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Introduction
Let's call her Cindi.
She is a habitué of the slush pile, arriving in a story titled "Cindi's Journey" or similar. She has a body with unlikely measurements, no history worth mentioning, and no special talents except the ability to walk in 5 inch heels while burdened by disproportionately large breasts. She lives in a future society indistinguishable from ours except that it supports some form of contract slavery that exists without political or economic rationale. For no particular reason she signs up for slavery and undergoes a lengthy period of what is called 'training' even though she doesn't learn anything. Indeed, her trainers show no interest in developing her abilities beyond stretching her orifices. She has nothing to say beyond crying out prettily in response to the endless beatings or perhaps exclaiming over the size of her trainers' penises (indeed, how would we know that their penises were fearsomely large if she didn't dread accommodating them?) She may struggle in her restraints, but never in her soul. There is no twist to Cindi's fate; at the end of the story she will be sold to one of her faceless masters.
You won't find Cindi or her masters in this book.
The submissives, slaves, and bottoms you meet here are tough and competent. No passive orifices, they are beautifully-realized individuals with the spark that makes them recognizably human. In "KATT," the slave is a beautiful android who fights to hold on to the precious scrap of her life after a disaster. The servant in "Lord of Misrule" knows that his relationship with his master requires something other than obedience. The slave in "Raiders from the Stars" learns that much more is at stake than his personal gratification. In "Personal Benefits," the highly-trained contract slave offers the pleasure of perfect obedience to the powerful woman who owns her.
Nor are their tops the well-endowed ciphers who "train" Cindi. They have needs and aspirations. Pleasure may be an important part of their lives, even the most important part of their lives, but they are also seeking love, acceptance and a future for themselves and their slaves in a hard world. The master in "Raiders from the Stars" knows that the safety that humanity takes for granted is rooted in obedience. In "Romans," the master forges a new sort of domestic tranquility for his new slaves. The bureaucrat of a repressive government in "Exceptional Acts" discovers that pleasure is the most powerful form of rebellion.
Dominance and submission and the passions inspired by the roles define the human soul. The discomfort we feel in admitting the sexual feelings inspired by authority in real life only adds to the power of these fantasies. Let them seduce you.
Lauren P. Burka
January 2010
The Lord of Misrule
by Kannan Feng
I earned the right to walk the halls of Atia Selene when I was sixteen, and even at that age, the masters of the Veiled University knew that I would one day join their ranks. I was a prodigy, I was brilliant, and unfortunately for the younger students and the servants around me, I was a holy terror.
After all, before I set my mind to the aetheric arts, I was the youngest son of the House of Fen, a prince by birth and gifted in every way that a man could be. I knew it, and I made sure that everyone around me knew it as well.
In the seventh year of study at Atia Selene, the students who remain are provided with an assistant, but the word fails to do the position justice. I've heard the older students refer to their assistant as miracle workers or genii who manage their affairs, search the libraries for the elusive tome that they need, and organize their writings, all while being perfectly even-tempered with the famously eccentric ways of the Veiled University.
It is an extremely demanding job, and when Iskander was presented to me, I was far from confident with his ability to handle it. He was tall, with blue-black hair and the warm, dusky skin that marked him as Liuban-born. There was a spray of dark freckles across his nose that made him look even younger than he was, and I guessed that was actually a few years younger than I was myself.
"You don't look like all that much," I said candidly.
He only tilted his head at me, unsmiling, waiting for my command, and impulsively, I reached out to palm his cheek. For a moment, I considered seeing if he would tumble into the bed at my command and if I could convince him to put that soft mouth to a use that was certainly not outlined in the university charter. Then I remembered myself and stepped back, already embarrassed by my lapse.
No matter what I might have feared, Iskander performed admirably. He returned my books to the library before the librarians came after me with sword and fire, he double-checked my papers' citations into the wee hours of the morning, he made sure that my desk was kept well-stocked with ink and paper, and he did it all with unfailing grace.
After a while, Iskander become invisible, or at least he mostly did, and with more pretty things hopping in and out of my bed than I knew what to do with, I was happy enough to let him take care of the day-to-day trivia of my life.
Why should I bother about small things like, that after all, when I was in love? The thing about being twenty four is that you can have a new love of your life every few weeks or so.
Unfortunately, on a cold night near to Christmas, my most recent paramour had decided to let me know that he was getting married. He was just two years older than me, and he was getting married. It was crushing, and I spent the next six hours drinking and ranting about the perfidy of men to anyone who would listen to me. I was more than a little annoyed that no one had chosen to accompany me home, and with my apartments filled with cold air and work that I didn't want to do, I couldn't see my mood improving at all.
All that said, when Iskander opened the door to my bedchamber to deliver the books that I needed for my next paper, I wasn't happy with anything.
"Wait, don't go," I said, and from the wary look on his face, I could tell that he wasn't sure of my mood. Well, that made two of us, and I rolled over in the bed, propping myself up on one bare elbow.
"Yes, Verity?"
"Have you ever kissed a man before, Iskander?"
A lovely blush that colored his face and I grinned inwardly, think about how much I love straight boys. I was startled when he nodded, just once.
"How very lucky," I said sweetly. "I won't have to teach you a thing."
When I beckoned he came to my bedside and dropped to his knees. To my surprise though, he took my chin between two fingers and tilted my head up before dropping his mouth to mine. My shock quickly turned to something else, though, as he demonstrated clearly and beyond the shadow of a doubt that he knew how to kiss. His soft tongue explored my mouth leisurely and with every semblance of enjoying it, and it made me melt and want more. I had anticipated a kiss that was meek and hesitant, but what I got was a feeling of being overwhelmed and completely at Iskander's mercy. Distantly, I thought that if Iskander had been putting up with me for so long, he would have little mercy to spare.
Iskander brought his hand up to gently touch my face and that was what made me bolt. The kiss wanted to turn into something more, and I knew that I couldn't let it, not if I wanted things to stay as they were.
I sat up and pulled back from him, wiping my mouth hard, and staring at him with what I hoped was haughty disdain. It was one thing to bait a servant, and quite another to turn into my servant's willing plaything, and I was furious with myself.
"You can go now, Iskander. Make sure that you confirm my appointment with the discourse counselor this evening."
He nodded and took his leave, and if my strange and completely inappropriate gesture made him uncomfortable, I couldn't tell in the way that he took care of his work.
* * * *
Christmas came in with drifting piles of snow and a howling wind, and by the eighth day of partying, I was in a black mood. If one more person came up to me talking of good tidings and good will, I was well prepared to club him over the head with a Yule log. Under the best of times, I'm not fond of the holiday, and this year I was facing it alone without someone to drag into the corner and kiss until I was drunk with it.
All in all, it was shaping up to be a rotten winter when the Feast of Fools rolled around. The Feast of Fools is the world turned upside down, the one night of the year where servants become kings and princes become chambermaids to be fucked and horses to be ridden.
When you put stodgy academics in with people who are meant to serve them loyally and without a peep of dismay, you'd think that something like the Feast of Fools would be banned at the gates and the night spent in prayer and guilt. That's what you might think, but you'd be wrong because the Feast of Fools is one of the biggest saturnalias that Atia Selene enjoys all year. If I never saw the Chancellor dressed up as the Milkmaid Queen again, it would be too soon.
I had told Iskander to lay out some clothes for me, but I was unprepared for the flat black coat and trousers that were waiting for me on my bed. On one hand, it was nice to have a servant who is so devoted that he can read my moods. On the other hand, I wasn't quite sure I wanted to dress in somber black for the brightest night in winter.
I glanced at my closet, where my significantly more colorful wardrobe spilled out in disarray, but I shrugged and put on the clothes that Iskander had chosen for me. They fit like a glove, and at least they were clean.
* * * *
The Regina Ursae hall was full of people, and the party had started hours before I slouched in. In priest's black, I stood out like a sore thumb, but with the alcohol flowing free of charge from sundown until dawn, I couldn't imagine that anyone cared.
I was looking around to rather dismally to see if I could catch someone circulating with a glass of something stronger than the cider and my eyes were drawn to the seat on top of the central dais.
No one's quite sure who makes the choice, but at sunset every year on the Feast of Fools, a Lord of Misrule appears on the chair that is usually only occupied by the Chancellor. On this particular Feast, the Chancellor was got up in his best Ella Cinders costume and the seat was occupied by my Iskander, wearing nothing but a pair of gray trousers and a blindingly red military jacket trimmed in a general's gold braid.
Wearing pure black when everyone else was tricked out in eye searingly bright colors made me downright prim, and my first thought was shock at his bare chest and the winking red gem that pierced his navel. How had he served me for so long without my knowing of such a thing? I suddenly wanted to take it between my teeth, but such pleasant thoughts were blown out of my mind when a young man in a mask and very little else swung up to the dais for a kiss.
Nothing could have been more matter of fact than the way that Iskander pressed the man to his knees. With his hand wrapped firmly in the man's chestnut hair (who was it? I should have known), Iskander kissed him throughly as the crowd cheered. It was more blatantly sexual than the kiss that I had demanded that he give me, and as stupid as it was, I felt the first stirrings of jealousy strike me low in the gut.
I reached for a glass of that something stronger that I had been looking for, but just as I noticed that Iskander's intent black eyes were searching for the crowd, they locked on me. If I had had my wits around me, I would have ran or at least glared, but as it was, I could only stand there and think rather stupidly of how beautiful he was when smiled in that elegantly predatory fashion.
"Bring Verity here to heel," he called. "I should very much like to see the Veiled University's most promising scholar on his knees."
His voice cracked like a whip and it brought the entire hall surging towards me. A dozen hands pushed me forward, and if I fell, I knew they would carry me. Suddenly and with the force of lightning, I was terrified and when they threw me face first onto the dais in front of Iskander, I knew deep in my marrow that the world was upside down. Iskander was the Lord of Misrule and even if I had him tied up and beaten with a dog whip in the morning, nothing would change the fact that he was going to have his every single whim obeyed like it was the Lady's word tonight.
His eyes glittered when I was thrown so unceremoniously at his bare feet and slowly he knelt down. Iskander's hand in my hair was oddly tender, stroking twice before grabbing a great handful and dragging me to my feet.
"I am going to stretch this night forever, Verity," he whispered in my ear. "Go on and pretend that you don't like it, if that's what pleases you."
Unfortunately for me, I couldn't even pretend that I wasn't aroused by having him so close, by having all those people who usually had to bow and scrape before me tearing at me with their bright eyes.
With a showman's grace, he turned me towards the crowd, letting their jeers and catcalls swell before reaching for his next grand gesture. His hand still fisted in my hair and keeping me straight as an arrow in front of him, his other hand suddenly glittered in the edge of my vision.
A paring knife, I had time to think stupidly. He peels apples with that...
It came up sharp and fast, and for a moment, I thought that Iskander was going to kill me right there. Instead, he found the button underneath my throat and with a deft flick of his wrist sent it flying into the crowd.
There were twelve cloth buttons that closed my jacket, and by the time he was done, they were gone and the jacket was open, showing the fine muslin shirt that he carelessly slashed. It left a pink line down my chest but no more, and then he was working at the ties of my trousers with the point of the knife.
"No," I hissed. I knew how hot my face was and soon he knew why too, because the moment the cold knife touched my hardening cock, I moaned like the most wanton Dallywell whore. Then warm fingers had replaced the cold knife and I was panting and writhing against him as he made me even harder.
"Pretty slut," he muttered softly. "Why don't you show them what you do at night in your bed?"
He let go of me so suddenly that I stumbled, and then he shoved me to my hands and knees. He was pulling my hair back so hard that my throat was bared to the ceiling and I could see his face upside down.
"Touch yourself," he said and when I tried to shake my head, he smiled slowly, revealing all those sharp white teeth.
"Touch yourself or I'll let someone else do it."
I swallowed hard and passed my hand over my cock, which was more than half uncovered by my torn clothing. A laugh went up when I did so, and I could recognize individual voices in it—my classmates, the professor that I couldn't stand, even a cook that I had scolded the other day for being too slow with my breakfast. They were watching the pretty show that I was putting on for them and they were laughing. I could feel my throat knot up with shame.
It wasn't just shame that made me stroke myself harder and it wasn't shame that made me thrust my hips up, begging for more. "Please, please..." I panted, and Iskander grinned.
"Please, please what, Verity? Please kiss you?"
My own request on his lips made me shudder, and he was kneeling behind me, those clever hands of his palming my nipples before pinching roughly.
I was shocked at the erection that was grinding into my ass; I somehow couldn't reconcile the man who was making me touch myself so obscenely with the polite servant who put together my bibliographies and made sure that I got to my classes on time.
His hand closed firmly over mine and he showed me how he wanted me to touch myself.
"Like this, yes?" he said softly. "Show them how pretty you are, Verity..."
My gaze flickered towards the crowd, but all I could see was a blur of faces that might have been familiar in another life. I shut my eyes and whimpered deep in my throat. I wondered how I was going to face anyone in the morning, and then I realized that I had lost any faith in this night ending at all.
Iskander's hand set a rhythm that made me groan, and the feeling of being on display made me hotter than I ever dreamed that something so exposing could. I didn't want to come in front of all of those people. I couldn't stand the idea of them looking at me, laughing at me when I was so vulnerable, and then there were Iskander's mouth against my ear again, this time more threatening than ever.
"I want to see that pretty back of yours arch and I want you to come all over your belly and clothes." He paused, licking the rim of my ear in a way that made me shiver.
"If you won't, I'll fuck you right here in front of the entire hall."
The thought of being bent forward and fucked, red-faced, crying and ecstatic, in front of all of these people made me gasp out loud. The stab of fear that I felt low in my stomach translated into heat that spread out throughout my body.
I couldn't have stopped myself from climaxing if I wanted to.
I did it precisely as he said, spilling into my hand and his, staining the clothes that he had laid out not two hours ago. I fell backwards against him and I felt his strong arms wrap around my chest, and then his fingers, still wet with my spendings, pressed inside my mouth.
I made a sound of protest, but he was insistent, and I ended up cleaning his hand like any loyal dog.
I'm never going to be able to walk into class tomorrow, I thought hazily, and then he was pulling me to my feet and marching me right out the door.
The winter wind was cold and frigid, whipping at my bared body, but we came back to my apartments soon enough. The way that he lit the gas lamps was normal, but the way that he pushed me to the bed was certainly not.
"But you said..."
"We're not in front of the hall, are we?" There was something so playful about the way that he said it that I couldn't be afraid, but then he was reaching into my closet for the silk ties I kept in there.
"You don't need those," I said nervously, but he was already lashing one hand to the headboard and reaching for the other.
"Of course I do," Iskander said reasonably. "If I don't, you're just going to remember that you're Verity Lysimachus Severi Sephandus Fen, of the House of Fen, and that you would never let a simple servant fuck you until you cried."
He finished tying my hands and with a firm touch, he told me to come up on my knees, pushing my hips into the air in a position that I could only describe as asking for it.
"What a country," he said softly, more to himself than to me. "What a country that allows me to do this to a man like you."
I could have asked what he meant, but then he was pressing his clean and pressed handkerchief between my teeth and knotting it behind my tangled hair.
"Silence suits you, Verity," he said, stroking my face and then he was rummaging in my desk. I couldn't see what he pulled out of it, but I could guess, and when he tugged my pants down, I knew for sure. The sweet heavy scent of sandalwood filled the close room, and it made me feel at once languid and wanting. It made me think of other times I had used it, and I wondered if my lovers had felt this aching knot of fear and nearly panicked anticipation.
I did not like this, I was better than this, I couldn't stand how he was humiliating me in this way, so why was I writhing for him and opening for him like he was the best thing in the world? Why was I pressing back against his slicked fingers, making encouraging noises in the back of my throat? I cringed at what a picture I must make, the oil working inside me and sliding down my thighs, but when he eased two fingers past the tight ring of muscle, I simply did not care any more.
"Hold still," he said, moving them in and out with sublime patience. "I'm not going anywhere and neither are you..."
I chewed on the handkerchief in frustration, wondering if he expected me to be as silent as a statue. The answer was apparently yes, because when I wiggled backwards expectantly, he landed a brisk smack on the curve of my ass, never removing his fingers.
The smack caught me as the fingers inside curled just right and I was grabbing the sheets with my bound hands, wishing that he would fuck me, wishing that I could rub myself against the sheets like a horny teenager, wishing that he would just let me come again.
He laughed and there was a thread of strain there that told me he wasn't quite as controlled as he would like me to believe. Still, he moved his fingers slowly in and out, and when I wiggled too much or whined too loudly, he fetched me another sharp blow. I am not accustomed to suffering in silence, and even when my skin was burning hot, he wouldn't stop, and I couldn't be still.
I'm not a child, I wanted cry, but this wasn't a beating a child should get. Of course my father hadn't had any problems with ordering a groom to beat me when I strayed, but none of the grooms had done it with anything like Iskander's thorough enjoyment of the task.
When he finally stripped out of his clothes and knelt behind me, I was actually in tears. I had always thought that aching with desire was a phrase that they just used in the books, but now my body was actually hurting with how much I needed him.
"Pretty little prince," he murmured, and I shuddered when the slick, blunt tip of his cock pushed against me. He was bigger than his fingers, and even as much time as he had taken preparing me, I wasn't used to this, hadn't done it in years. I was terrified that it would be more than I could stand, and though I felt as though I had been on the verge of tears all night, I was truly afraid that I was just going to break down into sobs. He stroked my taut back soothingly, like I was an animal he had to calm, but I could tell that crying or whimpering wasn't going to make him show me any mercy at all.
I tried to breathe but I could only gasp when Iskander finally pushed inside me, and it was just as much a relief as it was a pain. He was gentle, surprisingly so, but I suddenly couldn't stop myself from thinking about who we were, what he was doing to me, and above all, how much I wanted it.
I realized that I couldn't even make the pretense of lying to myself; I wanted him and I wanted him in this way. I wanted to be open to him and to have him inside me, and even as the thought twisted my arousal tighter and tighter, I lowered my face to the bed, nearly sobbing with humiliation.
Iskander must have thought it meant something else, because he bent to kiss my back, murmuring comforting words against my damp skin.
"You love this," he said with utter certainty. "Let yourself enjoy this, because I am not stopping."
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