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Havat breathed in the heavy air of Nofri. The humidity nearly dripped off him as he made his way towards the city's extensive red-light district with the cloaked slave following close behind him. He always hated visiting Nofri in summer. The huge city covered almost half of the small continent and had been built during the early years of space exploration, well before the engineers had learned to deal with the intricacies of planning mega cities on new worlds. No plans for circulating the air through the huge canyons between buildings had been made, and during the summer rains the air would stay humid for months in stifling thick pockets throughout the city.
He regretted not taking an autocab, but he didn't want to risk ending up getting shaken down. He'd heard that the Haradan Guilds had been sinking their corrupt influence into this sector of space and he knew they loved locking visitors in their autocabs if they didn't pay exorbitantly for the privilege of being dropped off at their destination. So, like most visitors and locals, he'd taken to the public walkways. It made for a somewhat crowded walk.
Despite the crowds and the corruption of the guilds, Nofri was a remarkably well-run city. Everything was clean, every metal surface sparkled, and there was not a mark of graffiti or piece of trash to be seen. It wasn't that such things were difficult, modern technology allowed for cheap robots to do all that work, it was the fact the government of Nofri made sure they had enough of those robots and that they were kept running. Even crime was at a minimum, sure there were bribes to be paid in any government office, but it was unheard of to get mugged, raped or shot even in the seediest areas. The police were notably professional, so long as it was street crime they were going after.
It was that dichotomy that attracted many less reputable businesses to Nofri. If you had the money to keep your bribes in order, you could essentially do whatever you wanted and do so in a fabulous environment. At least when it wasn't the rainy season. Havat imagined it was that strange confluence of planning and happenstance, but once the guilds and local governors recognized it was working, they'd made the wise decision not to upset the apple cart. So Nofri had become the destination for dealing in high end illicit goods that drew exclusive clientele and promised a healthy stream of funds both to the businesses and to the guilds.
The evidence that everything was still in order was all around him. Havat always had to marvel at the sheer variety of people he always encountered on the streets of Nofri. The range of styles was nearly boggling. Every world in the Galactic council had its own fashion cycle, and they rarely converged on one look. With Nofri drawing the elite and decadent from thousands of worlds, Havat was given a cavalcade of nearly every human world's dominant style. Most of the ensembles were clearly inspired from different periods of human history and ranged from the simplest cloth wraps to hopelessly complicated designs. The differences in cultural expression of modesty were also well on display, and the slaver smiled as he enjoyed every bit of it. There was a smattering of pure nudists, with beautifully sculpted bodies, but most relied on some bit of revealing or complimentary costuming.
Despite the entertainment value in just watching the throngs walk past him, Havat was greatly relieved when he finally reached Shemit Grendel's establishment. The small club was set along one of the busiest streets in Nofri's red light district. It's rather non-descript facade kept away the casual tourists. Grendel's was a place for the discerning seeker of perfectly crafted femininity. One such example greeted him as the door closed behind him.
She was roughly five feet tall, looking every bit a wisp of a girl. Her face was crafted to permanently hold the delicate features of an innocent young woman. Her eyes were wide, sparkling blue gems set to each side of her small nose. Her lips were an unpainted pink, and her cheeks sported a smattering of light freckles over her creamy white skin. Her light brown hair was cut just above her shoulder and framed her face with just the tip of her ears poking out on each side of her head. The elfin appearance complimented her small frame well. Havat appreciated that her perfectly sculpted breasts were mere handfuls cupped in a silky red corset. He always admired sculptors that understood that huge breasts didn't belong on every woman. Her pussy was left on display below the waist of the corset. Again, a perfectly molded example of womanhood with hairless plump nether lips. Finally, red sheer stockings flowed down her well-toned legs to her heel clad feet. The heels were modest, just enough to enhance her thighs and naked ass without giving her any real height advantage.
He took a moment to appreciate the bouncer as he knew she was busy scanning his image and the DNA sample that he'd used to open the door. Despite her small size and clear depiction as a delectably unsullied young woman, Havat knew she was more than a match for him. Grendel loved ironic casting, and there was no doubt this lovely morsel was among the most dangerous people Havat would ever meet. The same poised control that allowed her to pose perfectly to match his gaze could direct her delicate fingers to any number of sensitive parts of his anatomy with equal precision. If that perfect control weren't enough, he knew her muscles would have been replaced with carbon fiber and bone structure internally armored so that she was stronger and tougher than most augmented humans. He'd once seen one of Grendel's elfin bouncers in action, and the sprightly Asian girl never lost her demure smile as she eviscerated a man two feet taller and two hundred pounds heavier within moments.
"Welcome to the establishment, Mr. Losep." The girls trilled with her almost girlish light voice. He breathed a sigh of relief. There was always a concern that he'd been kicked off Grendel's list of welcome visitors. They hadn't parted on the best of terms the last time, and Grendel didn't waste his time on people he didn't like. "Master Grendel is currently engaged, but you are welcome to wait in the club until he is free."
Havat nodded at that. Grendel was always working with clients and traders to keep merchandise moving. The club was more of a sales floor than entertainment venue, not that a customer would know it if they didn't ask. All the performers and servants were slaves, and with only a few exceptions they were also for sale. Even this nymph could be purchased if enough credits were handed over. Since he hadn't made an appointment, Havat had expected to wait.
"Thank you, please let him know that I would like to discuss business when he is ready." Havat waited a moment for the door to open and then looked back to the bouncer when it didn't.
"I'm sorry, sir, but I will either need to inspect your companion or place her in holding before you can proceed." The small girl nodded towards the cloaked slave behind him. It was no surprise, any slave could be modified into an assassin or brawler. Grendel might be happy to have his own pretty little killers scattered about the establishment, but he wasn't going to let someone else bring theirs.
"Of course, conduct your inspection, she's simply a pleasure slave." Havat stepped aside so the bouncer could do her work. She pulled the slave's robe open and slid her hands all over the new slave's naked flesh. He had no doubt the bouncer was doing a scan as well as the physical inspection, but the combination reduced the likeliness of something dangerous being slipped through. His slave let out helpless gasps as the girl slid her fingers into his slave's bare pussy and then her ass. Finally satisfied, the guard stepped back and popped a small sink out of the wall and washed her hands.
"Thank you, sir. You may bring her with you, and may I compliment you on the quality of your work." She smiled as the door to the club slid open. Havat smiled, slightly surprised to see the girl express an opinion. Grendel must have loosened up on the programming his guards received. In the past they always seemed to be simple drones. Havat had made the case for more nuanced encoding to Grendel in the past, perhaps his suggestions had finally started to stick.
The club was subdued at this time of day. The room was well lit, with a bar on one side. Stages covered the other walls. The main stage had a small runway into the center of the room and small tables fill the main floor, with booths creating dividers between the main stage and the other stages. Only the main stage had a performer at the moment, a generously curved Indian girl. She was smiling widely as she conducted a sensuous routine in an only a sheer white sari. The cloth was thin enough that the full curve of her breasts and dark nipples were barely masked, and yet covered enough to deliciously tease the audience as they await each elicit reveal.
Havat slid himself into a booth as far from the other scattered patrons as he could and allowed his slave to sit on the other side. He didn't want to draw attention, and most of the guests seemed to be enjoying the show. He had to admit that the dancer was doing an excellent job of tantalizing the audience. Grendel always had a taste for the refined. This wasn't just another strip club, from the bright lighting to the hand polished, authentic wood furniture. Even at the height of the evening, the performances would showcase more elegance and grace than just crude sexuality. Of course, that didn't mean that there was no crude sexuality on display, or that there weren't dozens of private rooms that allowed a customer to enjoy whatever pleasures his credit chits could pay for.
"Would you like anything while you wait?" The question snapped Havat out of his own thoughts. He turned to see an impeccably dressed young woman standing next to his booth with her hands held behind her and her ample chest thrust forward. He wanted to laugh for a moment as he took in her appearance. She looked wickedly out of place dressed in a tailored power suit and pencil skirt. Her dark hair was pulled back in a perfectly professional bun and her sharp face was clear of any makeup. It was only the subtle softness of her green eyes that broke the air of serious businesswoman. Anyone who had ever worked in the corporate world had seen a woman dressed like this, a woman that would disembowel anyone to get ahead, and would crush all those she felt inferior once she succeeded. Now, here was a waitress set to match that visage to a tee.
Havat wondered idly if she had once been such a woman who had made the mistake of attempting to humiliate the wrong person. It wouldn't be the first time that a boss had been kidnapped and encoded after their workers tired of being mistreated. He didn't bother to ask, as any answer she gave would be suspect. Given her costume, it was easy to assume she'd have been programmed to respond as a humiliated corporate climber if asked, certainly enough men had fantasies about that. He wasn't in the mood for fantasy today.
"A novian for me and water for her." Havat requested. Novian's were a mild enough drink to calm his nerves a bit without taking his edge for negotiation. He also knew from experience that Grendel's novians were among the best he'd tasted. He also knew the slave didn't need anything to drink, but it depressed him to be the only one at the table with a glass. Not knowing how long he'd have to wait, he didn't want to put himself in a foul mood before dealing with the proprietor.
Beside him, his slave was reeling from the sights of Nofri and the bouncer's intimate inspection. The shell personality was torn between marveling at the decadent variety she had seen in the streets and the lustful needs that the elfin woman had triggered with her delicate fingers. She would have eagerly slipped out of the robe and allowed Havat to ravish her again, but he had ordered her to restrain herself until directed otherwise. That allowed her to entertain other thoughts and she'd kept her eyes open to take in everything on this new world. With so much of her real memories blocked, she couldn't help but marvel at everything she saw.
Anasia's cool core was busy assessing the facility she expected would be her new home, at least for now. Havat was clearly here with the intent to sell her to the owner of this establishment and would then fade away. The void of emotions at such meaningful moments still caused her thoughts to pause. Her thoughts were so used to giving time to deal with emotional effects that the lack of such feelings interrupted the flow of her analysis. For now, she understood that she would remain in this dual state with only her shell personality exposed for a good deal longer.
Idle curiosity drew her eyes to the dancer on the stage. The sensual elegance of the dark-skinned woman was mesmerizing. Her body flowed with the folds of cloth as if they were both made of liquid. The precision and control of every movement perfectly accentuated her sculpted form. She was a work of living art, the erotic sensuality nearly dwarfed by the raw beauty of her performance. The slave couldn't help but wonder if she could put on such a display in her newly encoded state. She'd already discovered that she now knew so much more about how to please a man in bed than she could have imagined. Perhaps she also knew how to dance. Of course, she knew she'd have to wait until her owner asked for a show before she would find out.
The pair waited. Havat quietly nursed his drink as his slave enjoyed a series of performers take turns on stage. It was easy for time to slip away with the variety of skill put on for them. Each girl conducted a similar artistic display of flesh and dance. The atmosphere was casually sensual, a good fit for the relaxed smattering of customers. No one seemed interested in raucous display of raw sexuality. Many of them looked like businessmen discussing deals with little direct interest in the entertainment.
"I was beginning to wonder if I'd ever see your sad mug again, Losep." Boomed a heavy voice from beside the booth. Havat turned to see the rather non-descript owner of the club. Grendel was average height, his head shaved and polished. His suit was perfectly tailor to hide a slight paunch. He was the type that wouldn't stand out in the crowd, especially the one on Nofri. Havat was relieved to see the older man smiling. Grendel didn't mask his feelings. If he still had a real grudge against Havat, there would be no doubt about it.
"I wasn't sure if you'd gotten over that last unfortunate incident." Havat returned the smile. Even if Grendel seemed happy to see him, it didn't hurt to present a bit of humility. He was here to conduct business after all and keeping the buyer happy was the best way to get the best price.
"Oh, that. If I thought you'd bungled that intentionally or through incompetence, I'd have seen that little Rosali out front would have given you a proper greeting." He laughed at the way Havat winced. They both knew exactly what the little bouncer was capable of. "If I'd have known you were going to get pegged by an interdictor, I would have made sure you could pay the bribe."
"Glad to hear that, I don't particularly like having a shipment confiscated, especially when it's not my merchandise, but you understand I've heard rumors..." Havat let statement hang. Grendel had a reputation for dealing with failure in a rather permanent fashion.
"Well, you were doing me a favor, and if I'd have known that my best sculptor would disappear because of it I'd have taken more care to reassure him." Grendel waved his hand as if to dissuade any such concerns of retribution. Then he turned his attention to the slave sitting across from Havat. "And now I see you've brought me something interesting. I've had a little preview from the vid of Rosali's inspection. Why don't we hit my office and we can discuss business?"
Havat liked the way Grendel smiled wolfishly when he looked at the slave. No doubt that sample had piqued his interest. Havat knew giving a taste and allowing the buyer to savor it always helped close a deal. He hadn't expected Grendel use the inspection for that purpose, but it didn't surprise him either. It was easy to see the old man was eager to get a chance for a closer appraisal.
"Of course." Havat stood up and his slave followed. The trio headed for an elevator behind the bar and were quickly whisked up inside the building. Havat knew they were headed to the penthouse suite that housed both Grendel's office and residence. The pair of kneeling, near naked slaves at the top left no doubt that Grendel still enjoyed sampling his wares. One girl was an almost mirror of Rosali's frame, except she was a tanned Asian girl, with large sparkling green almond eyes and a full head of straight black hair that hung nearly to her tiny waist. The other girl was classically voluptuous, her heavy chest nearly busting out of the top of the pink teddy she was wearing. Her hair was a bright blonde, framing her delicate Scandinavian features. The air of innocence from the tiny Asian was contrasted with the look of vigorous lust from her companion. Both slaves were expertly sculpted and Havat had no doubt they knew how to use every bit of their bodies to please anyone Grendel directed them to.
"Welcome, Mr. Grendel, how may we please you?" The two girls greeted in harmony. The high tone of the Asian girl perfectly in tune with the deeper voice of the Scandinavian. Grendel turned to give both girls their instructions. He only needed a few words to send them on their way. No doubt they were used to guests and their duties as such.
Havat took that slight distraction to take in the view from Grendel's penthouse. His building wasn't the tallest in Nofri, but from here he had a clear view all the way out to the bay that bordered the western edge of the city. In a few hours, there was no doubt there would be a spectacular view of the sunset cast against the jutting peaks of the city's buildings.
"It is quite a view. Now, let's all get comfortable and get a good look at what you've brought me." Grendel motioned towards the living room straight ahead. The room was subdued, with only a few long couches with end tables somewhat circling the center of the room. The furniture was all set in off-white, as was the carpeted floor. Clearly, the focus of the room was not what was inside it, but what it looked over. Two of the walls were glass, looking out over the city. The third was a full bar and the fourth was a vid screen.
Havat waited for Grendel to sit and then found his place in an adjoining couch. His slave walked over and stood beside him, waiting for him to give her orders. No sooner had the two men sat down, then the house slaves had placed drinks next to them and slipped silently into the corner to wait until they were called upon again.
"Before we get started here, I did want to thank you for your advice. I had some lighter programming techniques used on Miki when I acquired her a few years ago. I'd gotten so used to drones that she nearly wore me out after I brought her home. I'd never quite understood your affection for fine tuning until I saw that look of eager submission in her eyes when I took her. It was quite intoxicating." Grendel lifted his glass and took a measured drink.
"I noticed that in Rosali when I arrived. I'm glad you approve." Havat nodded and took a pull from his own glass. He smiled at the taste of an expertly mixed novian. Grendel always did run a tight shop.
"Of course, it is a quirky thing, I think Astrid still gets notions of independence. I've had her tuned several times, but she still finds the will to defy me at times." He smiled. Havat could imagine the pleasure the old man had disciplining the curvaceous blonde. "But I see you're getting back into the business, so maybe I can get a proper encoding done."
"I'm sure something can be arranged. I'm not sure the next time I'll be near Nofri for the next few months, and sadly I've already got places to be. You happened to be on my way, and I thought you'd appreciate a first chance at my latest work." Havat wasn't exactly sure where he was going next, but his gut screamed at him not to stay here longer than it took to make the deal over his new slave. He fought down the queasiness again. He didn't know what was driving all these feelings, but he always trusted his instincts, in part because he knew he'd worked himself over. If he'd drilled these notions into his subconscious and made himself forget why, then he knew it would be a bad idea not to follow through with the plan.
"Of course, just be sure to stop in the next time you're in the area. I promise that my girls will more than make you glad that you came." Grendel chuckled and then turned his eyes to the clothes girl in front of him. "Now, it's about time we look at this delicious morsel."
Havat could tell the old man was salivating. It was somewhat unbecoming, but even with her robe on, it was hard to ignore the draw that his slave held over the male libido. Havat simply nodded to her, and she let the robe slide off her shoulders and fall into a pile on the floor. Her naked flesh shimmered under the rooms warm lights as she stood proudly before the prospective buyer.
The slave felt a surprising rush of heat as she exposed herself. Certainly, it was more comfortable to be naked, but she'd never been sold before, at least as far as she could remember. The very idea was remarkably perverted, even humiliating, and she marveled at just how arousing a notion it was. She could feel how the encoding had filled her with such a reaction, but that hardly mattered now that her pussy was starting to drip, and her nipples had turned into two eagerly hard nubs waiting to be pinched.
"You do know how to make a product that's hard to turn down." Grendel looked over the slightly quivering flesh of the slave girl. He took his time admiring her curves but took an extra look at her pointy cat ears, blue hair, and slowly wiggling tail. "Still, Rioleth, that's a real curve ball, Losep."
"I can assure you, she's inside the code, and fully loaded with my special programs." Havat knew this could be a make-or-break issue. Grendel loved to deal in the refined and by definition that meant exotic. Rioleth mods were hard to come by, even ones that didn't skirt the code. It was just too risky to get drawn into that, and the Rioleth didn't wait for the Council government to deal with violations. Grendel certainly didn't want to face down a Rioleth enforcement squad. They tended to shoot first and then shoot some more before they started asking questions.
The special programming was a key. One thing Havat had confidence in the fact that he was among the best freelance encoders to be found. His special programs could turn even the most finely crafted pleasure slave into something that could demand a king's ransom. He had been careful about the number of slaves he sold with his full suite of options just to keep the going rate as high as possible. Even if Grendel was reluctant to make an offer on a Rioleth mod slave, he'd have a hard time turning down a girl with her head stuffed full of Havat's special protocols.
"You know how to make me squirm. You know I can get top dollar for a good Rioleth slave and even more for one with your codes, enough to make it worth the risk." Grendel gave Havat a respectful glare. The old man hated to be played, even if he could appreciate the skill involved. "I even think I have a potential buyer I can line up for just such a premium piece of work. If you don't mind taking a percentage of that fee."
Havat sat back, considering. Grendel was offering him a cut of the final price, certainly a deal that most slavers wouldn't get. Usually, Grendel would pay a flat rate based on the slave's qualities, but that was for far more common merchandise. This girl was something else, and they both knew it. The trick would be whether that buyer could be persuaded to make a purchase. If not, the old man didn't want to be stuck with a slave he didn't want to risk putting on the open market.
"What's the cut?" Havat asked. Let the buyer make the offer. It was as much to show respect as it was to see how much respect he'd be shown.
"Sixty percent, if my buyer comes through that'll end up as more than double what you'd get on the open market. I'll even toss you my standard payment now if you need the money. I'm sure I could enjoy her privately even if I can't get the deal." Grendel took another drink and held his poker face.
Havat tried to hide his surprise at the generous offer. He certainly expected more than the going rate, but Grendel's buyer must be just throwing money around. The offer of a down payment spiced it up as well, but he wasn't about to let Grendel find a loophole in the deal.
"I'll take the sixty and the retainer, but if you can't get the deal, I'll come back to settle on her price. If we can't agree, I'll take her back and return the retainer. You're welcome to make full use of her until then and I won't lay claim to any of her earnings while she's in your care." Havat countered. He'd have the chance to buy her back at cost, and Grendel could put her to use in the club and easily cover any incurred expenses. It was still a good deal for the trader, generous even. Havat just didn't want him to get too good of a deal. At the worst Havat would still have the down payment if Grendel decided to violate the agreement and keep the girl. Grendel's reputation for sticking to a deal assuaged most concerns of that, but Havat didn't want to be the find out the limits of Grendel's honor the hard way.
"Well, well, I think we may have a deal, after I give our little tart a final appraisal." Grendel smiled and pushed out of his chair. He stepped over to the slave and began gently caressing her, carefully running his hands over her naked flesh as she shuddered helplessly from his touch.
The slave let out tiny squeaks and gasps as the trader squeezed her ample breasts and commented on their soft fullness. The sheer intensity of being inspected like a piece of livestock was quickly driving her wild with arousal. She knew it was her encoding that was making her pussy drip from such treatment, but that didn't make her want to be used any less. In fact, as he took his time playing with her nipples, she hoped that he was pleased and would agree to buy her. Certainly, she would miss Havat, and the wonderful attention he'd paid to her on the trip to Nofri but being sold held such a wicked place in her thoughts that she couldn't deny her eagerness.
"So, what can you tell me about her?" Grendel asked while he slid a hand between the slave's legs and parted her plump nether lips with a finger. He smiled when the girl shuddered and then pressed her warm mound into his hand. There was no mistaking an eager slave.
"She's a princess from a little world out on the rim. Third daughter in a line that doesn't allow women to ascend the throne, so she was pretty much marriage fodder for political alliances. I managed to catch her on vacation. I hacked her personal butler software, and it's probably still feeding their security forces with false data showing that she's following her normal routine. It'll be weeks before they even know she's gone." Havat explained. He felt a twinge of hollowness as he recited the details. He knew the feel of fake memories and wondered for a moment why he'd implanted himself with them. He certainly wasn't going to discuss that with Grendel.
"Ah a royal. I assume you've scrambled her DNA then. Even remote nobles can have more pull in the inner systems than you might think." Grendel enjoyed the squeaky pants of pleasure that the slave made as he rubbed her bulbous clit. He was pleased to see how sensitive she was to stimulation. He was beginning to wonder how long he could resist retiring to his bedroom and giving her a deep inspection.
"Naturally. No one will be able to link her back to her family based on her current DNA. Sadly, I've also had to adjust her features as well. As alluring as she is now, I have to say I would have preferred to keep some of her original features." Havat said. The slave's newly rounded face and subtle nose were well suited for her new life as a pleasure slave, but her formerly regal features would have enhanced her even more.
"Such a shame, but it is business. You've still done a wonderful job on you sculpting. I have no doubt that I can sell such a fine creature." Grendel leaned down and stole a kiss from the surprised girl. Her lips parted as her head tilted back and when his tongue trust into her mouth, she wrapped hers around it. He stood there pressing his mouth into her for only a few moments before he pulled back. "I can tell that you've also left her mind mostly intact. How much have you left her?"
"I've suppressed her memories and locked her subconscious into a processing loop that will keep it from interfering with her new life. Most of her core personality is intact, but naturally without her own narrative, she will be quite malleable for the immediate future. I've also encoded her with my set of standard slave reactions, so she'll become helplessly aroused by any sexual situation, and will eagerly submit to the will of her owner. I'll also provide you with a series of codes that will allow you to adjust some of these effects." Havat continued. Most of this was part of the standard treatment he gave to all slaves, but it had been a while since he'd sold a girl to Grendel and he wanted to make sure the trader knew what he was buying.
"I assume you've also loaded her with a tantalizing variety of sexual knowledge as well." Grendel smiled as he looked into The slave's eyes, admiring the intensity of emotion she could display. Even though he'd managed to have his newer slaves retain more of their original selves, he could see that Havat had managed to balance the slave drives with the girl's original spirit far better. Grendel certainly hoped that Havat would be able to come back and tune the rest of his girls as soon as possible.
"Her brain is swimming in the instinctive knowledge of every great text on sexuality. You could name the position and style and she'll eagerly engage in it. Of course, she's currently tuned towards submissiveness, so you'd need to make adjustments if you want her to engage in more dominant play." Havat teased gently. He'd heard rumors that Grendel had occasion to hire out for a little domination. It was something the trader had worked hard to hide, especially given his line of business.
"Indeed, I'm certainly going to enjoy having her around until I can arrange a meeting with the buyer." Grendel took a long look at the slave's creamy curves before he turned back to Havat. "I will agree to your terms. If you are ready, I'll have Miki bring in the contract and if you give her your chit, she'll transfer the retainer now."
The tiny Asian girl slinked back over to where Havat was sitting. She handed him a pad with the contract they'd been discussing on display along with a thumb print scanner and DNA sampler. He took a moment to review the details, as hard as it was with Miki's naked pussy next to the pad. He had to admire the attention to detail in making a sale, he'd have never thought of having the slave hold onto the contract being reviewed just so that her assets could be used to distract a buyer while assessing an agreement.
Diversions aside, the contract was as they agreed. Havat was pleased to see that no hidden terms had been included and he pulled out his personal coder so that he could save a copy of the signed document. He then handed over his credit chit to Miki and waited for her to load it with his payment for the slave. His stomach churned a bit as the slave handed back his money. He was a bit surprised at the sudden rush of emotion as he finalized the sale. He had to admit that he felt unusually drawn to this slave, but somehow, he felt like this was more momentous then just another sale. He shook off the feeling, with luck he'd find out just what he'd hidden someday, but that wouldn't be today.
"Excellent." Grendel smiled as he watched the transaction finalized. He'd stand to make a hefty profit off this girl, and no doubt enjoy himself in the process. Unfortunately, he had other needs to attend to. The day was still young and there were many more deals to make. He did have a few minutes however and as Miki skirted across the room to file away the pad, he sat down to finish his drink. "I'm sorry I don't have more time to reminisce at the moment, Losep. But I want to thank you for bringing me this first-class work of art. I assume that you aren't going to be able to stay for the evening, my girls are planning a very stimulating show tonight."
"No, I must be going, I have other contracts pending that I can't delay. I've already stayed here as long as I can spare. I promise I will fly by Nofri again soon and I'll take in a show." Havat matched the old trader in finishing off his glass. He knew when his time was up. He took the chance to look over the slave one last time, his eyes rolling over her carefully sculpted curves. Despite the appeal of her rounded flesh, he was drawn to her face, the intensity of her eyes and the way she held her lust in check. She looked surprisingly stoic, and somehow, he felt this was the right way to remember her.
The slave knew she'd been sold, and as she stood naked in the middle of the room, she felt the odd rush as her mind adjusted to that reality. Havat was no longer her owner, she felt a twinge of regret before the wave of feelings of loyalty and submission drained from him and flowed to Grendel. The shift was like a tidal wave inside her mind, and yet it was hard for her to fathom that she'd ever felt such devotion to the slaver that had so recently possessed her. The memory of their time together held its eroticism but lost the sense of meaning it had held. Her encoding smoothed away the dissonance and left her panting and dripping as she waited for her new master to make use of her flesh.
The two men stood and walked back towards the elevator. Grendel stopped briefly at the door and gave his instructions to his two slave girls as they waited for his departure. The slave needed to be prepared for the evening, and with luck, he'd have time to sample her before the night was through. The new slave simply watched, knowing that this was the beginning of a new existence, and anxiously waiting to find out what would come next.
After they left, Miki walked over to where the slave was waiting. The little Asian girl was a good bit shorter than the new slave, short enough that she could have sucked on one of the cat slave's nipples without needing to lean down. She presented as a meek little petite thing, but the new slave suspected that her appearance only masked a raging whirlwind of passionate desires, aching to be released.
"Master wishes you prepared. Come." Miki chimed in her singsong voice. There was a hint of an accent and the slave wondered how much of it was effect and how much was real. Grendel appeared to be enamored with archetypes, and it didn't take much skill to make a slave fit whatever mold was desired.
The new slave nodded and followed behind the petite slave. She was taken to a small alcove that was hidden by an almost invisible door. Inside there was a simple shower, mirror, and the instruments required for preparing a slave for entertaining.
"Wash and prepare yourself." Miki instructed with a demure smile. The new slave could see the girl was looking her over, especially her long tail. That didn't bother the new slave, as she found herself appreciating any attention she got.
The slave didn't delay. These instructions may not be coming direct from her new owner, but she knew they were driven by his desires. As such she wasted no time in soaping down and washing out. Now that she was inside the oppressive humidity of Nofri was just a memory, but the thin sheen of sweat was not. A slave's perspiration might not have a strong scent, but it was still sweat, and it felt all the better to be washed off. Her hair was a bit more work, and then came her tail. That was easily the strangest part, as she knew she needed to keep it clean as well, but there was the odd feeling of not really having done so before.
When she finished, she activated the drier and warm air whipped around her until her hair was billowing freely around her. The slave turned it off and was surprised that by the time she'd reached the mirror, her hair already looked perfectly coifed as it flowed over her shoulders and hung down to slightly hide her chest in the front and cover her back from behind.
Miki directed her to another room. This one housed a large bed covered in shimmering blue silk sheets. One wall was an open window that looked out over the city while the others were lightly decorated, just enough to make the room feel comfortable without distracting from the view.
"Wait here. Master will come for you when he desires." Miki instructed softly, then bowed and walked out of the room.
The slave paused for a moment. She hadn't been instructed in how to wait. Perhaps it didn't matter. Or it could be a test. She considered her options for a moment, and then decided to do the only thing that seemed right. She knelt in the standard slave presentation pose, knees open, chest out and looked eagerly to the door. It was how most owners would expect to see their slaves upon entering a room, and the slave wasn't about to disappoint him.
Then she waited. Oddly, the time seemed to drift by almost as if it was a dream. Her idle mind wondered about that. It was a strange, abject question. What did slaves do when the Master was not there? Certainly, there were duties to perform sometimes, and the needs of biology were ever present, but that still left a lot of potential time to kill. All she had to do was let her focus drift and time just seemed to fly by, she supposed it was another feature of her new existence, a way to keep slaves from being too bored. Unless her owner wanted her to be bored, in which case she expected that explicit orders would keep her from being able to just letting time slip away.
For now, she just did that, and before she knew it, the outside had grown dark, and she perked up as she heard the door slide open. She went from dream like fuzziness to full alert in a moment. By the time Grendel was stepping through the door she was not just alert but already feeling the warm rush of arousal flow between her thighs. It wasn't a passionate overwhelming drive yet, but she knew that would come when it was time.
Grendel was wearing nothing more than a simple burgundy robe and as soon as he entered the room, he let that slip off his shoulders. There was no need for pretense here. He was the owner, and she was the slave. He felt odd about that sometimes, certainly, he led a decadent life, but at the end of the day he enjoyed simplicity with his toys. Most of the extras, the accoutrements were for his guests. When it came to his own pleasures, he had simple tastes, after a fashion.
"Well, my dear, you look simply divine." Grendel motioned for her to stand, and she did so. She struck a casual, if alluring pose for him, one that accentuated all her best features, from her round breasts to her soft waving tail. It wasn't hard really, in her current form it would have actually been harder to find a pose that wasn't seductive.
"Thank you, sir." The slave responded softly. She wasn't sure of how to address him, and was relieved when he didn't chastise her choice. Despite being a programmed slave, there was always much to learn about a new owner. What he liked, what he hated, all the little details that he preferred but would be too busy to ask for. She had to figure it all out, watch how he responded to everything she did and then adjust accordingly. Her mind was churning with all that, even if she was only going to be here for a few days, she had to be the best slave she could in that time.
She didn't know just how wasted those efforts were. So many slaves passed through these walls that Grendel had long since given up on the little things, especially for merchandise. When he wanted perfect fidelity, he would visit his harem. What he wanted from a new slave was variety, the unexpected and unusual. The fact that she didn't know the perfect response to his every desire was what drew his interest.
There was also the matter that his tastes were simple. As soon as she had spoken, he walked to her, pulled her close and planted a powerful kiss on her lips. His hands slid down, caressing her naked body until he was cupping and squeezing her ass. His pedestrian desire was simply to fuck her until he came. If she was good enough and could rouse his ardor again, he'd be happy to repeat. No silly games, to bondage, no toys aside from the naked slave in his arms. Simplicity itself.
In a way, the slave was least prepared for that as he pushed her onto the bed and his hands pushed open her thighs. Her mind was overflowing with a myriad of possibilities, all the depravities known to man and other compatible species. That her owner would simply choose to lay her on her back, pull open her legs and take her was more of a surprise than anything else.
It wasn't quite so simple of course, though Grendel's taste in how to enjoy his slaves was uncomplicated, it was his taste in the slaves themselves that was discriminating. From the petite Miki to the voluptuous Astrid, each member of his harem was a work of finely crafted art, perfect in form and unique. His pleasures came from enjoying the differences, the way they sounded, the feeling of large breasts against his chest or the tightness of Miki's perfect pussy.
The slave's cry of passion when he took her was another piece of the puzzle. He knew he had a buyer for her, one that would make it well worth the risk for handling such hot merchandise. Still, keeping her was a temptation, and not a small one. A Rioleth mod was unique enough, and Havat's programming just made it even more tempting to pay his fee to keep her. Still, the risk was huge, not only from the Rioleth, but from his potential buyer. His buyer was hungry and if he found out that Grendel had a prize that would sate that hunger for even a moment, Grendel could end up paying dearly for denying it.
Feeling the former royal's pussy massaging his cock gave him pause, fueling that desire to keep such a unique prize. It terribly tempting, and she felt so good pressed against him. Her body was so perfectly sculpted that he could have spent a day just sliding his hands over every delectably soft curve.
The slave knew none of this, her focus was on pleasing him, letting him guide her, but doing her best to watch every movement, every passion that she could stoke. Her hips rose to meet his and he groaned in pleasure. Her breasts shook against his chest, and he reached up to squeeze them. Then came the kisses, the passionate, almost loving kisses. She responded as best she could, guess his wants, and hoping that she met them.
She did, and Grendel happily thrust into her eager flesh. Her responses were perfect, tantalizing him, teasing him, while still letting him set the pace. He was in charge, but she was attentive and eager. Her skills employed to make every moment just that little bit better. Havat was right, he knew, drones were so much less interesting than having such an eager and servile slave that was always striving to be creative.
His let his control slip and just enjoyed the moment, fucking her in earnest. That was a special pleasure of slaves, he had no need to impress her, no need to make a show of his prowess. No, all he had to do was enjoy himself. If he wanted to rut into her and quickly spend himself, that was his prerogative. So he did, taking her with all his energy, enjoying that reminder of youth where passion took over and technique was just a memory.
The slave responded as best she could. Her flesh met his, grinding and writhing together. She could feel him rapidly approaching his release, and without any direction against it, she tried her best to balance her rhythm to maximize his pleasure without drawing him to a finish before he chose. It was a difficult balance to strike as he gave up his own control, and she fell back, surrendering to him, letting him take complete control.
He let out a savage groan as he exploded within her and savored the matching cry of passion from the slave beneath him. It was a common setting in slaves, for them to cum as their owner did. Some men preferred their slaves to only cum on command. Grendel actually preferred the last choice, for their slave to cum when the feel struck them. It wasn't a common choice though, at least not as a default. There was a certain satisfaction that came from knowing that it was his performance that was brining pleasure to the slave. Of course, he wasn't above ordering a slave to cum on command either, when the desire struck him.
"Very nice, very nice. Now, I must say I'm tempted to let you work that delightful little mouth of yours to try energizing me for another round, but it has been too long since I've enjoyed a nice breast massage." Grendel smiled as he rolled of his slave and onto his back. It was true of course, but it was also a test. Getting a man hard with her lips and tongue was easy enough, just using her breasts was a bit more of a challenge. Not a huge one of course, especially for someone with as large of breasts as his new slave, but enough of a task that would make it fun to watch.
"Yes, sir." The slave smiled warmly and then crawled down the bed until her breasts were hanging over his limp cock. His directions were clear, and she began massaging him with her soft mounds. Even within her vast bank of sexual knowledge this was something that wasn't covered well. Certainly, pleasing a man's cock with her breasts was common enough, but bringing him back to hardness with just her breasts? That was a different matter.
Grendel propped himself up on a pill and watched. The slave's cat ears pulled back in thought as she worked her breasts over his recovering cock. A little to the right, a little to the left, up, down, squish and grind, and then she would repeat it, not in the same order. He smiled. It was so cute watching the busty cat girl doing her best to get him hard again with just her breasts. Her tail wagged behind her in subdued sways, all her focus on the task.
It did feel good. Her breasts were wonderfully soft and she wasn't shy about pressing them against him. He knew he'd recover soon enough, but the awkward position and his still limp status simply made the scene amusing. Of course, it wasn't meant to last forever, and as he started to feel his body responding again. He knew he could take treatments for that, there were any number of medicines that could allow a man to stay hard as long as he liked and to avoid the biological need to rest between releases. Somehow, he felt like it was a cheat though, that part of the game was dealing with the down time, and it gave him opportunities like this.
Much less the happy smile that crossed her face when his cock started to spring back to life warmed his heart. It wasn't much longer before he was throbbing at full readiness as she slid his hardness along the soft valley between her breasts. He considered letting her bring him to another orgasm like that, so that he could shoot his cum all over her chest, but then thought better of it.
No, for now he'd just make her ride on top, so that he could enjoy the sight of her bouncing on top of him. He tapped at her shoulders and motioned for her to change positions. He was happy to see her take the command properly and move up to straddle him. He was going to have a very fun little evening.
The slave was enjoying herself as well. He seemed so easy to please, and that filled her with satisfaction. For a slave there was little more important that pleasing her owner, and she had certainly been programmed in that mold. She was eager to mount him, to feel his hardness inside her again, and now, she knew he'd be able to last much longer, and she'd be able to bring him so much more pleasure.
Their moans of passion echoes through the night as they continued. Grendel exploring her every feature and the slave surrendering to his every desire. Any reservation she might have had at being sold melted away. For now, all she could do was enjoy every wicked pleasure of the flesh.
End Part 3 
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Cindy and her family were just out of town for a little vacation.  Little did they know that the whole town had been converted into sex toys for HRI while they were away.  Before she knew it, she was whisked away to a processing center and implanted with the latest control technology.
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Change is the spice of life...
Tom has had a crush on Patricia for years, but she's been too busy building a wall of ice between her feelings and the rest of the world.  Despite her open hostility to men, Tom's kept himself as one of her only friends.  Until now, he'd been too meek to make his move, but finally he's found a way to break through her ice queen defense.
He's been working on special nanobots for years as part of his graduate studies.  Their capabilities are amazing, allowing him to rewrite DNA in near real time and Patricia's agreed to help with his experiments.  Tom's programmed them to improve her health, tone her muscles and remove excess fat, all the things a woman could want with none of the effort.  
Tom has a secret though, his program will do more than just make her more fit.  With a little tweaking, his nanobots will send Patricia on a path of self discovery and wild passion as she is turned into a frisky cat girl, with eyes only for her Tom.  
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