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Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 1 – The Submission of Anasia
The building shook as another explosion boomed in the distance. The screech of smaller weapons fire rose up again as another wall of the castle's defenses was breached. The King sat before his generals as they tried to keep the defenses from collapsing.
"The fifth wall has been breached in sector three! That makes for five breaches along the line. We've lost contact with another three posts." One of the aides reported from the com center. In the middle of the room a large display showed the position of the known opposing forces and friendly posts that were still operating.
"It's time to pull back to the fourth line and detonate the fifth wall mines." General Vorstay said calmly as he tapped at the display.
"Of course, General." The King nodded. He knew this was just delaying the inevitable. Director Mohstav's forces would not relent until the kingdom of Arelia had fallen. King Jalies held no illusions about the fate that faced him. As one of the leaders who had opposed the Director's assumption of power over the Galactic Council, he had been a marked man.
Jalies knew the risk when he sparked a civil war to oppose the Director. He had no other choice. Mohstav was a tyrant, his ascension within the Trade Guilds had been merciless, and his rise on the Council had been just as bloody. While many had been frightened into submission, Jalies had stood his ground and rallied those who would fight with him.
The war had been shorter than Jalies had expected. Many of his allies were turned or had always worked for Mohstav. Many more died from assassinations or accidents in the early days of the war. Within only a few months the opposition had been reduced to just a handful of planets and an ever-weakening military force. Arelia wasn't the last of the opposition worlds to fall, but without Jalies the direct fight wouldn't last much longer.
"I leave this in your hands, General. I thank you for all that you have done. I hope to see you again before this is over." Jalies excused himself from the command room. He hated what he was about to do, but he had been planning it since the siege of Arelia had begun. Mohstav was ruthless and Jalies knew there would be a heavy price for opposing him and losing.
"Father!" Anasia cried out as Jalies entered the room. She was his darling daughter and heir. She was only twenty-two, but she had already been well on her way towards filling her father's shoes on the Galactic Council. Now that was over. Everything was over. Jalies knew that within the day he would probably be dead and if he didn't do what he was about to do, Anasia would be as well. Jalies had no doubt that their deaths would not be quick or painless.
"Anasia. It is so good to see you." Jalies hugged his daughter tightly. He ran his hand through her hair as he clasped her head to his chest. This could be the last time he could hold her like this. He tried to simply enjoy this moment, but he could not put what he was going to do out of his mind.
"What's wrong?" Anasia pulled herself far enough from him to look up into his dark eyes. She had always been perceptive, a gift that would have served her well in the life Jalies had once planned for her. Now, he wished she wasn't so good at reading him. Even if there was no more time to delay telling her, he didn't want to take that last step.
"Your Majesty." Losep Havat interrupted as he entered the room with a cloaked girl in tow. Jalies let Anasia pull away as she turned to see the trader walk over to them. The girl paused just inside the room and let her hood and cloak hide her completely.
"I wish I could say I was happy to see you. You have done as I've asked?" Jalies asked.
"Yes, Sire, just as you've asked." Havat motioned for the cloaked girl to step forward. She moved to his side and then opened her cloak. Anasia gasped as the girl revealed herself. The two girls could have been twins, each with the same long brown hair, the same feminine curves, and most of all the same delicate face. Anasia looked into her mirror image, and in a moment realized what this was.
"Father! You can't make me leave you!" Anasia objected. She had supported him through this entire conflict, knowing the price that would be paid if they failed. She was ready to die with her father, and to even consider abandoning him at this time was more than she could bear.
"I must! Anasia, I am lost, Mohstav knows me, and he won't stop until I am destroyed, but he does not know much of you. This soldier volunteered to take your place so that you might carry the torch of our fight someday. I know this is not easy for you. It is not what I want either, but it needs to be done." Jalies implored. He hoped her stubbornness would relent this time, for time was growing short.
"Is this true?" Anasia turned to her duplicate, still shocked by the mirror image before her.
"Yes, Princess." Her voice answered back from the other girl. "I knew I would not survive this siege, and if my sacrifice can guarantee your escape, it will be a death with honor."
Anasia nodded. The soldiers of her kingdom had always been dedicated and honorable. It was strange to know that this one soldier was making such a personal sacrifice for her. Anasia noted the distinction, as she knew countless soldier were dying this very moment for her around the castle's defenses.
"There is more, Anasia. Just as this soldier has changed to look like you, you will have to be changed as well. Mister Havat has agreed to smuggle you out and do this, but there is a price." Jalies continued as Anasia turned to look at him. Her gaze was full of longing but reassuring as well. He could see in her eyes that she understood what was being asked of her so far. He only hoped she could accept what he had to tell her next.
"Yes, Father." She prodded gently as she saw him hesitate. Anasia had no doubt that what he was about to say wasn't going to be easy for him and would probably be hard on her as well.
"Mohstav has begun using mental probes to find our friends and allies that have survived earlier battles. His police forces have been very thorough, and I have no doubt they will continue to be. There is a way to avoid detection, but it won't be easy for you." Jalies held back the last detail. He could hardly believe what he had to say. Havat had offered to tell Anasia, and even now he motioned his willingness to complete the explanation, but Jalies had to do this himself.
Anasia looked up at him patiently. Her quite gaze pushing him to lay out the final details. Jalies closed his eyes and swallowed before he looked into her deep eyes again.
"You will have to become a programmed slave, Anasia. The mental imprinting will protect you from the mind probes, but you will have to remain a slave until the danger has passed. That may be a long time." Jalies finished. Anasia blinked, shocked but not surprised. It made sense, but the notion that she was going to become an imprinted slave girl was surreal to the princess.
"Who will be my owner?" Anasia asked as she shivered at her own words. If she were going to be a slave, she would have to be owned. Owned. That was something she never dreamed she would associate with herself.
Arelia had never been a slave friendly world, and Jalies had worked to eradicate the practice from all the governed worlds, but it was a persistent problem. It was a product with great demand from the wealthy and an ample supply of back water worlds to kidnap slaves from or impoverished citizens willing to sell themselves into slavery for regular food and shelter. With the advent of advanced genetic and physical modification capabilities, it didn't even matter how homely a prospective slave was, since they could be molded into perfection once bought.
"Mister Havat will be your first owner, beyond that I cannot know. I will be erasing these memories once you leave, but there is a chance that Mohstav can recover deleted memories. If he can, I don't want to be able to give away your location." Jalies told his trembling daughter. He stepped forward and hugged her again. This time she held closer than before. They knew this time would be the last time.
"I'll miss you Father. Thank you for saving me." Anasia spoke into her father's chest. There was so much to say and yet so little that she could say. The fate that awaited her was terrifying, but it held hope, and she knew the sacrifice her father was making. In moments he wouldn't even remember this, but she would, and she wanted her last memory of him to be of the strong man who had found a way to save her and somehow save their cause.
"You have always made me proud, Anasia. I know you will redeem us all." Jalies gently pushed his daughter away. "Now, go. I have to see to the end of my Kingdom."
Anasia pulled back and fought down her tears. The last thing she wanted was for him to see her cry. Jalies took one last longing look at his real daughter before he turned and walked out of the room. Anasia's duplicate followed close behind. She carried the memory erasers that would delete these moments from the king's mind.
Havat simply nodded to the Princess and the pair walked out the door he had come in from. His ship was waiting, and they had to leave quickly while the enemy forces were still occupied with the destruction of Arelia's ruling castle. They walked in silence down the corridor. Anasia didn't know what to say to this man. Somehow, he would soon be her owner, and she would be an imprinted slave girl. The very notion was too surreal for Anasia to truly accept yet.
"I will do what I can to make this easy on you, Princess. It will take several days to imprint you so that your core being is preserved." Havat broke the silence.
"Can you tell me what it'll be like?" Anasia asked. She was a turmoil of curiosity and anxiety. There was no doubt that this would be a big change, and she could only guess at how hard it would be to become a slave girl.
"Only someone who's been imprinted could really tell you what it's like. You will become servile and submissive to everyone as well as devoutly obedient to your owner. How you will feel about these changes I do not know. It is possible that your new role will be natural, or you could find yourself unable to control yourself. These are not questions that slavers worry about, and thus something that only slaves know." Havat answered as best he could. He had seen the results of the imprinting process countless times, but he never knew how the change was forced upon the slave's mind.
"I see." Anasia gulped. "I guess I will find out soon enough."
"Yes, as soon as we are out of this system, I will have to start the process. As I said, it will take several days, and we will need to stop and have your physical alterations made as well before the process is complete." Havat turned and headed down another corridor that branched off from the main one. The air here was stale, and a layer of dust covering the floor showed how long it had been since this path had been regularly traveled.
"What changes are going to be made to me?" Anasia asked. It was hard accepting that she was going to be asked to give up everything, her identity, and her mind.
"First you will receive a full gene resequencing to hide your family tree. Then we will change your face and any other unique features to make it impossible to match you to any records. The last changes will be to sculpt your body into the preferred form for female slaves, soft, sensual, and very pleasure sensitive. If you have any specific requests, I can try to accommodate them so long as they don't conflict with your future role." Havat described the changes to come. Anasia appreciated his frankness. His tone was very soft, as if he knew how much Anasia needed to know the whole truth of what was coming.
"So, you could make me a brunette." Anasia smiled. She pulled a lock of her dark hair into her hand and twisted it around her index finger.
"Certainly, Princess, but aren't you already?" Havat asked.
"I've dyed it since I was young." Anasia laughed. "I never wanted to be thought of as a blond bimbo."
"I see." Havat fought down his own smile as he recognized the irony. "I assure you then, Princess. You shall never be thought of as a blond bimbo for as long as you are with me."
Anasia nodded. Only for as long as she was with him. After that she was at the mercy of her next owner. The thought that she would soon be so fully controlled sent a shiver up her spine.
Havat stopped as they reached a door. He entered a code and they walked through. As the door closed behind them, he entered a code into the door panel and a deep rumble rolled from the other side. The corridor had been collapsed under tons of rock. Now there was only one way out, the ship that rested in the hanger they now stood in.
"I am sorry, Princess, but I must insist that you disrobe now. Nothing of Arelia can leave here." Havat ordered. He pulled out a soft robe and held it out to her as he turned away from her.
Anasia appreciated his nod to her modesty. This could be the last time she would know such chivalry. In a day she didn't know if she would even care. She quickly stripped and put on the robe. It felt comfortably sensual on her naked body and she wondered how much thought Havat had put into selecting it.
"Let's go." Anasia stepped off towards the ship. It was a small courier ship, built for speed and stealth. The enemy forces above would almost certainly not notice their departure, especially with the battle raging around the castle.
Havat followed her and they quickly boarded the ship. It was rather spacious for two people, and Anasia allowed herself to take up the copilot's seat. In all her years of spaceflight she had never actually been allowed in the cockpit. As a princess of Arelia she had to be protected and was always safely stored away in a reinforced passenger compartment. The little girl inside her was thrilled to actually watch the takeoff, even knowing what was to follow.
"I imagine you've never actually been in a cockpit before." Havat smiled as he noticed Anasia's sparkling eyes as she looked out the window.
"No, they would never let me be in such a dangerous place." Anasia replied as she watched Havat finish his preflight checks and begin to power up the ship.
"Then I hope you enjoy the show. With luck we will be safely away in moments." Havat strapped himself in and started to power the engines. The ship lifted off the ground and Havat piloted it towards the exit tunnel.
"How will we get past the blockade?" Anasia asked, suddenly realizing just how little she know about how the war actually worked.
"I was able to get the beacon codes to masquerade as a council courier. The blockade won't give us any trouble." Havat explained. Moshtay didn't like his couriers intercepted by anyone, which made them perfect targets for this kind of trick. By the time anyone confirmed the records, he'd be too far away for it to matter.
Anasia sat silently as the ship rocketed through the tunnel. In only a few moments it shot out from the ground. They were hundreds of miles from the castle and the siege and quickly moving further away. The mountains of Arelia flew beneath them as the little ship began to climb. Soon Anasia could see the curve of the horizon and the sky began to darken. Then in a moment they passed the edge of Arelia's sky and they shot into the black of space. Stars began to peak through and soon Anasia felt awash in a sea of stars. The bright curve of planet grew smaller behind them.
"Watch this, Princess. We will be jumping now." Havat warned unnecessarily. The light of the stars seemed to glow and began to blink as they stretched out. The light show lasted for only a few moments before they entered the eerie darkness of Jump Space.
"Thank you." Anasia reached out and placed her hand on Havat's arm. "For letting me see this, and for saving me."
"Princess." Havat said simply. He looked at her, but his eye's fell from hers. Anasia squeezed his arm and his eyes met hers again.
"I mean it, Havat. Thank you for everything you've done and for what you will have to do." Anasia looked deeply into his eyes. Somehow, she could see how hard this was on him. She knew little about him. He sometime carried messages for her father, and he had contact with some of the darker sides of the galaxy. What he was about to do with her was testament to that. Yet he also had her father's trust, or else he would never have trusted this man with his daughter's life.
"Thank you, Princess." Havat smiled weakly before he unstrapped himself from his chair. He turned to Anasia. "It is time to begin."
Anasia nodded and then undid her own straps. She held herself for a moment. This would be the last time she would be fully herself, possibly forever. She closed her eyes. Somehow, she thought she should mark this moment somehow, but nothing came to mind. She smiled at that. The most momentous events in life couldn't always be marked by pomp or ceremony. She rose from her chair and followed Havat into the bunk room.
"Please lay down and I will prepare the imprinter." Havat instructed as he pulled open a small case and began to assemble the device.
"I suppose your subjects would usually be strapped down for this." Anasia said as she laid down.
"Yes." Havat stated as he placed the half ring of mind probes around her forehead. "This will take several minutes to set your first imprint. I will have to repeat it every six hours until we are done. I believe it is easier if you don't fight it."
"Of course, thank you." Anasia squeezed his forearm as he reached up to activate it. She looked sincerely into his eyes and then let go of his arm and nodded. He reached up and touched the control. A spark jolted Anasia's mind as the imprinter made its connections. She could feel it probing her neurons, following the patterns of her thoughts, and finding those points of weakness to shift.
Anasia tried to concentrate tried to catch each point as it was turned. Each time she could almost catch it, almost see what was being changed, but it slipped through. She knew the first touch of the imprinter would be light, that it would only set in motion that changes that were to come. She only wanted to know what was being changed, and she realized that she might never know. She was hardly an objective observer. Her own mind was being changed. How could she be sure that her feelings were her own or that of the imprinting? The question burned her for a moment as more points were twisted in her mind. Then she knew the answer, her memories would tell her if she'd changed. Somehow, she knew they were intact, unaltered by this process and they would point towards the original version of her being.
Havat was looking down at her as the imprinter finished its work. Her mind felt a little fuzzy but little else seemed changed.
"How do you feel?" He asked as he pulled the imprinter off her forehead and placed it back in the case on the table.
"A little dizzy but otherwise I don't feel any different." Anasia replied as she slowly sat up.
"The first imprinting usually doesn't have a very noticeable effect. Still, you should rest, the process is rather hard on the mind." Havat gently helped her to lay back down.
"Thank you." Anasia mumbled as her fatigue caught up with her. It was more than just the imprinting. Everything that had happened today was enough to exhaust anyone. She closed her eyes and let herself go to sleep.
***
It was several hours later that Anasia awoke. Her head was clear, and she took a moment to see if she felt any different. Nothing jumped out at her, yet everything was a shade different. She couldn't put her finger on it. If she didn't know for certain what had been done to her, she wouldn't even have noticed that much.
Havat appeared in the door just as she was stepping out of the bed. "I have prepared some food for you. You should eat before the next imprinting."
Anasia nodded and followed him out to the small table in the ship's galley. He had prepared a simple mush for her, a common food for spacers, though not one she had eaten. It was bland to taste but went down easy. If she'd been nauseous, it would have been perfect. As she was it simply satiated her hunger.
"Tell me, Havat, how did you come to serve my father?" Anasia asked as she spooned another mouthful of mush. His obvious links to the criminal underground and slavers were things that Anasia couldn't link to her father. He had always worked against these forces, and Havat seemed to have been one of those enemies.
"It was a long time ago. I was once a slaver on Osephia, and it was there that I met your father. I helped him to escape a bar brawl that he'd helped to start. I never did find out how. At the time he was passing himself off as a trader, and I took a liking to him almost immediately. He had a strength of character that I had rarely seen in my life and I found myself wanting to help him. It was years later that I found out he was an agent of the Council sent to infiltrate the Osephia slaving guilds." Havat paused to take a drink.
"I never knew my father was an agent." Anasia sat surprised at the revelation. A lot of things about her father made sense now. The things he'd known and spoke of as well as the causes he championed hadn't been just from abstract principles. Osephia was one of the most notorious dens of the slaving business. The guilds were so powerful that they could kidnap and enslave the celebrities of other worlds and sell them at auction. The depths of depravity they were capable of were legendary. Her father had seen all of it firsthand, and it had set the course for the rest of his life.
"I'm not surprised, it was a dark thing that your father was involved with. He was sent to do many hard things and I will not speak of much of it. Still, I found myself on his side, and he helped me to turn my back on my past before he left. As he ascended the throne, he sought me out again, and has employed my services in secret ever since. I've gathered intelligence, transported important people and information, and ultimately I am set to fulfill his last request." Havat's eyes turned dark for a moment. Light years away Arelia was falling, and the King would be dead soon if he wasn't already.
Anasia could see she would get nothing more from him for the moment and she quickly finished the rest of her mush.
"How long before the next imprinting?" Anasia asked. She dropped the spoon into the empty bowl. She almost wished the process were faster. The wait was nearly unbearable, and the thought that she would only slowly descend into her new life was unsettling.
"As soon as you're ready. You slept for almost six hours." Havat answered. He held his place, knowing he could wait for the Princess to move.
"Okay, then we should probably do it." Anasia got up and walked back into the bunk room. She laid down on her bed and waited for Havat to position the imprinter again.
"This time you will feel the effect." Havat warned as he activated the device. Anasia gasped as she felt the probes begin shaping her mind again.
The almost singular twists of the last session were replaced with a wave of sparks dancing across her brain. Anasia tried to ride it, to get a sense for the changes racing through her, but it was too much. Her thoughts were awash in random floods of images, both tame and passionate. There was too much to keep track of. All she could do was fight down the sense of panic as her whole being shifted under her.
After a few minutes, the waves receded, and her thoughts cleared. Anasia let herself rest and tried to simply breath calmly as Havat pulled away the imprinter.
"How do you feel?" Havat asked as Anasia slowly opened her eyes.
"Different." Anasia smiled weakly. The imprinting had left her feeling slightly groggy again, but unlike the last time she felt it clearing quickly with every passing moment.
Havat helped her to sit up and pressed a glass of water into her hands. Anasia warmed at the feeling of his strong hand pressing into her back as she sipped at the water. She looked up at him again and found herself surprised by how much she appreciated the masculine aura that was radiating from him. Anasia had always enjoyed men, but this was different, more primal. For the first time in her life, she felt herself wanting to yield to a man. Anasia approached men as equals and partners, even in those rare moments in her bed chambers. She did not yield to their advances she joined them.
"You are feeling the effects then." Havat nodded as he looked down to see the princess's nipples poking out eagerly from under her robe. A hint of feminine musk was wafting through the air as well, testament to the imprinting's effect on Anasia.
"Yeah, a little." Anasia blushed as she realized what Havat was noticing. Her body was flush with arousal. She hadn't even realized it was happening. Her focus had been on the man kneeling beside her bed, not on the effect his presence was having on her body.
"I can leave, if that would make you more comfortable." Havat offered.
"No!" Anasia surprised herself at the violence of her reaction. She couldn't let him leave, especially because of her. Odd thoughts passed through her mind so quickly she could not even recognize them. Her hand was on his arm, grasping it gently, imploring him to stay.
"Of course." Havat held his place.
"Thank you." Anasia whispered as she gulped in the air. Her body was already on fire, and her thoughts were growing laced with notions of submission and service. She smiled weakly as she realized that this was just the beginning. Everything she felt now was just the lightest touch of what she'd soon be experiencing after a few more sessions with the imprinter.
It was as if an outline had been traced in her mind telling her what she would become. She could see herself eagerly on her knees, naked and desperate to please. A lustful shiver shot up her spine as she thought about it. Anasia gasped as she realized that part of her now longed for that moment. Soon every part of her would be eager to fulfill that image.
"I wish I could make this easier on you." Havat cast his eyes away from her as he placed her hand back at her side.
"I know." Anasia reached out again to console him. "I don't want you to feel guilty about any of this. I want to live, and someday avenge my Father. This is the only way that is going to happen."
Havat looked back into her eyes and a bit of the darkness lifted from his eyes. He smiled slightly as she looked deeply into his eyes.
"There's one more thing I want you to know." Anasia squeezed his arm gently. Her eyes locked on his.
"Yes?" Havat implored as she paused.
"I don't want you to feel the least bit guilty about what we're going to be doing soon." Anasia smiled warmly up at Havat as she began stroking his arm.
"Princess, I…" Havat pulled back.
"Please, Havat." Anasia grabbed at him again. "I'm becoming a pleasure slave. I already feel the effects on me. I can't fight what I must become. Please don't make me beg you for what I will need you to give me."
Havat paused for a moment. Anasia could see the conflict in his eyes. This entire experience was hard on him. He had turned his back on his life as a slaver years before. Anasia could only imagine the debauchery he must have indulged in during those years. She could see now that he hadn't allowed himself any indulgences since either. She cast her eyes down, regretting that she had to play the role of temptress like this. Worst of all, she didn't have a choice. Anasia realized just how powerful her new needs would be, and after a few more imprintings she would be begging him to enjoy his every desire with her.
"Princess." Havat paused to lift her chin so he could look into her eyes. "It is a hard thing you ask of me. I have resisted my darkest desires for a long time, and I fear taking even one step toward them. Yet, I have accepted this mission and I will do everything I can to make this easy for you, including helping satisfy your new desires."
"Thank you, Havat." Anasia smiled. Suddenly she felt very weary. The tension of the moment had used more energy than she would have thought, and the fatigue of her latest imprinting had caught up with her. "I think I'm going to rest now."
"Of course." Havat helped her to lay back down and watched as she drifted into another deep sleep.
***
"Oh, oh, oh, God!" Anasia gasped as she raced back into the waking world. Her legs were spread open, and her fingers were sliding along her wet folds. Her blood was racing, and her chest heaving as her waking orgasm began to fade.
She felt different, more than she could have imagined. Anasia had never known such raw arousal as she felt at this moment. Her fingers didn't stop. Instead, they plunged deeper between her legs as she reached up and squeezed one of her quaking breasts. Her hands were rough, demanding, and she cried out as her fingers dug into her sensitive flesh.
"Oh yes! Fuck me harder!" Anasia gasped as she hammered her fingers between her legs. Her mind was consumed by the image of a big strong man claiming her flesh, driving into her needy flesh with powerful thrusts. She spread her legs wider for him as she bucked her hips back against his thick cock.
"Oh Master! Oh yes!" she screamed as she exploded over the edge. Her eyes flew open, staring at the plain metal bulkhead of her room as she panted, her fingers still deep between her legs. She slowly pulled her hands from their positions and let them rest on her belly as she tried to absorb the new flow of her thoughts.
Her own mind was strange now, the outline of lustful thoughts from before were now raging rivers of submission and need calling out in her mind. It was strange how rational and yet driven she could be at the same time, she thought as flashes of arousal hammered insider her head. She slowly slipped off her robe and lay naked on her bed. The nudity felt strangely proper, no doubt an effect of the imprinting, Anasia thought, most slaves didn't wear much for clothing.
Anasia shuddered lustfully at the thought. Slaves had to stay naked so they could be fucked, and she realized suddenly that she had stripped her own clothing for just that reason. Just in case Havat decided to come in and use her. Her thoughts towards her companion were certainly more desperate now. She would never have considered him for a lover before setting off on this ship but now she could feel her body quiver at the thought of being used as his slave.
She was bounced out of her reflection when she heard a soft knock at the door. "Princess, are you all right?"
Anasia shuddered as she heard his deep masculine voice through the door. She quickly pulled herself out of bed and fell to her knees on the floor. Her body heaving as she struggled to keep her voice clear as she replied. "Yes, Havat, please enter."
The princess giggled at her double entendre as she watched the hatch door swing open revealing her present condition to her protector. She smiled as she saw his stunned face and watched as his eyes rolled over her generous and completely exposed curves. Even her well-trimmed pussy was open to his stunned eyes, and Anasia could see the lust beginning to build in his eyes.
"Princess…" He stammered as she knelt adoringly before him.
"Master Havat." She smiled up at him. "I think you might have imprinted me again."
"Indeed, you have slept for almost eight hours, Princess." Havat stated as he continued to gape at the aroused female flesh on display before him.
"I feel different, Master Havat." Anasia smiled as she reached up and pulled her hair back and over her shoulders as she thrust out her soft, perky breasts. She knew what she was doing, seducing a man so that he would use her. Her body was aching with need that even her most energetic fantasies had never produced.
"I am sure you do, Princess. I am just a little surprised to see you in this way so soon." Havat replied, his eyes still taking in the beauty before him.
"Oh, I understand. If I wanted to, I could fight it, I could even keep myself under control." Anasia smiled as she bent over and crawled up to Havat. She knelt again, this time pulling her hands up to his waist. "But it feels so good, and I want to have some fun before I'm completely imprinted, Master."
"Are you certain?" Havat asked as the naked Princess ran her fingers over the buckle to his pants. He knew once he crossed this line there would be no going back for either of them.
"Yes, Havat." Anasia forced herself to not say ‘master'. "I need this so badly. So where do you want to take me?"
Havat swallowed. He knew this moment would come, the point where he would have to give in. Certainly, he could push it back, reject her, but that would serve nothing. For his mission to succeed he would have to return to what he was, he had known that from the very start.
"First, a slave must service her Master." He said plainly as Anasia smiled. A tingle went down her spine at what he had called her. No one had ever called her that before, no one would have dared, and now it was the perfect word for her.
"Did that feel good? Being called a slave?" Havat asked as Anasia deftly opened his pants and slid down his underwear.
"Yes, master. It makes me tingle all over, especially in my pussy." Anasia giggled as she uncovered Havat's long hard cock. She felt an odd rush of pride that he was already erect for her, but even more she was excited just looking at his throbbing hardness. It was ready to take her, and make her into a slave.
"Excellent, slaves need to have hot little cunts." Havat smiled as he watched the Princess shudder from his lewd language. For a normal girl this was savage, feeling her body betray her as the slaver called her foul names, but Anasia was enjoying it, savoring the feelings as she held on with the last of her free will. It was erotic in a way that every previous slaving had never been. Anasia was not curled in a ball fighting not to give in to her imprinting. She was embracing it.
"Oh Master!" Anasia gasped as her pussy twitched again. She'd never liked such dirty talk before, but now it was really turning her on, as was the hard manhood she was stroking in her hand.
"And they love the taste of cock." Havat added as he looked down at Anasia's roaming hands.
"I bet they do, Master!" Anasia giggled before she bent down and wrapper her tongue around the head of his cock. She'd never been shy about going down on a man, but this was different. Havat tasted different. It was a wonderful, powerful masculine taste, one that any female just had to enjoy. For a moment she wondered if all men would taste like this from now on, but she couldn't hold herself back.
"That's it, I see my little slave is used to pleasing men." Havat smiled as the Princess skillfully wrapped her lips around him before sliding her mouth slowly down his shaft with her tongue massaging him eagerly. Anasia shuddered at the insinuation. It was true, she'd done this many times, but now it was different. She wasn't doing it for fun, she was doing it for him, to pleasure him. The depth of the difference in motivation was almost unnerving if she wasn't absorbed in her task.
"Is my little slave enjoying this?" Havat asked as Anasia bobbed her head and stroked his balls with clear enthusiasm.
"Mmm hmmm!" Anasia hummed loudly as she slid down his cock again. The thought of pulling her lips away from his manhood didn't even enter her mind.
"Then enjoy this." Havat grunted as he let himself go. Anasia's expert attention brought him to the brink in moments and then with a gentle slide of her lips down his full length she pushed him over.
Anasia shuddered as she felt Havat's shaft throbbing in her mouth. This was one thing she'd never done. She'd never let a man cum in her mouth, and now she was doing her best to suck him dry. Her past reluctance had turned into eager passion as she felt his seed fill the back of her mouth. His salty taste was suddenly overwhelming her senses as she pulled the last of his juices from his shaft. She could feel his panting, grunting flesh around her, testifying to her success.
"Very good, now I want you to stand up and finish undressing me." Havat smiled as Anasia slowly slid her mouth from his softening shaft and licked up and trailing juices before she stood up and began opening his shirt.
"Will men always taste that good, Master?" Anasia asked as she quickly worked at the buttons.
"Indeed, it helps break down a new slave's resistance. I'm sure you can understand." Havat explained as the naked princess quickly pulled him free of his clothes. She was careful to slide her own naked flesh against his as she worked. It was clear what she wanted from him next as his last piece of clothing fell to the floor.
"I certainly can. It tasted divine, Master." Anasia smiled as she slid her hand over Havat's hard chest. "Do you want to use me now?"
Havat felt his cock twitch at the eager, pleading tone in Anasia voice. That surge of desire was all he needed to pull the naked girl to him. She looked up in shock as he pressed his lips to hers and ran his hands along her naked flesh. It only took a moment for her to respond in kind. Her whole body was aching, needy in a way that almost shocked her.
Anasia had always been a slow tender lover. No one had ever complained. Now it was different. She was throwing her naked flesh against his, writhing against his erect manhood, and doing nothing to resist his movements towards her bed. Everything was moving so fast, faster than ever before, but she was ready.
Havat pushed her back onto her bunk. She fell back sensually, opening her legs as she slid onto the cushions.
"Are you wet, slave?" Havat asked as he slid his hand up between Anasia's legs. The princess squirmed as his fingers slid along her wet slit, but she did nothing to pull away.
"Oh yes, Master! I've never felt so wet before!" Anasia panted as he explored her intimate flesh. She'd never been so thoroughly examined by a man before. His touch was strangely professional, like a farmer examining new livestock. That very thought sent a shiver up her spine. Slaves could be sold! The idea was horrifyingly erotic. Certainly, she knew that was part of her role, that eventually she would have to be sold, but the reality of it was something else, even with her imprinting.
"You have a lovely pussy, slave." Havat smiled as he skillfully brought his thumb against her aroused clit and gently stroke her. Anasia cried out at the sudden pleasure, her own words caught in her throat. As she ground her hips at his hand, he was moving atop her, and Anasia felt the tip of his cock taking his thumb's place.
"Are you ready to become a slave?" Havat asked as he gently slid the tip of his cock against her wet lower lips. Anasia fought to keep her hips from squirming. The burning ache between her legs made it hard to stay still even with the object of her desires so close at hand. It was all she could do to keep from thrusting her hips up to impale herself, but a good slave didn't do that. She shuddered again at the submissive thoughts that were racing through her brain.
"Oh yes! Please, Master, make me a slave!" Anasia begged as her soft breasts heaved into his chest. Their faces were only inches apart and their eyes were locked together. She could see the wolf like glint in his eyes as she looked up at him with helpless doe eyes. She'd never felt so deliciously submissive before. She knew it was all fueled by the imprinted programming, but it was absorbing her completely even so.
Havat smiled and then pressed forward with a single grunt. His thrust was slow, forceful, and completely filling. Anasia's eyes went wide as her tight flesh stretched to take his girth deeply into her body. He was long and thick, and she was wet and tight. The princess moaned and fought down the urge to squeeze his hardness as it impaled her. She struggled to control her urges and relax the walls of her pussy so that he could fully claim her eager flesh.
"Master… oh… please… push… deeper…" Anasia panted as she gazed up at him. She knew she could take more, that he could bury his full hardness inside her. Havat grabbed onto her hips and then thrust again, driving his full manhood into her and she moaned from the raw pleasure of being so stuffed.
Then he pulled back, drawing his cock almost out of her and left Anasia fighting against the urge to thrust her hips up and bury herself on him again. She shuddered at the wicked emptiness between her legs, but a slave didn't set the pace, only the master. That notion was just another part of the program that had been etched into her thoughts. Before today, Anasia had always been an eager, even aggressive lover, but now she was subdued in a way that felt strange and yet proper at the same time.
She moaned again as Havat drove into her, rubbing his cock over all the sensitive spots in the walls of her tight passage. His hands reached up, squeezing her breasts as he started sliding in and out of her with practiced ease. The strokes of his cock were smooth and almost teasing her, and she writhed beneath him, her hunger growing more desperate even as he used her.
"Oh, Master! Please… oh please, fuck me harder, Master! Use me, use me like a horny slave, Master!" Anasia pleaded, hungry for more, desperate for more.
"Really?" He asked as he drove into her with another careful, tantalizing thrust.
"Yes, Master! Please, ride me! Use me! Ravish me like you would any other slave!" Anasia could barely believe what she was asking for, or just how deeply she meant it. She'd never been a reserved lover, but that was different than what she was asked for, she wasn't just looking for a roll in the hay, she wanted to be debased, to be used like a toy. The feeling was strange to her, but she couldn't deny it either.
Havat ground deep into her and then leaned in and kissed her. His lips pressed against her savagely, and she yielded to him, letting his tongue enter and dominate her as he pinned her beneath him, fully impaled. Then her started thrusting into her, harder and faster. The tender, measured strokes were gone, replaced by savage lust.
Anasia threw her head back, crying out in pleasure as he pounded into her. This was what she wanted, what she needed! He ravished her, squeezing and stroking her as he took her and used her eager flesh.
When he suddenly pulled out of her and then flipped her over, she eagerly thrust her ass into the air for him. She cried out again as he mounted her from behind. She'd always resisted such a demeaning position before, but now it was perfect, and she moaned in pleasure as he rutted into her and she grunted like the desperate animal she'd become.
His stamina exceeded her every expectation, and she lost track of how long they spent in her bunk, writhing together, switching from one passionate position to the next. All the while driving her even more wild. Her orgasms slammed into her one after another, and it never seemed to end as he drove her deeper and deeper into the embrace of her new desires.
Finally, they collapsed, exhausted on her bed. Anasia was spent, but not satisfied, no matter how many times she's coaxed him to cum within her and on her, there was a lingering need and aching call within her. More...
***
"That was intense." Anasia smiled as she sipped a cup of tea. She had donned a robe and was sitting beside Havat as they watched the stars slide by.
"You seem very composed now, Princess." Havat smiled as he looked over at the still ruffled appearance of the princess. They'd made use of her quarters for most of the day before their lusts were satisfied. He could still hear her cries of passion in his ears, and his slaver sense could see the fires of passion still churning in the young woman beside him.
"Only barely, and that is because you nearly exhausted me, Havat." Anasia giggled. "My body needs rest, and I can feel the slave passion being held back so that I can. Of course, if you wanted to ravish me right now, I would eagerly open myself for you."
"That is only natural. A pleasure slave is always ready to give pleasure, always ready to obey." Havat stated as he looked down at Anasia's perkiness poking through her robe. Anasia smiled and pressed her chest out just a bit more, knowing that Havat was enjoying it. The very thought of modesty was almost foreign to her now.
"I never imagined it would feel so natural." Anasia squirmed in her seat as she thought back to the wonderful feelings still coursing through her blood. She knew just how completely different she felt now, how unashamed and aroused she felt. "I was never like this before, and yet I can't imagine feeling any other way."
"That's the nature of the imprinting, a slave should feel comfortable in her place." Havat nodded as Anasia looked back at him.
"It's probably time for another imprinting." Anasia smiled wickedly. She actually wanted to go deeper to truly feel like a slave, not just the heavy urges, but the full depth of being as just a slave. It was hard to even explain to herself, but she knew that it was what she wanted now.
"Indeed, another part of the imprinting is the desire to finish the process, it makes it easier on the handler." Havat explained, he could remember so many resistant women eagerly submit for their next imprinting even as they cried out for their freedom. He didn't wait to reach for the imprinter, Anasia would be complete soon, and it was right in time. It wouldn't be long before they made it to the processing center, and Anasia would need to be ready for that.
"Thank you Havat." Anasia stated firmly as she felt the imprinter lower into place over her head.
"It has been my pleasure, Princess." Havat stated sincerely as he began her next imprinting. He knew this was the last time she'd be this cogent, but he spared her that knowledge. She'd learn it herself, soon enough, though at that point it would feel natural to her, complete and overwhelming. They'd be at the station soon, and then she'd be taking the next step on this journey.
End Part 1 
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