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IN THE SLAVE HAREM
One
Like any Girl
The slave harem of the imperial palace on Xhagia formed but a small part of a much larger complex, one minor wing of high arches to the southeast of the central hub, bordered by gardens, its wide windows always illuminated by the afternoon suns, yellow for Xhagia’s primary star and warmer, redder, for its secondary. To the north (and accounting for the trees in the garden) were the offices of the Ministry of Natural Resources, and it was a standing joke that the harem’s presence and easy visibility was a major reason that this ministry had so little trouble recruiting enthusiastic male bureaucrats for what were otherwise tedious and less than prestigious jobs. And in truth you could often see the emperor’s slave girls from the ministry, sometimes walking among the green and violet trees dressed only in sheer laqhinas or slips, unaware of the attention they were receiving. If the light was just right, they might even be visible through the windows themselves, lounging naked by the large indoor pool.
Unless, of course, the official who ran the harem shaded the plastine glass. When he did, work efficiency among the bureaucrats soared but morale tended to suffer, and high-powered electronic binoculars were a feature of almost every desk in the ministry, kept hidden from supervisors who themselves often fought over the better offices. And it goes without saying that after a long day’s work, the bureaucrats of the Ministry of Natural Resources were well-known in the many brothels of the capital.
Dalgaz Tav was the man responsible for both the surges in the ministry’s morale and its occasional fall, and he sometimes mused that this was his sole real power in the byzantine politics of the imperial palace, though this was not strictly speaking true, since his girls were popular with both the emperor and the court and as a result he had made many influential friends. He had run the imperial harem for more than two decades now, taking over for his father and his grandfather before him. Now entering middle-age, Dalgaz remained fit, his slender form still lean with muscle, his shoulders broad and his face aquiline and handsome, his dark hair kept short.
The girls of the harem were not, of course, technically “his” girls at all. In a bit of irony, neither Dalgaz Tav nor his father had ever owned slaves themselves, though they were generally regarded as the most influential slavers in the empire and he was certainly wealthy enough to afford them. Rather, the girls of the imperial harem belonged to the emperor, as his property, but for decades now the emperors had left the management of their harems to the three generations of Dalgaz’s family, an arrangement that worked remarkably well. Dalgaz had learned the art and profession of slaving while young, at his father and grandfather’s side, and although he maintained a large estate just outside the capital, he seldom went there; the harem was in a very real sense as much his home as it was the home of the human women who served the emperor’s pleasure.
They were captives, all of them, acquired over the years in raids on their homeworld, a barbaric little place named Earth that Dalgaz had only visited once. He could still remember it, with its large cities and oceans, its teeming billions, even though he had been busy there sorting through groups of women that the other raiders brought to him, dismissing those who were too young or too old or that were clearly unhealthy. It was beauties he was after, girls to serve in the brothels of the empire or the harems of the wealthy and powerful, slaves who would learn to obey and submit to whatever their Xhagian masters commanded of them. Xhagian women mated to breed, and for them it was pregnancy and the act of birth that brought pleasure, their only interest in sex being when they sought to become pregnant, which, while often, never seemed often enough for their men. Xhagian women were strong, too, and could turn a man away or reject him easily; rape had more hazards than even the strongest male wanted to contemplate. This simple fact of biology had led to the evolution of strong sexual aggressions and competition among Xhagian men, and with these came wars that threatened to spiral out of control as the Xhagians developed ever more sophisticated technology that eventually allowed them to build a vast, interstellar empire. And so long ago the men had turned to either honored Xhagian prostitutes or the females of other species of Valk to satisfy their lust, and of the latter, it was Terrans who suited them best of all. Like Xhagian women, human women were beautiful, and their sexual responses to the aggression of Xhagian males nothing short of extraordinary. Subjugation of their world and the raids that followed were the logical result, and now most slaves on Xhagia were Terran and female; they were in fact the only resource of any real value that their star system held, though it was a common joke among the slavers that the world also had a brilliance for other sexual things, particularly the design of erotic clothing and the production of absolutely prodigious amounts of pornography.
Dalgaz Tav ran his harem with a strong, even hand. The girls knew their place and knew to obey the command of any Xhagian, and they knew that as penetrata, slave girls, that their purpose was to give pleasure with their bodies; the word itself was derived from a Terran language, and meant, roughly, “one who is penetrated”, an apt and accurate term.
Dalgaz trained most of the harem’s girls himself. As imperial slaver he had first choice among new captives brought in from the periodic raids, and picked these carefully, having developed an intuitive understanding of the emperor’s tastes to go with his ability to tell if a girl was passionate or cold. Dalgaz would also occasionally acquire a girl or two from the open market or an auction house, if a good bargain or particular beauty caught his eye, but even these would spend at least a month in the training chambers before he let them into the general slave population. New girls took longer, and he had found that a year was needed to make the most perfect slaves out of them. So the slaves knew him, and they knew where they stood on their new world, and they knew that he was impartial and fair. He tolerated no disobedience, but never punished them for no reason, or to excess. When the girls did well and were pleasing, he was always careful to acknowledge this and reward them.
Dalgaz was assisted by several advanced apprentice slavers from the finest universities on Xhagia, and there was always fierce competition for these positions, since a positive letter of reference from Dalgaz Tav almost certainly meant a prestigious and well-paying job in a brothel or the harem of a noble. These young men worked long and hard, and it was probably true that their lives were actually more difficult than those of the girls they were learning to manage. Each received a small salary from the harem budget, as well as room and board and use of the slaves. In some harems and brothels the staff was permitted and even encouraged to rape the penetrata whenever the mood struck them, since there was a school of thought in the slaving profession that this helped keep discipline and remind the slaves of their place. But Dalgaz Tav had stricter rules about that sort of thing, in part because it often led to a breakdown of order and in part because the use of the girls here was often scheduled in advance, and he needed to be sure they were rested and warmed before sending them off. The apprentices had their own rooms, and access to the schedule, and so even if they were feeling amorous toward a particular slave girl, they understood that their pleasure was secondary to that of the emperor and court.
Other staff and specialists could also be found in the harem. Six professional masseuses worked full-time, since Dalgaz insisted that each girl be given a vigorous rubdown with cassav oil at least every third day and after each time she was used, and every morning the slaves were all led in exercises by the pool, since it was important that they remain toned and limber. Slave gruel, specially formulated to meet their exact nutritional needs, had to be prepared twice daily and poured into the trough from which they ate, and there was cleaning, always cleaning, to be done. A specialized tailor was also on staff, designing and fitting the bits of sheer silk that the girls wore, making sure that each had a wardrobe of kalithdas and laqhinas and slips and camisoles, panties, hose and shoes; whatever a master might request. Finally, a physician trained in human physiology examined each penetrata regularly to catch any problems early. A few years ago one girl had been found with an aggressive breast cancer, and for several months the entire harem came together to support her as she went through treatment and recovered; even the emperor sent a small gift of support. And like the apprentices, all these men were entitled to take any girl who struck their fancy.
Even if a girl wasn’t on the mind of the emperor, she had no need to fear that she would be neglected.
So there was harmony here, in the imperial harem, and Dalgaz Tav liked harmony. He liked slaves who accepted their new lives and who obeyed and performed as they were told to do. Troublemakers were few, since he could usually pick them out in advance, and he kept the harem under strict discipline. The penetrata knew that if they disobeyed, or if they bullied each other, he would find out from the cameras and other monitors, and if his methods of discipline failed, it took no effort to remind the slaves that there was always a demand in the city’s less savory brothels for a girl from the imperial harem. Dalgaz knew full well that the slaves all resented what he and his people had done to them, that they saw it as shameful and wrong, but he also knew that they respected him, and that he had trained their bodies to enjoy and respond to the things they were made to do.
Their love was not needed, or so he thought.
Her return from the emperor’s chambers that morning found him napping at his desk. A steward brought her, quiet and naked, her bit of clothing and shoes carried in a bag, guiding her through the secondary door of the harem. The man’s name was Otho and he had done this hundreds of times before.
Dalgaz, awakened by the sound, met the two of them, and as was his habit, gave the girl a quick once-over, then thanked Otho and dismissed him. The steward gave him a nod and a smile that promised the usual discretion and departed with the usual bribe, and Dalgaz took the bag of her clothing and glanced back at the girl and indicated that she should turn. She did, her eyes on him, numb with fatigue and arousal. No serious bruising, Dalgaz noted—good. The emperor could be rough with the new ones, not always knowing his own strength or vigor.
Normally Dalgaz would have called one of his apprentices to take the girl now, but today he decided that he would handle her himself. Perhaps this related to last night, to the feelings that had come as he stood under the stars and looked for hers, feelings he still couldn’t quite describe or explain. It might also reflect Dalgaz’s understanding of leadership, that those who you lead will follow more willingly if you never ask them to do anything you are not willing to do yourself. And so he took the girl by the hand and led her into the series of rooms across from his office, and he guided her into one of the pools there, pulling off his own breeches and shirt as he found a container of soap.
“How do you feel, Christine?” he asked.
She trembled, tried to answer but failed. The emperor had baqqaned her repeatedly, and she was still clearly feeling the effects. Dalgaz began with her face, bringing up a sponge and wiping her delicate features clean, around the eyes, over the pert, upturned nose, the cheeks and the lips, her makeup coming off as he worked. His attentions then moved down, over her shoulders and back and then her chest, taking particular care with her small breasts. He knew these would be tender; the emperor did enjoy pinching nipples. Her hips were under the water of the pool and so he had her stand while he washed her thighs and the soft region of her sex, again being gentle. She whimpered as he worked there, as he cleaned away the thick semen that blanketed her groin, working the sponge between her nether lips. Like most Xhagian men Dalgaz had no aversion to bodily fluids, and he regarded those who did as being mentally ill. She would feel the lust of the emperor for a while here, but Dalgaz knew better than to take too aggressive an approach, and it would be good for her to remember being taken.
Her whimpers became soft moans now, and he guided her back into the water, adding soap and then lathering her long, dark hair with shampoo. Here again Dalgaz was gentle, enjoying the scent as he massaged her scalp and rinsed her clean. The moans grew as reality returned and she looked at him.
“Master?”
He nodded, letting the water in the bath drain before refilling it and adding a hint of perfume. He wondered what to say, if he should say anything. “There,” he told her finally. “A little better?”
Her gaze dropped. “Yes, Master.”
“Good. Did he do anything you need to tell me about? Any injuries?”
She shook her head. “No. I don’t think so.”
“But he was firm with you.”
“Yes.”
“Good. That means he wasn’t displeased.”
Dalgaz had her lie back on one of the massage benches, and he checked her carefully; sometimes there were bruises or other issues that the girl wasn’t aware of. She looked to be fine, and Dalgaz smiled, happier than he should have been, and he led her to her kennel to get some sleep. She would emerge in time for the afternoon meal, and he would take the opportunity to introduce her to the harem.
There her new life as a slave would begin.
Two
Ektai with the Emperor
Weeks passed and Dalgaz Tav watched her, not really knowing why she kept his attention when so many equally beautiful slaves were there to see and enjoy. Christine was certainly lovely, small and delicate, an ethereal vision, and she had definitely made an impression on the emperor, who called her back to his chambers regularly. But Dalgaz now turned her care over to his apprentices, just as he would do with any girl, and focused on Patricia, who was the last of the most recent group of captives and who needed a little more preparation before she would be ready. When her time finally came Dalgaz gave her the same advice he had given to Christine and Helen and the others: it is time, penetrata. Do as the emperor commands, and please him with your body. What will happen now will happen, and you will feel it all. But the Xhagia Taj Rad is not a cruel man, only a lustful one, and I have made you a thing to be lusted after. Remember that he has never caused permanent damage to a slave girl.
And after he finally escorted Patricia to the emperor’s chambers, she so lovely in the thin, sheer camisole and panties and heels, Dalgaz went back to the garden, hoping to recapture the moment that had come after dropping off Christine, the same melancholy mood that had stayed with him ever since. But the night was overcast and the second sun not fully set, most of the stars invisible, and in truth he simply didn’t think about this girl with Taj Rad as he had with Christine.
And he wondered why.
He liked Christine, to be sure. She was more than simply lovely; all of the slaves in the imperial harem were that. No, Christine had a spark to her that he couldn’t quite pin down. She had a beautiful smile, and was pleasant company when she lay beside him after he used her. That was unusual among penetrata, who generally were simply overwhelmed with lust once you aroused them, but it was not unknown.
Be careful, his father had once told him. A slave can break your heart if you let her.
But don’t we care for them?
Of course. They’re beautiful and desirable. They’re fascinating and intriguing. But never forget what they are, and what you are.
And so it was with his father’s wisdom that Dalgaz Tav decided that he had to keep the girl away. He knew the danger of a harem keeper developing favorites, knew that the girls were prone to gossip because their lives were often idle, and he knew they all lusted after him. If he brought Christine to his bedchamber too often, rivalries would develop that would disrupt things. No, it was better to do the opposite: there were too many girls in the harem for him to use them all anyway, and it would be easy to simply make sure she was never the one he chose. No one would be the wiser.
And she was very popular among the apprentices and staff, too. Her needs would not go unmet.
It was better this way.
As days passed and she more and more settled into life as a pleasure slave, she found herself wanting him, wishing he would call her to his chamber and use her. He had done so, and often, when he was training her all those months ago, and Christine could still remember how it felt to have him take her, to feel him touch her, to lie in his arms and tremble with the pleasure he brought. Her first baqqan had been his, and she could still remember it, kneeling before him as he humiliated her, and as he brought her that first shameful ecstasy that was a demonstration of this power that Xhagian men had over them. She could still remember that first taste, and the sensations that followed, the way her body responded. And she had since learned that there was something special about the first time, the first Xhagian; every girl here could recount her own, could recount the details, the fear, the realization that this was their life, that they were penetrata, slave girls for the men of this world and this empire.
It was a hard admission to make, but it always came eventually: We were once free, but no longer.
And so Christine would often look at Dalgaz Tav and remember, and she found herself trying to catch his attention, trying to use all the wiles he had taught her, all the ways she might attract a man, to make him notice. And she knew that he did often use the girls of the harem. He was a normal man with normal needs, after all, and they were all slaves, freely available for his pleasure.
But not her.
She was not alone in wanting him, of course. They all knew he was brilliant at exacting the full passions of a slave girl, this learned and tempered over decades as a slaver. They all knew his power and his skill. And so sometimes Christine would lie in her kennel and weep, wet and hungry for him. He had bought her from the raiders and had trained her for the pleasure of the emperor, just like any other Earth girl, just like any other penetrata.
If anything, he seemed to deliberately keep her at arm’s length.
That is not to say that she was not used, of course. As a penetrata she was available to the apprentices and the staff of the harem, as well as guards and others who were on good terms with Dalgaz Tav, and so there was never a lack of men taking advantage. After her first time with him the emperor Taj Rad had taken a liking to her, and at least once a week she would be put into a sheer slip or laqhina and taken by one of the apprentices up to the imperial chambers, and there would writhe helplessly in the emperor’s embrace.
Today they played ektai, a Xhagian game with silver and turquoise pieces arranged on a red board. Taj Rad had taught her to play, and now had her wear silken scarves around her arms and waist and bosom as she did. Right now half of the scarves were scattered on the carpeted floor nearby, each a testament to her losing a piece. She looked at him, made a choice, and moved her turquoise queen.
He laughed, moving one of his own to take it.
“Careless move, penetrata. Another scarf now.”
“Yes, Master,” she said, and gracefully she rose, doing a slow pirouette before him as she lasciviously peeled the scarf away, letting it flutter to the floor beside her. Taj Rad watched with satisfaction, and indicated that it was her move.
Ektai wasn’t a hard game to learn, though the strategies required could be complex. She had a natural talent for it, he told her once, and he liked that. Moving another piece, she watched him as he moved one in response.
The real game, of course, was not ektai. She knew this, knew that she was here for his pleasure, and this she focused on, taking just enough of his pieces to help him strip his own clothing away, but even when she thought she might have a chance to win she did not take it, making some careful mistake that ensured that the last remaining piece would always be the silver one. And so it passed now, the turquoise pieces dwindling on the board, and with each she was made to strip away one more scarf, until finally she wore only her slip and panties, and her remaining pieces were a mere handful.
He was distracted now, of course; the slip was sheer to the point of nothingness, revealing her small breasts and firm nipples to his gaze. As she pulled away the last scarf she moved her ass invitingly at him, taking her time to strip even as she enjoyed the view of his bare chest; she had taken no small number of his pieces as well. Now he moved, and she responded, knowing that she was surrendering the game. He smiled, looking at the board and then at her. Taj Rad liked to win.
“Your slip,” he said, taking her piece. “And make it slow, penetrata.”
She rose, watching him, her eyes hungry. Just as she had distracted him, so too did he distract her. And so she teased off one of the thin straps from her shoulder, revealing her breast to his gaze, and then licked her red lips as the other followed. A slow shimmy brought the thin garment down to her hips, and she straightened a bit, raising her bare breasts for his inspection. He nodded appreciatively, indicating with a finger that she was to continue. She did so slowly, turning so he could see her form, the garment at last sliding down her long legs and to the floor. For a moment she faced him again, and then, when he indicated that she could, she slid back into her seat with a smooth, practiced motion.
“Your move,” he said.
“Yes, Master.”
She took her time, leaning forward over the board to better display her breasts, her nipples rigid with her own growing desire, knowing that her musk just tinted the air, and she brought a delicate hand to one piece, then another, as though uncertain. In fact she knew exactly the move she was going to make, one that would end the game and begin the next, more intimate round of her afternoon here. She whimpered as he reached out and cupped one of her breasts in his hand.
“You have delightful little tits, Christine,” he said, giving it a gentle squeeze.
Her skin grew warm, and a tiny, excited flutter ran from her belly to her groin.
“Thank you, Master.”
“Do you like it when I baqqan them?”
Her breath grew short, and she licked at her lips.
“Oh, yes, Master. I like it very much.”
He smiled. “Well, if you can last three more moves without losing a piece, I’ll grant you that. Can you do it?”
She shuddered. Of course he knew she wasn’t playing to win. For a slave girl to defeat the emperor of Xhagia at anything was simply too risky; all the girls in the harem knew this. But if it pleased him to make the game close, she would obey, and now studied the board with more interest before she made her move.
Taj Rad watched her closely, reading her face, then evaluated the move she had made. “Clever,” he said, and he carefully pushed his own piece in response.
Her next move nearly exposed her, but she recognized this in time and drew her piece back before she had lifted her finger from it, and he nodded approvingly. “You’re a clever girl, Christine,” he said. “Go ahead.”
She played this one conservatively, making a defensive move to cover her central king. He studied this one closely.
“That’s two,” he told her. “Did you know that in the world championship series of 3755 the grand master Ghalnij Efran used a strategy much like that to come from behind and win the fifth game?”
“No, Master,” she said.
Taj Rad chuckled. “My, my,” he chided. “I thought everyone had heard of that match. Just what does that Dalgaz Tav teach you girls down there in the harem, anyway?”
“Why, how to pleasure you, Master,” she answered. “With everything we are.”
Now the emperor laughed. “In ways that Ghalnij Efran couldn’t begin to do, I imagine. Ah, now there’s a disgusting thought. He was brilliant, but nothing to look at. Can you survive one more move, Christine?”
She looked the game over. It wouldn’t be easy; he had her cornered all across the board, and even the most defensive choice would cost her at least one piece. It was not, of course, the baqqan itself that she desired, but that he be pleased with her; keeping Taj Rad happy was the most important thing in her life.
Then she saw it. Not a defensive move, but one of attack, one that would force him to defend himself. She never did this normally, since he liked his girls submissive and so she had always played that way. Caught in the conundrum, she studied the game a little while longer, and, seeing no other options, made the move.
“Ektath,” she said softly.
He stared at the board and she watched his face carefully, her heart beating fast. Then he smiled, leaning his head back to laugh. “Ah! Marvelous, Christine! Good girl! I hadn’t thought of that!” He moved to defend his main king, now more intent on the game. “Always be prepared for the unexpected, Christine,” he told her. “Always be willing to do what no one thinks you will. It’s sometimes your only choice, and often it’s the best one. Worlds have fallen when they failed to heed those words.”
“Yes, Master,” she said, and made her next move.
In the end, she lasted two more rounds before he finished her, scooping up her main king in triumph and sweeping the other turquoise away, leaving only silver on the board.
“Ektath-delan, penetrata.”
She smiled at him. “Well played, Master.”
“From you more than me, I think.” He regarded her. “Now take off those panties, little penetrata, but do it slowly. You’ve earned one baqqan; let’s see if you deserve anything more.”
Christine rose as she had been trained to do, a fluid motion that accented the curves of her body. Turning slowly, she tugged a bit at the waistband of her panties, not drawing them down just yet, only hinting at what lay beneath. He could see this, of course; like most garments allowed to penetrata these were sheer. She glanced back at him, a lock of her hair falling over one bare shoulder, and she smiled sweetly, licking her lips as she saw the growing bulge in his silken shorts. Her hand went down as she moved to face him again, the tips of her fingers dwelling invitingly over her pubis, then tracing across her thigh.
“I’m yours, Master,” she said softly, her voice almost a whisper and most definitely an invitation.
“Indeed,” he answered, mesmerized. “Tell me one of the slave verses you’ve been taught.”
She turned again, once more teasing at the whisper of thin silk she wore.
Obedient and soft,
I kneel before you,
to taste your baqqan,
to feel your use,
I beg.
For I am penetrata,
a slave girl for your pleasure.
At this she tugged the thin panties down and over the swell of her hip, pirouetting as she did the same with the other side, her thighs together catching at the middle, a tease, a hint that rolled slowly as she let the silk fall, moving her ass out, one hip rising to accent her form. He watched, his attention glued to her, the faint smile of triumph on his face, and as the panties settled to the floor beside the scarves and her slip he nodded at her pose.
“Very good, Christine. To the bed now; you have service to perform.”
“Yes, Master,” she said, and turning, she crawled atop the silken sheets, glancing back to watch him as she moved to her side, the position accenting her hips, her inner thighs warm as she saw him stand and draw down his briefs. She touched at her lips with her tongue and spoke. “Your cock is beautiful, Master.”
He smiled. “Lascivious little slut.”
She felt the blush spread across her face and over her bare breasts. “Yes, Master.”
“Good.”
He lay down beside her, his body close, and her blush remained as she felt her sex grow warmer, the intimate moisture dewing there. His hand roamed over her side, her flank, squeezing the cheek of her ass gently. He was in a good mood today, and she was glad; last week there had been some annoyance that made him late for his time with her and he had simply laid her on her back and fucked her hard, growling as he did. She never asked why his mood was what it was; such things were not her business to know. She was merely a slave girl for his pleasure, to be used tenderly or raped harshly, as he preferred. Either way she came, though it was much better when he took his time and exacted from her the full measure of her slavery.
Now his hand moved up to her shoulder, then down and over her breast. She moaned, her own fingertips exploring his form, the strong muscles of his arm. He leaned to her and kissed her.
“My, you are a lovely little slave,” he whispered, and his lips roamed over hers expertly, pushing her back into the sheets. She followed his lead with a soft purr, her fingers tracing over the width of his back, sensing his own touch move down her flank and hip to tease at her bare pubis. As always, she had been shaved there, her skin smooth and soft for him. A finger grazed over her nether lips, and she gasped, whimpering into his mouth, his tongue meeting hers. Slowly he moved his head down, kissing between her breasts, biting lightly at her nipples, her moans filling the room.
“Oh, please, Master….”
He did not answer, his breath warm against the skin of her chest, his fingers now touching more intimately at her. Her thighs parted helplessly, and at last she felt him move, his hips drawing over her, his hard cock now grazing the flesh of her belly. He was moist with his own growing lust, and the touch of his pre-cum sent a shiver of pleasure through her body, making her cry out. He poised himself at her, watching.
“Yes, you are a lascivious little slave, Christine. Beg now. Beg for my cock.”
She did, her words hungry and vulgar and almost incoherent. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck my pussy, fuck my hot little cunt. Please, Master…. I’m a hot little slave, a hot little penetrata…. Please….
He growled appreciatively, arching his hips back and taking her in a single, swift motion, driving in deep. Christine screamed at the pleasure of it, nearly coming right away as he began to thrust hard into her. His growls now matched her moans and he used her mercilessly, his cock pistoning in and out, holding her down, the soft silken sheets wet and smooth beneath her ass.
“Oh, please, Master! Please! Yes!”
He slowed, watching her, his gaze predatory.
“Earth girl, who is your master?”
She groaned. “You are, Master….”
“Who?”
“You, Master! The Xhagia Taj Rad! Lord of Worlds! Oh, God, please, Master…please….”
He chuckled, thrusting once again. She squealed helplessly.
“Do you like being my slave, penetrata? Is this what you deserve to be? Is this where you belong?”
She felt the tears building, escaping to roll down the sides of her head, blurring her image of him.
“Oh, yes, Master…yes….”
He smiled and did not relent, thrusting deeply, pounding her, his thighs slapping against hers, her cries signaling her submission and her need, her pleas incoherent in the growing ecstasy that she could not deny. She could sense his own pleasure building, aggressive, claiming her as she became only a thing, a soft, helpless thing he owned. And as she began to come, one orgasm tearing through her to be followed by another, Christine felt him tense and then screamed out as he exploded into her, the sensation of his cum filling her sending her over the edge again.
As always, he held her close, letting his own climax roll through them both. She was weeping and gasping, the world spinning, his Xhagian semen having its normal effect, reducing her, his hands moving to grip her ass, his cock still hard as he kept it in her.
“Gods,” he groaned finally. “You are a hot little cunt.”
She tried to answer, to plead with him to stop and not to stop. It was always the same, was always this way, beautiful and shameful and irresistible. At last he pulled out of her and rolled to his back, watching her. She moved to her side, pressing close to him and kissing his chest, her tongue wet and warm.
“Oh, Master,” she sighed. “You’re wonderful.”
His fingers roamed over her possessively, finding their way between her thighs, to her wet sex, pressing into her as she moaned. “You Earth girls make outstanding slaves,” he said. “Hot and eager. This is where you all belong, at our feet.”
“Yes, Master.”
“You don’t protest, little slut?”
She shook her head, her body damp with sweat. “No, Master. It’s not my place to question you.”
He touched at her hard nub and she moaned again.
“Quite so.” He sighed contentedly, bringing his wet finger to her lips. She suckled at it obediently, tasting his cum and her own arousal. Then he wrapped his fingers in her hair and drew her face down to his groin, his wet cock rising erect as he did. “Suck it, penetrata,” he commanded, and with a helpless whimper, she parted her red lips to do so.
He still owed her a baqqan, and he was a man of his word. It was not long before he straddled her and his warm cum erupted over her breasts, thick and rich as she writhed beneath him. Afterward she cuddled beside him and he fed her his lust with his finger, for he was pleased with her today.
He was the emperor of worlds. She was only a lowly slave girl.
And so it was on Xhagia, and would always be.
Three
Harem Days
In addition to her intimate service to Taj Rad and any of the nobility who asked Dalgaz Tav for her, Christine caught the eye of Belak, one of the apprentices, an ambitious young man from the south and a graduate student in slave management at the University of Krathenal. This was his first internship and he took his duties very seriously, seeing discipline as an end to itself. Now she lay on the bed in his small room, her thighs widely parted, holding the position he had commanded. He stood over her, musing.
“Arch your hips. Remember that a pose is not static, penetrata. You must constantly attract the master’s attention anew. Draw his attention to your pussy.”
Christine obeyed, moving slightly. She was wet, and her eyes roamed over Belak’s lithe form. She wanted him to take her, to just fuck her, since it had been nearly a week for her and she was eager. But he had commanded her to be silent and so she could not beg him except with her movements.
“Good. Bring your hands to your breasts. Caress them. Remember that all your body is a unified delicacy.”
Again she obeyed. There was probably a textbook somewhere that told these boys just what to say to a penetrata, some set of fixed commands that they all memorized in a classroom and repeated on an exam. But though she couldn’t find any fault with the words or orders themselves, they seemed almost sterile to Christine, distant. You aren’t me, Belak, she thought. You aren’t a penetrata. You don’t realize that each of us is different, that you can’t learn to play a slave girl by reading a book. You have to touch her and understand her response. You have to fuck her.
Fuck me.
Please.
She thought of Dalgaz again as Belak had her pose, and the more natural words came, the reason Dalgaz was unlike the younger slaver, why he was the master and not the student. There’s so much that he does without thinking, she realized. The way he walks, the way he moves, the way he turns his head and looks at you sometimes, the way his very gaze is lust, the way it makes you feel so soft, so vulnerable, so feminine. He doesn’t need words to reduce us to obedient slave girls. And Christ, I want him. I want him so much. I want to taste his baqqan, feel it.
She whimpered, and Belak smiled.
“You’re a hot little slut, aren’t you, Christine?” He touched her intimately, and she moaned. “And moist, too, I see.”
She blinked, running her tongue over her lips. Belak saw this and licked his own hungrily. “Do you beg, penetrata?” he asked.
“Yes, Master,” she moaned. “Please use me, Master.”
His own erection was clear through his thin silken briefs, the moisture from the tip visible as it left a growing stain in the fabric. She focused on this and felt her hunger grow. It didn’t matter the man, the Xhagian. The semen of any of them would send her to ecstatic heights, and they knew it, the brutes; that, more than any chains or other bonds, was the source of their power over their slaves. Belak stripped, his cock coming free, and he climbed between her parted thighs.
“Ah, you are lovely, Christine,” he breathed, even his words of passion sounding scripted, and she felt the tip of his cock touch at the lips of her moist sex. His own enthusiasm took control then, and he thrust forward. She cried out as his full length penetrated her, her body tight as he began to use her.
He was Xhagian, at least, and now that his lust overtook him, words not possible through his clenched teeth, Christine could melt into the power of his use, could allow herself to simply be overwhelmed by his aggression. Each stab of his cock sent a wave of pleasure through her, and her own cries echoed in the small room. His youth here was an advantage, being pure, raw power and hunger, uncomplicated, and he was handsome, with broad shoulders and a splendid chest, a chiseled face and eyes that made no pretense to look away. These were watching her now as his hips slammed into hers, a youthful smile replacing his firm mask, no longer the student with the book but an eager young man with a helpless slave girl at his mercy. He was enjoying her, just fucking her, just using her.
And now her eyes rolled back, her body gripping him tightly as she came, a throaty moan clawing its way past her lips. A few seconds later she felt him tense, then felt him explode into her. The reaction she gave was immediate, unstoppable, another orgasm bursting on the heels of the first, this one the inevitable response to his cum, a scream, her fingernails digging into his flesh as he groaned, venting himself. The small room and bed seemed to fade as Christine lost herself in the ecstasy of the moment, of the full presence of his cock in her, of the joy it brought that seemed to go on forever.
“Oh, Master….” she moaned, even as he thrust more slowly now, savoring the passing seconds. His own breathing came in ragged bursts as finally he withdrew, his hand moving between her thighs, pressing intimately against her, fingers exploring. She quivered at this, a series of little orgasms following, unable to help herself and not wanting to. This was surrender, total, impossible to deny even to one like Belak, scarcely more than a boy.
“Runkiss,” he gasped, his hands still exploring her, and slowly Christine obeyed, moving to her forearms and knees, lowering her shoulders and raising her ass high. His hands explored this, the smooth, perfect globes of her bottom, and she shivered as they did. His voice reached her then, breath still short.
“Oh, yes…perfect….”
A whimper escaped her lips; he shifted and she felt his cock touch against the wet, swollen petals of her sex. Her hips moved of their own accord, invitingly, a silent plea. As they did he gripped her thighs and thrust into her hard, giving no warning, no tease as Dalgaz or the emperor so often preferred. Christine screamed out again, overwhelmed, pumping back at him as he rode her like an animal.
He was youthful. Xhagian. Male.
Further thought was not possible.
If Belak and the emperor and the others satisfied her lust and her helpless need, the harem provided structure and companionship. Dalgaz encouraged friendships among the girls, encouraged a sense of community. They all had things in common, things they shared, including the wistful and sometimes painful longing for home and freedom, and simply because the Xhagians could make them climax whenever they chose to did not mean that the penetrata were robots to their desires. Life in the harem was unpredictable and yet not: you were available for a master at any time, but meals at the trough, kneeling beside the others and licking up the rich gruel with your wrists crossed behind your back, were always on time, as were the exercises and the massages.
She grew close to Helen, the virgin girl who had been trained with her and then deflowered by the emperor, and Adele, who had been here for half a dozen years. They were, like Christine herself, sensuous delights, well-curved and toned, their skin flawless and their faces delicate and feminine beneath rich, soft hair. Adele was from Paris, and Helen a Canadian. Christine had studied French in college and the three of them would sometimes converse in that language, sitting by the large pool or walking in the gardens outside.
Sometimes these talks could be intimate.
“Did you ever think of this, I mean before?” Helen asked one day.
“This?” answered Adele.
“Xhagia.”
Christine shrugged. There had always been the rumors that out beyond the edge of the solar system there was more, that there was an empire. And it was true that raiders did come to Earth, descending without warning in black ships, taking people who never came back. It was true that the old civil-defense systems invented in the twentieth century Cold War had been revived, and that girls learned young that they should hide when the alarms went off.
It was also true that the United Nations never really talked about the raids, or who the men in the dark ships were, or why they came. There were other rumors, of course, about secret plans to defend against the ships and the raids, but these never seemed to lead anywhere, and who was behind the ships and the raids remained a mystery, fuel for conspiracy theorists and tabloids. Because in truth, as a percentage of Earth’s billions, the raids took only a few thousand people a year, and there were plenty of other problems the world had to deal with.
It just turned out that some of the rumors were true.
A galactic empire, a race so much like humans, descended from the same genetic template, the Valk. So much like humans that they shared many of the same desires.
We have power, penetrata, and so we take what we desire. And we desire you.
Xhagia.
“What about…?” Adele asked then. They had stepped outside and taken a place under the shade of a tree.
Helen regarded her. “About?”
“The other things. The use.”
Christine felt herself shiver, her fingers moving over the thin silk of her camisole, the soft skin beneath, the thin waistband of the sheer tap pants she wore. She wondered if it would matter if she confessed that she had thought about men, about submission, before her abduction, always keeping these dark fantasies hidden. Does it matter now that they’ve become real? she wondered.
“I think about Dalgaz Tav,” she admitted.
“Who doesn’t?” Adele answered.
Helen blushed. Her own camisole was, like Christine’s, sheer and red, her long blonde hair framing her shoulders. She licked her lips. “I wish….” she began, and Adele regarded her.
“Wish?”
“That the others were more like him.”
Adele nodded. “Who? Like Sakil?”
“Or Geth. Or Belak.”
“At least Belak has a good body.”
Helen looked at Christine, and Christine felt her own blush spread. “Belak’s never used me,” Helen said. “How is he?”
“Good,” Christine admitted. “It’s okay…good. But he’s no Dalgaz Tav.”
“He was my first baqqan,” Adele said.
“Belak?”
“God, no. Dalgaz.”
A tinge of envy rippled through Christine, though there was little reason for it. Dalgaz was the first baqqan for most of the girls of the harem. He had trained them, taught them. Again the thought came to her: I wish he’d look at me. I wish he’d use me.
She sighed. And I wish I knew why I think about him this way, because it’s more than lust. It’s more than just the first baqqan, the taste of him. We’re all like that here. But it’s the way he was there when Otho brought me back from my first night with the emperor, the way Dalgaz was so gentle and careful and kind, because I was afraid. I was overwhelmed, and he was there. When Patricia came back from her first time he had Sakil take care of her, so why did he do this for me?
Am I special to him?
Or am I simply grasping at straws, to think he might care? I’m no different from any of the girls here. I’m just a slave.
“I wish he’d baqqan me,” Helen whispered softly. “I wish he’d baqqan me every day. God, I get wet just thinking about him.”
Adele gave her a smile. “You and me and every other penetrata,” she said.
The afternoon passed under the pleasant two suns of Xhagia, and soon the chime for dinner sounded. Christine rose with Adele and Helen, and the three of them returned to the harem as another day settled into evening.
Belak didn’t use her that night; he was away. Instead it was Chajar.
And days passed, and nights, one so much like the other.
Only not this one.
She was in her kennel, the light dim, curled up with her pillow beneath her head. Sleep had washed over her, and the old familiar nightmare, the fear, until she came awake, trembling, not knowing why, never knowing why, only that she was far from home in a place where her body betrayed her at the hands of any man who touched her.
That was when the feeling began.
In her left hand, shivering, trembling, like something crawling underneath her skin. Her eyes snapped open at the sensation, and she raised her hand in the low light, whimpering in terror. The fingers seemed longer, narrower, the tips drawing into points, and with this sensation came another, a strength in the knuckles that didn’t belong.
Not her hand now, not anymore, but broader, like a claw, and she flexed it, the joints moving almost too fast for her eyes to register. She stared at it for a moment in horror. And all through her body the sensation came, rippling, her vision suddenly sharper, her hearing more acute, the taste and smell of the kennel close.
And then, slowly, it subsided, the claw relaxed and became her hand again, and the feelings grew quiet, like they were never there.
But she remembered them as she slept again, wondering if this too was all a dream.
Four
Sex Feast
A slave girl had told him once that on Earth, harems were designed to keep men out, to reserve the women inside for the exclusive use of a powerful king or lord. Dalgaz hadn’t believed her at the time; the idea seemed preposterous. Aren’t slave girls meant to be enjoyed? he thought. Why wouldn’t you share them? And after all, Xhagian brothels were not so different from their Terran counterparts, so what was so special about a harem? The truth was that there were far more penetrata in the imperial harem than any emperor, even one as vigorous as the Xhagia Taj Rad, could ever expect to really use. Taj Rad did enjoy each new girl as she came in and was trained, and there were always a few he regularly had sent to him when he was in a particular mood, but after their initial period of service, most of the girls seldom saw him or served him personally. From the perspective of a traditional Earth harem, it would have made more sense to sell the girls off when the emperor grew tired of them, rather than pay to accumulate them in a wing of the palace.
The answer to this conundrum of access came when Dalgaz reviewed his studies of evolution. The men of Earth, like any Valk race, were always and inevitably uncertain about the paternity of their children, and so controlling their women made sense as a way to keep rivals at bay. But since Xhagian women could reject the semen of an unwanted male, that practice simply didn’t work on his world; rather, a Xhagian man had to win his mate through loyalty and virility. He had to prove himself. As a result, Xhagian men were more sexually intense and mated later than Terran males. Dalgaz’s father had been well into middle age when Dalgaz had been born, his grandfather quite ancient by then. He himself had only recently begun to think about pursuing a mate.
So it was only interesting to Dalgaz Tav in an academic sense that harems on Earth were meant to control access to the reproductive capacities of slave females. On Xhagia, there was no mating possible with Terrans, and the harem was simply another part of the palace, a place to keep pleasure slaves and use them to reward loyalty and help the aggressive Xhagian males work out their lusts; it was more convenient than having palace guards and others frequent the city’s many brothels. In the imperial palace this meant that the harem served to provide entertainment to all the court, and the girls would be used at any of a variety of functions.
The high duke Taggris Ald held his esteemed position not merely through birth (his family was one of the leading houses of Xhagia) but also from wealth, maintaining trade and political contacts throughout the empire. He understood, therefore, that commerce and power were not merely the exchange of money and the control of force. Equally important, and perhaps mores, were the relations with your peers and your clients, were the proper exchange of gifts and providing social activities that would allow informal negotiations to take place. He was therefore a good man to know, and his wife, the duchess Yathinia Han, took an unusually active role in the court; their daughter Alisis was blossoming into quite the beauty, like her mother.
Taggris Ald sat with Dalgaz Tav today, on the high balcony of one of the finest ethnic restaurants in the city. Even though it was the height of the afternoon rush, they had the table and the balcony to themselves, a tribute to Taggris’ influence. They had eaten well and were enjoying a fine wine, the cool breeze a welcome respite from the summer heat.
“And Yathinia is well?” Dalgaz asked.
“Quite so. She sends her very best greetings.”
“Please give her mine as well. And the little duchess?”
Taggris chuckled. “Not so little anymore, Dalgaz. She is becoming quite the talk of the court, you know. Some say that the crown prince has taken an interest in her.”
“Ah, the joys of youth. I remember the daughter of a merchant of Eldarath, when I was a boy. My father would chide me for neglecting my studies, and tell me that the girl of my dreams had probably not yet been born.”
“But now, no doubt, she has. Have you met her, this girl?”
“Not yet.”
Taggris wagged his finger playfully. “Too much time in your harem, Dalgaz,” he chided. “You should get out more. I know a number of young noble ladies who would be impressed with a man of your character and achievements. And a son to carry on your family line, or a daughter to bring you prestige; these would do you good.”
Dalgaz smiled. “I’m a busy man,” he said by way of excuse.
“A good woman will only make you busier. Keep you out of trouble.”
Dalgaz laughed now. “Has it worked for you?”
“Surely you know that I’m incorrigible, my friend. The Duchess has long since given up on me.” Taggris’ tone changed a bit, grew more serious. “This leads me to the purpose of this lunch, however. If I’m to deduct it from my taxes we must talk a little business.”
“You pay taxes?”
Taggris’ eye twinkled. “Hush. There is a delegation of merchants I will be entertaining at my home next week,” he said. “Half of them are men, and the duchess and Alisis will be entertaining the ladies at the city menagerie, giving us little to do. You see, several major contracts are up for bid, and I’d like the help of these merchants in securing them. It could be very profitable.”
“I’m intrigued. Please go on.”
“I thought that a sex feast would help smooth negotiations, but these men need something more than the usual contract brothel girls. They have rather expensive tastes.”
Dalgaz chuckled. “And if you could tell them that they will be served by slaves of the imperial harem, this would help your negotiations?”
“You know me too well, old friend.”
“Payment would have to be made to the palace, of course, assuming you can convince the harem keeper to let the slaves out for an evening.”
“Of course. Fortunately, I know his taste in wines.”
Dalgaz looked down at the red liquid swirling in his glass. “He might ask for more, however.”
Taggris chuckled. “You’re a rascal and you drive a hard bargain, Dalgaz Tav,” he said. “Will my gratitude and a favor owed be sufficient?”
Dalgaz smiled. Taggris Ald was a good ally, and he was a man of honor. He had kept his word in the past and would do so now, above all else. “As always,” Dalgaz said. “And of course, there must be the usual guarantees for the girls’ safety and security. They are, after all, the property of the emperor, and he would be most displeased if any of them were damaged or misplaced.”
“My guests and staff will be made aware,” Taggris told him. “Anything else?”
“A dance with the duchess at the next imperial ball will suffice.”
“Done. She would insist on that in any event, you know; were it not for the great joy that birthing Alisis and little Gyeff brought her, she’d probably leave me for you. I still say it’s time you found an esteemed noblewoman and wooed her, Dalgaz Tav.”
The majordomo of Taggris Ald arrived the next day, punctual and efficient. He was a heavy man, fond of rich foods and fine clothing, and more than once someone had confused him with his employer, a fact that both of them found endlessly amusing. He toyed with the jeweled ring on his right forefinger as Dalgaz had the apprentices assemble the girls in neat rows in the large central room. The light here was good, and Dalgaz brought his own hands behind his back as they walked.
“Any preferences?” he asked.
The majordomo considered this. “A certain variety would be good. No doubt the guests have differing tastes. This one. Have her step forward.”
“Angela,” Dalgaz said, and the girl, well-formed with brown skin and rich, black hair, meekly obeyed. The majordomo walked around her, reaching out to caress her flank. She whimpered as he gripped her buttock to test its feel. “Hm,” he commented. “Good tone.” He teased at her breasts a bit, pinching the nipples. “She’ll do nicely.”
They moved on. Occasionally the majordomo would ask a question or two, and his inspection of each slave that interested him was thorough and professional; one did not get his job without at least some experience with slaving. One of the apprentices followed closely with a holopad, taking notes and indicating which slaves were chosen.
“Her,” the man said now.
The girl stood very still, her gaze down like the others. Dalgaz felt himself tense, suppressed the feeling. His voice was harsher than he intended.
“Christine.”
She took two steps forward, and the majordomo moved around her. As he ran his hand down her back, resting it there for a few seconds at the space above her buttocks, Dalgaz tensed again and realized that he was hoping the man would find her wanting, that he would choose another. She quivered as the majordomo ran his finger between the cheeks of her ass, then moved to caress them, testing their feel.
“Very good. Is this one hot?”
Dalgaz fought the lie, the sudden desire to lie, swallowed it and gave the truth.
“Very.”
“Hm.” The majordomo moved around her, looking at her face, her downturned eyes, letting his hands move over her breasts, testing the firm flesh. His fingers went down then and touched at her pubis. “You’ve left a bit of fuzz here,” he commented. “That’s good. We’ll take her as well.”
The apprentice noted this on the holopad and they moved on. Dalgaz looked at Christine’s face as she stepped back into the line, and he read her eyes, the hint of fear and pain there, but deeper than this the disappointment.
How can you do this to me?
The majordomo selected a dozen slaves, and he and Dalgaz then retired to Dalgaz’s office to make the final arrangements for clothing, makeup, and perfume, and to arrange the times for delivery and return. Dalgaz had done this a hundred times before and now worked by instinct, pouring himself a glass of water when his mouth went dry. When the majordomo finally made half payment and left, receipt and Dalgaz’s seal in hand, Dalgaz closed the door to his office and sat behind his desk for some time. He took out his holopad and brought up the security cameras, focusing one on her. She was sitting with two other girls, and one reached out and caressed her shoulder gently, as though to comfort her. Dalgaz touched at the holopad surface with his thumb, mimicking the caress.
This all felt wrong, but why? Surely it was not that he was possessive; Christine had been used by dozens of other men here in the harem, in the palace. That was what she was for. He knew that Belak was particularly fond of her, as was Kerdis. He knew that the emperor enjoyed her too.
And then it came to him, as he sat. He knew the men who had used her. Belak was a good apprentice, diligent, and if he could learn to put aside his books and study the penetrata up close, he would do well as a slaver. Kerdis was an honorable man who understood exactly how far to push a girl to tease the maximum pleasure out of her. Dalgaz knew them all, every man who had touched her, and he knew that none of them would ever hurt her, that they were as gentle as a Xhagian man could be expected to be with a slave. She was safe here, in the harem.
But who were these men who would be at the gathering of Taggris Ald? There were the normal guarantees, and the stipulations for compensation should something go wrong, but this didn’t seem enough this time. Girls were sometimes hurt at sex feasts. Once in a while a guest would take an irrational liking to a penetrata and abduct her. And Dalgaz knew that Christine would be used hard, that it would be unlike any of her experiences so far. It had to happen sooner or later, he told himself, but this was of little comfort.
He caressed the image on the holopad again. She was crying, and the other girl was holding her.
I’m sorry, he thought. Please be safe.
They left the harem in mid-afternoon, after sleeping late that morning and then each being given a long massage. They were carefully washed, their hair shampooed and styled, their skin oiled and softened further with lotions. When they were ready a tunic was brought for each of them, and their wrists were manacled behind their backs. Collars followed, fastened around their necks, a chain attached to this, and then gags, each with a ball for the mouth and several straps to hold it firmly in place. She had thought Dalgaz might have attended to their preparation, but he was nowhere to be seen. Instead it was Sakil, the senior apprentice, and he worked efficiently, sparing few words save for commands. At last he lined them up and appraised them.
“Good. Now, remember that you are slaves of the emperor. You represent this house and its prestige. Taggris Ald has paid a substantial sum for this evening, and you will each perform to perfection for his guests. I will be watching, and any displeasure reported to me will be passed along to Dalgaz Tav, including video. The last girl of the harem who was less than pleasing at a sex feast was later sold to the man she had failed to satisfy, and you can be sure that her life in his household was substantially less comfortable than her life here. Do you understand, penetrata?”
Christine nodded, and the others did too. Her heart was racing as Sakil took the chain and led them out of the harem and through several halls of the palace, attracting the attention of various Xhagians they passed. At last they arrived in a hangar and were directed aboard a transport, where Sakil fastened each of them into a seat.
There was a wide window to one side, and if you turned your head you could see the city below as the transport left the hangar and climbed to altitude. Christine stared at this and marveled; high towers and buildings jutted upward from broad boulevards, the metal faces glinting in the sun, and all around were other transports like this one, flying in different directions. A galactic empire, Dalgaz had said, but apart from the starport she had never seen it.
And Earth is a vassal state to them.
She suddenly felt very small, very weak. This was power, was the power that had brought her here, her and the other girls, and it was power that owned them and that could make them do as the Xhagians desired.
Including this.
She had asked Adele what a “sex feast” meant, and her friend’s answer came only slowly. It’s just that, she said: a feast. You’ll serve food and wine, and the men will lounge and eat from low tables. They might feed you something, if they take a liking to you. Keep your gaze down and do as they say, no matter what they tell you to do. You are part of the feast. Then they use you.
Christine remembered the first time she had been used on Xhagia, during training, she and the other four girls who had been bought with her. An orgy? she asked.
Almost. There will probably be a lot of men, and they are Xhagian, so they won’t tire quickly. But in an orgy you are taking part; here you’re just being taken. They’ll do what they want with you, and you have to read their moods and respond. They won’t tell you what to do but they’ll expect you to know. Christine, they’re going to fuck you like no one here has ever fucked you before, so be ready for that. Once that first cum touches you, it won’t stop.
The transport passed from the city, gliding over green countryside, until at last it descended and circled over a large, palatial building before settling to the ground. Sakil was up as the engines powered off, moving to them and releasing their belts. He ordered them to their feet and took their leash in hand, directing them out of the aircraft. The tarmac was hot and they followed him quickly, glancing around the beautiful gardens until they found themselves guided through a set of doors and into a large room. Full-length mirrors lined one wall, and Sakil had the girls kneel before them.
Christine stared at the girl she saw, at her own face gagged, the thick collar around her neck, the chain running from it, the thin tunic she wore. Who were you? she wondered. Who were you before, and why does it matter?
Power. They could do what they wanted.
Sakil moved up the line, releasing the chain from their collars and stowing it in his bag. They remained unmoving as he did, waiting, and one by one he removed their collars and then their manacles and gags. Still the girls did not move; he had not yet commanded them to. At last he faced them.
“All right,” he said. “Now we get you ready. We have three masseuses and tables set up here; they will soften you up. There’s a large pool in the next room, and after your massage you are to bathe yourselves there. Then you return here and we apply perfume and makeup and get you dressed. We have only four hours before the feast begins, and you must be perfect.”
Perfect. She stepped into the short hallway with the others, each sensation seeming more real, more alive: the soft music, the rich scent of food, the soft carpet beneath her shoes. The heels were high, and apart from them she wore only a thin, sheer laqhina, the hem of it teasing against the very tops of her thighs, the back just present over her buttocks, the waist low on her hips to best reveal her. Her hair, soft and touched with a bit of curl, danced against her bare shoulders, tumbling over these, and she could feel the makeup on her cheeks, the hint of shadow and mascara at her eyes, the gloss of red lipstick painted delicately on her lips.
Each girl was prepared as she was, their laqhinas forming a rainbow of colors to match the differing shades of their skin and hair. As they stepped through the last door, Sakil in front, Christine glanced quickly around. The chamber was large, with a high, vaulted roof, one wall transparent with gently arched windows that admitted starlight from the growing night outside. There were two levels joined by wide stairs, and the carpeting, like that of the hallways, was thick and rich beneath her feet, a warm tone to it that perfectly matched the rich woods of the far wall, these also arched in a gentle curve over a large set of double doors. To one side a wide table held a buffet, this arranged artfully; two chefs, one male and the other female, busied themselves here. Around the edges of the room several low couches had been arranged, and large pillows as well.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/19672 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!