posts, there were two types of girls offered.  Two dangled from the end of the cross bar with no back support.  At the moment a red head struggled with a EUSA soldier and dangled provocatively from the left end.  The girl was gripping her soldier’s right leg with her thighs.  It helped supplied support for her aching wrists.  She had nice legs and the stockings accented her sexiness.  Askew ached with a sudden desire.
In contrast the two at the goalpost were back to back with the post in between and the guy could use the pole for support as he thrust up and into her.  There the girl had a choice of helping with her legs or not.  Typically they did not assist and stood with legs wide as the guy fucked their cunts.    
In all cases their hands were tied overhead where they could not interfere.  By now their fingers seemed numb and no longer twitched about.
Askew liked long sexy legs and aimed at the redhead where there was only one other guy in line.  He dropped his pants and kicked them to the side.  Instantly his large cock reared against his underpants and slipped out as he moved.  It hung straight and true and a startling black pole against his white skivvies.
Meanwhile Grefe sauntered over to the center post.  Both sluts were blondes there which he had a penchant for.  One had a guy waiting while the other was only occupied with the man on top of her.  Both girls were shrieking incoherent stupid nonsense.  Grefe shrugged, dropped his pants to let his cock breathe and got behind the girl with no line.

The soldier in front of Askew grunted and finished.   He gave the red head a kiss on her forehead and squeezed her perky tits in thanks.  She sighed and let out a slight sob.  Askew walked forward with his large dick dangling in front of him.  He laid a dark brown hand on her right boob.  She yipped and abruptly noticed that he was there.

“Please…”

Askew squeezed the nipple and laughed.  “Sorry, slut, your teasing days are over. “  He lifted her brown skirt up and pressed his black cock where it would do some good.  She was soaked of course from at least two hard fucks.  Whether she was ready to feel the pleasure yet did not matter to him.  He shoved it in and she gasped.  “Bigger than normal, eh?”

“Oh god!”  
He jammed his mouth on hers before she could say more and commenced pumping while pinching her nipples as he did to make her jump about some.  It did not take long.  He got off her and looked back to see a dozen soldiers with their dicks out eager to fuck her.  He smiled.  She would be kept busy at her job for a while.  He had been lucky and got in before the crowd arrived.
Meanwhile Grefe was standing nearby.  He had fucked the blonde who he had discovered was more middle aged than desired but still voluptuous.  She was now busy with another guy and had five more waiting impatiently in line who would take out any anger issues on her flesh when they got up front.  She squealed suddenly as she was pierced by a cock.

“Hi, Grefe”

“Hi, time to get some food and tour the city, you say?”

‘Yah, I say.”  He pulled up his pants but left his slimy cock out.  That brunette would be cleaning it he knew though she did not yet dream of her luck.  He could not ask the redhead after all since she had a line.

The sidelines were vastly more crowded now with luscious girls anchored and waiting for their owner to return.  Askew noticed an older brunette standing morosely alone on the 10 meter line and took a hankering to her.  She noticed his approach and wailed and half stumbled backwards before her grasped her around the back and then the ass and hauled her up.  .Nonchalantly he reached between her legs for her leash and tugged.  
“Oh!” she groaned.  She followed meekly behind Askew without a question.  “Oh dear…oh dear…”
444 and 447 were evidently busy in their own affair and did not immediately notice their owner’s approach.  The stadium was rocking with noise and loud cries which helped their failure to notice the approach.  The brunette had pushed the blonde back and was kissing her tits having opened her dress up a bit.  A cute red nipple protruded which the brunette was lightly biting.  The blonde was flushed and was the first to see Grefe and Askew,
“Brenda, stop, they are back.”  Brunette (apparently called Brenda) paused and turned her head.  Immediately she grew terrified and popped back up but as she did she planted a few hurried kisses on the blonde’s open mouth.  Always nice to see a girl who had discovered that she had a little bit of lesbian in her.
“Good work, sluts.  Always fine to see someone happy at their job.” remarked Askew.  “I have something for you 447.”  He pointed down at his still slightly engorged cock.  “Clean it now.”

Brenda made a funny face.  Then she reluctantly moved her face towards his cock and tentatively licked the side of the massive cock.  She made an anguished soft noise.  She licked once more.  “Please sir, I am a virgin…”
“Suck my cock into your mouth and get it thoroughly clean, slut!”

She did as she was told.    She was not quite inexperienced.  The way she sucked it up was delightful and Askew felt his cock begin to grow.  Angry now he snapped:  “Enough!”  He stepped back and smacked the top of her head.  “You are good but not yet slut!”  He had relaxed somewhat but he needed a day of relaxation to completely become human again.  
Brenda stared unhappily up at their owner wishing she knew what to do. The blonde just stared in utter fascination at the huge black cock.  Apparently she rarely saw such in this far northern city.
The girls had gotten their knees mixed together as they kissed.  Brenda had been the aggressor and had loosened up her crotch leash a bit as a result while the blonde was still stretched to the maximum.

The guys pulled their girls up to their tottering high heels while untangling their knees.  Brenda got the other brunette’s leash tied to her wrists and they both then proceeded in file behind their young owners.  The blonde was alone but Grefe was looking for another blonde to go with her.  He liked ménage a trois like any other man.  

Some burgers and sausages were roasted hot and ready to go as were some local beers from outside Lieche.  They gathered a few and retreated to the stands to eat with the girls trailing behind moving their slender legs rapidly to keep up.  The ground was horrible for walking and they kept tripping so progress was slow.
Grefe asked his friend to take his girl’s leash and food.  He had spotted some blonde trash he wanted to investigate.  “Hold her leash, I will be right back.”
“Sure chum, any time.  I will be over there.” He gestured and Grefe nodded.  He squeezed the blonde’s left tit and grinned.  It was nice not to have to worry about how a girl felt especially when he felt so good when he did it.  He remembered growing up and how stand offish the women were in his life until he joined the army.  There was always something whether it was damn religion, a bloody period, or selfish teasing behavior for the girls to use as an excuse.
None of them understood men and their needs.  Grefe would have defended his woman if he had one other than a surly tart or a dumb cunt who got trapped in an alley.  Even he would have defended that older slave girl who had befriended him who he had then forced to give him his first blow job.  It had become a passion to insist that the girl have her hands locked behind her with his hand making her head bob up and down.  He had been a bit shamed after shooting his load.  She had shaken her yellow head and licked him clean.  She was only a slave and it pleased her to please him.
But that was in a past better buried.

Grefe stalked his new prey now.  She was older but curvy in her tight navy blue dress.  The fresh and prettiest teenagers had been mostly caught by now.  Not that there was anything wrong with an older woman if she kept her shape.  The target was in her thirties certainly.  She had thick curly hair and was dressed with a longer hem than usual but with a slit up each side.  It showed what she had nicely right up to a trace of blue lace where her panties hid.
She backed up warily when Grefe came to her.  She knew she had no choice in the matter but like most women wanted to tease and play hard to get.  Quickly he yanked her leash raising the hem of her dress way up even as she looked away.  Yes, she had grand legs indeed and powder blue panties.  He cupped her pussy and she sure felt cozy.
“Yes…sire!”  She half squeaked.  “What do you wish-hh?”

“The usual beautiful, come along.”  She wanted to run away and hide.  Certainly he had no desire to be raped.
“Yah, sire!”  She frowned a bit but instantly followed as he yanked at her crotch.  Her long legs pistoning speedily as he led her showing flashes of white upper thigh and the tops of her expensive stockings.
Up in the stands Askew had his sluts on either side and was daintily feeding them a little burger with sips of beer.  They ate as if they were starved and begged for more.  His hands slapped their thighs often whenever he felt like it.  Indeed he had both of them watching him avidly and not a bit offended at his close attentions.  Their boobs stretched their dresses nicely.  Brenda was still flushed from her brief affair with the blonde.
Grefe’s teenage blonde looked on glumly at the other girls and actually smiled when Grefe approached with the other blonde girl in tow.  At least she knew she would get fed soon.  Grefe settled the girls down and commenced to eat and touch them up.  Despite having fucked the other girl his cock filled his pants as he patted their thighs and tits.  
Both of the young blonde’s nipples showed whenever she bent forward.  It sent a thrill right though his cock when Grefe saw them and knew they belonged to him.  Noticing his attention the new older blonde moved her legs making her thighs show right up to her panties.  She did it unconsciously.  If asked she would have made up some lie, Grefe knew but it made him happy to see her act so wantonly so he did not mind.  She could tease as much as she wished and not get away with it this night.
Once fed the girls seemed calmer and more willing to accompany the soldiers as they went out into the city itself as well over to the stands where the other goodies were.  
In the stands the guys made some selections; there were strict limits and really they had to make their mark and state their serial # in order to possibly claim any prize.  So they selected a lot of different stuff ranging from books to local artisan work.  Later there would be a random allocation.  Every soldier was entitled to some booty but not necessarily his first choice.  It was better than fighting over everything and made war more civilized at least within the continental EUSA.  Other nations were less civil and did not recognize any rules of war.
The older girls even helped a bit making intelligent comments about the rare titles and especially beloved local art.  

The snazzy blonde was named Terri (# 102) while the younger blonde was called Sandra.  The meek brunette was Alexandra (#277).  They tended to be cooperative though a bit upset when their rumps got patted still.  You could tell with their flashing eyes and wiggling fingers.

Only Brenda was reluctant to totally agree with the EUSA soldiers.  She stayed true to being a fighter.  Askew knew she was a bitch and probably a lesbian tease to boot.  She needed to be groped as well as face slapped.  He promised her a severe spanking and enjoyed the fire and the fear in her grey eyes.
By the time they were leaving the stadium the girls were being kissed frequently and even kissed each other with the help often of their owners.  The guys helped too by pulling or tearing down their collars to show off their fine breasts and sensitive nipples.  They were proud of their acquisitions.
Outside the stadium it was a bit nippy.  The girl’s nipples stiffened up in response which the guys enjoyed because they could pretend that the girls were lustier than they were.  Indeed the girls were relaxed now and though skittish still when touched they were feeling some tingly sensations despite themselves.

“Which way to the Mayor’s palace, Terri?” asked Grefe.

“Down Dins and then left on Tradwell to Main.  Then we go right to Center Plaza, sire.”  He brought her up even and kissed her deep.  Her eyes showed mild surprise and her ass wagged showing her true emotion.
Fire pits lined Main Street and occasionally at major intersecting corners.  Otherwise it was pretty dark and the Milky Way shone clear overhead between ill lit buildings.  
The Mayor place was fabulously lit with obvious signs marking the entrance.  MP’s stood at attention but did not care if they entered.  Three x’s marked either side of the massive doorway.
Feeling sorry for the MP’s Grefe said:  “Want to use one of the blonde’s while we are in?”

“Not allowed private, move along and pay your respects within.”

“What have we got inside?”

“The mayor, his wife, two daughters and his mistress.  Also one grand daughter of age.  All are taking visitors except the mayor who only gets to watch.”  The MP winked.

“Serves him right!” growled Askew who goosed Brenda as he spoke.  She went “Oh” at the right moment to accent his remark.  She turned furious and received one of her many hard face slaps.  You could hear her teeth grate and rattle with the force.  Not to deprive her, he slapped Alex too.
“Oh, stay away from the grand daughter right now that is officer territory.  She is on the right up at the top of the stairs.”  
“Old pussy then?” asked Askew with a leer.

“Yup.”

It was required that every soldier visit the Mayor and pay their respects for the siege.  They were the sole exception to damage and were considered collateral if at all.  Somebody had to take the blame.
Inside was a resplendent spiral marble staircase.  Several pretty girls stood or knelt tied to the rails or each other.  Respectfully they cowered and some even curtsied.  They had been kissing and pressing their uncovered bosoms against each other to keep them warm, wet, and ready.  Though a dry pussy was incredibly tight it could even hurt a guy and of course the girl was not happy either.  

There was not much space at the stairs but there was a side room where the guys found seats for their grateful sluts.  No one was there except two local male teenagers in dresses who turned as they entered and then sunk their heads low in misery.  

The four girls were tied off to the chairs or sofa and told to keep busy with each other.  Immediately the two blondes turned and tentatively kissed, the older woman took the lead and quickly had the younger panting heavily.  Meanwhile Brenda had Alexandra pressed back to the sofa getting her tits licked.  It was quite a sight for the guys who hurried off before they fucked the dumb cunts right there.  
Alexandra was complaining that she did not want her breasts licked.  Brenda ignored her.
At the top of the stairs was the Mayor strapped tight to a heavy chair.  He nodded at the two soldiers but was gagged.  The EUSA soldiers spat at his face and walked on ignoring the granddaughter’s cries and screams to the side.
Trying the first door to the left they lucked out and found a girl spread-eagled on a bed with no waiting line.  She was exhausted and had her white nightie wrapped around her belly.  Several guys had carved their initials on her breasts.  Cum was visible on her thighs, slowly drying.

A large banner was stapled to the wall over the bed saying:  “Happy Liberation Day!”  A log book was on the bed stand.  It showed 5 guests so far and introduced the woman as Eloise Schaus the eldest daughter of the mayor.  A few frail candles illuminated the rumpled bed and girl.
She opened her eyes and groaned:  “Please I will be a good girl and behave, please don’t hit me…”

Askew grinned:  “We will do what we want bitch.  Your father caused this mess and you are too sexy not to fuck and beat.   You should be grateful.  In the old days the whole place would be burning and you would still be fucked.”
“Damn…” Her voice was soft and hoarse.  She had been yelling for hours by now.  “…no justice…”
Askew got on top of the stupid slut after dropping his pants.   Being the second girl of the night he could afford to be slower and took the time to slap her face, pinch and kiss her nipples, and insult her.  Finishing up he climbed on top of her sore breasts and insisted that she clean up as he dick whipped her face.  She did as she was forced.  
Being literate he scrawled carefully DA on her left breast next to two x’s.  If she survived the night she would have a reminder of the celebration for life.  
Grefe stood to the side and shook his head.  “Saving it for our dates.”

Askew shook his head.  Grefe usually did not prefer beatings and this was one time he did.  Several belts were looped over a nearby chair.  He took one and started whacking her belly, thighs and cunt.  She humped frantically but barely cried out.  By the time he finished her belly was crimson and marred with streaks of red and white on her thighs.  
Grefe had heard of this bitch and some of her actions.  Her husband had been the local tax collector and she been in charge of interrogation throughout Alsatchka on his behest.  She deserved her beating.  
Despite himself or probably because of himself, Grefe enjoyed how she responded because of the way she jumped about in her bonds was quite fetching.  When he finished, her breasts were heaving heavily and he had to go quickly before he fucked her too.  The lust of a man was not easily controlled.  For some reason he felt he should temper his desires.  As he had grown older his loins had calmed down especially with all the free pussy in the army.  It made him think and it hurt.
Afterwards the guys descended from the weeping Eloise to collect their waiting dates.  They were getting tired now.  It had been a long day.
The girls were playing and were kissing each other tits with a passion.  
The miserable men-in-training-to-be girls had left already with their captor.  They had waved to Grunt who owned them as he exited.  As was his want, he grunted in reply.  He weighed over 150 kilograms and his play mates were half that if they were lucky and had not pissed yet.  Grefe did not envy them when they were mounted.

Brenda looked up and respectfully whispered to her friends:  “Stop playing. Our men are here.”

The girls hesitated for a second.  The blondes were in a deep final kiss and had to be untangled by Grefe who seized their long hair and pulled them apart.  Terri had taken a penchant for her younger friend.  

Alexandra kept kissing Brenda’s upturned tits despite her moving away.  Askew grabbed her hair and gave her a hard smack that rattled a few teeth.  Brenda grimaced.  She knew her owner now as a hard ass and was glad she had not received the blow this time.  However, it was only delayed and her head rolled to the right with the blow she received. 

After she glanced at her owner’s pants and could see how it bulged.  Remembering the cock taste she hesitated and then licked her lips.
Once more in the cold evening air, the girls shivered unhappily.
Askew asked Grefe:  “Where do you want to bunk out with our dates?”

Grefe turned to Terri, who seemed a bit brighter, and asked:  “What would you suggest as a bed?  What hotels are open do you think?”  She seemed to shudder a bit and Grefe comforted her by fondling her left tit.  She gasped at this touch.

“Sire, I do not know.  I may suggest, perhaps, the Lodge, it is to the left of Center Plaza.”  

“Where is your home, Brenda bitch?”  Askew gripped her jaw with his large brown hand and squeezed before kissing her deeply.  Brenda squirmed and paced about where she stood.  Her friend behind her had been admiring Brenda’s ass and was even more stunned now by how it moved about.
Brenda gasped in a second:  “Y-you would not…”  That got a hard slap to her face.  She gulped and said, “Near the outer wall, sire.”

“Too far bitch.  Too bad screwing a new girl in her own bed is a real turn on.”

“The Lodge is fine, Askew.  It is not far and we can order some liquor too.”

“Alright,” he goosed Brenda’s cunt under her dress; she was wet.  She grimaced unable to stop him.
Grefe studied Sandra and Terri.  Both were staring at his crotch when they thought he would not notice.  He wondered what thoughts drifted through their pretty little heads right now.  He doubted that they had ever openly studied a guy’s crotch before.  They would know his dick intimately in a little while.  They were no doubt curious.  
The Lodge was ancient but still standing well for the centuries since it was constructed.  The clerk at the front desk quite understood their situation.  He was pimply faced and asked about recruitment into the EUSA army.  His attitude could be explained by one of his remarks:  “I always wanted to fuck the girls but they always thought me ugly despite my brains.”

The boy was called Bob and could recite the EUSA manual already from memory.  “In the old days it was the uniform that attracted the chicks but when the Empire was established it became simpler.  A soldier was the highest order of life because he protected the citizen.  It was inevitable that they receive some perks.  War had always been that way.  Those who had not took it from those who did who were on the other side.  The other side was, and is, by definition evil and wrong.”
Grefe ordered some local beer and took a crayon marker from the front desk.  The clerk promised to find what he could but most of the grub was at the stadium and not here.  He would have to send a runner.  He was not sure how the MPs might take his request.  
“No problemo fellow.  Anybody else here yet sleeping over.”

“No, sire.  You are the first and welcome you may be, sire!”
Grefe glanced back and noticed that Sandra had stepped behind him and was closer than she normally tried to be.  She kept her head low too and seemed to be hiding.  Tugging her out to his right he tapped her chin to make her look up.  She blinked but failed to look away while blushing.

Turning his attention to Bob, the clerk, he saw he knew her and was licking his lips.  Grefe smiled.  “Is tipping allowed, Bob.”

“Uh, not normally but these are extraordinary times are they not, sire?”

Grefe made Sandra lean against the front desk with her pendulous bare boobs staring Bob in the face.  “Nice are they not?”  He flicked an alert nipple and Sandra gasped.

Bob gulped nervously as Grefe unhooked Terri from Brenda and reattached Terri to his belt for a second.  Terri nervously moved her legs and tapped her heels a bit, excited to be a bit closer to him.
Grabbing Sandra around the waist he hauled her head to his for a big kiss and a little goose on her squirming behind.  He whispered to her:  “Go give Bob a blow job and make him happy.”  Frantically she clutched at his hand with her two bound hands.
Sandra looked at Grefe and then at Bob.  “Please sire, I know him from school, I just could not…”

“Fuck the crap, 444, you do as you are told now and forever!”  He pushed her away and with a final ass pat she stumbled along.  “Where is the door to your side, Bob.”  

Soundlessly he motioned to the left.  

“Get going slut!”  She did.  To Bob:  “Bring her up to my room when you are done.”

“Yah, sire!  It will be a pleasure.  She had refused to date me in school and this will be great fun!”

Sandra tottered off with fresh tears in her eyes.  In a few moments she was alone and on her knees in front of bulging pants that Bob was unzipping.  “Please Bob, please!  Please don’t make me do this!  What did I ever do to you?”
“Fuck that bitch!  This is pay back time for back at school! I am really going to enjoy this!  You laughed at me when you thought I was not looking!  Can’t laugh at me now, slut!”

His dick was in front of her now.  With her hands tied and a crotch leash begging to be pulled, she had no choice.  She tentatively pressed her lips on the throbbing dick head to which action he moaned ecstatically.  Grabbing the back of her head he rammed the dick into her mouth and immediately forced her to gag.  Her eyes widened with the impact and she gulped which was a mistake since she then gagged.
Sandra looked up with big blue begging eyes at Bob.  Her tongue started to automatically swirl around the hot shaft which pulsed ecstatically at her touch.  She struggled with the hard pressure at the back of her throat to go deeper which only made it more enjoyable for Bob.   Much to her surprise she felt respect for Bob for the first time in her life.  Her cunt felt strange and happy.  When her nipple brushed against his pants, a sharp thrill shot up her spine.  
Her head bobbed pleasantly up and down on his shaft.  She wondered if she would be splattered or would drink his cum.  She was a part of him now and had to do as she was told.  

*****

The guys had rooms 312 and 314.  There were higher floors but few ever used them nowadays with the decline of elevator use.  By the time they climbed up with the girls simpering behind them, they were even more tired.  
Grefe took Terri in and locked the door behind him.  She had to stand while he pissed and cleaned up a bit and she watched.  Being older she certainly knew what a cock was but he wanted her to be close and pay attention to his cock.

Taking her by her crotch rope to the one chair in the room, he sat her on his bare lap and played with her thighs and titties.  Her saucy bottom began to bounce.  Bringing her head closer to his he could sense her passion and hot breath.  A few wet kisses were exchanged.
When Sandra came with a soft knock at the door, he pushed Terri off his lap and dragged her with him to the door which he unlocked.  He had recognized Bob’s voice.  

“Thank You Sire!  That was exactly what I needed on a cold night.”  Sandra stood quietly behind him with her head lowered and long blonde hair trailing around her shoulders and breasts.  She stood on her high heels and watched how her dress was lifted up her leash.  In time it would be pulled and she wanted to be ready for the command.  

Naturally she seemed glum and despondent from blowing someone she had obviously disliked and stared at her naked boobs.  Grefe took her proffered lead and tugged her stupid ass into the room.  She trotted right in on click clacking heels without looking up.
“You are welcome, Bob.  Forgive me I am busy right now.”

“Of course, sire,” The door closed and was re-locked.  Terri watched him do it and knew she was truly going to be fucked in some way now.  Sandra looked up too as she heard the final click.

Throughout Lieche hundreds of girls and men fuck toys were watching or listening this night as their owner locked a door on some bedroom.    Many more cowered in cubbyholes and cellars.  
Grefe saw their grief in their eyes and the trembling of their beautiful breasts.  At heart he was not cruel but he had learned to play the game to survive.  He had too.

Sighing he reached for the black marker he had filched from the front desk.  Then he tugged the youngest closer.  She looked so unhappy.  “Stand still, slut.  You must never tell anyone of what I am doing next.  It does not mean anything other than a thought and a condolence.”

Quickly he sketched a crude heart on her left breast and inscribed ‘G +S’ in it.  Then he did Terri with a ‘G +T’.  On both he wrote a big “t” or cross right between their tits.  He stepped back and let the girls look down and at each other.  Then they both simultaneously rushed him and gave a quick kiss on each cheek of his face.  The sentiment had been appreciated.
The girls were his in a private heated room.  It had been months since such luxuries and Grefe really appreciated it.  Both had calmed down from the emotions of fear and entrapment and were a bit more willing to put out voluntarily.  Of course, they would be kept tightly bound and would put out anyway.  
He instructed Terri and Sandra to clean up and brush their teeth.    Being tied presented some problems but he was sure the sluts would figure out how to lower each other panties and wipe.  
He retired to the bed and got under the covers.  A bed, all to himself was absolutely divine.
When the blondes came back out, he had more orders for them.  “Get on the bed.  444 sit on Terri’s lap.   Now kiss and neck as if you mean it.”  The blondes jumped at his command and started rubbing closely on the right side of the bed.  They kept an alert eye on him though.  
It was nice watching a couple of girls kiss each other and stare with attention at each other’s bare boobs.  Grefe knew he had another erection from the girl on girl action which was the idea.  It was the control that was such a turn on as well as their marvelous sexy bodies.
There had always been slaves and war booty and always would be.  Sometimes it was just the money when humankind decided it had a conscience.  Julius Caesar had wrecked Gaul and sold a substantial part of the population to pay for his politics and pleasure.  The common soldier got paid but not enough to do much.  The Mongols too did the same but often tended to destroy the population as much as enslave them.  There the common soldier got paid better with slaves and booty.  
Now it was the modern EUSA day.  And they though they had been exempt from history.  
“Enough!”  The girls stopped, terrified and in mid kiss.  “On your bellies now.  Sandra on my left and Terri on my right.”

The girls unclasped from each other and wiggled frantically over the bed sheets.  Breathing hard they placed their flushed faces into the pillows.  Grefe raised up their dresses and saw some gorgeous ass with tiny panties wedged in place.  The crotch leash was twined up through their ass crack to a circular loop around slim flat bellies.  

First he pulled the leash thru to the back and looped again over their tied wrists.  Then he seized and crossed slim ankles and made them tight all together with their wrists.  Tumbling on their backs he adjusted their panties and leash to allow easy access.

Both whimpered now and squirmed uncontrollably when touched in any way. He tickled their g spots, that tender spot between ass hole and cunt.  
Grefe extinguished the lights and joined his dates under the thick wool covers.  They welcomed him between them.   They were not going to wander in their hogties.  Their lives depended on his whim and pity as well as sheer lust.  Both were warm and cozy between their legs and it was almost a shock as they rubbed against his sides.
Terri had her tits in his face; Sandra was encouraged to go lower which she did.  The hours of mutual kissing had warmed them up nicely despite their undoubted sense of weirdness.  He made sure that Sandra ended with  some semen on her face.  It would dry there bothering her all night he hoped.
They could not help themselves and murmured how much they loved him and his big fat cock.  It did not stay fat long.
*****

Askew was also vigorously engaged in his room.  Slaves needed to be tied tight especially in bed.  He preferred them gagged and panties were always handy.  Brenda was angry when she smelled the odor from Alexandra’s bottom but he shoved them in anyway and strapped the lingerie package in with a strip of her own fancy dress.  

More dress scraps secured her right ankle to Alexandra’s and then both to the bottom of the bed which had the traditional center knewl in place.   In this way he alternated between them fucking their warm fuzzy twats while listening to them moan and protest.  “Ahhe!”

Both girls resented him but were taking a fucking anyway.    It was not easy to fuck three times in a day but he had been saving it up for some time now.  He continued pumping into that warm wonderful cozy cunt duo until he was satisfied which was the whole and only idea.  
Grunting he finished and rolled about before sleeping on top of his prizes.  The sluts went “Hrmmph” and tried to settle down.   It would not be an easy task since he had whipped their behinds with his army issue belt buckle for about an hour.   Two cute white girls lying between and beneath a powerful black man.  Their remote ancestors would have been very angry as they twitched and moaned.
******
Waking up was delightful.  Autumn sunlight streamed in through the window.  Grefe opened his eyes and saw the two yellow haired heads on either side softly slumbering with their thighs wrapped around his.  His hands moved down and checked their bonds and their cute asses.  Just wonderful!  The girls stirred as they were ass touched which felt even better.
EUSA was a tough place to live in.  Once every man and woman had been free to live as they wished.  In order to defend the land, it was needed to be stronger than the enemy.  When one was on top everyone else was the enemy and harsh laws were passed that restricted those freedoms.  Now the average citizen was often a slave to his or her betters especially if they owed and if they did not obey the law or pay taxes, especially taxes.
Grefe sighed.  There was nothing he could do about that, he was only one man.  Besides he liked the women he could have that would never give him the time of day otherwise.  His hand flickered over their high heels which had remained in place overnight.  It was nice to have a girl.  He had owned many sluts over the years and campaigns.  All had been sold along with other collectibles.  He had no home and dared not to love.
Sandra dreamily open her eyes, looked at his chest and gently gave him a kiss, ticking his nipple with her pink tongue.  Shortly thereafter Terri awoke and saw what Sandra was up too and joined in.  Gently he squeezed their behinds and shoved them forward to meet above his chest in one big lesbian kiss just in front of his eyes.  Both blinked at him and began to giggle.  Grefe smiled, truly relaxed now, and fondly kissed their pretty tits.

******

Downstairs was a tidy little breakfast nook with a roaring authentic fireplace.  Several soldiers and even Lieutenant Roof were there in the morning to partake of free food.  Dozens of overly excited young girls knelt at their feet or sat gracefully in the soldier’s laps.   This was a far cry from their obvious reluctance the previous night.  Not a one would take their eyes off their man.  Restraint and a good fucking put a girl in her place.
Disturbingly Lieutenant Roof nodded towards Grefe.  It was not good to be noticed.  What did that mean?
However, conversation was muted as it was with men.  Most men concentrated on their cheese and eggs washed down with ale.  A full third of the local girls were gagged while the others waited patiently to be fed.  So there was only the clatter of dishes, occasional orders and gruff nods of hello.

“Howdy, Askew” said Grefe.  Brenda looked at Grefe with a mouth full of gag and a black eye.  It had swollen nicely overnight.  She and Alexandra flanked Askew and rested their dainty little chins on his thighs.  Absentmindedly Askew patted their heads but paid no other attention to their obvious needs
“Morning Grefe, have a good night.”

“Could not have been better.  I feel refreshed and eager even to see potbellied Yorko on an empty stomach.”

“That is a lot to say.”  With that said there was naught else to talk about.
Grefe sat down while a waiter hurried over to bring a full plate filled with sausages, eggs and cheese.  Sandra and Terri, seeing how other girls were, knelt on either side of him.  Daringly Terri rested her head on her thigh which he gently caressed.  Thus encouraged so did Sandra whose eyes rarely wander now from his crotch.
Askew was authoritarian in his approach.  He refused to feed his girls and kept them gagged with each other panties looking moodily up at him occasionally.  Their dresses did not exist below their rounded asses having been consumed in making strips to further bind both below and above their elbows and a strip to hold in the panties.

Sandra and Terri noticed this of them and a few other girls.  Terri murmured very, very softly.  “Thank you, sire for being kind,” and kissed his pants.  Grefe did not really notice and would have only vaguely cared.  It was dangerous to do otherwise.  
Askew finished first, yawned, and got up making his dates scramble to their high heels.  As he fondled their bottoms and tied Brenda to Alexandra’s wrists, he gestured towards the lobby doors.  “I will be outside, my friend.  Taking in the morning air.”

“Be with you in a moment, chum.”

Shortly Grefe joined Askew outside with Sandra following Terri.  Both shivered in their short dresses but were still gratified for their owner because others did not even have that this morning and they even still wore their panties for what scat protection that supplied.  Grefe brought Terri up and gave her a kiss which she returned better than she had before.  He asked of her in a moment:  “What’s to see in this burg, slut.  Anything to do besides fuck you?”

“Sire,” she gasped, “There is a vast garden to the north.  We could take a stroll there.  There are places to sit and gaze out at the pond for example, sire.”
“Sounds good!” he slapped her butt making her quiver against him.  Sandra looked on almost jealous of the attention.  Such crap did happen.  So he rubbed her ass too which made her happy.
There were other groups out in the park.  Sometimes a simple soldier alone with his two dates.  Once ancient Yorko could be seen with two anxious wenches trailing behind him.  Grefe pointed them out.  “Look yonder, is that not Yorko?

“Why indeed it is!  Poor girls to have to service him all night.  They must have spent hours looking for his dick under his big belly!”  That was not said too loud but loud enough for the two friends to evilly chuckle.  

Brenda glanced over and blanched apparently realizing that it could have been her.  Instead she had a black stud whose dick was very easy to find.  

About now Terri looked at Brenda’s ass and then at Alexandra.  Both had vivid welts on them.  She shivered once more and prayed to her own god for her good fortune to have a decent date.  


Seeing what Terri had seen, Sandra had a different reaction.  She realized that feeling a man’s hand on her ass was a true education as well as on the back of her head making sure she sucked in nice and deep.  She could understand better now after Bob how a man felt and his need to control.  She did not mid control at all it turned out and it took the army to teach her that fact.
The still free citizens of Lieche mostly hid leaving the streets to the victorious EUSA soldiers and their dates to wander and play in.  Grefe had moved his blondes to either side and cupped their cute behinds to guide them.  Askew preferred leading the wretched girls by their crotches as his poor well whipped slaves.
*****
Gradually they arrived back at the stadium to drop off their dates.  Second company had arrived at dawn and they were busy petting and fucking.  Grefe’s girls watched with pity as the new girls followed behind their owners.  More than one of the new ones looked at Brenda and Alexandra who showed how it felt be a slave more graphically on their bodies.  
There were many games in progress and more food to consume.  A long luxurious afternoon had been planned to entertain the troops.  For those who preferred there was gambling in the upper boxes, games of card and dice.  Soldiers gambled on what they owned.  The girls did not yet count of course.
By the goal posts the eight current damsels were moping about with hands tied high.  Second company had fucked them hard earlier.  A half dozen male locals were now between their legs getting entertained now that the girls had been officially liberated.  

At one point Grefe paused with Askew by a pair of pretty wenches who had been crotch tied together.  They were middle aged as girls go and both were pecking at each other’s lips with their hands tied behind them of course.  

“Terri?”  Grefe caressed her ass under her dress as he asked.  “Do you know this pair?”

“Yah, sire I do…”

“Tell me…”

“The woman on the left is named Claudia L’Etoile.  The other I do not know.”
“What’s up, man, you like these sluts or something?”

“Yeah guy, why don’t I join in a moment at the left center stage.”

“Just be careful, man, somebody else picked them out and might be upset.”  Askew wandered off dragging his girlfriends along.  Grefe studied their pretty swaying asses made nicer he would have to agree with the now fading welts.  He did not mind spanking a stupid girl.  He rather enjoyed it but it should be a punishment and not meted out for no cause as Askew did.
Terri waited attentively for his orders.  “Teach these sluts how to be happier at what they do.  It will be better later for them if nothing else.”  Terri nodded.  Sandra looked confused.  “444, get down with Terri and help out.”
The two girls sat themselves down on either side of the two confused staked out sluts.  Terri began talking quietly punctuated with pressing her bare breast against Claudia’s shoulder.  Catching the idea Sandra rubbed nicely against the other slut (#996).  The conversation was muted and silly.  It was comforting to the staked sluts though.  
Terri leaned over and pressed her lips against Claudia’s neck and slid on down.  Occasionally, she nibbled on a sensitive ear lobe.  Both of their breathing increased as she proceeded.  Claudia nicely blushed but let Terri continue her loving message.  

Sandra started to do the same but her date was a bit more standoffish and she had to stand partially up and push down suddenly to get her a proper kiss.  

Grefe let them continue until he was satisfied everybody was duly excited and warmed up.  “Up Terri and 444, got to go.”

His girls disengaged with a final loving kiss.  Claudia gave Terri a tearful big kiss on her left nipple in thanks.  A faint smudge of the old heart remained there where she had not been vigorous enough in her cleaning this morning.

Feeling a little better for his good deed (and he liked the girls getting excited as well as his own erection) Grefe led his girlfriends to the stage where he was to meet with Askew.  
He was getting old for this game.  He loved the sexy women as prizes and always would.  He had been in the army since 16 and was in his seventh and final year of his current stint.  He could be dismissed with honor subject to recall.  In previous campaigns he had collected over 30 slaves and sold every one.  He had a suitable nest egg to retire with.  What he needed was a place to live where EUSA would not intrude.

At the stage there was a wrestling contest in progress.  Two women, one a giant blonde and the other a black bushy haired negress, were stalking one another.  Both were wearing high platform style shoes and thong panties.  Nothing else dangled or fluttered.  Wrists, of course, were crossed behind them.  
A dozen soldiers, some with the local sluts, stood near and cheered or jeered the action.  
The blonde screamed some stupid obscenity and attacked.  The negress ducked and tripped her partially in passing.  The blonde girl stumbled to her knees before rolling to the side and avoiding the negress who had tried to drop down on her and was now down on her flat belly.  The blonde jumped her back while leaning back to reach for her jerking ankles which she grasped and held behind her own back.

Slowly she pulled the black girl under her until he was on her back and not her belly, twisting her around while she sat on top of her.  All the while both bitches yelled and screamed as they were pinched or clawed.  Gradually the blonde inched forward with her lone lean thighs around the other girl’s head pinning her down while she sat on her plump breasts.  Eventually her voice grew muffled as she disappeared under the blonde’s crotch.  
“Good job, blondie!” shouted Askew as Grefe rejoined him.  The black girl was doomed now to being face smothered by the blonde.  Her legs kept kicking and occasionally she bumped her ass off the floor but it did no good.
“Nice pin,” admitted Grefe.  His blonde girl friends looked on with amazement.

“Maybe we should let our girls get in the ring.” Queried Askew.  

“I don’t care for that sort of action.”  Terri sighed with relief.  Sandra glanced at Grefe and smiled uncertainly.  Brenda and Alexandra looked on hopelessly as they sucked disconsolately on their panties.

“Spoil sport,” muttered Askew.  He pulled his beauties forward and inspected them carefully.  Both were scrawny though sexy.  Brenda had the stronger leg muscles.   They looked worried.  

Grefe saw Landis across the arena in front of the two wrestlers where he had a close up view of the smothered black girl. They exchanged a brief nod.  

His local pair of sluts, like most, were attentive of the two female wrestlers.  Landis was a private fellow.  He kept his women with their breasts covered for example.  Both were very active wiggling though.  He suspected he had a finger up their cunts from behind.

The blonde was finishing off her opponent.  The black girl lay quietly only mildly kicking her fine legs.  The blonde wiggled her butt on the other girl’s mouth and let her do something nice for her.

A male local stepped into the ring and praised the blonde as the winner of the match, prying her off the exhausted black girl.  Her tits danced merrily as she was tugged up.

Brenda and Alexandra were entered next much to their dismay and anguish.  He had made them step into their old and now soaked panties so at least they were not gagged.  They glared at one another with their dresses ripped to their navels and nothing below except for their stockings and high heels.  Even their leashes were gone.
The referee slapped Alex’s behind to get her going.  She yipped and half heartedly bumped Brenda who bumped back.  In no time the two were more aggressively after each other.  Brenda bit Alex’s shoulder which prompted fierce retaliation with Alex’s teeth on Brenda’s nipple.  She yowled!

Falling to the floor they slipped about slipping legs in between each other and pumping away when ever one got on top.  

The crowd booed and chanted:  “Get her head!”

Brenda snarled at the many men who watched her naked body and humped her thighs forward to grip Alex around the waist.  Slowly she climbed higher until Alex had her tits pinned under Brenda’s wet panties.  In a minute or two Alex was munching away on Brenda’s panties and twat.  Her big eyes looking up and her nose buried in the panties and pubic hair.  Brenda wiggled her ass in satisfaction as Alex’s futilely stamped the floor with her high heels.

Askew grinned wildly.  Grefe admired but internally debated.  Lieutenant Roof watched from the other stride of the ring.  

After a fine lunch the girls were taken on another stroll just outside the stadium where several pawn shops and benches existed.  Grefe alternately kissed his two girls who kept close to his side; their leashes were no longer taut but they were in his hands.
Brenda and Alex, once more gagged and leashed, had retired to a bench where Askew dropped Brenda over his knee.  He rubbed her fine ass and slapped the buttocks which flexed well and jiggled from the hard impact.  She went “hrmmphh.”  Alex watched jealously.
All in all it had been a fine liberty and the girls had been the key to the victory celebration.  The city had been liberated and the girls fucked.  Everybody was happy, even some of the girls.
In the stadium the girls were released to find their way to a rest station to be cleaned and redressed for their next company to arrive.  

Sandra looked sadly at Grefe as did Terri.  He was now a known entity.  Other men were not.  Despite the tough beginnings and the tragedy of being enslaved a new relationship had been forged.  He cupped their breasts and kissed them farewell but not before taking their number slip.  He did want them if he could.  It was maybe time to retire form the army but what would he do after that?

Even Brenda and Alex had second thoughts as they left Askew.  Brenda looked down at his crotch and flushed.  “Like cock do ya!” jeered Askew.  She did and he knew it.
The soldiers left the stadium and returned to the barracks outside the city which was actually a partially repaired old warehouse of sorts.  There Sergeant Yorko, already on duty as if he had never been on leave, stopped Grefe:  “Lieutenant Roof wants you, now.”

What was up?  It could not be good?

The Lieutenant looked relaxed.  He had two pretty babes recalled Grefe during leave.  Both seemed content to follow him everywhere.  

“Sit down, Grefe.”  He did as ordered.

“I have been watching you.  I know a discontented soldier when I see one.”

Uhoh.

“You like girls I know.  Nice to fuck and easy to hold.  They are a problem if they talk back.  Your buddy, Askew, knows how to handle sluts like that doesn’t he?”
“Yah, sire.”

“A gagged woman is awfully attractive too.  It is a matter of control and men like to control.  What do you want to be when you grow up, Grefe.”

“I don’t know exactly, sire.  I grew up in the Chica suburbs.  My parents are gone or lost.  I am on my own.  I have never wanted much except to be left alone.”

“I know.”  Roof studied Grefe and made him sweat.  Quiet did that to a worried man.

“The Empire needs good men.  It is sick and needs to be revived in a saner way.”

What was he talking about?

“I am taking a chance.  Accidents can happen you know.”

Uhoh!

“You know your history?  What was before the Empire?”

“The soft and decadent democracy, sire.  Other nations threatened us and the first Emperor President arose from the ashes of Washe and conquered the world.”

“The world lies in utter ruin.”

Grefe nodded despite himself.  He might have betrayed himself but it was what he thought.

“One day the Second American Revolution will come.  Which side will you be on?”

“The side of right, sire.”  Grefe knew he was doomed now.

“We will see.  There are some of us who care you know and one day…we will see.”

“Yah, sire.”  Doomed!
“Your enlistment is up shortly.  I am ordering you to officer school.  You will come out a lieutenant with some new perks.  You will follow my orders.  With luck I will be a captain by then and you will report to me.”

“Yah, sire.”

“I know you doubt as you should.  Do you like the blondes you were with?”

“Yah, sire.”  Actually he did.  They stirred his soul for some unknown reason.  He knew part of it was lust and their tied helplessness.
“They will be yours.  You will need them as personal slave attendants at the school.  You are ordered to get them pregnant.”
Uhoh doubly doomed.  The lieutenant wove a tangled web.  With a family he would want to protect them.  He would do always as he was told.  Still the thought was tempting and they looked good with their hands tied behind them.  

The lieutenant motioned to someone unseen.  A dark woman stepped in.   Her boobs were out and stood proudly in common view.  He was an officer, he had his perks.  This was a personal slave attendant that he had with him.  Grefe began to have a few germs of ideas.  The slave stood at attention, eyes straight, hands behind her ass and ankles spread.  A leash dangled from beneath her short skirt.  
“The Empire is sick but it is kind at times.”

A sudden emotional surge rose from within.  How nice it would be to have Terri and 444 lying next to him every morning.  They might resent being bound but that was the cost of freedom in the EUSA.

“What about Askew, Grunt, Landis and the rest of the men?”  

“As a civilized man I expect you to keep them under control.  In the land of the barbarian, the man of culture must hide until it is time.”

