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"Is she broken?" Geof asked tentatively as the slave stared blankly off into space as the Director dismounted her.  Her twitching body collapsed on the bed as he let go of her hips.  The harem manager was aghast, not sure what he should do as the new slave seemed to have gone into a fugue state.
The Director smiled and motioned for his other slave to clean his cock.  Ana crawled over, thankful for something to do to mask her own shock.  As strange as it was, licking cum from the Director's cock was better than thinking about what had just happened.  Her mind was reeling.  The Director had just implied that she was not the real princess of Arelia, but rather the twitching cat girl slave on the bed was the real princess.  Ana struggled with that, if she wasn't who she thought she was, then who was she?  
"No, I think not.  The mind crackers expected something like this." The Director patted Ana's head as she sucked on him.  "Somehow, Havat managed to segregate the good princess's mind when he gave her the slave programming, the outside was a standard slave personality, while the real Anasia was left inside, protected and uncorrupted.  Such states are rather unstable, and I suppose he expected to unwrap her sometime later, but of course, we got involved.  The shock of becoming my slave and seeing her rescuer broken simply broke down the shell in her mind.  Now, the two sides are integrating.  Let her rest, and we'll see if she needs any adjustment."
"And this slave?" Geof motioned towards Ana.  
"A stand in for the princess, to make us think that we had captured her.  They probably did a full brain wipe on some volunteer and imprinted her with a copy of the Princess's mind as well as the DNA resequencing and body modification." The Director stroked Ana's hair.  
"Should we worry about her programming?" Geof asked.  With a more fully programmed slave it wouldn't be an issue, there wouldn't be enough of her personality left to care.  Ana was a different case, as she had only been imprinted with obedience guard rails and sexuality enhancements.  Her core personality was still intact, even if it wasn't the original.
"Not for now, I'm curious to see how this affects her." The Director replied.  It was another facet of programming slaves that he enjoyed, testing the limits of control.  How deep did he have to go to dominate someone?  How much effect would one little change have?  To see Ana struggle with the reality of her existence was just another link in that chain.  Not only was she a slave, but she wasn't even who she thought she was.  For the Director, it was a delicious thing to watch.
For now, Ana was simply happy to have something to focus on, though that was a double-edged sword.  As she worked her tongue over the Director's manhood, it was beginning to recover and that could only mean one thing.
"Why don't you take our newly acquired princess back to her room and let her recover.  I believe Ana will be able to entertain me for the rest of the evening." The Director smiled as he pulled her off his growing hardness.  He gently pushed her back, and she fell into position, quickly spreading her legs.  She'd spent enough time as his toy to know how he liked to use her.
"As you wish, sir." Goef quickly stepped in and lifted the real Anasia from the bed.  Despite his small size and somewhat frail appearance, Geof had more than enough strength to easily carry the cat slave out of the room.  He left just in time to hear Ana's cry of pleasure as the Director mounted her, and the sound of passionate humping that followed.
Geof hauled the silent slave to her quarters and settled her into her bed.  He took a moment to pause.  He was bound to the Director, but he had respect for the young woman before him.  She'd fought to the end, and even been willing to risk losing herself to fight back.  Even if it was for naught, he admired the courage it took to try. For now, all he could do was make her comfortable as she recovered.  
***
Anasia woke up some time later.  Her head ached, not in the way of a normal headache, but more like everything within her mind had been tossed and shuffled.  Nothing felt quite right, things were soft what should have been hard, bent where they should be straight, and to make everything worse, she was horny.
"Oh... oh fuck..." Anasia moaned as she slid a hand between her legs.  Her pussy felt so plump, and even more than that, it felt so good so run her finger along her wet slit.  With barely a thought to the matter she started stroking herself in earnest, spreading her legs and bucking with pleasure.  Masturbating never used to feel so good before! Her mind seemed to flood with erotic thoughts, all helping push her quickly towards a desperate, powerful orgasm.
She collapsed again onto the bed, letting the pleasure course through her.  Somehow, it felt so good, and yet it was lacking.  An echo in her mind told her that true pleasure could only come from her master.  A slave's self-pleasure was but a hollow imitation.  Her eyes snapped more fully open at that idle thought, and she sat up.
"Oh, fuck." Anasia gasped, looking down at herself.  Her memories came flooding back at last.  Last night she'd been used by the Director, but more than that, she'd seen Havat broken in front of her.  Her mind swam, realizing that her mind had cracked, she was herself, but inside she could still feel the hallmarks of Havat's programming rattling around her brain.  She was no longer enclosed in a cool core of her mind, no longer protected from her encoding, her emotions, or the pleasures of her transformed flesh.
She despaired.  The Director knew who she was!  Now, she was trapped in his residence, still programmed as a slave, the only man that could have come to save her captured, probably tortured and more in need of rescue than she was.  What was she going to do?
She steadied herself and breathed.  The weight of her new breasts distracted her as she tried to focus.  She laughed at that.  She'd never been exceedingly well endowed.  Her breasts had been large enough to get some attention but nothing like what she had now.  It had never really bothered her, but now she had to admit that she liked her new chest.  
That line of thought only lasted a moment though and she went back to considering her situation.  She was still a programmed slave, but her mind was no longer shackled.  Anasia couldn't quite trace out the lines of control, the collapse of her formerly protected shell had merged the two halves of her mind, but in no predictable fashion.  She could remember being herself and the slave at the same time, it was an odd dichotomy of memories for the last week.  Now, however, she didn't know exactly where the slave ended, and Anasia began.
In a way, she felt far more like herself than she felt like Blue, the name her slave self had adopted.  Still, so much of her programming lurked beneath the surface of her thoughts.  She worried about what could be triggered within her.  What could she be made to do?  There was no way to know, at least not until she was tested.  Until then, she was trapped in this room. Even if the door wasn't locked, she didn't want to risk whatever waited for her out there.
Of course, the room was no protection from the outside, and that fact was made all the more clear when the door slid open and Geof entered. She was surprised to see his face lined with worry as he looked over to her.  Seeing her sitting on the edge of the bed seemed to relieve his mood a good deal.  Anasia wondered if it was simply a matter of self-preservation.  No doubt the Director enjoyed having her as a toy and his harem manager would no doubt suffer if something were to happen to one of his favorite toys.
"How are you feeling?" He asked.  Anasia considered her response.  She realized this was a precarious moment, no one, not even Anasia knew just what had happened inside her mind.  Until she could figure it out, she didn't want to risk having her captors come to any dangerous revelations.  That left her just one choice.
"I am well, sir." She replied meekly, trying her best to remember how Blue had behaved.  Submissive and eager to please.  It wasn't a particularly natural state for Anasia, but it might leave Geof and the Director to underestimate what she'd become.  With her mind as much a mess as it was, she doubted that any brain scan could tell them how much influence her programming still had.  That was enough to give her some room to maneuver.  So long as they saw her as just another mind fucked slave, there was always the chance she could find an opening to exploit.
The real surprise to her was just how clearly she was thinking.  Anasia could remember the break last night, that moment when everything seemed to be lost and she was overwhelmed.  Things were no less bleak now, but the despair that claimed her before was now gone.  As she thought about it, she could feel part of Havat's programming pushing back against the darkness.  The very thing that had kept her inner self calm was still there, weakened, but present.  Now it was keeping her from panicking, letting her rational mind work through the issues in front of her.  She couldn't be sure how strong this effect still was, but she was thankful for it none the less.
"Very good, now, can you tell me your name?" Geof asked.  It was a strange question.  They both knew she hadn't received one yet, not as a slave.  Anasia realized that was part of the test right there, but she didn't know how to respond.  It couldn't hurt to just tell them that she remembered who she was, could it?  They expected her mind to be clearer now, if she didn't show some of that, she'd run the risk of them just running another program on her, one that would certainly lock in their control.
"I... um... I'm..." Anasia faked the struggle of trying to remember and then perked up as if making a discovery.  "I'm Anasia!"
She didn't have to fake that last bit of excitement. It felt good to use her real name again, to actually have a name again.  It had left Blue feeling somewhat uneasy to not have a name, not a real one anyway, and now she had one again.  
"And who are you, Anasia?" Geof watched her carefully.  That was something that Anasia knew she had to get used to, she'd never been a great liar, and her new Rioleth form was very good about transmitting her inner mood through the position of her ears and the way her tail wagged.  She'd have to take care not to give herself away.  For now, it was probably best to keep as close to the truth as possible.
"I am Master's slave." Anasia replied, it had the benefit of being true, even if she knew that probably wasn't what Geof wanted to know.  Oddly enough, she felt a tingle of arousal at saying it.  That was a little disturbing.
"Ah yes." Geof considered his words more carefully.  "And do you remember who you were before you became a slave?" 
"I was the first Princess of Arelia." She replied coolly.  "I was a rebel fighting again my Master."
Geof nodded.  He was no doubt looking to see if any of that rebellion had crept through after her mental reconfiguration.  She did her best not to show him that.  If they thought she was still a rebel, still clinging to those hopes of fighting back, there was no telling what they'd do to her.
"And now, what do you want?" Geof asked. 
"I... I want to serve Master, and please him in any way he desires." Anasia felt her heart flutter at the words, her mind suddenly filling with invocative, lustful thoughts.  There was more truth to what she said than she wanted to admit.  Even if she was free to think about rebellion, there was no doubt that a slave's passion still ran deep within her. That worried her.  If she couldn't control it, those very desires could prove her undoing. 
"Wonderful, the Director was hoping you would feel that way.  He has been taking a relaxed morning.  I think he would enjoy having you demonstrate your affection." Geof motioned to her shower.  "After you've prepared yourself, naturally."
Anasia jumped up eagerly and bounced into the shower.  She found herself smiling as she turned on the water.  It took her a moment to catch up with her instincts.  Her first impulse was to obey, especially where her Master was involved.  She traced around that thought, and all the while, her body quivered with increasing desire.  Just the thought of serving him was turning her on.  She knew it should have disturbed her, angered her even, and it didn't matter that she wanted to kill him in the most excruciatingly painful way possible.  All that was true, and yet she still wanted to give him the most amazing orgasms her lithe body could deliver.
It was an interesting example of cognitive dissonance, and she found it oddly fascinating.  The whole thing rested on fractures caused by her programming and the collapse of her internal mental protections.  She was free to hate him, even plot for his painful demise, and yet she'd eagerly act as his eager sex toy all at the same time.  Anasia wasn't sure just how to feel about it, and all the while she knew another fragment of programming was making everything ok, keeping her from freaking out about all of this.  
None of that kept her from washing up as quickly as she could.  Even if she wasn't eager to serve, she had to present the image as such.  Anasia had to admit that her new body made the whole process so much easier.  Her body was no more trouble to clean than ever, but her hair was somehow much easier, despite its greater length and the fact she now had a tail.  Blue hadn't appreciated how much simpler things had been without all those memories of what natural human hair required to maintain.
That was doubly nice when she took a moment to check herself after drying off.  There was no extra time required to prep her hair.  There was no need for brushing or curls or any of the like.  Her hair was just perfect the way it was.  She supposed it might be an issue if her owner decided he wanted a different style, but somehow, she knew even if that happened, it would only be a bit of work once and she'd be able to maintain the new look just as easy as her current look.  It left her with an odd bit of envy for Blue, and other slaves with the same feature.
As soon as she was ready, Anasia left the shower room, fell to her knees, and presented herself to the harem keeper.  Geof smiled.  She didn't know how much he enjoyed his role, but if he did like women, it could be as much a curse as a blessing.  The whole issue of being able to look but not touch was an important key to such a position.  She wasn't about to ask him, however.  It was one thing to discuss such things with other slaves but speaking to a superior of such things would have been quite impertinent for a slave.
"Perfect." Geof turned and motioned for her to follow.  She did so but found it much harder to keep from being distracted as she walked down the halls of the Director's residence.  Blue had known the art here was special, but her mind was so focused on service that she hadn't given any of it more than a casual glance.  Anasia was classically educated, and she recognized many of the works.  It was hard to be content with just a passing look at the work of so many great master artists.  However, she could not dally either, she had to show that her first duty was to the Director.
Every step closer to his room was starting to fill Anasia with a growing burst of emotions.  First her desires were growing, the needs of a slave to be used were simply too strong to be ignored.  The more she tried not to think about it, the more the heat grew inside her.  At the same time, the thought of what he'd done to her father, and the woman who had stepped up to be her decoy made Anasia seethe with a fervor that almost matched the desperate lust about to boil over within her.  By the time they'd reached his door, she truly didn't know if she'd attempt to strangle him or fuck him.
When the door slid open, the question was answered simply enough.  Just the sight of him leisurely plowing into her duplicate made her knees buckle.  Anasia knelt and spread her legs wide in the classic slave pose.  It took an actual effort not to just climb onto the bed and start licking at his body.  Her anger faded, not gone but coopted by her lust so that she could use that extra vigor to make her service to him that much more memorable.
"I see you've returned, Princess, are you ready for more?" He asked as he stroked into Ana, drawing out ragged sighs of lustful need from the poor slave.  His pace was casual, nothing near enough to sate the lust that must have boiled inside her.  If anything, it was worse than not fucking her, as the tempered thrusts only left a slave aching for more.
"Yes, Master..." Anasia nodded vigorously.  Her pussy quivered at the admission.  She really did want it, needed it.  Calling this man Master only fueled the fire building up inside her.  It was insidious and there was simply nothing she could do to control herself.  It was action removed from conscious thought.  She knew it was her programming even as her aching needs threatened to wash away her ability to think.  She knew Blue had felt this from the beginning, but now the full depths of a slave's desires were washing over her.
The Director laughed, looking down at the helpless slave girl waiting anxiously for his next command. He could see the need sparkling in her eyes.  Whatever was left of the princess's mind was overwhelmed by her programming.  He could hardly have been more satisfied.  
"Tell, me Anasia, what do you want from me?" He taunted as he made a show of riding Ana.  Her quivering body shaking with pent up need.  Anasia could see the long stroke of his cock sinking into the other slave and felt a terrible wave of envy.  How could anyone want something so much?
"I want you to use me, Master. Ravish me as your toy, fuck me as your helpless slave." Anasia rambled, desperate for just that.  It was horrible, and yet it was all she wanted in this moment.  The needs of her programmed flesh were overwhelming.  
"Very well, I will consider it once I have finished with this slave.  However, you may help me if you wish." The Director suggested.  The wickedness of it burned into her.  To help him make use of another slave, another victim of his power.  She wanted to say no, but as soon as the offer was made, she couldn't stop herself from crawling onto the bed.
Before becoming a slave, her dalliances with other women had been brief and mostly as a means of teasing the men nearby.  Blue had her time in Grendel's harem, and Anasia remembered all of it.  There had been no shame or reluctance in Blue then, but Anasia was more than the programmed shell.  None of that mattered now, though, any reluctance was overridden by his prompting.  
Anasia slid onto the bed, gliding under Ana, until her head was under the other slave's crotch.  She could look up at the Director's hardness as it slid in and out of Ana's hairless pussy.  Anasia watched in awe for a moment, drawn in by the savage animalism of it, and the scent of their combined arousal hanging heavily around her.  She knew what to do, just how to pleasure a woman was all still stuffed inside her jumbled brain.  
Anasia began licking at Ana's clit and she knew she was hitting the mark when the other girl squealed at the unexpected pleasure.  Anasia's hands sought out Ana's breasts and began to stroke and squeeze them.  They were large and soft, and she enjoyed molding them in her hand.  All the while, she savored the flavor of Ana's pussy mixed with the Director's musk.  It was almost enough for Anasia to lose herself in the moment, if not for the wild cries of lust that Ana began to make. 
"That's it, Ana, you're just a slave, another toy of mine.  You were just a poor imitation of a princess, and now this is all you are.  Cum for me, slave, show me what you are good for now." He grunted his thrusts increasing almost in time with her moans.  Anasia continued her work, helping push the poor girl to the brink and then finally over.
"Oh.. yes... Master... I'm cumming!  I am a slave!  I'm your slave, Master! Oh god... OH GOD!" Ana cried out, her hips bucking wildly as her orgasm hit her.  The long warm up had driven her nearly to the edge and to have Anasia licking and squeezing her was just too much to contain.  
The Director laughed, as he pulled out of the girl and pushed her over to the side of the bed, freeing Anasia from below.  He looked down for a moment at the former Princess.  Now she was a lovely cat woman, her mouth dripping with pussy juice and her own nether lips flowing with her juices.  He'd never felt more dominant than in this moment, his enemy reduced to a quivering helpless slave.
"And now, my dear Princess, it's time to properly introduce myself." He grabbed Anasia's legs and pulled her around, a feat made much easier on the silk sheets of his bed.  He spread her legs and without another word he descended upon her, his still wet cock driving between her legs, and he mounted her savagely with one hard thrust.
"Oh, Master!" Anasia cried out as he filled her.  She was in the ultimate position of defeat, spread open and now impaled by her worst enemy.  Yet, her body responded joyously as he sank inside her, his conquest fulfilling a deep-seated need to be claimed and used as only a slave could be.  She could think of nothing beyond the feeling of his cock filling her and his weight pressing her into the bed.
"I must admit, Princess, we almost fell for the ruse.  Your duplicate was very convincing, and I did quite enjoy breaking her in." The Director smiled as he drove into Anasia's writhing flesh, pulling her legs wider as she reached around his chest to pull him closer.  His words echoed deep even as she pushed her hips back to meet his thrusts.  
"But then, we finally tracked down Havat.  He didn't make it easy, but I can afford the best trackers.  Just like I have the best mind crackers.  His defenses were good, but not enough, and surprise, surprise, the little Rioleth mod girl we'd just bought was actually the good Princess Anasia in disguise.  What better place to hide than right under my nose?" He laughed as he ground into her.  She was so lost to the raw pleasure of being used that she couldn't find the words to respond.  Even if she knew what to say if she could have.  
"And now, my dear, little princess, I'm going to enjoy you in every way I can imagine." He grunted and began shooting his load into her.  Anasia arched her back taking him as deeply as she could as a crashing orgasm slammed into her.  The pleasure was so strong it almost hurt, but she simply fell back moaning from the raw power of it.
The rest of the day faded into a blur of rabid passions.  The Director hadn't taken to modifying his body much, but he had made one adjustment.  He had enhanced his vigor to allow him to continue for as long as he wished, and cum as much as he wanted.  His slaves appreciated it almost as much as he did himself as he continued to ravish them until they all collapsed from exhaustion.
***
When Anasia finally recovered, she was sprawled upon his bed, Ana still sleeping deeply.  Anasia shuddered from the memory of what she'd just done.  A strange mix of emotions flowed through her, embarrassment and humiliation to be sure, but almost as strongly was a sense of satisfaction at having sated her master, even if for only a time, and worst of all the aching desire to do it all over again.
As she sat up, she wondered just what there was to do next.  Grendel's harem had been rather lax in its protocols.  She could not imagine that the Director would be so permissive, especially with her.  And yet, here she was, naked and fully abused in his bed, with no one standing over her to give orders.  Even Ana would not be a fully trustworthy source, at least not without some guidance from some authority.
She'd barely stretched when the door slid open and Geof appeared.  This got Anasia's attention.  It wasn't the first time he had appeared just as she awoke.  She suspected her little collar told him when a slave had awoken and thus would need direction. Perhaps this place was better run than she was inclined to give it credit.
"It is time to return to your quarters, clean yourself and then you can enjoy a meal.  It can be ordered from the terminal in your room." Geof motioned Anasia towards the door.  His tone was a bit short, but she imagined he had a whole harem to run, and she was just another slave to him.  
"Yes, sir." She bowed to him and quickly made her way out of the Director's room.  It was a relief to be out of there, away from the smell of sex and Ana.  It was true that Anasia could easily catch the scent of her abuse now as well as feel the cum dripping from her pussy and ass.  The taste of his seed lingered in her mouth as well as that of Ana's sweet pussy.  Anasia did her best to ignore it as she went back to her room.  
There was something more important than the reality that she'd just been fucked so thoroughly.  She was freely roaming the halls of the Director's residence.  She tried her luck wandering far from the direct route back to her quarters.  She surveyed as she went.  Most of it was ordinary enough, or rather, none of it useful.  The art of the walls was a pleasant diver but of no real help to her.  She did manage to spot several open terminals.  She didn't know what she could do with them yet.  For now, she was just trying to get a lay of the land and find out how short her leash actually was.
Finally, her explorations yielded nothing, beyond long empty halls with many closed doors.  If the Director's harem was large, it was also kept separate, and the slaves couldn't easily mingle.  Anasia didn't mind that right now, but she knew there was a risk of creeping loneliness if her only companions were going to be Geof, Ana, and the Director.  Still, there was nothing to do about that now and she returned to her room.  A quick shower later and she was thumbing her way through the menu on her room's terminal.
As she flipped through the screens, she felt a strange twisting in her mind.  There were no proper words for the feeling, but the effect was like opening a book and suddenly she felt her mind flooded with new information.  This time it was about the very terminal she was holding.  Anasia was awash in technical details of the hardware and software to a level of detail that rivaled her knowledge of intimate and sexual acts.  
Another thought occurred to her as the flood of information settled into her mind.  This was a failsafe from Havat, a means by which she could extract herself, or, well, do something.  Somehow, she knew exactly how this device worked, and more than that, how to get into the Director's computer systems using it.  Knowledge hacks like this were highly regulated, that much she knew full well.  There were also dangers that massive knowledge dumps could damage a person's mind, but at this point Anasia figured there wasn't much more that could be done to harm her already well abused brain.
She settled on a choice for dinner, a nice salad, steak, and a pile of junk foods.  One thing she knew for sure was that this body had been crafted with a well-tuned metabolism.  She could very well eat whatever she wanted and would maintain her perfect form.  Any excess in calories or nutrition wouldn't even be digested.  If she ended up deficient somehow, then she'd get cravings to meet those needs, but otherwise, she didn't need to worry about her diet.  It was a twisted perk of being turned into a modded sex slave that she wasn't going to let go to waste.
Anasia savored the food.  As a princess she'd had to be careful about her diet, not that she couldn't have gotten specific mods to deal with poor choices, that was generally looked down upon in royalty.  You weren't supposed to demonstrate your flaws to the public, either by gaining weight or getting medical treatments to avoid that.  She always considered that rather unfair given that almost everyone else indulged with abandon.  Now she was three slices of cake into a near endless train of dessert and enjoying every bite.  
As she tested the limits of her stomach, Anasia considered what to do with the newfound knowledge of computer systems.  It would be an easy thing to escape, but that only got her out the door.  From there she would still be a Rioleth slave mod with limited resources.  She'd probably be able to hack some money, but while the basic hacking was hard to prevent, monitor programs made it hard to get the money without being traced. Given that the Director would be determined to recapture her, doing anything that might draw attention was a bad idea.  Worse yet, without money there was no hope of undoing her current mods, and as a Rioleth slave girl she'd stand out in a crowd.  
Basically, getting out of here was the least of her worries.  The truth was she needed to deal with the Director, and she might be in the perfect position to do so.  She knew she'd have to consider her moves carefully, taking down the Director was going to be hard enough, but he had his weaknesses.  She savored the decadence of a fluffy chocolate dish as she thought about it.
Slowly, a plan came together.  The trick was setting things up so that little could point back to her.  She knew that as much as the Director enjoyed knowing that her mind was mostly intact as he used her like a toy, he wouldn't hesitate to reprogram her if he thought she was a threat.  That meant setting pieces in motion and doing her best to simply let the inevitable happen.  It could take some time, but by moving the right pieces on the board, she could cause an avalanche just by kicking a couple of rocks.
There was a satisfaction that came from plotting her enemy's downfall as she munched on desserts and casually fondled herself.  Anasia considered the irony of lusting for her owner to use her again even as she designed his destruction.  The twisted landscape of her mind was getting to be a dangerous place.  She'd probably have to do something about that, but for now, all she could do was finish up her plans and grab for the box of toys next to her bed.  Nothing could ever be as satisfying as being used by her owner, but she'd make do as best she could.
***
The days that followed were a blur of depravity.  Anasia lost herself in hours of pleasure servicing the Director.  Her programming kept her from feeling much shame for indulging his fantasies or being used so thoroughly by him.  He seemed to enjoy abusing her and putting her in positions that would have humiliated her before her transformation.  Now, it all just made her terribly aroused and she rolled from one orgasm to the next.  
Not all her existence was spent in bed though, a good deal was spent on her knees at his feet in the grand hall.  He offered no explanation for her presence, he didn't tell anyone who she had been.  He seemed to enjoy the simple display of power at having a naked Rioleth slave at his feet as he held court.  Anasia had long since lost any concern for her modesty and simply sat in as seductive a pose as was allowed.
This gave her to opportunity to listen and watch as events unfolded around her.  It was the better part of a week later when she heard the first hints that her plan was working.
"Sir, I have some concerning intelligence to report." Simit Hak was the head of the Director's covert intel department.  Officially, he didn't exist.  As far as Anasia knew, he was instrumental in digging up dirt that the Director had used to blackmail opponents and help him rise to power.  If Hak was worried the Director would give the issue his full attention.
"Yes?" The Director said curtly as he reached down to stoke Anasia's hair.  Her purr could be heard a good distance away.  She relished his touch in a way that still disturbed her, but that didn't stop her from closing her eyes happily and enjoying the feeling of his fingers rubbing across her scalp.
"Yes, well, that rumor has been growing, Sir.  I'm afraid it's only a matter of time before the Rioleth hear of it." Hak warned.  
"And you've been able to do nothing to find out the source?" The Director growled back.  If there was one thing he didn't like was when his top aides told him of their failures.  
"No, sir, it seems to be popping up from multiple sources.  All of our interrogations and mind scans have not found the source, only those who have passed along the rumor.  We haven't even been able to trace all of them.  That is why I think we should deal with this preemptively." Hak replied.
"You still think the Rioleth will believe that I captured one of their citizens and modified it to be just human enough to not violate the treaty?" The Director dug in his fingers a bit harshly.  Anasia savored the abuse in the twisted way that a programmed slave would.  It didn't hurt that she knew exactly who had started that rumor.
"Frankly, yes, sir.  They are well aware of your preferences. They would be easy to convince that it was true.  Especially given how aggressive our investigation has been.  They will see that as a sign of guilt." Hak replied.  This was a hard spot for him, as he had been the one responsible for it.  In fact, Hak had done this kind of rumor suppression many times before to relatively easy success.  That had made him rather careless, as the heavy-handed approach usually worked, but now it was going to make the Director look like he was trying to cover something up.
"So, what do you suggest?" The Director asked.  
"We should make clandestine preparations for war and increase your personal security as much as possible.  The Rioleth are excellent infiltrators." Hak replied.  "I will continue my efforts to find the source so that we might be able to discredit it, but if that cannot be done in time, we must assume the Rioleth will move quickly."
"Agreed.  Perhaps a small show of force near their border over an unrelated matter would be helpful to remind them of our strength.  I'm sure there is something that can be made an example of." The Director added.
"That can be arranged, sir." Hak nodded.
"Very well, see to it.  I expect better news in your next report." The Director dismissed him and then looked down at Anasia.  "It may be time for another demonstration as well, Anasia, that I am not afraid.  Attend me, my Princess."
"Yes, Master." Anasia chimed and then crawled up between his legs.  As much as she'd come to accept being naked before the court it was something else entirely when he wanted her to serve him so publicly.  She felt the surge of lust that came from being commanded, the desire to obey.  It was one thing being called to do it in private, but here in the open?  
None of that mattered though, Anasia knelt between his legs and pulled open his slacks.  Then with the reverence of a devoted slave she brought out his aching hard cock.  Anasia felt her whole body quiver with desire just from the sight of it.  The embarrassment from what she was doing was pushed to the back of her mind as she leaned in and started licking and sucking at him.
His taste was still overpowering.  All her indulgences from the harem kitchen were failed attempts to find a flavor that satisfied her more than that of his manhood.  That was simply a reminder that no matter how free her mind might be at times, she was still his slave.  In the same fashion, as she knelt between his legs all she could think about was how to please him, the right way to slide her tongue over his cock or just how hard to suck as she slid her mouth down his hardness.
Around her, the rest of the court tried not to notice what was happening.  Anasia knew they were watching through, witnessing her humiliation as she eagerly sucked at him and took his cock down her throat.  It was another of her mods that she found both twisted appreciation and humiliating shame from.  She had no trouble deep throating her owner, and he'd been happy to enjoy that fact a good many times already.
The Director simply sat back and enjoyed it for a while.  Anasia worked diligently, doing her best to bring him to his peak, and when that moment approached, she felt his hand reached down and pulling her back up.  She took his meaning and slowly lifted her lips up his length until the tip popped free from her mouth.  She continued to stroke him in earnest, feeling him twitching, and then she looked up at him and smiled as cum shot out, covering her face and chest.  
"Thank you, Master." Anasia smiled up at him even as her insides twisted from being debased.  It was always a twisted mix of lust and disgust when he did something like this.  In the end, the programming always won, it was always relentless against any other emotions.  Worse, she'd noticed it creeping around her mind, twisting her humiliation into something even more arousing.  She found her arousal starting to come from being degraded, that the feeling didn't go away, rather it was being reinforced to give her even more energy for her own depravity.
The Director simply laughed and looked down at her.  It was clear he enjoyed the sight of her, gazing up at him with the adoration that only a slave good offer even as she was covered in the sticky evidence of her subjugation.  He could never get enough of this feeling.
In fact, despite her skilled ministrations, his hardness had not waned, nor his desires.  He looked thoughtful for a moment and then pulled his pants back and on and stood.  Without another word, he walked off to his private exit and motioned for Anasia to follow him.  
Anasia was glad to leave the grand hall.  She was more than used to entertaining the Director's desires, but it still felt better to do it privately.  She feared doing so in public too many times would leave her with a new fetish for such performances, as she'd already acquired other twisted kinks as the Director's toy.
Ana was waiting for them on her knees as they entered.  These kinds of trysts were rare, but she had still cleaned herself up and looked every bit the eager slave.  Her eyes glanced towards Anasia's cum covered face and chest and didn't have to be told where this was going.  Without a word she rose and helped undress the Director until all three were equally naked.  
"To think anyone would try to take you away from me." The Director smiled at Anasia and then he pushed her onto the bed.  "Ana, why don't you clean her?" 
Ana nodded and climbed on top of the other slave.  It was still strange for her to think that this blue cat girl was really the Princess Anasia.  Her own memories were just a copy.  Until Anasia's arrival, Ana hadn't even been aware that she wasn't the real princess.  Her slave programming had helped her get over that fracture, but the strangeness still lingered.
That left Ana with one thing to do, serve her master's pleasure.  She climbed up and started to lick his cum off the other slave.  The taste was still unreal. Like most programmed slaves, Ana had been encoded to love her owner's seed.  That made it all the easier to lick it up eagerly.  As she did, the Director decided to make use of her exposed pussy, grabbing her hips, and thrusting into her without warning.
The trio writhed like that for a while, switching positions, licking, and sucking, while the two slaves were covered in cum again and again.  The Director was driven today, somehow energized in a way that neither slave had seen since their first days in his service.  In a quiet moment, Anasia considered it and decided that it was a result of him being challenged.  He might not be able to assert his dominance over the Rioleth, but he could do as he wished with his slaves.  That revelation faded as he flipped her around and rode her again, but the truth of it lingered.
Finally, the marathon ended, and they collapsed as a heaving mass of flesh.  Anasia and Ana made sure that the Director was laid to rest comfortably before snuggling up next to him.  Their desires satiated for the moment.  Their lust was driven by his, and thankfully, when he rested so could they.  
***
Anasia was roused by a strange shout from the bed.  She felt hands grab at her and pull her to the side as more sounds of struggle occurred around her.  The lights were still dark, but she could make out outlines.  She didn't resist, but she tried to focus on what she was seeing.  Then she heard a small electronic hum press against her forehead, and everything went dark.
"Wake." Anasia heard sometime later.  Her head felt fuzzy, but she realized she'd been hit by some kind of stunner.  She'd remembered the feeling from her self defense classes as a kid.  Part of the training covered how to recover quickly after being stunned so that you could help yourself as soon as possible.  That wasn't quite as easy as a slave with a mind full of conflicting demands, but she tried.
She bolted upright and tried to clear her head.  The room was comfortably lit, so she didn't have to strain to take stock of her situation.  The room was plain, like what you'd find as guest quarters on any regular star cruiser.  The décor was a bit strange, but then so was the figure standing attentively beside the bed.
Anasia had never seen a real Rioleth in person before.  Since the war, there were far fewer of them that visited space controlled by the council.  Her little world was remote enough that it was an even less common destination.  Now she was staring at one. 
She was female, barely five feet tall all of it svelte and petite.  She was covered head to toe in a deep blue fur, highlighted with silver stripes that all faded to a soft gray over stomach and chest.  She had six breasts though only the top pair had any soft roundness to them, even there they were small.  The other two sets were further down and Anasia only recognized them because of the nipples poking through her fur.  Her eyes were large and round with a dark oval iris that almost reminded Anasia of a cat's eyes.  There was no discernable muzzle, just a soft nose that ended with cat like nostrils over a split lip mouth.  Silver whiskers shot out sideways from her upper lips.  She lacked a mane, though her hair did grow a bit longer on top, and her two cat like ears poked out from the sides.  
She was of course, completely naked, which was the custom for Rioleth.  They only wore clothes when required for their own safety or when local laws required them.  Otherwise, they were content to enjoy the simple fur they were born with.
As Anasia studied her the girl stood patiently.  Then she spoke.  "I am Giawa.  Do you have a name?"
Her voice was strange, high pitched and with the tones slightly wrong, but recognizable human speech at least.  Anasia was grateful for that, her translator implant had been removed, and without it her ears simply couldn't hear the full range of sounds in standard Rioleth.
Anasia nodded at the question.  You could never be sure when you were dealing with slaves.  "I am Princess Anasia of Arelia.  What is this place?"
"So, you are not Rioleth?" Giawa asked.
"No, though I do kind of look the part.  I'm sorry if that confused you." Anasia replied.  She didn't want to reveal too much just yet, not until she knew more about her standing here.
"I see, our scans were saying the same.  You must excuse us, we have already examined you and the others quite thoroughly once you were brought aboard." Giawa explained.
"Others?" Anasia wondered who else they might have taken.  
"Yes, we captured you and another slave, as well as the Director of the Council.  You are aboard one of our ships, safely back in our territory.  We decided to wake you first since you were our target and after our scans, we thought you might have the most information for us." Giawa explained.
Anasia nodded, trying not to smile too much.  She could hardly have hoped for a better outcome.  She knew the Rioleth would get involved as soon as they heard about the rumors that she had started.  There was no way they'd allow one of their citizens to be forcibly enslaved and transformed into a human hybrid.  It didn't matter that it wasn't true, it would spur them into action.  She was a little surprised it had happened so fast, but then she suspected they kept a close eye on the Director.
"What did you hope to learn?" Anasia asked.  Her mind was already trying to game things out, but she kept coming up against a disturbing thought.  Where was her Master?  Was he ok?  She didn't want to think about it, but her slave programming wouldn't let her avoid it either.
"Well, we want to know what you are, and how you came to be in our image." Giawa replied.  
Anasia told her as much as she could of her own transformation and enslavement.  Giawa listened intently surprised by the notion that a princess might turn herself into a sex slave to hide but understanding the desperation of the moment.  
"So, what's going to happen to us now?" Anasia asked.  She knew things were more complicated than the Rioleth had expected.
"Good question.  We weren't exactly supposed to capture the Director when we took you.  Our extraction team is good, but they mistook him for one of the house slaves and didn't want to risk him alerting anyone when he awoke.  That's made a mess of things.  It would be easier if the rumor had been fully true, as we could just claim right of vengeance under the treaty, though that could still have meant a war, we'd have done it anyway.  We've never been fans of mods like yours though, so we may still do that." Giawa explained.  
"So, who are you Giawa? You don't sound like just an interrogator." Anasia asked.
"I'm Fleet Mistress for this sector.  When something is this important you don't leave the business to others." Giawa smiled.  "Much less, I liked your scent."
"What?" Anasia blushed.  Even after everything she'd gone through, she hadn't expected that.  
"Ah, I do find it amusing how you humans leave your slaves with such needless inhibitions." Giawa smiled as she stepped over to the bed and sat down.  "Of course, there are serious matters at hand right now, so I cannot indulge just yet.  I am curious to know if there is any special appeal to having such large mammaries.  Your people do seem obsessed with them."
Anasia blushed a little more, not quite sure how she could be embarrassed after all she'd been through, but there was something about this Rioleth that was putting her on edge.
"Nevertheless, you seem to have been a rebel princess, our brain scans showed that you've been worked over pretty hard, but they think that your core personality is intact and mostly in control.  We've had a lot of experience deprogramming Rioleth that had been enslaved by your human traffickers. We can recognize a lot of the modifications, but we aren't skilled at working with human brains when it comes to repairing any damage." Giawa explained.  "So, Princess, do you have any suggestions for how we deal with your Director?"
That was the question.  Anasia's mind suddenly raced, torn between her desires and that of her programming.  She shook her head, trying to clear it.  "First, I'm still a slave, I have some freedom within the programming, but if I'm left with my owner, I cannot say how far he'll be able to control me.  Even now, I don't know how freely I can think when it comes to him.  A slave wants to please her owner."
"Interesting.  You still seem lucid enough, but I will take that as a warning in how far to trust you.  Your suggestions?" Giawa slid closer, and slid her hand over Anasia's thigh.  The princess did not pull away, but neither did she move closer.  
"The Director attained power through blackmail and subjugation.  There are many within the council that would turn their back on him if given the political cover to do so and assurances that they are no longer at risk from what he knows.  If you probed his mind, you could probably learn enough to collapse the current council government and prevent a war, at least for now." Anasia explained as the Rioleth let her fingers slip closer to the delta of her being.  The teasing strokes were getting ever harder to ignore.
"We have suspected as much.  With him under our control, it may work.  We would prefer not to war with the Council, we would expect victory, but the price would be high.  It is far better to fight the actual enemy rather than the minions.  I'm sure you'd agree." Giawa leaned in and gave Anasia's cheek a tender lick. Anasia whimpered, the calls of her flesh beginning to burn inside her.  It wasn't that the Rioleth wasn't attractive.  Anasia was simply trying not to let her thoughts slip away in a flurry of lust.
"Oh yes..." Anasia sighed as Giawa cupped her mound.  Her legs slid open, and she squirmed under the wicked explorations.  
Giawa made a series of whistles and sounds that were almost out of range for Anasia's ears.  A back and forth of calls and responses went on as Giawa spoke to someone.  Satisfied, the Rioloeth turned back to Anasia.  "We will prepare probes for the Director.  We may not be able to undo your programming, but we've become rather adept at adding our own. Once we've extracted the information we need, our agents will make use of it.  We have many contacts within your government, there will be no trouble exploiting what we can learn."
With that said, Giawa pushed Anasaia onto her back and slid on top of her.  "And while they are busy preparing, we can perhaps improve relations between our peoples?" 
Anasia blushed as she felt Giawa pawing at her breasts.  It hadn't been so long since she'd learned the full pleasure that could be had with another woman.  Now, it seemed she'd learn just what it was like to enjoy the company of an eager Rioleth woman.  
"Yes, Mistress Giawa, I'd like that.  A little diplomacy in these times can never be a bad thing." Anasia smiled mischievously.  Her lust was quickly over riding everything else.  Even her normal slave programming was being coopted.  She slid her hands over the Rioleth's luscious fur and Giawa let out a sensuous wild call.
The differences between the two species were not so great.  The universe was full of species that could barely exist within the same room, and even fewer that shared sexual compatibility.  The Rioleth and humans were close enough to cause all the problems that came with it.  Anasia soon found that Rioleth pussies shared most of the same features as human ones, though instead of a singular clit, they had pleasure nubs that lined the inside of their vaginal walls. 
"Oh... silly human, don't tease me like that!" Giawa growled as Anasia slid a finger inside and stroked at one such nub.  "Stroke around my entrance, the nubs there always feel the best when playing with another female.  The inner nubs are just a tease if you don't have a huge cock to rub against the really deep ones."
Anasia took the suggestion and Giawa let out a deep purr as Anasia rubbed her fingers around the Rioleth's wet entrance.  Giawa busied herself with squeezing at Anasia's soft breasts and bringing cries of pleasure from the enslaved princess.  The pair descended into a fumbling series of explorations, drawing out their pleasure as they learned all the pleasures they shared, and those they didn't.  
Rioleth loved to be stroked, but there was no real pleasure from their nipples or chest that was different than any other part of their body.  Most of their pleasure came from between their legs.  Giawa enjoyed the sounds of submission she could draw from Anasia when she played with her breasts and seemed to gain a new appreciation for their soft roundness.  They tasted each other as well.  Giawa may have enjoyed her scent, but the taste of Anasia's pussy was too strong, while Anasia found the exotic taste of the Rioleth to be quite appealing.
Their enthusiastic explorations brought them both to the peak several times, until they finally relaxed into a simple snuggle and rested.
They were roused again some time later by the sounds of a door chime.  Giawa slid out of bed quickly and went to check on what was needed.  Anasia could hear the sounds of Rioleth speech but couldn't understand any of it.  She found it kind of funny that she'd been transformed to look like them while not being programmed to actually be able speak with them in their own language.
Giawa walked back over to Anasia and gently caressed her arm.  "The preparations are complete.  It's time for us to deal with your Director."
Anasia nodded and got up.  As soon as she had purpose, the fuzziness of her nap fell away.  Another odd perk of her slave transformation.  She could sleep deeply any moment she could find to rest, and when needed, she would instantly awake up.  She wasn't quite sure if she liked that or not, but it did come in handy at times.
Giawa took her to another room just down the hall.  Anasia followed the Rioleth leader inside and gasped.  
"Master!" Anasia felt a wave of anxiety hit her as she took it in.  The Director was still as naked as when they were captured.  He was strapped into a chair by the arms, legs, and around his neck.  Two Rioleth were flanking him and working at the controls of several probes that had been attached to his head.  His eyes were wild, his mouth open and drooling.  
Giawa grabbed Anasia's arm with more strength than the princess would have thought possible.  Despite their size, Rioleth were very muscular, and could easily best most humans in a fair fight.  At least that was normally the case.  Anasia felt the rush of adrenaline flow through her at the sight of her Master in danger.  She tried to hold onto rational thought, but her programmed instincts were just too strong.
Anasia twisted and turned so gracefully one would have thought it was a dance, but she managed to make use of Giawa's momentum and before the Rioleth could counter, Giawa was sent sprawling at one of the guards.  Anasia's eyes were wide and wild, taking in the whole scene, her mind racing through her options, how to rescue her master, how to escape.  As Giawa and one guard tumbled to the floor, Anasia pounced on the other guard, hitting him hard enough to knock him out before he could move to respond to the suddenly wild slave.  
"Don't hurt her!" Giawa shouted as two more guards moved to respond.  Anasia had turned to face them, her eyes studying them, looking for a weakness, an angle from which she could win.  She had to win, had to rescue her master.
Anasia pounced again, this time ramming dead on with one of the guards and dropping him to the floor.  She might not have been as strong as a Rioleth, but she had more mass.  The other one stepped back and made a series of quick blows that sent her sprawling onto the floor, her muscles spasming.  Another guard came rushing up to restrain her, and soon, there were four guards holding her down while they secured her arms and legs.  She growled and struggled, but she wasn't going to get free now.
"Director.  Can you hear me?" Giawa asked as she watched the struggling slave across the room.
"Y... yes... I... hear..." The Director spoke in between punctuated gasps.  His breathing was rapid and shallow.  His eyes never seemed to focus on anything.
"Good, transfer this slave to me, Mistress Giawa of the Star Winds Pride." Giawa ordered.  Her tone was firm and direct.  The Director's eyes flickered to her for a moment, locking on before he blinked again and lost the connection.  
"Slave Anasia... you now belong... to... Mistress Giawa..." The Director's head wobbled from side to side in the restraint.  
Just like that, Anasia felt her dismay and violent urges melted away, as well as all the remaining needs to obey the Director.  Her owner was no longer in danger.  She could feel her obedience moving to Giawa as well and felt the usual rush of pleasure that came from having her ownership transferred.  There was still an erotic thrill that came from this reinforcement of her slave being.  Beyond that, she felt like she could breathe again, and now for the first time in weeks, she could properly hate the Director.  
"Anasia, what are you?" Giawa turned to Anasia, her ears hanging a bit low in a way that showed her concern.
"I am Mistress Giawa's slave." Anasia said matter of factly.  It was a strange duality, knowing that it was true and yet shouldn't be.  The admission was just another artifact of her fractured mind.  She could know that she shouldn't be a slave, but her programming was still sufficiently in place to make her one.
"Yes, and now, I free you, Anasia.  Disable all of your slave protocols. You are a free human." Giawa ordered, and Anasia felt a strange wave of dizziness hit her.  It was hard to know just how deep the order ran, but she could tell from the start that she no longer felt the broken guard rails of her programming.  It was hard to tell just how far that extended, but at the very least, she could stand on her feet without feeling the need to kneel subserviently around her owner any longer.
"Thank you, Mistress Giawa." Anasia gave her a regal bow, and her voice was free of the tone of submissive subservience that had been with her since her transformation.  She still didn't feel quite like herself.  Even if her mind was free, her body was still that of a finely tuned sex slave, from the alluring weight of her larger breasts to the tingling heat of her always aroused pussy.  
"I'm sorry we could not do that sooner.  We wanted to transfer your ownership first, since your programming has been disrupted.  We are concerned that there may still be some obedience links that may be left active due to that disruption even after you've been freed.  Hopefully, transferring ownership has allowed me to have control over those links and not the Director." Giawa explained.  "Though I do hope you can get to a proper specialist in human space to clean everything up inside your head.  It's gotten rather messy."
"Thank you, I will do my best.  Now, we need to deal with this." Anasia turned towards the Director.  His eyes widened and focused on Anasia.  For the first time that she could remember, she saw fear in his eyes, flickering within the confusion.
"Yes, we've managed to render him docile for now.  It is rather distasteful, though, I do not like how casual you humans are with playing inside people's minds.  Now, let's finish this so we can remove the probes and allow you to take custody." Giawa nodded.  The Rioleth were free thinkers.  They had never been very tolerant of other species that created slaves, especially those who used direct mind control methods.  Their own laws forbade it, except in dire circumstances like this.  Even then it was not supposed to be used for creating a permanent state.
"I'm just surprised you've been willing to help this much." Anasia replied.  Since the war, the two species had kept out of the path of the other as best they could.  Thankfully, space was vast.
"We have been concerned with the Director for some time.  His affection for slaves has always disgusted us, and we have grown concerned that his thirst for conquests would turn his eye towards us again.  If we can assure the rise of a more reasonable Council government, that would give us great relief." Giawa explained.  Anasia could understand that.  The Director was a man of insatiable appetites.  It would not have surprised her if he had been planning for war.
"Very well, we have a lot of work to do.  First, we need his information, then it will take time to start unraveling his power base.  It's not enough to remove him from power, we need his enablers to be taken down as well.  With the information from the Director, we should be able to get them to destroy each other, and all we'll need to do is be prepared to step up to fill the vacuum." Anasia explained.  They would be busy.  She knew some contacts among rebels that had not exposed themselves.  While the current government tore itself apart, the rebels would be ready for the moment to regain control.
"And you, princess?  What do you plan to do once this is over?" Giawa asked as they stepped over to the helpless Director.
"I don't know.  I think a good vacation is in order, and I've got some personal things to take care of.  All of that is for later though." Anasia explained and then the two turned towards the work.  
***
Anasia had been right.  It took months of work strategically leaking the Directors information about those I the new government to start toppling it.  In the Director's absence factions had arisen, and Anasia used his information to help weaken the allies of the Director and strengthen those who were aligned more with the rebels.  It was slow work, and soon Anasia found herself in command of a small center of rebels helping to bring a new and freedom respecting government to power.  
It wasn't all wins.  Within a government as large as that of the Galactic Council it was impossible to respect democracy and remove all the dark forces.  Still, within a few months, a new coalition arose, this one led by the leader of one of Arelia's largest allied worlds.  The Director's administration finally fell apart, and those guilty of the worst crimes were brought to justice, including, finally, the Director.
In the end Anasia slipped away from that task as the rebels swept into power.  She didn't want to stay a part of that world any longer.  Every day that went by left her yearning for something else.  Even after they'd managed to clean up some of the damage to her mind and fully remove the slave protocols, Anasia couldn't get over that nagging feeling.
She'd managed to rescue her father and Ana from the Director's residence once it was controlled by the new government.  They both needed a lot of rehabilitation.  Ana's old self was gone, they hadn't wanted to make any backups for fear of leaving evidence of the deception for the Director.  The former soldier was now left with the memories of being a person she'd never been.  
That troubled Anasia a great deal, and then she hit upon an answer.  She discussed it at length with Ana, and finally, they agreed.  Ana would be adjusted again, this time to restore the lie.  She would become Anasia again, her body would be repaired from the adjustments made by the Director and go on to live the life of a Princess of Arelia.  
The real Anasia had found that satisfying.  The soldier had been given a new life, one that fit with her memories, and one that Anasia no longer wanted to go back to.  Too much had happened for her to live the life of a frontier world princess.  
Instead, she found herself on a small station, a place almost forgotten by the larger worlds nearby.  She'd been here before, not so long ago, except she'd been scampering around in the nude then.  Anasia giggled at the memory of it and felt a familiar tingle between her legs.  She had given up on lying to herself about her feelings.  She'd enjoyed being a slave, far more than any free woman would admit publicly, but at least to herself, Anasia was honest.
She pulled at a leash, looking back at the naked slave following behind her.  He wasn't as attractive as most of the body modded sluts that were normally paraded around, but Anasia didn't mind.  Just like she didn't mind the stares she got walking around wearing little more than strategically positioned leather straps.  She wore just enough to be decent in human space, and even that felt a bit unnatural.  She missed the Rioleth acceptance for nudity.  Still, there were human worlds where that wouldn't be an issue.  She had yet to decide where she wanted to settle if she ever did.
"Well, now, this was not how I expected my day to go." Faru laughed as she watched Anasia lead Havat in on a leash.  Anasia reached back and patted him on his head as he knelt on the floor.
"Miss Faruthia, I'm Anasia, I do not believe we were properly introduced last time." Anasia smiled.
"No, I would say not." Faru laughed and gave Havat a looking over.  "I suppose I'm going to have to ask you what happened."
"Yes, the Director decided he liked keeping his enemies as pets after capturing them.  Women of course joined his harem, men usually got mentally modded down to simple animals." Anasia explained.
"And you're hoping I can fix him?" Faru nodded thoughtfully.
"I suspected that you probably kept a copy of him from before the mind mod you did several months ago.  You do have something of a reputation." Ansia smiled and pulled a credit chit out of a hidden pocket on one of her straps.  "I'm sure this will more than cover you for your troubles and reward your foresight."
Faru took the chit cautiously and plugged it into her reader.  Her eyes bulged as she saw the total and she looked up at Anasia.  The cat girl nodded.  Anasia might have cleaned up her brain, but she'd kept her new body.  There wasn't a need to go back, there was a proper Princess Anasia again, it just wasn't the original.  No one was going to know or dispute it, as she was the only one who knew the truth.  Her father had only been told that Anasia had been found and healed, and Ana had been adjusted to believe she was the true princess again and had the DNA to back it up.
"Well, I see, I may have just done something like that.  I do like to be prepared for the worst, and all." Faru smiled devilishly.  People often wanted to back out of extreme mods, and Faru was always ready for it, for a hefty fee.  That was just business after all.
"Very good, then, fix him up.  We've got a lot of catching up to do." Anasia smiled.
"Just a brain mod, you sure you don't want any other adjustments while we're at it?" Faru offered.  It was always a good time to offer the upgrade package.
"No, I like the original." Anasia smiled.  
"Your loss." Faru laughed and then took Havat's leash and led hm to the back.  
Anasia watched him go.  She'd been waiting for this for some time now.  She didn't know quite where things would be going, but this was going to be a new life for her.  At least starting off with Havat would be fun for a while.  
And from there?  Well, there was a whole galaxy to explore, and Anasia was ready to enjoy everything it had to offer.
The End
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As always I enjoy feedback, no adventure is complete if walked alone.
farleven@yahoo.com 
Or visit my blog at 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
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Logan's Toys - Part 1 - Sampling the Secretary
 
An Erotic Mind Control Adventure
 
Just a little taste…
Logan was hungry, he wanted power, money, and women.  He'd risen to be Vice President at TGL, but that still wasn't enough, he needed more.  That's when Alan Zoran came to him, asking for his help and offering more power than he could have dreamed of.  
To demonstrate the potential, Alan had Logan's secretary installed with the latest control protocols.  Sandy became Logan's helpless toy and he was more than happy to try out all the ways he could enjoy her luscious body and complete control.
 
Buy this story.
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Feather Dusters and Eager Kitties - A Costume Mix Up
 
An Erotic Mind Control Adventure
 
Sometimes a little change does a girl good...
When my sister Victoria got offended by the costumes her boyfriend Kevin had picked out for us, I wasn't really sure I really liked the sexy kitty outfit she didn't want to wear.  At least until I put it on.  Seeing myself in slinky black filled me with a hungry energy I'd never felt before.  It wasn't until I found Victoria wearing her French maid costume and stuck acting like a kinky little servant that I realized just how special our costumes were.
Now, I was queen of our little jungle, and more than eager to pounce on Kevin and let our new maid join in all the lustful fun that three people can have when they let their inhibitions fall away.  
Who needs to go out to party, right?
 
Buy this story.
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Who Wants to Rule the World? - The Complete Collection
 
An Erotic Mind Control Adventure
 
Jenny and Sarah were just looking to have a good time for their last spring break before leaving college.  How could they resist discount tickets to a new tropical island resort?  If the beautiful sand and blue skies weren't exciting enough, they managed to attract the attention of the resort's owner.  He was more than happy to give the two coeds a personal tour of his island, and then a very intimate new career opportunity that they couldn't turn down.
Half a world away, the Special Affairs Bureau agents Mel and Marcus have been alerted to a new threat to the world.  Women are being captured and converted into eager sex slaves.  The pair is spearheading the investigation, starting with a sexy woman that was rescued, but still wants nothing more than to find a new master.
This bundle contains all four parts of Who Wants to Rule the World?  Enjoy the complete collection today!
 
Buy this story.
 
License Notes
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
 
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.
 
The cover image is used under license. Neither the writer nor the publisher claim copyright for the image. Images used in this book are not meant to represent or depict any characters, actions, scenes or locations in this book.
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