
        
            
                
            
        

    Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 5 – Submitting to the Director

Farleven
 
Published by Farleven
Copyright 2024 Farleven
 
This story contain adult content or themes and should not be viewed by anyone under the age of 18. All characters found in the following story are 18 or older.
 
More information about Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 5 – Submitting to the Director and other stories by Farleven can be found at:
http://farleven.wordpress.com
 
For the latest information about Farleven's newest releases and exclusive offers delivered straight to your inbox, please signup for Farleven's Newsletter!
 
Farleven is now on SubscribeStar!  Get exclusive early releases, access to my back catalog and a chance to influence my future work all while supporting my efforts!  Come visit me at Farleven's Domain
Table of Contents
Copyright Page
Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 5 – Submitting to the Director 
From the Author
Other Stories by Farleven
License Page
Ravishing the Star Princess - Part 5 – Submitting to the Director
The next few days passed in a blur for Blue. Her evenings were spent in Grendel's embrace. He didn't seem to tire in his enjoyment of her skilled flesh. She found herself eager for his return each night, and the pleasures he stoked inside her as she did her best to enflame his desires. Even for all the resources at his disposal, he seemed to prefer the simple equation of two naked bodies in a silk covered bed. She didn't mind, in fact she doubted that she would react with anything but eagerness for whatever her owner preferred to do.
Her mornings were lazy. Grendel never woke her when he left to attend to his other interests, and he always left her instructions not to end her sleep until she was rested. Even with her enhanced body, she still needed sleep and after an evening of being fully ravished she discovered that eight hours of sleep left her properly rested. When her slumber finally ended each morning, she would proceed to shower and then head over to the lounge and make herself some breakfast. Aside from Tiffany and Hasani, the other girls didn't take any interest in her, so she found herself relaxing casually until Tiffany could make the time for a tryst.
The time she spent with Tiffany was almost unworldly. The intensity of serving Grendel's desires was entirely different from the shared passions of enjoying another slave. Tiffany was certainly more assertive, especially after their first time, but Blue found that comforting in the face of her own meekness. It was hard for her to say which partner she looked forward to more, her owner or the house's head slave. She was exceedingly grateful that she didn't have to choose.
The hardest thing about the whole experience was knowing that it was temporary. From the day Havat had sold her it had been clear that Grendel was simply a middleman. As soon as he could arrange a buyer, she would be packed off and sent to a new home. When she let herself think about that, it was hard to avoid feeling anxious. Even though she had grown used to walking around as a naked slave girl, and eagerly embracing every chance to give pleasure to others, she was still new to this life. She didn't want to give up the comfort she found here, not that she'd have a choice when the time came.
It was about a week after her arrival that the day she'd feared had come. Blue was busy using her tongue to assault Tiffany's wet nether lips as the blond girl moaned with pleasure. She still found the taste surprisingly good. Of course, there was every chance that Tiffany's juices were tailor made with that flavor of grape soda just so that it would be more enjoyable to eat her out. It hardly mattered to the blue haired slave as she sucked and nibbled with her tail wagging contentedly behind her.
"Oh..." Tiffany let out a strange shudder and then pressed a hand to her head. Blue looked up from the head slave's fleshy slit in surprise. Tiffany's eyes seemed to focus on the ceiling for a moment, clearly lost in thought and fully distracted from their love making. She looked down at Blue and gave her a gentle rub behind her ears. To both their surprise, Blue seemed to love having the back of her ears scratched, and Tiffany enjoyed watching the new slave's face melt into a stupid smile.
"We're going to have to pick this up later, Blue. Mr. Grendel wants you to be presentable by the time his guest is finished being screened." Tiffany said. Her tone was far less certain, clearly there could only be one reason for Blue to be cleaned up and primped. The truth was that there might not be another time for the two to spend such time together.
Blue nodded. She realized that Tiffany must have a subdermal communicator and that Grendel's message was likely to mean she was about to meet her next buyer. Her encoding quickly drove any other thought out of her mind, being inspected prior to sale was far too important to allow any interference from a slave's feelings. It was far more complete control of her thoughts than the normal influence she felt when called upon to pleasure her owner. Unlike the variety of options available while stimulating a partner, preparing for sale was far simpler.
Tiffany simply pulled herself off the bed as Blue stood up. The head slave grabbed her costume and the pair walked off to the showers in silence. Blue was too focused on her task to talk, and Tiffany knew that as well as anyone would. She simply allowed herself the chance to appreciate Blue's naked ass wiggling as she walked, with her tail swinging lightly back and forth with each step. There was no way to know if this would be her last chance to enjoy it.
They both showered quickly. Tiffany needed to present Blue, and neither of them needed to be smelling of sex. She was a bit jealous as she watched Blue's cleaned hair virtually primp itself into the perfect styling that the new slave always displayed. Tiffany needed to spend more time arranging her hair and putting on a new costume. Blue simply waited quietly once she finished drying off and completed her own check of her hair, ears, and tail.
It wasn't until every hair was in place that Blue snapped out of the spell that had gripped her. She sat looking into a mirror as she blinked, adjusting to the fact that she could think again. From the moment Tiffany had prompted her to clean up, Blue had been in a fugue state, simply going through the motions necessary to prepare for Grendel's guest. Since waking up a slave she hadn't felt so completely controlled. Certainly, she knew her behavior was heavily influenced by her programming, but it was done more subtly. The slave protocols had simply adjusted her preferences so that pleasing her user and eagerly sharing her sexuality were overriding goals. She still had control over the details of how she acted on those feelings.
"Are you ready?" Tiffany asked as she stretched her top over her breasts and started doing her own hair. Blue watched the head slave primp herself with simple precision that left little doubt that she was well practiced.
"Yeah." Blue replied. She didn't really have words for how she felt. Tiffany probably understood, even if she hadn't been through it, it was clear that Grendel's slaves had a variety of programming and as head slave she would have had to deal with just about everything.
"Well then, we should go greet our guests." Tiffany turned towards the door and the other slave followed her out. They wasted no time in heading for the elevator. Blue knelt on one side while Tiffany knelt on the other. Miki was standing discretely behind a nearby corner, ready to serve the more casual needs of the guest. The other slaves were left in the lounge or their quarters so that they wouldn't interfere with the meeting. Grendel didn't like having too many distractions on offer when he was trying to make a deal.
Blue waited patiently on her knees. She shuddered again at the now familiar rush of heat that was stoked by the possibility of being sold. She marveled at how comfortable the idea felt now, her only real desire being to stroke her pulsing clit and relieve a bit of the tension. Of course, she couldn't do that, and it would only make her more desirable to be clearly in heat when the buyer arrived.
Finally, the doors swung open, and Grendel directed in his guest. The man was tall and thin, with a pair of wire rimmed glasses set over his long almost gaunt face. His lips were thin and held in a forced flat line that made him look even more stern than the slight scowl etched into his eyebrows. His hair was cut short but jelled so that it was pulled up in ragged spikes, a fashion that Blue knew was popular amongst the elite in the core worlds. His suit was a plain dark gray, without pockets or buttons but rather a fold over breast that hid the fasteners holding it in place. The naked slave felt an icy rush roll up her spine as the sight of him seemed to tweak her suppressed memories.
"So, this is the slave you informed me of?" The man's tone was gruff. He had an air of command and authority that Blue felt she recognized. This man was a buyer, but he was merely an agent for the one who would own her. Whoever it was, she guessed that he was too important to take his time buying a slave or possibly in a position where he couldn't be seen to publicly buy slaves.
"Yes, as you can see, she's a fine specimen." Grendel smiled broadly. Any good salesman didn't let a potential buyer affect his mood.
"Indeed, and you can confirm that her existence is not known outside of your supplier and your servants?" The man took his time inspecting Blue from above. He did so completely with his eyes as he took measured steps all the way around her. He didn't so much as bend his neck to look down.
"As I explained in my message, her capture was well masked. I've been able to confirm that her family is not even aware of her disappearance yet, and they won't be able to trace her by the time her loss is discovered. The slaver who acquired her had her converted by an agent I've long known as being reliably discreet and she was cloaked until her arrival here. Only some of my slaves are even aware she is here, and they can be easily adjusted to forget that fact." Grendel answered casually as he motioned for Blue to stand so that the buyer could inspect her further.
"Good." The man took out a small handheld device and held in towards Blue. Its screen filled with live data from Blue. Her genetics were analyzed along with her health and a quick brain scan probed the insides of her head. "Her DNA has been well scrambled, and her general health has been expertly enhanced in addition to the cosmetic adjustments. I do see an anomaly on the brain scan, it seems her subconscious mind is unusually active for an encoded slave. Can you explain?"
"Well, I don't know the specifics, but I do know the slaver who programmed her has a method for preserving parts of a slave's personality and independence while enforcing control protocols. I believe he puts the subconscious mind into a kind of loop so that it can't interact with the conscious mind or interfere with her programming." Grendel did his best to explain. He was a merchant, not a technician. Buyers rarely cared about the specific encoding techniques so long as the end product was enticing. Of course, this was not an ordinary customer.
"Interesting. I will need to have a more detailed analysis done of her encoding before I could finalize any deal." The man adjusted his glasses and put the device back into a concealed pocket. "Otherwise, I can see that she is as specified, a prime modification and I have confirmed your references and the fact that her existence and modified state has been satisfactorily concealed."
"Thank you, of course you are free to run any kind of scan you would like. Is there any equipment I can provide to help?" Grendel nodded. He understood the needs of his buyers well and had several devices available that were widely used to test the quality and particulars of a slave before a sale.
"No, I have my own devices." The other man pulled out a small wire mesh that snapped into a hat like shape with a quick flip of his wrist. He placed it on Blue's head and gently tapped on a small hub near the top of her head, directly between her twitching ears.
Blue gasped as she felt a sudden rush of thoughts hammer against her mind. It was far too much for her to absorb and it took all of her will to keep standing against the onslaught of imagery and sensations. The flashes raced by far too quickly for her conscious mind to process, yet somehow it felt like every neuron inside her skull was being traced. Her world simply dissolved into static.
Then just as abruptly, reality snapped back. The man pulled off the mesh, collapsed it and swapped it for the tablet he'd used earlier. As Blue swayed in front of him, he analyzed the results with his unflinching scowl still carved over his eyes.
"I see that large portions of her memory center have been scrambled and that her subconscious is effectively isolated with an impressive self-repairing boundary. If you have a chance to contact your supplier again, please communicate the fact that you have a client that would be interested in rewarding him handsomely to engage his services. You would of course be entitled to a generous finder's fee as well." The man slid the device away again and gave Blue another lingering assessment.
Anasia's core latched on that statement. Her memory had been scrambled? She quickly refocused her scattered thoughts from the scan and considered what she could remember of her life. She didn't feel like anything was missing, from her childhood, school days or even recent events. The answer came easily, her memories must have been encrypted, neurons shuffled in such a way that any normal scan would not be able to decipher them without the key, which her subconscious mind somehow was given access to. Havat's skill was even greater than the buyer imagined.
"I'll be sure to extend your offer the next time I see him. It may not be for a while though. He seemed to have plans that would keep him engaged." Grendel fought to keep his grin from growing too wide. If the buyer was this interested in Havat's skill, then that bode well for making a deal.
"There is no rush." He turned towards Grendel. "Perhaps you would like to take a seat and we can finalize the purchase."
Grendel let his smile grow at that and motioned the stern agent towards the living room. Blue followed after them and stopped in the center of the room as the two men discussed the details of her sale. Unlike her last sale, she didn't feel a rush of subservience and loyalty flow to the buyer. She knew he was just a representative of her new owner, and even as she felt her obedience to Grendel fade it wasn't shifted to anyone else. Certainly, she would follow this man when he left, and follow his orders, but it was only so that he could lead her to her new owner so that her mind could imprint upon the one truly buying her.
It didn't take long for the pair to finalize a deal and Miki dutifully brought out the paperwork so that the sale could be completed. Blue was glad for the mental shifts that her encoding made. Already any melancholy she felt about leaving this temporary home and the friends she had made had faded to a mere echo. Without a doubt she had enjoyed her time, both in service to Grendel and in Tiffany's more consensual embrace but that was the past, and slaves couldn't be allowed to linger on the past. When it came time to leave, she wouldn't even need to collect her things as she didn't have so much as a single adornment or piece of clothing. That very notion felt odd, almost depressing for a moment before her encoding reacted to smooth out her reactions enforce the eagerness to meet her new owner that she was supposed to feel.
"Thank you for your business. Is there anything else I can do for you before your departure? My girls are very skilled and I'm happy to offer their services as complementary after a purchase." Grendel smiled as he noted that the credits had been deposited in his account. He'd managed to get a better price than he expected, and that always put him in a good mood.
"No, my private transport is waiting for me. Thank you for informing us of this opportunity." The man spoke as he stood. He gave a stern look to Blue that she instantly interpreted as a command to follow. He strode towards the elevator without giving a glance to any of the slave girls lined up along the walk.
Blue strutted after him, proud at having been sold. She nodded gently to Tiffany and Hasani as she walked past. She would miss them, if not the other girls. Still, a slave's duty was to her owner and her conditioning was already melting away any sadness at losing her new friends. She'd grown accustomed to these adjustments and given the fact that they usually resulted in her feeling better about her new life, she had stopped letting herself feel strange by the effect.
She stepped into the elevator after him and gave one last subdued wave to everyone as the doors slid closed. She didn't even know the name of the man who now essentially controlled her. He stood silently beside her as she turned her eyes up to study him. She felt a shiver up her spine at his cold demeanor.
"Acquisition confirmed. Prepare for immediate departure." The man spoke, clearly sending instructions to his transport as the elevator rose. Most tall buildings had landing platforms for small craft on their top levels. No doubt his ship had been parked here.
The doors slid open and Blue was able to see the hanger bay in front of her. Normally, she would have expected rows of personal vehicles, but today it was empty save for one sleek ship. It had the smooth lines of an air vehicle, but the large bulging pods of a faster than light drive system. It was a clean white that showed it was perfectly maintained, not a hint of corrosion or debris marred its sparkling surface. Clearly, the owner was an important or powerful person.
Then her eyes caught it and the surprise managed to even stop her measured walk behind the buyer. On the tail of the craft was the crest of the Director of the Galactic Council. The shock of it drove all the way to her core and she felt a wave a pure emotion for the first time since her encoding. The feeling subsided quickly, and the shell personality shook her head slightly to clear the confusion, certainly being own by someone associated with the Director, or even the Director himself would leave her in the lap of luxury as only those at the heart of power could maintain.
Anasia's core was more circumspect. She wondered if this wasn't Havat's plan all along. From the glimpses of conversation, she'd heard during both of her sales, it seems like there was a known request for Rioleth mods from some well-placed buyer. Perhaps the details had been masked, but Havat could have heard about it through his contacts. So here she was being delivered into the heart of the Director's office, possibly into his bed. She considered her options, at the moment she was merely a possession, her shell personality was slavishly loyal to whoever her owner was, and her core was merely an observer. Yet, the sight of that crest had breached that barrier, stopping her shell, and allowing the core to really feel something again. Perhaps there would be a way to breach the barrier and regain full control, but to do what?
The Director had conquered her world, captured, and probably killed her family. His persecution had forced her into hiding as a fully transformed slave. He was nearly complete in taking out all opposition to his rule of the Galactic Council. Anasia's core rolled all that over in her mind. Being in his midst certainly left her with a lot of possibilities, for now it was best to just watch and learn. Revenge could take time, but she didn't need to rush into it either. So long as they didn't suspect who she was, she'd have her chance.
Anasia's shell was busy enjoying the softness of the ships seats as she settled in while her core was engaged in considering her possible options. As a slave with potentially unrestricted access to the director, it was hard to deny the opportunities now opening before her. For now, there was nothing she could do but enjoy the ride, but she would be ready when her chance came.
***
The flight was uneventful, almost painfully so to the neglected pleasure slave. The buyer never spoke to her once, he barely even seemed to recognize her existence save for a few stern nods in the directions of a food dispenser and lavatory. He spent his time working on a small tablet or sleeping in the personal quarters in the back of the ship. That left Anasia languishing on the soft cushions of her seat. Without direction, she couldn't seek out any diversion beyond looking around the austere interior of the passenger cabin. After days of nearly constant, wanton sex, she soon found herself simmering in her own juices.
She realized that the wait state she'd been able to enjoy when she first came to Grendel's harem had been an activated mode and not something she could turn on by her own will. That made the waiting all the harder to bare. It would have been so much better if she could just enter that dreamy fuzzy mind state and let the trip go by in a blur. Unfortunately, it wasn't that easy.
Her pussy ached, her breasts throbbed to be squeezed, and her tongue longed for the tastes of feminine juices and male seed. She'd been unable to have more than fitful cat naps between waves of arousal would wake her again. This went on for what seemed like days as they traveled. By the time the ship arrived Anasia had to use all of her will to keep herself composed. As the buyer prepared to leave, she did everything she could to entice him again. She posed herself seductively and experimented with every combination of alluring sounds she could make quietly as she gazed at him wantonly. He paid no heed to any of her actions, and when he was finally ready, he made a curt motion towards the hatch.
Anasia followed, unable to think about much beyond the needs of her seething flesh. Her few free thoughts were focused on the fact that her new owner must surely be interested in ravishing her flesh as fully as she craved. It wasn't an abstract question, rather a force of desperate necessity inside her. If her new owner didn't use her or allow her to satisfy her needs soon, she knew she would lose what was left of her mind.
She was so focused on her own percolating desires that she didn't even notice the man approaching from the side of the hanger platform. He was alone, a short thin man with a shimmering bald head and audaciously flowing robe that sparkled a variety of colors as it flowed with each step.
"Oh, my word!" He exclaimed when he stopped beside the buyer. "Harmut, I've told you before that you must allow the slaves to pleasure themselves while in transit even if you don't want to partake. This poor dear looks like she's about to lose her mind, and after all the trouble we had finding her."
The buyer simply huffed, waved his hand at the slave dismissively and then briskly walked away. The small man rolled his eyes and then turned to Blue. His brow furrowed with worry as he gave a distinctly cursory inspection of the new slave and then took her hand.
"I'm sorry you've been neglected for so long. I will see that your immediate needs are addressed right away." He took her hand and then pulled her towards a door. Just the sensation of his fingers wrapping around hers was enough to snap her back to reality for a moment. The fire inside her was still blazing, but the prospect of being used soon was enough to allow her to pay greater attention to the world around her.
"I am Geof. I am in charge of the Director's residence and his servants, which now include you. I do want to apologize for Harmut ever since his last upgrade he seems to have lost all his interpersonal skills and sex drive. I can't imagine any promotion being worth that, but he is still an excellent judge of slave flesh." Geof explained as Blue followed him down an ornately decorated corridor. The walls were lined with priceless artifacts from across human controlled space. There could be no doubt that she really was in the home of the Director of the Council. If her body weren't overwhelmed with lustful thoughts, she could have spent hours admiring the works of art in just this one hallway.
Geof took her down two more corridors and through several doors before finally stopping in a small bedchamber. Blue immediately realized that this must be her new quarters. The room was more than adequate, with a full bed, small computer terminal, lavatory and autochef. It lacked the artistic decor of the rest of the residence but was still aesthetically pleasing.
"I hope you understand that as the keeper of his harem, I am not allowed to personally enjoy any of the Director's slaves. You will find a variety of amusements in the drawer beside the bed, and you may request any others that you desire. While you are in your room, you are free to pleasure yourself as much as you like, and are free to orgasm, so long as you are always prepared to serve the desires of the Director at a moment's notice." Geof pointed towards a small chest of drawers beside the bed. "I will return after you've had a chance to relieve yourself and I will finish your orientation. Please enjoy yourself, the Director will not return to the residence until evening, so don't feel rushed."
With that Geof stepped back and walked out of the room. Blue stood there for a moment, trying to pull her thoughts together, she was just too horny to think straight. Her managed to pull together enough to remember what he had said about the toys and quickly pulled open the chest. The mix of toys ran from the mundane and obvious to those that Blue couldn't recognize by sight and was far to distracted to be able to pull out of her programmed memory.
She didn't debate her choice for long, in fact, she basically reached in and grabbed the first roughly cock shaped thing she could get her hands on, flopped onto the bed, spread her legs and sank it in as deep as she could. Blue cried out in pleasure, but it was only the start. She'd gotten worked up into such a state that despite being wildly overcharged, she wasn't near to an orgasm. It was a strange condition, one that she wasn't sure could happen to anyone who wasn't a programmed slave.
So, she began servicing the needs of her seething flesh. She started by working up a steady, deliberate rhythm with her dildo, working out some of the tension while relaxing the part of her that had been holding back her orgasm. Geof's orders had unlocked part of it, but she needed to do the rest herself to keep her coming release from damaging her. While one hand managed the dildo, the other grabbed and squeezed her breast and sometimes slid down to rub her clit.
It was a desperate, wanton dance of sensations, working herself up and relaxing herself at the same time. She cried and moaned and whimpered as she felt it all coming together. Finally, the barrier insider her was collapsing and her needs were lining up with her wants. She stroked a bit more, rubbing the dildo deeply, pinching her nipple as she moaned. It was just right, perfectly right and she felt a timid orgasm shudder through her. The feeling made her toes curl, but she new it was still just the beginning, not an end.
She kept up the work, coaxing more and more from her flesh. Each time she came it hit her harder, flooding her with wicked, desperate pleasures. The pent-up energy was being used up, however and orgasm by orgasm, Blue worked it out until she was a whimpering puddle of juices and quivering bare flesh. Finally, she was spent, every last bit of her reserves gone, her needs met, and her body collapsed on the bed. There was nothing more she could manage now, and so she fell into a deep, desperately needed sleep.
***
She awoke later to the sound of chimes from her door. Blue thought about trying to compose herself, but the chime was more insistent. She pulled herself up and waved for the door to open.
Geof popped inside, still glittering in his color shifting robe. He took a look at her, quickly noting her state. "I hope you're well rested, you have just enough time to prepare for the Director's return."
"Yes, sir," Blue nodded and followed him. As before, getting prepared was an easy matter, apparently, the Direct was happy to meet her just as she already was, no need for extra adornment which meant all she needed to do was shower and dry. There was one exception to that.
"You will need to wear this. All the Director's toys are collared. Now be careful! It is equipped with several security features to make sure you behave should your programming prove lacking." Geof held out the slim silver and gold band gingerly as Anasia lifted her chin. He placed it around her neck, and she could hear the slight click as it sealed shut.
The feeling of the Director's collar around her neck filled her with an unexpected flurry of emotions. Her first programmed response was one of joy, there was little that could make a slave happier than receiving anything from her owner, and this collar was certainly something, not just a security device but well crafted as a fine piece of jewelry. Normally, that would be the end of it, but something uncomfortable seemed to be bubbling up inside her, a seething distaste for wearing a symbol of the Director's ownership over her. It was hard for her shell personality to understand, but the feeling only faded slowly as she took deep breaths and let her programmed response win her over.
Anasia's core was nauseous as well, knowing full well what that collar was and what it meant. The depth of her true feeling was shaking her barrier, threating to break the wall between her true self and the shell that protected her. She struggled for control over the feeling, knowing that she had to contain herself and return to the detached safety she'd enjoyed before. It wasn't time to come out yet, as hard as that truth was she knew she had to wait longer and endure what was sure to come next.
Blue swayed for a few moments as the internal dissension faded. The slave wasn't sure what was triggering such turbulence within her, but as it faded her programming reasserted its power over her. The feeling of the collar around her neck sparked that right kind of lustful appreciation. Soon, she'd be able to show her new owner just how deep that went.
Geof looked her over again, smiling at his appraisal. Grendel hadn't been deceiving him when he said that this slave was something special. It wasn't just the body mod, though that was a thing of refine beauty. It was the way she held herself, a grace that even programming could rarely instill. She had a submissive confidence that defied her position but made her clear enslavement all the more enticing. He had no doubt that the Director wouldn't notice these details, at least consciously. As loyal a servant as he was Geof knew the Director was a decadent glutton without a true taste for refinement. He wanted to own or control the best of everything, but mostly as a statement of his raw power. The qualities of the priceless art that adorned his residence were lost on him, aside from the envy that burned in his guests eyes when they saw his collection.
The new slave was no different. He wanted a Rioleth slave more than anything, despite the danger of sparking another war. This slave was the next best thing, for a normal civilian owning such a prize was a dangerous venture. The Rioleth took offense to body modding in general, but double so when it resulted in a creature that evoked their visage. They had sent agents before to deal with such affronts, and as far as Geof knew, none of the offenders had survived. Still, going after the Director of the Galactic Council was another matter entirely, even an attempt would guarantee a war, and despite the fact that they were formidable enemies, another war would be very costly to both sides.
For now, Geof hoped to keep the new slave under wraps and away from guests for as long as he could. The staff were mostly slaves, and even those like himself were implanted with controls that the Director could use to assure their loyalty. So long as guests did not see her, there was little chance of her existence becoming known, the trouble was the Director's general desire to show off his collection, and the more valuable the item the greater his need to display it.
None of that kept Geof from turning and leading the new slave towards the grand hall. The Director still went by the formal title of the Council, nominally a democratically elected position. The grand hall put that lie to the fullest test. Anyone entering it would no doubt come away with the impression that the Director was an Emperor, in fact if not in title. The grandeur alone summoned that impression, but the array of servants of other members of the entourage gave the full impression of an emperor holding court. All of them were firmly under his thumb of course, which made it all the easier for what was to come next.
Blue followed the little man through the twists and turns of the back halls of the residence before popping out of a side door right in front of the main gates to the grand hall. Even here in the entryway, she was awash in the power of her new owner. In the modern era there was simply no equivalent with what the Director had built here, even for those who had ruled in earlier eras with an iron fist they knew the value of presenting a humble image to the masses and even to the elites. Even when you were the supreme power, it was dangerous to rub everyone's noses in it. In an expanse as large as that controlled by the council, a lot of good will was required to keep things in check and to stave off open rebellion.
Blue stood at the entry way to the hall, standing just behind Geof, naked aside from the thin metal collar of her new owner. Geof paused as he was announced, and he bowed solemnly towards the Director seated at the other end of the hall. Blue did as well, her programming brimming with all the right rituals for most formal situations. Then Geof started walking towards the Director and she followed.
She felt a mix of new emotions as she passed the various members of his court. She'd never been so publicly displayed before, her earlier forays had all been in disguising robes, but now her full form was on view for everyone. The exposure was oddly thrilling with so many eyes looking her over. They could all see her every curve and that excited her in the strangest way. That conflicted with her nerves over meeting her new owner, however. Her mind had calmed some, whatever stranger issues had troubled her before were replaced with he worries of a slave. Owners were a fickle thing, while she desired nothing more than to please him, there was no knowing if he would allow her to join in that pleasure. Many owners were cruel and for one so powerful as the Director, it was a considerable worry for her.
As they passed, she could hear the murmurs of surprise and shock. It didn't take long for her to make out enough to know what the issue was. Presenting a slave in open court was bold enough, but a Rioleth mod slave was a bombshell. While Blue kept looking straight ahead, she could see that there were actual councilors here and other dignitaries. In a moment she learned several things. This was a display of the Director's power, that he was not afraid of anyone, even the Rioleth. Her acquisition had been a power play, not just an indulgence of a decadent dictator.
By the time she reached the Director's chair, she'd come to terms with all of this new information but was not ready for what she saw next. The Director was seated in his chair, and it could easily have passed for a throne from one of the more modern royal houses. It was stylish and regal, but the smooth flowing carving and hovering, illuminated jewels were not a callback to antiquity as many royals preferred. The chair, and the sharp form of the director were not what drew Blue's attention.
It was slave girl standing attentively to his right that almost caused Blue to gasp. Somehow, the slave suppressed the display of shock, but that didn't diminish the feeling. Blue felt the oddest feeling of looking in the mirror as she stared at the young woman, though the other slave looked nothing like Blue did now. Her appearance stirred a memory in Blue, but one that she couldn't fully summon. She realized it was probably blocked by her programming and worked to control herself.
Her core, however, was well aware of just what she was seeing, and despite being somewhat prepared for it, seeing it was a different thing entirely. The slave in front of her was an almost perfect copy of the woman she had been before being transformed into a Rioleth mod. Anasia knew it was the soldier she had met just before escaping her world. The solider had been transformed into a copy of the old princess, and after being captured, the Director had converted her into a slave.
The slave girl was nearly naked, save for white stockings that went up to the top of her thighs and white gloves that went all the way up her arms. She'd been rendered hairless below her neck and her breasts had been expanded until they were round and doll like, without the normal droop of normal breasts. Her nipples were pierced with golden rings and a chain ran from them to the thick collar around her neck. Her hair cascaded around her, falling almost to her bare ass. All of that came together to form the perfect image of a slave toy, another display of power for the Director, showing what could happen to those who rebelled against him, as everyone in the room knew exactly who this naked slave was.
The true horror of it, however, was not in the body modifications or the helpless nudity, it was the eyes. Most slaves were drones, their minds suppressed fully by deep encoding. Their eyes were as hollow as their minds had been made. This slave's eyes told a different story. They were wild, as if a barely restrained mix of rage and humiliation were playing out inside her head. Anasia knew it could be done, to program a slave with just the lightest guard rails of obedience but leave the rest of the mind intact. That had been the Director's intent here, to make his enemy's daughter a prisoner of her own body.
What made it all the worse was the slave standing on the other side of the Director. While the decoy princess stood enslaved on one side, her father stood on the other. His previously strong and virile body had been transformed. Now he stood, in only a loincloth, his body gaunt. He wore a thick leather collar that was chained to the floor. He stood there at attention, waiting for the Director's next command. His eyes were wild as well, but different. Anasia could see not just the anger, but the sad depths of despair in them.
Anasia fought to keep her control, to not let any of the feelings racing through her bleed through to the surface again. She needed her shell to stay intact. The enforced emotional coldness of her core struggled with that. She hated to think of what had been done to the girl, and her father. Aside from the normal depravities, the Director clearly was a cruel man.
"Ah, Geof, I see my latest prize has arrived." The Director smiled as he looked down at his new slave and her keeper. For all his power and position, the Director looked every bit a normal man. He held that appearance of endless middle age that modern medicine could extend for centuries. His height was average, his dark hair cut just long enough to hang down but was otherwise unstyled. He wore a well-tailored suit that wouldn't have stood out in any elite setting. His build was trim, but not muscular. He sported an unshaved look that was several weeks short of being a beard. In the end, he looked almost painfully average.
Again, the only thing that really stood out about the director was his eyes. They were dark and cutting. To look into them was to see a predator that was driven and dangerous. There was no mercy for his prey, and his joy clearly came from conquest. Blue shuddered as he glanced at her, their eyes meeting for a moment before he finished examining her naked form.
"Yes, Director." Geof bowed.
"And such a fine specimen as well." His grin grew wide and sinister. "It is a pity that the affairs of state will keep me busy at the moment. Ana, take her to my chambers and prepare her. We will enjoy her tonight at our leisure."
"Yes, Master," The slave girl that was a copy of the princess bowed. Anasia's core winced a bit inside. She'd always hated being called Ana, and even if it wasn't directed at her, it still stung. No doubt the Director had chosen to call her duplicate that as a means of further degradation and dominance.
"I look forward to breaking you in my new pet, be ready." The Director leaned over to tell her as Blue walked past him.
"Yes, Master, I will." The shell replied and smiled back at him. That was easy enough for a slave like her to do. It was at the very core of her programming, and she found a new, somehow eager skip to her step as she followed after Ana. They quickly slipped out a back door of the hall, and soon were back in the halls of the residence.
"Do you have a name?" Ana asked once they were fare enough away not to disturb anyone but the house staff.
"Uh, no... the slaves of my last owner called me Blue, but no one has given me a name." Blue answered as they walked. It still felt a little odd not having a real name, but it didn't really bother he either. It seemed something natural for a slave to go for a time without a name.
"Blue. Well, it fits." The other slave gave a somewhat hollow laugh. "I'm Ana, at least that's what Master has named me. I had another name, but Master doesn't let me remember it."
"I'm sorry, but you don't sound very happy about that." Blue reached out to stroke the other slave's arm. She'd been programmed to find meaning in her enslavement, as had most of the slaves she'd met so far.
"Should I be?" Ana growled back a bit. "I was a princess. My father was leading the fight against Master until we were defeated and captured. Now he's turned me into a toy that serves his every whim. I'm an example to anyone who might think about resisting Master."
"I see, that must be so hard." Blue nodded. It was a hard notion to get her head around entirely. At the core of her programming was the notion to have a reverence for her owner, no matter how depraved or cruel he might be. Her mind circled around the idea, but it was hard to reconcile. Her programming smoothed it out though, not allowing the conflict to continue.
"Yeah, well, I'm getting used to it. It's hard not to think about escape though or finding some way to get back at him for all he's done. That's all part of his game though, making me tell him about my latest plans for revenge or escape as he uses me. Master loves gloating over his conquests." Ana led them into a bed chamber.
To Blue's surprise, it was neither ornate nor palatial. It was simply a large room with an assortment of comfortable furniture well shaped for all manners of debauchery. A large bed dominated the room, covered in shimmering silk sheets. The temperature was set perfectly for going about in the nude, and Blue had no doubt she could make good use of the space with her owner.
"This is Master's preferred room for enjoying his toys." Ana gave a half-hearted wave around the room. "We will wait here until Master is ready for us. He prefers for his slaves to be kneeling inside the door, and wet with need for him when he arrives."
Ana turned around and moved into position. Blue followed suit, right beside her. She felt strange talking to this clearly unenthused fellow slave. It wasn't just the conversation though, it was the flittering familiarity. It was like she knew her, and it filled her with an odd depression. She managed to hold the feeling at bay with the notion that she would soon be used. That thought always made her happier.
Ana didn't say anything more and Blue chose to let her wait in silence. That she needed to be wet for his arrival was not issue. Blue was dripping almost as soon as her knees touched the floor, and from the scent in the air, she could tell that Ana was as well. Even if she wasn't the most willing slave, Ana was clearly as driven to obey as Blue was.
That she'd been ordered to wait allowed her to drift into the fugue state again. Time drifted by as she rode a pleasant wave to arousal, lightly dreaming about the pleasures of the flesh she would soon enjoy. All her idle worries were gone, and she could simply exist.
She stayed like that until she noticed Ana suddenly snapping to attention. That broke the spell and Blue did so as well. A few moments later the door swung open and the Director stepped inside, smiling. He was pulling on a chain, and following behind was the former King Jalies, now weak, frail and subjugated. He took a moment to chain his captive to the wall near the entrance and then turned to the two bare slaves before him.
"There is nothing quite like enjoying a proper bit of relaxation and a new toy at the end of a hard day, wouldn't you say, Ana?" The Director asked as he casually disrobed in front of them. Ana kept her eyes towards her Master's feet, while Blue looked up at him in eager subservience. His unassuming clothes hid a surprisingly unassuming body. The Director was toned, but in no way was he the epitome of masculinity. Naturally, Blue did not care, that he was her owner was all that was needed for her to lust after him desperately.
"No, Master." Ana replied, her eyes never leaving his feet.
"And you my new pet, are you ready to play?" He reached down and slid his hand gently under Blue's chin, holding her gaze to his. Blue shuddered from his touch, and her already dripping pussy quivered. Her owner was touching her! She hadn't gone so long without the touch of her owner, and it was enough to make her almost delirious with need.
"Yes, Master!" Blue gave him a slight but eager nod so as not to disrupt his hand.
He laughed and pressed his thumb more firmly under her chin and pressed up. Eagerly, she followed his lead until she was standing before him. He wasn't a tall man, but tall enough that she still needed to look up at him. His cock was jutting out at her, nearly touching her soft stomach, but he held her just far enough away that only his hand caressed her.
"And so eager." He smiled taking time again to survey his newest catch. She was everything he could have hoped for in a Rioleth mod. From her cute blue ears, billowing mane of hair to the seductive sway of her fluffy tail. He was not the kind of man to deny himself. "On the bed, pet, present yourself."
Blue slid back gracefully, extending her neck just a bit so that she could let his touch linger on her chin. Then she clambered onto the bed, her mind racing, trying to guess at his desires. He was not the type to make love to his slaves. He wished to conquer them, to use them as toys. She knew as well that she was not just a slave to him, but the representative of an enemy, a people he wished he could subdue. There was a symbolism to his desires, one she should try to exploit when not otherwise given specifics.
In the brief moments available, she made her choice and knelt onto the bed, thrusting her ass into the air, and pressing her face into the covers. She was ready to be mounted, to be conquered by her new owner. Her tail wagged eagerly behind her as she dug into the silk sheets, ready to be claimed.
Anasia's core braced itself as well. This intensity of the moment was cracking through to her, threating her detached calm again in a way that it seemed only the Director could. Her father was watching, as was her duplicate, and the man who had caused all of them to be here was smiling as he climbed onto the bed, his raging erection moving ever closer. She had to hold onto her shell, to stay safe within it. There would come a time she could escape it, but she knew it wasn't now. For now, all she could do was endure this indignity.
"So lovely..." He sighed as he slid his hand over her bare ass and then down between her legs. His fingers slid along her dripping slit, teasing her without slipping inside. "And so eager..."
He didn't wait for her to say more. This was his domain, and Blue was his toy now. He simply moved up behind her, guided his cock to her dripping slit and thrust into her. The slave threw her head back and cried out in pleasure as he filled her.
"Oh... oh yes, Master!" Blue moaned as his cock drove deep. There was no greater pleasure than being claimed by her owner, and best of all was her first use. There was simply something too that perfect moment of savagery that could not be denied. A slave conquered and claimed. That it was all due to programming didn't matter, the raw pleasure of it reverberated through her whole body.
The Director howled in triumph. He grabbed at her hips savagely and started thrusting into her. She responded eagerly, shifting her hips to easy his entry and grinding against him as he sank deep. He was in control through, setting the pace and driving her hard. Blue was driven wild as well, enjoying the abuse of his hard thrusts, savoring his dominance of her flesh.
Anasia's core did it's best to shield her true self from the debasement being inflicted upon her body. It was probably the hardest thing she'd ever done, watching herself being used by this evil man. Not just that, watching her body eagerly seek to please him. The edge of emotion threatened her calm, tempting her with anger and frustration. Somehow, she resisted. He may be abusing her flesh, but one day he would pay the price for it. That was what she told herself, what she needed to believe.
Blue was unaware of that inner struggle and could only feel her own desires building towards her peak. Every thrust inside her only drove her wilder and she was soon shuddering on the edge of her first orgasm. The only thing that held it at bay was the word of her owner. He had not given her permission to cum, and so she had to hold back, had to endure the delicious tension.
"You're ready aren't you pet? You want to cum, don't you?" He asked as he pounded into her harder. He was near his release as well, but there was more to this moment, more that he wanted from her than just her flesh.
"Yes, Master, oh please, let me cum..." Blue replied. She didn't know if she should beg, but she needed to beg. It was the pain of having a new owner. She didn't know how he liked to use her. There were so many things to know that she had yet to learn. For now, she simply didn't know if he liked his slaves to beg or endure silently. All she could do was guess and hope that she was right.
"Don't worry, pet. I have a gift for you first." He grabbed her and pounded her harder a few more times before resuming his regular savage pace. Then he reached up and snapped.
A door slid open to the right side of the bed, and he slapped her left thigh hard. "Look, my pet."
Blue lifted her head and turned towards the door. Her eyes went wide as she took in the sight. Geof was holding a chain leash and tugging a man into the room. It took her a moment to focus on him. The man was rough, his clothes torn, and two neural probes had been burrowed into his temples. His eyes were lost as his head swayed, darting from one sight to another, desperate to cling to something.
"I must say, he wasn't an easy man to find, and it took us longer than normal to get through his mental protections, but I can afford to hire the best." The Director grunted as he kept savaging his slave's tight pussy.
Inside, her core screamed at the sight of Havat, broken, his mind cracked. Everything was falling away, her hopes worse than dashed. There was no way to hold herself back, to hold together. Havat was supposed to rescue her, to help trigger their revenge against the Director, but now, he was a broken vessel, and she was a helpless slave.
"And of course, my pet, I am so pleased to finally meet you at last, Princess Anasia." The Director slammed into her once more, driving deep and unloading his cum into her seething womanhood. His slave cried out in orgasm as his seed filled her. Her programmed needs overwhelming the moment.
The sound of ecstasy turned to horror as the shell broke apart inside her mind. Blue felt the walls collapsing, Anasia was overwhelmed by the rush of emotion. It all mixed together, horror and pleasure, subservience and grief.
Oh, god... she'd lost.
Everything... she'd lost everything...
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