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Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 2 – Changes in the Flesh
Anasia shuddered as she walked behind Havat, her pussy quivered as she felt him tugging at the collar wrapped around her neck. The eyes of dozens of traders coursed over her naked curves as she strutted behind her Master. The gazes thrilled her, even though she could see several other slave girls getting the same or more attention. Any attention was welcome to her as she wiggled her hips for every man or woman whose eyes turned her way. She could feel her juices starting to drip between her legs, her newly shaved pussy being tickled by the cool air of the station as they crossed the access way.
"It's time, slut." Havat looked back at Anasia. The look of eager arousal across her regal features was nearly enough to make him want to take her right there, but there was no more time for such diversions.
"Yes, Master." Anasia sighed as she fell to her knees and thrust out her chest. This was her presentation pose, and it was time for her to be presented. She hobbled forward on her knees as she followed Havat into the office. A tingle coursed up her spine as she thought about how her life had turned, that now she was in spirit what she was about to be made in flesh.
"Well, aren't you a sight for sore eyes." The room filled with boisterous laughter as the pair entered. Anasia looked over to see a rather homely older woman getting up to greet her master. "And you've brought along a new toy. This is a day full of surprises."
"Faruthia, it has been quite a while. I'm sure you are still in business." Havat motioned for Anasia to move into the center of the room.
"Business is good, I've got a couple of little tarts in process right now." Faru walked over to Anasia and started to take stock of the former princess. Anasia whimper and sighed as Faru slid her hands over her curves and along her smooth skin. "I'm a little surprised, this one is prime merchandise, I'm guessing she's never been modded."
"Not that I know of, but she's a bit hotter than I prefer. That and I already have a good lead for the right kind of product." Havat nodded in agreement. Anasia blushed as she heard herself talked about as nothing more than a thing to be bought and sold. It was thrilling in a way that only an imprinted slave could truly feel.
"How hot is she?" Faru's brows curled. She hadn't seen Havat in years, and any smart businesswoman knew when to be careful.
"She's a royal. It's just a small remote world, but I've been getting more a feeling that their reach is more than I had expected." Havat explained, he knew Faru too well. This wasn't the first product he'd had processed. For the right money, she'd take the risk, and he'd brought the cash he'd need.
"I see you're already adding up my bill. You always did have me pegged you rascal. I'm sure you've got the program all ready as well." Faru held out her hand and took the data card that Havat slid over along with the cash. She took a moment to turn them over in her hand. "I'm curious to see just what this one will come out as. It is a bit of a shame to mod such a girl, but I'm not one to stand on principle."
Anasia smiled at the compliment, even as she knew it wouldn't be long before her perfect lithe body was something different. The thought didn't worry her. It was a natural state for a slave to have her body modded. If anything, she was as curious as Faru about the exact form she was soon to take.
"Well, there's no sense in wasting time. I do have one more job for you. It's a bit different, but I wouldn't trust anyone else." Havat handed Faru another chip and second wad of cash. Faru's eyes opened up as she looked at the chip.
"A mind mod, for who? This tart is already worked over." Faru nodded towards the seething princess. Havat smiled and Faru's brows rose. "You?"
"Is that a problem?"
"Nope, and I'm not asking. I'm getting a vibe here that I don't want to know anything more about this." Faru smiled and slapped him on the shoulder. "I don't see you for years, you come in with plenty of cash and a well-tuned little royal. Come back in another couple years and I think I'll enjoy hearing all about it."
"I appreciate that. I'm also sure you can expedite things…" Havat continued.
"Oh sure, you can wait here. I'll just take this one back and get her going." Faru stood up and took Anasia's leash. "Come on slut, it's time we get you fixed up."
Anasia felt the tug at her neck and went down on all fours to follow behind Faru. She crawled behind the older woman, knowing just what was about to happen. Anasia had heard about body mods before, it was even a vogue among some of the upper rungs of society. Of course, the tightened waists or increased busts of debutantes was nothing compared to what was about to happen to her. Anasia had made sure that Havat didn't tell her what he had planned for her, she wanted it to be a surprise. Now the thought of being modded made her almost as hot as the thought of being used.
Anasia followed Faru into a back room. It was simple, but there was no doubt what it was for. The pair of naked girls panting on form fitting and inclined lab tables was a small hint. The variety of cables, tubes and patches that covered and flowed from their bodies was a giveaway.
"Oh Mistress!" They panted in unison, their voices light and airy as they saw Faru enter the room. "Thank you, Mistress."
"My pleasure girls." Faru laughed as the two slave girls thanked the woman who was making them even more valuable merchandise. Their minds were already deeply warped, so the irony was left for only Faru to enjoy. Even the former princess behind her was past the point of being able to appreciate it. "At least Havat won't have such pedestrian taste."
Anasia looked up quizzically for a moment as she noted the shape of the two girls being processed. Blond, busty and curved, aside from the extreme proportions and the doe like expressions the two processed girls were hardly out of the ordinary. Still, the sight of two women being shaped for the pleasure of others sent a tingle up Anasia's spine. Even now there were still moments that she could see how strange her new nature was. That she would see this as normal, even desirable was almost unbelievable and yet her pussy couldn't help but flare up at the sight of these two girls being turned into sex toys.
Faru lead Anasia into the next room and left the princess kneeling in the center as she went to prepare the system. She slid Havat's disk into the computer and looked over the program. Faru looked over at the kneeling girl and smiled as she started the system.
"All right slut, mount the stirrups here." Faru motioned over to a metal framed rig. Anasia followed her lead and climbed onto the mount. Her face nearly touched the floor as she grabbed onto the handholds as she pressed her chest into a padded rest as she spread her legs and lifted them into the stirrups. She was face down and her legs were spread open and held in place in the rig.
The old Anasia would have been mortified by this, she was experimental, but this was a bit too much even for her. The imprinting held those feelings back, even stoked her humiliation-based lust. For a moment it stoked an ember of the old Anasia, and she cried out as Faru slid a finger down the humiliated princess's wet slit.
"A bit sensitive, eh? I can imagine even Havat's expert imprinting is getting a workout now." Faru laughed as she reached over to a tray held up a large dildo like device. She dipped it in a large jar of jell and pulled it out. It shimmered slickly in the harsh light of the room. Faru held it up to Anasia's wet slit and slowly slid it in.
"Oh! Mistress!" Anasia squealed as she felt the device suddenly spreading her wet slit and driving deeply inside her. The filling sensation surprised her for a moment before her pussy began to love it. Just as she was getting used to it, she felt a bluntness against her asshole. Another squeal filled the room as Faru slid home the second probe.
"I'm sure you'll enjoy that." Faru laughed as she picked up a syringe and pressed it into Anasia's soft behind and filled her. Anasia whimpered as she felt the injection flowing into her veins. Havat had told her about this, a thick soup of nanobots that would reinforce the transformation and even more fundamentally, they would rewrite her DNA. Every cell of her body was going to be changed and her old self would be washed away.
"Open up." Faru stood before Anasia and held another dildo shaped probe to the princess's lips. Anasia opened her mouth and let Faru slide the probe into her mouth and down her throat. The gel tasted slightly metallic as it settled on her tongue. Anasia couldn't help but run her tongue along the slick surface. It was a strangely idle curiosity, and all she found was a smooth plastic surface.
Her thoughts of idleness were ripped away as each probe suddenly exploded with countless microscopic threads. Anasia's eyes went wide as those threads sank into each of her three holes. The feeling was intense, unreal. Havat had told her that these threads would bind into her nerves, in moments they would be making each of her holes into sensitive slave pleasure passages. Even knowing that didn't change the shock of the process. The feeling was a mix between ecstasy and being lit on fire.
"It's alright, it'll be over in a moment, and then you'll be thanking me." Faru slid a hand along Anasia's side and over her soft behind. The touch was soft but firm, and the princess found it strangely comforting. Almost the moment Faru's skin touched her Anasia could feel the powerful sensation from her passages starting to abate. It was quickly being replaced with something new, a sensitivity that was hard for her to understand. Suddenly, she could feel so much more, the strange mixing of her juices and the gel in her pussy, the curves and ridges of the probe in her ass and even the countless holes that had spawned the threads from the probe in her mouth. The pressure between her legs had grown more pleasurable, more intense as the threads merged into her nervous system.
"There you are." Faru smiled as she looked into Anasia's rolling eyes as new pleasures coursed through the girl's flesh. "That feels good, doesn't it?"
Anasia's eyes flickered, the most she could do as the sensations overwhelmed her. Her mind was sucked away, her whole being absorbed by the powerful feeling between her legs. It was all she could do to keep herself from sliding away completely. Even so she was in a fog as Faru prepared her next treatment, and Anasia shook with surprise when the dildos were ripped out of her clutching folds. Her awareness returned enough that she cried out from the sudden emptiness when Faru pulled the probe from her mouth.
"Oh Mistress," Anasia panted as she looked up at body sculptor. Her earlier thoughts of humiliation had been washed away, and she was left with a raging, hungry lust between her legs. "Please, Mistress…"
"Sorry, slut, it's not my business to give you what you want." Faru smiled as she slapped the princess on her soft upturned behind. "Now, get up and come over here."
Anasia pulled herself out of the mount. She quivered as she stood up. The princess looked over to Faru and saw her standing by a medical tube. Normally, it would be used for treating severe burns or other full body damage. Anasia knew better, in this case she'd be set to swim in a bath of retro viruses, nutrients and metabolism stimulants. Within a few hours her entire DNA would be changed to match Havat's design, and thanks to the stimulants her form would match it almost as fast.
"Thank you, thank you, Mistress." Anasia whimpered as the full truth of her pending transformation was rushing through her mind and her imprinting. It was thrilling, arousing, and now it was about to begin. Now, it was still a mystery what she would become, but all too soon, she'd know.
"My pleasure, slut. Now, remember to take a big breath when the time comes." Faru stated as she sealed the tube with the naked, quivering princess inside. A light blue fluid began to fill the tube from below. Anasia shuddered as the thick gel slowly slid up her legs. It was cool and sent a slight tingling as the accelerated virus began to work at recreating Anasia as a fully formed slave.
Anasia sang out as the tingling grew while the gel flowed higher, up her thighs and quickly moved towards her newly enhanced femininity. Her whimpers and cries of pleasure echoed inside her tube, but outside there was nothing to hear. By the time the gel had flowed up to her stomach, Anasia began scooping it up and covering the rest of her flesh. The feeling was amazing, and the thought of her transformation was driving her to hurry the process. The few logical threads of her mind knew this wouldn't make things any faster, but it was hard to deny the joy of her new being.
Faru watched patiently as the gel rose, and the princess began coating herself with the gel. The princess was already lost to the process, the mix of programmed desire for transformation and the raw sensations of the changes were more than any slave could handle. As the blue goo began flowing over her shoulders, Anasia's frantic efforts to cover herself abated. Her hands found new purpose, caressing her inflamed flesh as the transformation began in earnest.
The liquid finally reached her lips and Anasia shuddered as she felt herself going under. The deep-set instinct against drowning was trying to fight back against the imprinted desire to drink in the gel and ultimately breath it into her lungs. She knew about full immersion medical treatments for severe trauma, and that the gel was hyper oxygenated to keep her from suffocating, but that was academic knowledge compared to the fact that her next breath would be filling her lungs with fluids. The raw assurance of her programming was too primal, and while it kept her from trashing in the tube, it didn't sooth what was left of her rational mind. As her eyes were covered, she felt the pull of her lungs, the need to draw a breath rising to overwhelm any remaining reluctance. She closed her eyes and drew in, the gel flowing in as the last air bubbled out of her, she shuddered at the distressing feel, fighting to keep from panicking as her programming forced her to take deep breaths.
The moment of shock passed as her chest heaved and her lungs stopped aching for air. The feeling of the liquid flowing inside her chest was disturbing, but the tingling ache of her skin quickly regained her full attention. Anasia let out a silent moan into the gel as she pressed her hands into her soft breasts. The unexpected rush of pleasure by just cupping her soft mounds had caught her off guard. Her chest heaved as she slid her hands from her chest and over her stomach. Her light caress felt so good, the sensation was so much more erotic than she thought possible. She knew slaves were modified to feel more pleasure, but she'd never been able to imagine just how wonderful it would feel.
The princess couldn't stop herself from continuing to explore her changing flesh. The mix of curiosity and desire was overwhelming as she opened her legs and slid her hand between them. Already her curly pubic hair had been cleared away by the gel and nanobots, and her newly bare mound felt strangely smooth. Her fingers approached the top of her slit cautiously, eager to know and yet she didn't want to be overwhelmed by the sensation. She could feel the lips of her pussy felt thicker and fuller than she remembered. Carefully, she pulled her nether lips apart and reached in to touch her clit. Anasia let out a silent cry as her finger slid over her sensitive nub. Except now it wasn't the same small nub she'd known since puberty, it had become a small bulb, almost as large as the tip of her pinky finger and exceptionally more sensitive. With just a quick rub, she felt her spine tingle from a teasingly short orgasm.
That small rush of pleasure pushed away any remaining thoughts of slow exploration. Anasia plunged her hand between her legs, sinking her fingers into her pussy as deep as they would go. Her thumb was busy rubbing her new pleasure button as she welcomed the lewd feeling of penetration while her fingers slid into her pussy. Her free hand reached up to squeeze her breast, and she gasped as she realized that her breast had not only grown more sensitive, but it felt huge in her hand. She looked down in surprise to see that her formerly perky little breasts had at least doubled in size. They hung firm and ripe on her chest, but now they were full and round with large pink nipples poking up at her. Before she could have easily cupped each one in a hand, now the flesh overflowed around her hand as she barely covered a portion of her expanded breast.
The reality of her growing transformation finally hit her. She was really being changed into a slave. The idea was both disturbing and intensely erotic. Anasia had never felt any real angst about her looks. Sure, she disliked her hair color, and wouldn't have minded making a few minor tweaks to other parts, but she didn't fret about any of it like other girls she'd grown up with. Now she was losing all of that, and even though her programming told her that being transformed for her owner was a right and wonderful process, she couldn't deny a bit of regret that her life had come to this. The intensity of the changes inside her and out didn't let her dwell on that negativity, however.
The princess was now shaking with barely contained arousal. One hand was still lodged between her legs, savagely pressing inside, and rubbing her most tender flesh while her other hand squeezed at her breast and pinched at her engorged nipple. If the sound of her voice wasn't blocked by the gel, the walls would be echoing with her cries of ecstasy. She was so lost to the feelings her hands were stoking inside her that she didn't even recognize the other changes occurring to her body. Her hair grew longer, her waist tightened, and her hips widened. Stranger still, her ears grew longer, and pointier, poking through her hair as they transformed into more a more cat like shape. The bottom of her spine began to change as well, the vestigial tip of a tail humans had long ago abandoned was being reborn as a long fluffy appendage.
Anasia didn't notice as she finished the outer transformation. The inner changes would take longer and with the cosmetic transformation complete, the nanobot sent a wave or pleasure through her. The princess cried out into the fluid again as the most powerful orgasm of her life slammed into her. She only felt it for a moment before she passed out from the intensity. Her body hung limp as the nanobots began the harder work of modifying her DNA to match her new body. It would take several more hours to complete the process and make the other modifications that would completely mask her original identity.
Faru reviewed the status displays from her console as she dimmed the lights in the room. There was no point in having the subject being woken up by the room's clinical lights. Once she confirmed that everything was in order, she set the monitors to alert her to any unexpected changes and she went back to attend to her other products and Havat in turn.
***
The sudden sense of falling and rush of fluids around her brought Anasia back to her senses. She felt rollers passing under her as she fell out of the medical tube and was dumped unceremoniously onto a cleaning station. Her feet slammed into the padded rest just as a storm of cleanser started blasting her from all directions. The princess shook from the sudden attack and then was overcome by the need to wretch as her lungs and stomach ached to expel the thick gel that she'd just been freed from. She grabbed onto one of the rollers to steady herself as she vomited.
The flow of cleanser abated and was replaced by a clear rinse. At least the water was warm, Anasia thought. Her skin was far more sensitive now, and the harsh flow of liquids cleaning her had left her shuddering from an intense mix of pleasure and pain. The feeling was almost too much, and just as she was about to cry out in submission the rinse finished, and she felt hot air whooshing around her. A part of her marveled at the efficiency of it, in barely a minute she'd been cleaned up and now almost rendered presentable.
"Enough dawdling, slut, we've got to get you back to your owner so I can get paid." Faru snapped from behind her console. Anasia looked over at the woman, her need to please and obey washed away any other thoughts. She sat up in the cleaning station and quickly found her way to the floor. She paused for a moment and then fell onto her knees and sat up waiting for Faru to direct her.
Faru stepped out from the console and held out the collar Anasia had been wearing when she'd arrived. She still felt strange looking up and knowing that the only thing she'd be wearing was that thin strap of leather. The very idea was intensely erotic, despite her previous aversion to anything remotely like bondage. It was just another way her encoded mind had been altered. That awareness brought a warm and wet rush of lust between her legs. Her recognition of the changes was making her horny!
Anasia didn't resist as Faru collared her. The feeling of the smooth leather around her neck was strangely comforting, as was the feeling of her leash being tugged. It was how things were supposed to be. Her programming hammered into her mind as it flooded her with subservient arousal. The princess guessed that for an unwilling victim of encoding those protocols were designed to weaken resistance. For her they just made everything more intense. Of course, her new form was about to be presented to Havat, and that had an allure all its own.
The hardest part was knowing that Havat would be changed as well. His alterations wouldn't be as obvious to anyone else, but Anasia knew she'd notice. As part of the escape plan, he needed to have her true identity erased, as well as the last few years of his life. He would be returned to the life he led before he joined her father's crusade against the Director. He had been a slaver then, and that was what he would become again. The princess was just another prize that he needed to sell to keep his ship running while he hunted for his next catch. There would be no more sympathy from him, no more tenderness. If she weren't already firmly under the sway of her slave programming, she didn't know if she could handle what he had returned to.
Anasia's wandering thoughts jumped back to reality when Faru pulled her collar again. It was time to go, and the naked princess went down on all fours to follow the older woman. The first thing she noticed was the extra weight on her chest as her enlarged breasts swung beneath her. It was hard to ignore, and her pussy quivered at the thought of how enticing her appearance must be for anyone watching. She realized that she was carefully wiggling her ass as she crawled, without even a conscious thought she was working her body to tease and arouse.
The princess allowed her mind to catalog all the ways she was using her body to entice a potential user to take interest in her. Aside from swinging her hips and pushing her round bottom into the air, she was crawling with her legs open enough to expose her needy pussy to anyone watching from behind. She kept her head pulled up as far as she could, smiling with submissive lustfulness and archer her back to make the view of her enlarged chest appealing. All this was done without a direct thought from her mind, it was simply the way a slave crawled. The mix of poses actually made it somewhat more difficult to keep up with Faru, but presenting an appealing image was far more important than any other consideration.
Her efforts were instantly rewarded when she followed Faru out into the reception area. Havat waited in a soft leather sofa. Anasia felt her heart race as he turned to look at her. His eyes widened and a wicked grin grew as he looked over his new slave. She knew his review was far more professional, that of a slaver inspecting his newest product. Any hint of sympathy to her plight or concern for her feelings was gone, and she shuddered a bit at that fact. It was hard to describe the mix of emotions as she grew aroused from his businesslike appreciation of her flesh and yet saddened by the loss of her emotional connection with him.
"You don't like things simple." Faru laughed as she presented Anasia to her owner. The princess pushed back and knelt beside the older woman. She thrust out her chest and opened her legs enough to present the fullness of her nudity. The princess's eyes widened a bit as she felt a ticklish feathering on the soles of her feet. It took her a moment to realize what it was. She had a tail, and it was wagging! Her programming suppressed her sudden need to inspect herself, but she quivered from the shock of it.
"You know me, Faru, it's all about quality. If you want the best prices you have to go with the exclusive products." Havat smiled. He was clearly pleased with what he saw in the slave girl in front of him.
"Exclusive my ass, you're skating right up to the line, even the Director doesn't want another war with the Rioleth. You know good and well that even hybrid forms are banned, and you've got my shop molding a tart within a hair of the red line. I'm going to take an extra 20 percent for that." Faru growled sternly. The Rioleth were one of the few alien races in the galaxy that hadn't been forced to submit to the Terran dominion. They were furry blue creatures, roughly the size of humans and mixing a roughly human form with that of an earth cat. Initial contact was friendly and unlike other races humans and Rioleth had enough similarity of culture and biology that trade blossomed. One distinct cultural difference was a completely libertine view of sexuality and the Rioleth eagerly engaged in sexual exploration with willing humans.
The trouble came from the dark side of the human world. Rioleth had no concept of slavery, the very notion of binding the will of another was simply not something that Rioleth considered. The raw sexuality of Rioleth females drew interest in the underworld of human culture, and Rioleth females were targeted for bondage. The unsuspecting women joined brothels and clubs expecting nothing more than casual encounters with willing humans and soon found that the proprietors would not let them leave. Soon a brisk trade in Rioleth slaves was occurring.
It didn't take long before an incident occurred. Rioleth women of stature started to disappear, and when investigations revealed their fate, the Rioleth government demanded the freedom of all their enslaved people. The human government was slow to respond, most of the slaves were held by criminal organizations that had corrupted law enforcement for centuries, and only token efforts were made. The Rioleth had no patience for such efforts and launched a war. The conflict was brutal, with the Rioleth fighting viciously until every slave had been rescued and vengeance taken. When a treaty was finally negotiated, it was established that no Rioleth could ever be placed under contract by humans.
In the years that followed the war a market for human slaves modified to look like Rioleth grew to meet the demand that had been left wanting. At first the transformations had been nearly complete, and that similarity was enough to spark harsh protests from the Rioleth government. They destroyed a number of border posts before the Terran government stepped in and using emergency powers, brought an end to the practice. Since then, a set of standards was established to prevent another incident and possessing a slave that was modified to appear Rioleth was a severe criminal act.
Anasia had been modified right up to that line. Her skin had been made pale with a slight bluish tint that complimented the bright blue mane of hair that flowed over her breasts and down to the middle of her back. Her ears had been enlarged and stretched to take up the nearly catlike appearance of Rioleth ears and covered in soft blue fur. Her tail bone had been extended into a fluffy blue tail that nearly touched the ground. Between her legs her pussy was left bare with a triangular tuft of blue hair growing above her slit. The final touch of Rioleth was the long groves on each forearm that would have held vicious talons. Many Rioleth slaves had been declawed and that element completed the impression of the alien creature on the princess. The full breasts, tightened waist, and rounded innocent face Havat had given her were more traditional slave modifications that simply served to make her more appealing.
"And you've already scrubbed your database. I'll give you 10 percent since we're friends and I didn't warn you. We'll be off the station before you'll have anything to worry about." Havat stepped over to his newly transformed slave. He could smell her in the air, her hot pussy clearly eager to be used. He welcomed the taste of raw slave musk in the air, somehow, he felt like it had been too long since his last experience.
"Fine, I'll get you a robe for her and I expect I won't be seeing either of you again until you've come back to your senses." Faru stepped over to a small closet that housed a selection of garments designed to complement a slave. She shuffled through the lewd collection of revealing outfits until she pulled out a full-length hooded robe. It was made of a silky cloth that would hang lewdly on a slave's curves but keep the details hidden. She liked to think of it as an auction robe as it revealed enough to peak the interests of bidders while maintaining an air of mystery that fueled their curiosity.
She held it out to Anasia, and after a nod from Havat, the princess stood and took the robe. Havat handed a credit chit over to Faru as the new slave slipped on her first clothes she'd worn in several days. The sensation of cloth on her skin was surprisingly unpleasant. Anasia took a deep breath to fight against the sudden rush of claustrophobia she felt as pulled the cloth over her breast. It hung loose, but just the feeling of being contained inside the robe was enough to make her squirm a bit. She knew this too was part of her programming, enforcing the desire to display her naked flesh. The realization that the silk fabric was doing nothing to hide her enticing curves helped her fight down the discomfort.
"Now, just one more thing before we go." Havat pulled out his encoder and slid it over Anasia's head. "I need to lock in the final programming, so we won't have an unnecessary personality bleed."
Anasia steadied herself as he pressed the activator. This was the last step in her road to full enslavement. She couldn't help but wonder how it would feel to have her mind fully encapsulated inside her head, with only the shell slave personality in control of her body. Standard slave programming either fully subsumed its victim or completely erased any existing sense of self. If Havat's plan worked, she wouldn't suffer that fate and could one day restore herself to full control of her body and mind when the time was right. The princess couldn't help but feel a little nervous that he might have missed something, and she'd be trapped inside her programming or consumed by it. It was a risk she had to take, but in this moment, she had to fight to let her encoded need to finish the process take over.
The sensation was different this time as the encoder sent signals into the soft tissue of her mind. She felt herself growing detached from the intensity of feelings that had been engulfing her. The slave protocols fell away, but so to were the raw emotions that had been swirling inside her. Feelings from her body seemed to fall away, almost as if she was becoming disembodied. She realized that her rational mind was being isolated, both from the savage needs of her flesh and from the emotional rages that the complexity of her situation was stirring inside her. She was becoming an emotionless observer inside her own mind. As cold logic embraced her thoughts, the princess could understand the necessity of it. Locked inside her own head with her emotions still in control would have driven her mad. The suppression of those feelings would keep her ready for when it would be time to come out without the damage that she might suffer otherwise.
The cooled core of her being was now safe, but the rest of her mind was now fully enthralled. The slave could feel the loss of her core. It was as if all the resistance and reluctance about her transformation had been suddenly turned off. A quivering tingle of lust shot up her spine as she felt her sensitive nipples sliding beneath the silk of her robe. She found herself eager for her owner to sample the new capabilities of her transformed flesh. The new slave could somehow feel that other things were lost, but it was hard to even think about any of that when she was so close to her master.
Havat pulled the encoder from her head. The final locking of a slave was always quick, and he could see the slightly dazed look in the girl's eyes already being replaced with lust. Usually, this involved the full suppression of the slave's former self, but he'd modified the program this time. He couldn't remember why, he'd blocked that with his own recent encoding. Whatever the reason, he knew it must be serious or else he'd have let himself remember. He reached for her leash and took it in hand. With her changes complete and paid for, he had other places to be.
"Until next time, Faru. Stay out of prison." Havat nodded back towards the proprietor as he pulled his new slave girl after him. Now he had to get back to his ship and off to his next port of call. There was little time to waste with a product of this nature. He had modded her specifically for one particular buyer, and he didn't want to risk him getting the wrong idea about the sale. News traveled quickly in the modern era, but the fall of Arelia would be big news. He'd managed to outrun it so far, but he had to get his product to sale before it was common knowledge.
That fact bothered him somehow. He couldn't explain to himself why it mattered so much, but he knew it in his gut, and he didn't question his gut. Something in the fall of that fool rebel king had impact on this sale. Havat wasn't going to waste time questioning it. He had to get this slave off his hands while he still could.
The slave was busy keeping up behind him. Her hips swayed with every step, the silk robe hugging her waist and the round softness of her behind. Her chest jiggled as well, the sway of her enlarged breasts was an entirely new sensation to the princess. She still wasn't used to the weight hanging from her chest and the way her ripe tits bounced was wickedly lewd as she walked. The fact she was now in public was just an erotic afterthought to the sensual motions she felt from her new body. The hardest part was containing her tail so that it didn't sway obviously behind her. It took so much will power, but it was necessary so that she wouldn't expose her owner to unwelcome attention.
"Stop!" Havat and his slave came to a sudden halt at the barked order. Havat turned to see a Galactic Council security officer jogging over to him. He considered bolting for a moment, but common sense slapped that thought down. Even if he could outrun this officer, he'd be interdicted before he'd be able to get away from the station, if other security forces didn't catch him before he got to his ship. He just had to hope the officer's interest was casual.
"Losep Havat." The security officer stated as he double-checked a handheld screen. "Your arrival was noted in station logs. Do you consent to a brief review of your recent activities?"
Havat stood there, holding his expression tight as he considered the officer's request. No doubt he'd been recently in restricted space, and he had a record with the council from many years past. The officer's tone was congenial however, and Havat knew that denying such requests was a quick way for him to end up in a much less friendly environment.
"I consent." Havat held his voice flat, not wanting to show his full contempt for the officer. Despite the sharp formal uniform and precise control indicative of advanced training, Havat knew that the security forces of the Director were essentially thugs. They enforced the law, but they were also extensions of the Director's will and just as corrupt. Unfortunately, offering resistance to such henchmen rarely led to a good end.
The officer nodded and pulled up his screen. "Your ship was recorded as leaving sector 93451 two days ago. Were you aware that sector was under travel restriction? Any transit through that space requires a flight path review."
The officer handed the screen to Havat. He was being prompted for the security codes to his ship's navigation computer. They were going to check his flight logs. He understood, Arelia and many other rebel worlds were in that sector, that had been the reason he'd been there in the first place. With the fight against the rebellion under way it was easy to conduct capture missions while the local security forces focused on the rebels.
"Of course, I was visiting Morgansworld to acquire some new merchandise. With all the fighting, they've been forced to cut prices to attract buyers." Havat explained. A little deception would help mask the fact that he had an unregistered slave on a leash. He hadn't had the time to fill out the paperwork yet, and he didn't want the officer to know that. It would only cause him more trouble, and probably cost him a hefty bribe. He took the screen and let the system scan the key chip that was grafted into his thumb and made the motions of his confirmation code. The officer now had access to his flight logs.
"I see." The officer took the screen back and tapped into it for a few moments and reviewed the results. Havat was confident in the results, he'd been careful to massage his flight recorder data before he'd left the ship. There would be no record of him traveling anywhere near a rebel world or the source of his latest slave. Not that he remembered any of that now.
"It looks like your records are in order. I would recommend you avoid that sector for the immediate future, even if there are good deals to be found. I've heard there is a lot of fighting, and it would be a shame to have such a dedicated merchant find himself in the middle of it. Especially one who deals in such quality products." The officer smiled as he looked towards the slave. The robe kept her details from view, but what the guard could see was more than tantalizing.
"I'll keep that in mind." Havat nodded gracefully. He knew he was getting out of here easy. The station was right on the edge of restricted space so the officer must be busy trying to keep track of all the traders and travelers that had unwittingly passed through the area. By the time Havat had collected his wits the security officer was already gone, on to the next target.
Havat wasted no more time getting back to his ship. He'd have time to replenish supplies after he dealt with his new slave. He wanted to have her sold before there was any chance at running afoul of the director's forces. That and a nice sum in his accounts from the sale would go a long way to getting himself reestablished as a slaver again.
He hammered his way up the ramp into his ship. The slave followed behind as quickly as she could. She felt the rush of air as he sealed the doors behind her. Havat turned to her and smiled as he gave her a fast appraisal. Even in after nearly running into the ship, barely a hair was out of place and the slight flush from running had given her a welcome glow.
"Prepare yourself in my quarters." Havat ordered as he moved to the bridge. As soon as he had the ship on its way, he would go back and take the time to enjoy his new slave. He might not have her for long, but that didn't mean he couldn't have some fun. It would take at least a day for him to make it to his contact and that left him with plenty of time to make use of the furniture in his quarters.
The slave strolled to his quarters. While he launched the ship and set them on course, she slipped out of her robe and activated a mirror screen. She felt a wicked shiver run up her spine as she looked at her reflection. If she didn't know she was truly seeing her own image she would not have recognized herself. Her entire body had been changed. She was several inches shorter, her hips wider and her chest was a testament to masculine desire. The most disturbing change was her face. The delicate, sharp features of a royal princess were gone. Her sharp chin was rounded, her cheeks made fuller. Her eyes were widened and rounded, her nose softened into a cute button shape. The two catlike ears on her head completed the air of sexual playfulness.
No one would recognize her as the heir to a failed rebellion, no one would see her as anything other than an eager, helpless slave girl. She looked down at her chest again, two puffy pink nipples pointed back up at her from the rounded peak of each soft breast. Her once modest tits were gone now, replaced with two massive melons that cried out to be fondled, squeezed, and nibbled. She reached up and felt their new weight in her hands, marveling at their sensitivity as she gently caressed them. A ragged breath slipped past her lips as she played with them, enjoying their softness for a moment.
The new slave closed her eyes and focused herself. She had a command to follow and that snapped her back to her new reality. Havat wanted her ready to serve him, and as her pussy grew warm and needy, she was eager to be used. She looked into the mirror again, this time focusing on her hair and skin. She went to work correcting every misplaced strand and cleaning away any mark she found. It only took a few minutes and then she spun around. She stood for a moment considering how to present herself and then decided on simplicity. She knelt onto the floor in the classic pose, with her chest thrust forward, her legs spread and her arms hanging limp at her side. She looked up at the door, waiting and anxious for her owner to arrive and take pleasure from her.
The slave rested in that position as she felt the ship maneuvering its way off the station and back into space. She was surprised at how comfortable the pose felt. Her muscles seemed conditioned for this kind of kneeling. There was no hint of cramping or even the need to rearrange her limbs. She realized that it was a natural adjustment to make in a slave, along with others she hadn't discovered yet. There certainly was no benefit to having a slave that couldn't kneel and stay in place for as long as it might please her owner.
The former princess drifted off into thought as she waited. It was hard to focus on much of anything except sex, and her thoughts drifted to ever more graphic fantasies. Her slave encoding had filled her mind with a wondrous selection of amorous suggestions, and she had the time to consider which she wanted to experiment with first. By the time the door slid open, the slave was eager, wet, and ready to meet any desire of her owner.
Havat took a moment to fully appreciate the freshly modified sensuality of his new slave. There was no denying the effect she was having on him. He smiled as he savored the intoxicating smell of her arousal. One of his special tricks in engineering a slave was to make her pheromones work as an enhanced aphrodisiac. Anyone in the same room with her for long when she was aroused would find their own lustful hunger take over. It was only years of experience with the affect that allowed him to keep himself from stripping and ravishing her. He would only be able to enjoy her for a day and he wasn't about to expend his resources recklessly.
Havat paused as he let his eyes trace over her enhanced curves. Before he could allow himself to indulge there was one more need he had to meet. "Tell me your name, slave."
The slave blinked at the unexpected question. She had been eagerly awaiting her owner to ravish her, and after watching him inspect her with his erection pressing against the crotch of his pants the last thing she expected was to be questioned. Her stunned pause only lasted for a moment before she shook it off.
"I… I don't know.." She let thewords hang in the air. She realized suddenly that she couldn't recall more than that. A strange feeling of discomfort shook her demeanor of eager arousal for a moment before the submissive protocols of her programming calmed her.
"Is that all?" Havat asked. He smiled. This slave had been no weak-willed damsel for her to have retained her first name. Most royal wenches were good at presenting an air of pompous self-importance but lacked a truly strong internal identity. Somehow he expected that she'd have more strength than that, but she had to admit that he was a very good programmer.
The slave sat there, her eyes growing unfocused for a moment as she struggled to answer her owner's question. If not for his asking, she wouldn't have given her name another thought, but now she was forced to trudge into the uncomfortable recesses of her fully encoded mind. She felt her stomach churn as she strained against the confines of her programming. There was a sense that she had more of a name, but even for her owner she couldn't find it.
"No... I don't... I can't remember..." The slave stammered. Havat's smile calmed her as she realized he was not upset with her.
"And your parents, your friends, can you tell me of them?" Havat knew that some people placed others above themselves. Some slaves would hold on to memories of those close to them far more strongly than they did to their own details. He watched his new prize rock slightly back and forth, biting her lip as she concentrated. Her cat ears pulled back to show her focus. There was no doubt she was fighting to answer his question and failing to remember anything. He guessed she was probably realizing she should know but was unable to actually recall any details.
"No... no, Master, I can't... I can't remember..." Her voice reduced to a near whisper. Her slave protocols were working overtime to return her to a state of lustful readiness. Still, she knew she should know these things. She struggled, wondering if she should try to fight harder to answer the question, for herself if not for her owner. His approving nod at her answer quickly undermined that notion. If her master was pleased, maybe it wasn't so important that she remembered.
This was just a simple interrogation. Havat knew he'd need to do a more complete brain scan before he took her to market, but if she was having this much difficulty with recall he didn't worry. He always found the memory suppression to be one of the trickier aspects of encoding. The program needed to suppress personal details, but it also needed the slave to remember important things like how to feed themselves and take care of personal grooming. Part of what helped Havat be so successful in this line of work was the fact that his slaves tended to remember almost everything that wasn't a purely personal detail. One of his most expensive pieces of work was when he enslaved an award-winning theoretical physicist without damaging any of her ability to do advanced research. Her colleague had paid handsomely for her and apparently made use of her for several research breakthroughs in addition to her other new talents.
He watched as the slave's furrowed brow, slight frown and dazed eyes all softened. In mere moments, the disturbed expression gave way to a more natural look of dazed lustfulness. That was the second part of the test. No matter how disturbed a slave may become, they needed to return to the emotional rest state of aroused anticipation. Havat was pleased as he watched her take long ragged breaths that caused her chest to heave beautifully. He couldn't deny his pulsing desires any longer.
Havat looked down at his slave's eyes, catching her gaze. Her face was painted with raging eager needs, silently begging for him to make use of her. It was an expression that instantly sent his cock throbbing. There were few things as arousing as a girl pleading to be ravished while not saying a word. He smiled and nodded down to his crotch. Now, he'd get the chance to see just how effective his encoding really was.
The slave translated his gesture in a moment and nearly leapt to comply. Her fingers swept up to the fasteners of his pants. She deftly unbuckled him with one hand while the other began lovingly rubbing his contained hardness. Her body shook with excitement as she pulled back the flaps and let his trousers fall to the floor. His erection jumped out to greet her as it was set free and she took a moment to appreciate the masculine display before she leaned in to show her full appreciation.
She ran her tongue up the full length of his cock, enjoying the sounds of pleasure that Havat made as she savored the taste of his cock. It was more delicious than she could have imagined. As she reached the tip, she ran her tongue around the bulging tip before she wet her lips and took him into her mouth. He moaned as she slid her lips over his fullness. She eagerly started to work her head up and down his manhood. He was already hard, but she found that she knew how to keep him just this hard while giving him a memorable experience at the same time.
Havat found himself struggling to stay standing as the slave demonstrated her new skills in pleasing a man. He knew that she could keep him on the edge for as long as he desired, and she wouldn't force his release until he ordered her to. That too was part of her programming. He just smiled and stroked her hair as he enjoyed the feeling of her wet mouth sliding over him as her tongue traced the ridges of his shaft with every rise and fall. He let out ragged gasps of pleasure as he savored her work, pleased that she was living up to his expectations as a pleasure slave.
The slave spent the next few minutes sliding her mouth over his shaft. She'd quickly come to know every ridge and bump on her owner's cock as well as exactly which motions pleased him the most. It was almost like a game, studying his reactions and timing her caresses so that he was unable to suppress the gasps and grunts of pleasure from his lips. She found it wonderfully satisfying, though a part of her longed for him to enjoy the rest of the pleasures her body could offer. Her desires were fulfilled when she felt his fingers slide over her earlobe and gently pressed up.
Havat watched as the girl slid her mouth off his cock and looked up at him. Her smile was intoxicating as she slid her tongue back into her mouth after one last loving lick of his cock. He knew it was going to be hard to sell her, despite the fact he knew he couldn't keep her. At least for now, he could enjoy her. He stepped back and sat on the edge of his bunk, shedding clothes as he went until he was just as naked as the steaming slave girl before him.
The slave followed, eager to show her owner exactly how much pleasure she could give him. As he laid back on his bed, she climbed on top, sliding her soft womanly charms up his bare flesh until she was resting on top of him. Her breasts pressed into his chest, and she could feel the hardness of his eager manhood rubbing against her inner thigh. She wasn't sure what he wanted, and so she wavered, enjoying the feeling of her body melting over his.
She was a little surprised when he reached up and pulled her lips to his. It was an intimate assault that felt oddly affectionate. Lover's kissed, slaves fucked, but when your owner presses his lips to yours you kiss him as passionately as you possibly could. She did just that, writing against him as she met his probing tongue with her own. The moment seeming to pause as she felt almost as if lost in a lover's embrace as his hands slid over her, cupping and stroking her.
Havat ran his hands down her side, squeezing her ass and then gently slid her down as he sat up just enough to position her. He could feel her gasp delightfully as his cock slid between her legs, rubbing against the soft, dripping folds of her pussy. He didn't let her break the kiss as he sought her entrance and enjoyed the muffled moan she made when he finally drove fully into her.
For the slave, the feeling of being taken was otherworldly. The adjustments that Faru had made to her body were now fully felt as she pressed back and helped him to impale her aching flesh upon him. She could feel everything, every hard throbbing inch of his cock, every vein, and every aching throb of desire as she was filled to the brim. If that wasn't enough, her whole passage was as sensitive as her clit had once been, and the feeling of his hardness rubbing inside her set off a wave of miniature orgasms as he claimed her.
It was almost too much, but her new programming kept her from melting into a writhing puddle of ecstatic pleasures. She managed to focus on him, on how to squeeze down on his cock while rubbing her breasts seductively against his chest. She worked her hips as she started to ride him, matching with his thrusts, grinding, and panting with pleasure as they become one.
Havat had to work to control himself. His new slave was everything that a man could want, and her skills matched the allure of her flesh. Her cries of passion on accentuated the expert caress of her pussy as his cock thrust into her seething, eager flesh. It was so easy to just let her go, to follow where passion took them. She was the perfect diversion, the instrument of absolute pleasure. He managed not to spend himself to quickly, but at the same time, he lost track of all other worldly concerns as he ravished her, savoring every moment.
Above it all, detached, was the core of Anasia. She watched herself give into to the programmed lust, noted all the ways Havat responded as her body seduced and pleasured him. She was still cool, still separate from it all, an observer that could watch but not feel. Part of her was almost envious of the pleasure her body was experiencing if she had still been capable of such feelings. All that remained was a focus, a determination to watch, learn and be ready. Her flesh may have been enslaved, but inside she was preparing, one day she would have her revenge.
End Part 2 
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It's not good to come back from vacation early...
Sam wasn't ready to come back to work, but she hated to waste vacation days after her trip fell apart.  She didn't expect to find her office almost empty and when her boss stopped by to check on her, it was the shock of her life to see the formerly schoolmarm of a boss come by with newly died hair wearing a string bikini.
It wasn't long before Sam started seeing other strange things around the office, girls making out in the cafeteria, couples sneaking off to the bathrooms and it just kept getting more intense.  Everything seemed to be centered around this guy Trent from their new parent company.  He seemed to know what was going on and somehow, she suspected he was behind it.
After a surprise night of debauchery with her work friend Debbie, Sam started to wonder just how far she would go, and if she could manage to resist the new temptations of flesh boiling up inside her.  She knew it wouldn't be long before she succumbed to her new lustful desires, her only hope to avoid becoming another toy was to hold on, if she could.
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Sometimes the solution is just a matter of perspective...
Sylvia was looking for a place to belong.  Her life had been sent spinning right after graduation.  She'd bounced around, living with friends until she finally decided to go to college.  Eventually, after working her way through college and hopping between jobs, she found a place she felt at home, until a few of her coworkers started to harass her.  
Her boss Julia understood, the offending employees would be reprimanded, and best of all Sylvia was going to get an all expense paid trip to the corporate retreat to relax while things were sorted out in the office.  The facility was wonderful, and Sylvia enjoyed the spa and a stress free day.  It was the next day that she found her life changing, first, she remembered signing herself up for an especially risque program.  She didn't know why she would ever do such a thing, but soon she found other memories changing.  Her sorority debauchery that never was, or her overly sensual friends that had never been.  It wasn't long before she realized just how the company was going to solve all her problems and turn her into a model employee.
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Sometimes a little change does a girl good...
When my sister Victoria got offended by the costumes her boyfriend Kevin had picked out for us, I wasn't really sure I really liked the sexy kitty outfit she didn't want to wear.  At least until I put it on.  Seeing myself in slinky black filled me with a hungry energy I'd never felt before.  It wasn't until I found Victoria wearing her French maid costume and stuck acting like a kinky little servant that I realized just how special our costumes were.
Now, I was queen of our little jungle, and more than eager to pounce on Kevin and let our new maid join in all the lustful fun that three people can have when they let their inhibitions fall away.  
Who needs to go out to party, right?
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