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Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 4 – Joining the Harem
The slave awoke to an empty bed, her naked flesh wrapped in silk sheets. She rested there for a moment as the lingering fog of sleep melted away. She felt a pang of guilt as she realized she'd missed her opportunity to give her new master a stimulating wake up call. Then she remembered his last command was for her to sleep until she was fully rested. After spending most of the night helping Grendel discover the full range of her skills, it wasn't a surprise that it would take her a good many hours to fully recover.
The slave girl appreciated that aspect of her new owner. Despite the fact that she was helplessly obedient to him, he hadn't abused her. Rather he'd actually made something of a game of testing her eager flesh, and she'd felt the wonderful rush of many orgasms in his firm embrace. It was not at all what she would have expected. Slavers weren't supposed to be gentle, or at least that's what she seemed to remember. Not that it would have mattered to her, if it pleased her master to abuse her, then she would happily endure it. Still, she couldn't deny that it was more comfortable to be treated well.
She turned to look out the windows of Grendel's penthouse suite. The view was spectacular, and she felt a rush of arousal knowing that as easily as she could see the city spread out before her, a denizen of the city could have looked in on her and Grendel. It was an odd thrill, to think that she might have been entertaining some random observer last night. It wasn't surprising that she'd been programmed with an exhibitionist streak. With a body like she had now, it would be a terrible thing to hide.
She flopped onto her back again, feeling her breasts jiggling on top of her. Everything was just so intense, and it was hard to focus with the smooth silk of the covers pressed against her. The slave knew she'd only been fully a slave for about three days, and yet it was all she could remember. The lack of memory didn't quite disturb her, but it left her far more reliant on her programmed responses. It also meant that she didn't know exactly what to do at the moment, as her owner was gone, and she hadn't been given further instructions.
Finally, she decided that she couldn't stay in bed all morning. Certainly, Grendel had other slaves and they might be able to help direct her as to what she should be doing. She felt an odd musing at that idea. What did slaves do when their master was off conducting his business? The slave guessed that there was probably a head slave in some cases, but no one had come in to rouse her. Perhaps they'd been ordered not to?
The slave tossed off the covers and slipped out of the bed and gave a big stretch as she felt her tail waving behind her. It was impossible to be in a bad mood after being ravished so fully last night. She couldn't argue with the virility of her new owner. She shuddered at the memory of him making use of each of her holes. No matter where he placed his throbbing cock, she was left quaking with a soul shattering orgasm. Even if she hadn't been a slave, she wouldn't have left his bed from the pleasure he drilled into her.
There was a small cubby on the inner wall of the room with a shower, and the slave knew she could do with being hosed off. She could smell the lingering hints of his sweat and musk as well as the distinct scent of his seed. She realized that she didn't notice the odor of her own sweat, just that of her feminine musk from her always eager pussy. It hardly surprised her as perspiration was hardly sexy, especially as one performed for hour after hour. If she did sweat, it didn't have a strong scent, another perk of her new body.
She let out a loud squeal as the warm water sprayed over her chest. She realized that she hadn't had a water shower since she'd left Faru's lab. Her sensitive breasts were overwhelmed by the warm massage of liquid flowing over them. They still felt somewhat awkward on her chest even though she couldn't remember them being smaller. She filled her hand with soap from a dispenser and went to work on her twin peaks. Their softness was a wonderful contrast to the way they bounced on her chest, and she couldn't deny a wicked sense of satisfaction at having such an ample endowment.
She couldn't deny feeling the same way about her pussy as well. The plump, hairless nether lips were certainly enticing, but she knew it was the tightness of her inner walls and the way she could control her muscles that allowed her to easily pleasure any willing male. No matter his size, she knew her cunt could bring a user hours of pleasure. She was also quite sensitive as well, from her large nub of a clit, to the sensitivity of her inner walls. It didn't take much stimulation to send her to the edge of release.
Still, she didn't want to dawdle, no matter how good the shower felt. There were things to do and people to meet. She knew there were at least two other slaves in Grendel's suite, and she could guess that there were at least a few more. If any of them knew what he'd want her to do, she needed to find out. She finally rinsed off and then stepped out of the shower. A quick gust from a body dryer quickly removed the lingering drops of water and she gave her blue mane a quick flip and it settled into a perfectly groom flow over her shoulders and down her back. That was another feature she found hard not to love. She had vague memories of hours spent primping, but now thanks to sculpting she looked perfectly stunning with just a toss of her head.
She took one last look around the room, wondering if he'd left a note or any other hints. She didn't find so much as a costume for her to wear. That was just fine, as she preferred to go about in the nude. The other slaves had worn costumes, however, and she wondered what if anything Grendel would want to see wrapped around her sumptuous curves. It hardly mattered, the slave was certain she'd look bewitching regardless.
Finally, cleaned, primped and ready, she walked out of the bedroom and began searching for someone who could tell her what she should be doing. As she walked, she reveled in the feeling of air whipping around her nude flesh. Despite her programmed desire to be naked, most of the time she'd spent since waking up as a slave, she'd been forced to wear something or been engaged in some kind of amorous encounter. Now she had the chance to just enjoy the feeling of strutting around without a stitch on. It helped that the air in the room was kept at the perfect temperature to keep away any chill. She felt wonderfully liberated and took the opportunity to twirl and dance through the living room.
A she passed the bar, she noticed a hallway that was lined with several door and decided to look there. The first room was a kitchen fit for preparing a feast. The slave imagined that Grendel must host a good many parties. She wondered what kind of parties they were, mere business meetings or wild orgies where all the slaves served up Hors d'oeuvres before serving up their own sumptuous curves. For now, it was sparkling clean, but not a soul to be found.
She relaxed when she looked around the next door to see a girl sitting behind a desk amongst an array of video consoles and control panels. At last, she'd found someone who might be able to help her. The girl turned around as the slave let out a sigh of relief and they both took a moment to study the other.
The girl behind the desk looked rather short, about the same size as Miki or Rosali, but rather than being lean, she was generously curved. Her hair was blond and pulled into two long ponytails that shot out of the top of her head above each ear. Her face was rounded, with a small button nose and large blue eyes that seemed to be looking at the new slave with a deliberate clarity that contrasted with her innocent looking face. Her outfit was less revealing than most of the other girls. The pink top was made of a slightly fuzzy fabric that stretched over her large breasts. A large embroidered red G was stitched on the front so that it sat on the center of her chest. She had a pleated skirt on below that, with large pleats alternating between red and orange that would have only stretched down to about the middle of her thigh if she hadn't pulled them up and had a hand sliding over her naked and hairless pussy.
"Hello..." The new slave offered tentatively. Something in this girl's gaze had thrown the new slave off. All the other slave girls except for Rosali had a slightly dazed look of suppressed arousal. Rosali had been purely business like, absorbed in her role as security for the club. This girl however seemed to be far more focused, judging as much as analyzing.
The new slave's weak greeting seemed to snap the little blonde out of her focus. She shook her head and then smiled a wide sweet grin that instantly melted away any trepidation.
"Oh, sorry, you must be the new girl. I'm Tiffany, or just Tiff if you like. At least that's my name now." She blushed a bit and then stood up and flattened out her skirt. Her high-pitched voice only completed her image as a young tease.
"Now?" Anasia paused but decided she had to introduce herself as well. "I'm... I'm... the new girl."
She realized again with a shock that she didn't really have a name. It should really have been a surprise, but it still sent a wave of disturbance through her. She might not remember her old life, and that didn't bother her, but her lack of a name somehow made her feel more hollow.
"Ah, I see Mr. Grendel hasn't given you a new name yet. A slave can't very well go around naming themselves, can they?" Tiffany giggled. "Don't worry, I'm sure when he comes back, he'll give you a pretty new name. I know you'll just love it. That's how the programming usually works."
That helped put the new slave at ease a bit. "What are you doing in here?"
"I'm Mr. Grendel's system operator and household administrator. I keep all his computers running, and his slaves on schedule and prepared for whatever duties he desires. Of course, I'm also another one of his harem, so he does occasionally let me show him a good time." Tiffany smiled wickedly as she mentioned pleasuring her owner.
"But you're a slave and he lets you do that?" The new slave blinked in a bit of confusion.
"Who could do it better than a girl who's been programmed for complete loyalty? I assure you I was more than qualified before he had me encoded. I'd just finished up my doctorate in computational systems when his agents plucked me off some beach on Meridia." Tiffany explained without the slightest pang of discomfort at her past. "I'm just glad he didn't have me programming into some mindless bimbo, not that I'd have known the difference. Of course, I'm don't always appreciate his ironic sense of humor."
"What do you mean?" The new slave asked, slightly confused.
"I suppose it is a rather obscure historical reference." Tiffany laughed as she looked down at her costume and shook her head enough to emphasize the pair of pigtails flowing from her head. "Ancient earth cheerleader, blonde, huge tits, squeaky voice, he's made me into the epitome of the vacuous bimbo. I'm probably the smartest woman within this quarter of the city and this is the way he wants people to see me."
The new slave watched as the girl thrust out her chest and then reached up and squeezed them with her little hands. "I have to admit it's not all bad though, I used to be a bit flat chested before, and these girls are a lot more fun to play with. Oh, and the look of surprise when I get a chance to show off my brains at some of Mister Grendel's dinner parties is always a thing of beauty."
The new slave smiled a bit as she watched the girl play with herself for a moment. It was hard not doing the same, but she was still a bit dazed by the strangeness of everything around her. Despite her encoding, she still felt sudden rushes of awkwardness at the realities of her enslavement. She imagined that she'd get used to all the weirdness and just learn to embrace her new reality at an instinctive level.
"Ah, but you are probably wanting to know what is going on. You spent an invigorating evening entertaining the man of the house only to wake up to an empty bed and no idea what to do." Tiffany summed up the new slave's condition in a moment. "Well, he didn't leave me any specific instructions for you. So, you're free to do as you like until called upon. There's a lounge at the end of the hall for us girls. We have a full feed of entertainment, vids, games, and books. There's a small kitchen there that can make you anything you'd like. You should head there, get some breakfast, and meet the other girls. Of course, if you're up for it after that, I wouldn't mind if you wanted to come back and we could get to know each other better."
The new slave gave Tiffany a quizzical look at her last suggestion.
"Well, I've never had a chance to play with a Rioleth mod, and I'm sure I can make it worth your while." The little girl twisted her lip in a wolfish smile.
"You mean we can play together? Like fuck?" The new slave stammered. She realized that the idea was quite tantalizing. The idea of enjoying the flesh of another woman felt slightly alien, but yet alluring at the same time. She imagined it was another programmed change, and looking at Tiffany, she found herself welcoming it. Maybe she hadn't been into girls before, but now there was no denying that looking at the busty little trollop in front of her was making her pussy wet.
"Of course, so long as we don't let it get in the way of our regular duties, we slaves can play with each other as much as we want. In fact, Mister Grendel encourages us to do so since it helps keep us in great shape." Tiffany stepped up to the new slave and pushed her out the door and towards the lounge. "Now, move along. I have work to finish, especially if you want to come back and enjoy my sexy little body."
"Ok, thanks, I think I will." The new slave blurted out as the little girl bounced back to her consoles and went to work. It wasn't quite the encounter she'd expected, but now she had a plan. After Tiffany had mentioned food, the other slave realized how hungry she was. If her new owner didn't mind what she was doing, having the chance to meet the other slaves and then spend some alone time with Tiffany sounded like a good way to start her day.
The new slave walked down the hallway. As she approached the door at the end, she picked up the sound of a vid and several women chatting. The scene laid out in the lounge filled her with a feeling of oddity and familiarity at the same time. First, it was filled with chairs and low cushioned beds so that the slaves could relax as they liked. The outer wall was simply a window that looked out on the city, the two adjoining walls were covered by vid screens and the final wall housed a kitchen and bar. Only a few girls were scattered around the room. The new slave recognized the tiny Miki laid out and watching one of the vid screens with another girl. Both were dressed in only tight corsets and stockings, but it was clear they weren't trying to seduce anyone from the relaxed way they hung in their chairs.
Another slave was laying out on a bed, reading something on a tablet wearing only a thing camisole and panties. The new slave decided against disturbing any of them and simply walked over to the kitchen. Somehow the normality of the scene seemed to tickle her memory, but nothing specific came out. That sense conflicted with the notion that all these girls were slaves and would eagerly drop everything to please their owner. She shook her head, of course it was only natural to want to please her owner.
The kitchen was basic, but well equipped. The main unit housed an auto-chef that could probably prepare any common food from known space. There was also a storage retrieval unit that would bring up raw ingredients if she wanted to cook herself. A cabinet housed dishes, pans, and cooking utensils. A stove and oven sat next to that. Given the size of the kitchen Anasia guessed that most of the girls must use the auto-chef, there simply wasn't the space to make a large meal, much less variety of meals.
The new slave didn't feel like cooking either. She pulled up the menu on the Auto-chef and scrolled through the choices. It didn't take long for her to be overwhelmed by the selection and she went back to the top menu. She pulled up the list of recommendations and picked out a seasoned potato and egg hash that seemed to be popular. The chef whirled quietly for a few moments and then pushed a plate out on a serving tray. She took it and welcomed the rich aroma as she turned to sit at the bar.
"Welcome, kitty, I heard we're hosting a new guest." The new slave looked up to see a dark-skinned woman take a seat on the other side of the bar. The woman was tall, well over a head taller than the other slave and proportioned to match. Her skin was a smooth dark brown that contrasted with the white corset that cupped her massive breasts and traced the curve of her waist and hips. Her dark hair was kept short, less than a few centimeters in length. Her brown eyes sparkled warmly, and her white smile filled the new slave with a feeling of welcome.
"Hi..." The new slave smiled tentatively. As comfortable as it felt to be naked, she couldn't help feeling a bit strange when just casually meeting someone. It was another balance of her old instincts butting up against her new programming. That core feeling of nudity being natural conflicted with the propriety of being dressed in public. Still, her encoded responses were far stronger, and she did nothing to hide her nudity as she sat ready to eat.
"It's alright, you're still adjusting to your programming, aren't you my cute little blue cat?" The other woman chuckled as her eyes gave the other slave a quick appraisal. The new slave felt a lustful shudder from her gaze, her body reacting eagerly to the attention.
"Yes, I'm still getting used to it." The new slave nodded. She realized that all the other slaves must have gone through the same kind of feelings, at least those that hadn't been brain wiped. It was hard to suppress the uncomfortable shudder at that thought. Having her personality modified into becoming an eager sex toy was one thing but being turned into a drone slave with her identity completely erased filled her with dread.
"Don't worry, dear, give it another couple of days and you won't even think about it." The woman held out her hand. "And I'm Hasani."
The new slave took her hand and shook it lightly while she paused to think. "I'm... well, I can't say yet."
"I see, Mr. Grendel can spend the night enjoying your soft curves and tight holes, but he can't be bothered giving you a name. Well, until he does why don't we just call you Blue." Hasani smiled as she looked up at the new slave's long blue mane and fur covered ears. The new slave's ears twitched at the suggestion and Hasani laughed.
"What?" Blue pulled back a little, not sure what the woman was laughing at.
"Oh, it's just cute the way your ears twitched when I picked your name. Do you have any control over them?" Hasani asked.
It was something that Blue had barely thought about since her transformation. She knew that her tail was largely out of her control, it took all her focus to keep it from just transmitting her mood in different rates and styles of wagging. The feeling of the fluffy fur tickling her legs made it hard to ignore, but her ears were another story.
Hasani laughed again. "Deep in thought? Your ears just pulled back a little, just like a cat."
Blue blinked as she tried to get the sense of where her ears were. She quickly found her reflection and realized Hasani was right. Blue then concentrated and realized that she didn't seem to be able to really feel or control them, but they did seem to echo her expression. They pulled back and low when she made an angry face, and then perked up when she made a big smile. It was hard for her to deny how cute she looked with those big furry ears accenting her expression. She just wondered how they must look when she was stuffed full of cock.
"I guess I don't really control them, they just match my expression." Blue turned back to Hasani. It was a strange feeling, but it didn't surprise her any either. If she had to think about their position, she'd probably never get the expressions quiet right, and it was that look that was important anyway.
"Well, they are very cute, a perfect match for you. I've always wondered about that kind of feature on a slave mod." Hasani replied.
"You've never met another mod like me before?" Blue asked. That was a bit surprising given Grendel's business as a middleman for slave trades. She imagined that such exotic mods, even if not Rioleth specifically, must be rather popular and a bit of a luxury item.
"Not one I could just sit and talk to. Mr. Grendel doesn't usually prefer those kinds of mods for his own use, so they usually stay in the stables downstairs. I guess you're just special enough he wants to keep you up here while he arranges your buyer." Hasani explained. Then she turned to point at the other girls. "That's why the others haven't introduced themselves. You won't be here long, and once you leave you won't be back, or be able to write or call. They don't want to get close to a short timer. It's one of the hardest things about being a slave."
Blue thought about it for a moment, and she could understand. As much as encoding could make so many parts of her new slave existence seem natural, it would be hard to just have friends taken away without any way to see them again. This would be especially true in girls who kept most of their personalities. Their owners might be afraid to adjust their perceptions to mitigate that loss because such changes might interfere with other parts of her programming. Something as complex as mental programming was not to be trifled with.
"Thanks, then for talking to me." Blue finally retuned Hasani's warm smile. She was still getting comfortable in her new skin and new ways of thinking, but it was nice to meet someone so warm hearted in the midst of her new reality.
"I just understand the feeling of being the new girl. I was passed around for a long time before Mr. Grendel decided I was too unique to let go. So, I try to help the short timers when I can. If you need anything let me know, or find Tiffany, she's our short bubbly house mistress, a bit hard to miss." Hasani said.
"Yeah, I already met her, she's offered to play with me later, once I've had breakfast and had she finished her work." Blue nodded.
"Oh, well then, I'll let you finish your food then. Tiffany doesn't make that offer lightly, and I can attest to how much fun she can be." Hasani grinned wickedly and then stood up. "We'll catch up later, Blue."
Blue didn't even have a chance to reply before the tall woman strutted off. That left her alone with her breakfast, and she wasted no more time before digging in. Whoever had programmed the auto-chef knew what they were doing. She nearly hummed with pleasure from the wholesome taste. It was just the right mix of peppers and chives with perfectly browned potatoes and well-cooked eggs. It was just the right meal to start her day with.
She considered her situation again as she slowly chewed her food. She had a plan now, as odd as it was. Somehow, starting the day by strutting around naked and making arrangements for a lesbian tryst didn't quite seem like a normal way to spend her morning. Knowing what she was going to do did help calm her nerves, especially knowing that her owner didn't seem to mind such diversions. That and she now seemed to have a name, and somehow, she knew that amongst the rest of the slaves she'd be called Blue from now on. There was just something in the way that Hasani talked that just gave Blue the feeling that she was the hub for a lot of the activity in Grendel's little harem.
Even taking her time, it didn't take long for her to finish off her plate. She put it in the recycler and then stood there, wondering if Tiffany would be ready for her yet, or if she should do something else. The other girls were still keeping to themselves, and Hasani had wandered off somewhere. Blue didn't feel like forcing herself on any of the slaves. They'd talk to her if they wanted too, being pushy would only make enemies, and she didn't know how long she'd be here. She had a feeling that drawing the ire of any of the slaves would make her time here much more unpleasant.
In the end she decided to do a bit of exploring. Grendel's apartment was by no means a small affair. Blue decided that it must occupy at least half of the floor, if not the whole floor of the building. In addition to the lounge, the harem section housed quarters for each of the girls, with several left empty. She wondered if she'd be assigned a room to herself. If she'd be spending every night in his bed, it would hardly matter, but she suspected he wouldn't make use of her each evening unless her stay really would be short.
She also came across an open pool and bathroom, with several more slaves sunning themselves or showering. The girls here were naked, and Blue quickly realized that Grendel liked variety in the slaves he kept for himself. She wondered if some of these girls also worked in the club, as she swore, she recognized the Indian girl from the stage show yesterday. Perhaps she would ask Tiffany later. The wall was lined with spa tubs of various styles and she considered trying one out for a moment before deciding she should check out the rest of the place.
It didn't take long to find out that there wasn't much else on the harem side of the apartment. On the Master's side, she skipped past the living room and bedroom and found another pool room, though this one was clearly geared more towards entertaining guests. A small bar was in one corner, and there were a number of cushioned beds mixed between the spas and pools so that guests could enjoy the pleasures that Grendel's harem could offer. Blue wondered how much he really shared his top girls, or was this an area he'd fill with girls from his stables below? Again, she knew who to ask.
She walked past several more rooms that testified to Mr. Grendel's appetites, or at least the perversions of the people he planned to entertain. The most intense was the bondage dungeon that was filled with a wicked variety of mounts and toys that surprised Blue. The shock came as much from the fact that she knew exactly what each instrument and piece of furniture was and the myriad ways it could be used to wring pleasure or pain from the human body. She already knew her mind had been filled with an encyclopedia of sexual knowledge, from positions to techniques. Between Grendel and Havat, she'd had a chance to demonstrate a sizable variety of her new expertise, but this was somehow different. The raw sexuality of a naked woman and naked man came easily to her. It was natural in a way that didn't seem to grate against her adjusting instincts, but the notion of getting chained into a rack while different parts of her anatomy were pinched, twisted, or whipped was an entirely different thing.
Blue took a breath and slowly stepped away from the room. She would have to let her mind adjust to such realities as her pussy quivered lustfully from the rush of depravity that had just filled her thoughts. The very notions that had set her old instincts reeling were intensely arousing to her newly encoded thoughts. She could already feel her instincts adjusting, and she found herself wondering just when she might get intimately familiar with this part of her encoded sexuality.
The rest of the apartment was not nearly so evocative. More rooms were filled with cushions and beds while attempting to evoke different historic periods. Costumes hung in closets near each door so that participants could adorn themselves properly. Everything from simple roman robes and tunics to the ornate intricacies of renaissance Europe was on offer, and Blue knew how to dress herself in each of these costumes or prepare another slave to wear them. She realized how much role-playing must factor into the life of a pleasure slave. Men could become so easily bored that variety was needed to spice things up.
She finished the loop and found herself standing at the entrance to the harem section again. Blue didn't know how long she'd been, but she hoped it had been long enough and walked up to the entrance to Tiffany's workspace. The little girl was sitting at the terminal again, her hand slowly working between her legs as she watched the screens.
"Um... hello..." Blue gently tapped at the doorway. She didn't want to disturb the girl who supposed to be in charge, but she had been invited. As she realized how strongly she was keeping herself from disturbing the others, she recognized that the level of meekness felt odd to her. It was as if her confidence used to be stronger, but it had been blotted out in favor of a very submissive approach to others. As with the other changes, just realizing it made her more comfortable with the adjustment and ultimately turned her on.
The hungry look on Tiffany's face as she turned around was yet another thing that Blue found could turn her on. There was something wickedly indecent about the wanton lust in the small slave's eyes as she slid off her chair and looked up at the naked slave waiting in the doorway. Blue simply shuddered as the two slaves looked into each other's eyes.
"Why hello there, I was just wondering when you'd finish you little tour." Tiffany smiled as she skipped across the room. Her pigtails bounced almost as much as her chest, and Blue couldn't decide where to focus her eyes. "Are you ready to make a little visit to my room?"
"Yes, I'd like that..." Blue nearly whispered as she felt a wave of anxious anticipation flood her. The echo of her instincts flared inside her, but they only seemed to stimulate an air of naughtiness that was enticingly arousing. She could already feel her pussy growing warm and wet from the wickedness of it all. Two slaves making love while their owner busied himself elsewhere was something that Blue hadn't expected to fill her with a mischievous erotic thrill, but she was eager to play just the same.
Tiffany wasted no time pulling Blue towards her quarters. It was just another small room like that of the other slaves, but it was easy to see that the little blonde had made it her home. The walls were decorated with pictures of different worlds from orbital distances. Each one was like a marble, some blue and green, some red, some brown, some were covered in thick swirling clouds and some looked cold and dead. A small pile of tablets sat on her desk in front of a terminal. What drew Blue's immediate attention was the large bed on the other wall, covered in silk sheets and more than wide enough for both of them to enjoy each other comfortably.
"Have you ever been with another girl before?" Tiffany asked as she slid herself up to Blue and danced her towards the bed. Their hands quickly pulling off her fuzzy top and sliding her out of her pleated skirt until they were standing together, naked and flush with arousal at the side of her bed. As small as she was, she was only half a head shorter than Blue, and her large breasts pressed lewdly against the bottom of the new slave's own expansive mammaries.
"I don't remember for sure, but I don't think so." Blue smiled down at the perky, eager girl squishing against her. She already felt a thrill from feeling Tiffany's softness against her skin. Both Havat and Grendel had been so masculine, so firm, and the feeling of smooth supple flesh was such an enticing contrast. Her thoughts filled with all the ways to pleasure a woman, and while those hints stole some of the mystery, Blue knew they were a hollow comparison to the feelings stirred by the real act.
"Well, I'll make sure you won't forget this then." Tiffany let out a hearty laugh as she pulled Anasia onto the bed and rolled her onto her back. The blond girl bent in for a kiss as their breasts mashed against each other. Blue gasped from the weight at the perfect moment for the other slave to slide her long tongue past her lips.
Kissing another girl felt strange and tantalizingly erotic at the same time. Everything about this moment seemed so decadent as a part of her realized that her owner must enjoy the notion of his slaves being lost in pleasure, trapped in a loop of desire to pleasure each other. It seemed like a perfect match for him and made the feeling of Tiffany's soft lips all the more alluring.
"That was just my way of saying hello." Tiffany giggled and then slid down, her lips kissing and teeth nibbling as she went. All her soft curves caressed Blue's bare skin, teasing and driving gasps of pleasure until the little minx had settled herself down between Blue's legs.
"Oh, my, oh... oh, yes..." Blue threw back her head as Tiffany slid down and gave her pussy lips a long, wet lick from her very center to the throbbing tip of her aching clit. Her whole body shuddered from the wicked pleasure of it. Tiffany leaned in again and gave her another lick and then a few gentle nibbles on her soft folds.
"Oh, you taste simply divine..." Tiffany sighed before she continued her licking. Blue moaned again, grabbing at the bedsheets as the other slave expertly ate her out. Sensitive as she was, Blue couldn't hold herself together long before she had a trembling orgasm. There was no need to hold back here, there was no Master to server, her pleasures were hers to enjoy and hers to share.
Tiffany slid back up, gently caressing and stroking again until they were laying together. She gave Blue time to savor the afterglow before she took Blue's hand and guided it to her wet pussy. "Ready for your turn?"
Blue shuddered as she felt the wet soft folds of the other slave's dripping slit. The testament to Tiffany's arousal stoked her flames as well. Nothing made a slave hotter than arousing someone else, even another slave. A part of her was lost in the feeling though, as if she'd never before touched another woman like this, never explored another pussy. She took her time, feeling the differences, and all the while enjoying the squeaks and moans the other girl made every time Blue stroked a sensitive spot.
Watching the busty little woman writhing in pleasure sent a strange thrill through Blue. Since her transformation, Blue had exclusively been used by men, taken, ridden, ravished. Just the slightest thought of those times being taken by Havat or Grendel were enough to make her pussy quiver with hunger. Then she'd been purely submissive, driven by the passions of the man using her. Now, it was so different, almost as if she were equal here, or possibly, somehow could take the lead. The notion was almost alien to her, and yet, the possibility was arousing.
"How about you try a taste?" Tiffany asked as she spread her thighs wide. Blue nodded and slid down, until she was looking between the other slave's legs. Her pussy was as well sculpted as any slave, with her plump nether lips hiding her softer inner lips. They were so cute, and only the shimmer of dampness along her slit gave any hint that she was aroused. The most interesting thing was the smell. The fragrance was sweet and somehow familiar, but Blue couldn't quite place it.
She felt strange looking down at another woman's pussy like this. In a way it was no different than serving a man, but a part of her felt conflicted just the same. There was so much blocked from her memory, but Blue felt like she hadn't been attracted to women before, and a part of her was still getting used to the idea as she leaned in and slid her tongue along Tiffany's exposed pussy.
"Oh... you wonderful dirty girl..." Tiffany moaned as Blue's tongue dipped between her nether lips. The bubbly girl's scent was now so strong in Blue's nose and the flavor of her pussy dripped from the new slave's tongue. The taste was rich and tangy but the sweetness was unmistakable now. Blue couldn't help but giggle.
"You taste like grape candy!" Blue laughed and then gave the girl another lick, this time longer and more explorational. She traced over those inner folds, tickling inside Tiffany's slit all the way from the entrance to her womanhood to the hood of her clit.
"Mr. Grendel likes the flavor... oh god..." Tiffany gasped as Blue started eating her out with even greater enthusiasm. She remembered being embarrassed about it at first, when she was still a new slave, but now it just meant that it was so much easier to get her lovers to eat her out, and she quickly decided that the price was well worth the reward.
Tiffany squirmed at the assault, enjoying the wicked pleasures of a tongue between her legs. Blue's reluctance melted away and soon she was licking, sucking, and nibbling at the head slave's pussy. Tiffany threw her head back and moaned openly as Blue's programmed skills at cunninlingus blossomed. The new slave knew exactly how to bring maximum pleasure to a woman, and Tiffany enjoyed every wicked moment of it.
Blue knew she could have gotten Tiffany to do just about anything now, as she teased the head slave just short of an orgasm. Yet, all she could focus on was prolonging the moment, extending the pleasure until Tiffany couldn't restrain her need for release. Tiffany was gasping and moaning as she writhed beneath Blue's teasing tongue. The new slave used her hands to stroke her lover's thighs, and gently keep her in place for more.
"Oh... oh god, let me cum... let me cum you wicked little tease..." Tiffany gasped as she ground her hips up at Blue's skilled tongue. It was so hard to be so close, teetering on the edge only to be allowed to fall down a little before being pushed back up. Most slaves were so wanton that every moment was a relentless drive to orgasm. That was an artifact of their programming, an offering to their likely male master who enjoyed watching slaves pleasure themselves to delirium.
Blue was something else, as Tiffany was quickly learning. There was a skill in knowing when not to push your partner to orgasm, when drawing out the pleasure would only increase its power. Blue knew exactly how to do that, on top of knowing exactly how to bring a woman to the height of pleasure, she could hold her there, letting the yearning, the wicked need for release to grow nearly all consuming.
Blue considered the head slave's request, her mind absorbed by her task, relishing the sounds of pleasure her partner made with just the right flick of her tongue. There was an art to giving people what they wanted, and it rarely involved giving them what they asked for. Doubly so when it involved playing with a programmed sex slave.
Tiffany was used to a life of savage, driving pleasures. Whether at the hands of Grendel, his guests, or the other slaves, her encounters we usually a race to cum and then to cum again, and again. Her body had been primed for it, from the sensitivity of her pussy to the way she would almost orgasm just by having her nipples nibbled. Certainly, she had the skills to draw out pleasure, and often used them, but when she was on the receiving end, usually her orgasms flowed freely.
Except now, with this demon cat girl who was so deliciously teasing her, driving her right to the very edge and just as she felt like she was about to go over, the new slave would do just the right thing to edge her back. It was almost as delightful as it was frustrating, she'd never been this close for so long and then left hanging. Tiffany grabbed at the silk sheet beneath her, grinding up at the other slave as she tried to get to the peak, to be consumed by the explosion that felt so close to happening. Her pleading went unheeded, her desires unfulfilled.
Blue continued, enjoying the terrible challenge of keeping a finely tuned sex slave right on the edge of cumming without pushing her over. It was a challenge too, one wrong nibble at the wrong time, one misplaced lick and the orgasm Tiffany was building to would go off too soon. It would still be great, but Blue knew it was like filling a dam, the longer she could build up the tension, the greater the release would be when it finally came.
Normally, that logic wouldn't be lost on Tiffany, she'd actually done it many times on request to her partners, but this was not a normal moment for her. It wasn't just the denied orgasm, it was just how close Blue was getting her to cumming without pushing her over. It was hard to think of anything else, and yet, there was nothing she could do to push herself over. A sliver of her program prevented her from just doing it herself, that need as a slave to accept what was being done to her, even if it was another slave doing it.
"Oh... oh god, please... let me cum... let me cum..." Tiffany writhed, her whole body wracked by the unreleased pressure. Her thoughts were cracking. Her focus was only on the intense, taunting pleasure coming from between her legs, it felt so good, but it promised so much more.
Blue continued sucking on the poor slave's pussy, licking and stroking. While she did, she slowly slid her hands up Tiffany's smooth flanks until her fingers could trace along the bulging edge of the head slave's breasts. Tiffany didn't even notice it, all her energy directed towards that one focal point of her being between her legs. Blue counted on that as she gently cupped the girls heaving breasts. She paused, ready to strike, waiting for just the right air of desperation to be heard from Tiffany's ragged cries.
When she heard it, her tongue slid over Tiffany's slit again, this time driving to her clit and tapping at it. Her hands squeezed firmly on Tiffany's ample chest, Blue's fingers sinking deep into the gasping slave as her release finally came. Tiffany screamed out, her whole body exploding with pleasure. In all her days as a slave she'd been awash in corrupting pleasures many times, but nothing like this. Her whole essence seemed to wash away into a white-hot glow of pure energy.
Blue could hear the cries of pleasure and continued her work, knowing just where and how to stroke and squeeze to draw out Tiffany's orgasm as long as she could. The head slave shuddered helplessly on the bed as her body overflowed with pleasure. There was no thought, just otherworldly release that seemed to never end.
Unfortunately, all things fade and even Blue's skills could only keep reality at bay for so long. The raw desperate flood of pleasure slowly abated, and Tiffany collapsed on the bed, her body used up in a way she'd never imagined possible. She panted, staring up blankly at the ceiling with unseeing eyes as her sense crept back. She noticed that Blue had crawled back up to snuggle against her, the new slave's soft breasts pressed against her and her tail wagging contentedly over Tiffany's thigh.
"That was amazing... you really are something special..." Tiffany finally managed to find her words again. It wasn't just the pleasure though, it was something more surprising to her than that. For the first time since she'd been a slave, possibly even since she'd hit puberty, she was truly, fully, sexually satisfied. That feeling of almost divine contentment was more special than any mind shattering orgasm could be, and she savored it.
Blue felt it too, but in a different way, there was a powerful contentment that came from success. She knew so little of what she'd been, but as a slave, she could find little more satisfying than bringing such pleasure to another. She enjoyed the warmth of just snuggling with Tiffany as well, existing without further demands and just allowed to savor the moment.
Deep inside, Anasia's core watched, interested in everything that had just happened. There were so many routes to knowledge and power, somehow in this moment, she knew she'd found another. If she could use it, somehow...
End Part 4 
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