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“Hurry up, Donna, we will be whipped if we are not there on time!”
“Alright, alright, Jia Li,” Both slave girls were running, demurely on toe point of course, down the corridor to the sleep cell area.  It had been another busy day as all days were in the House of Amin Davorga.  They had been up at 4:30 AM, cleaned the master’s bedroom and bath, fed the dogs, cleaned the breakfast tableware, performed garden chores, served lunch, got fucked (thank god!), did laundry, dried clothes, put clothes away, cleaned the study, cleaned the patio, performed accounting duties for the house, performed in an exotic play/dance, and finally cleaned up after that.  
Jia Li and Donna were normal slave sluts.  They wore opaque veils, transparent opalescent halters and pantaloons, and various gold bangles around the ankles, arms, neck, and fingers.  Jia Li was of an oriental race and Donna was pure Caucasian blond
The slave shower door was finally in front of them.  They glanced into the eyespot to be scanned.  The resident AI checked them and determined that they were who they were and alone.  Behind them they could hear a heavy panel door closing with a sharp click of the lock.  They ignored it as a normal security precaution.
Security and identity was of awesome importance.  They were valuable property.  On their right heel was their ID # in a half circle with a stylish S in the middle.  Donna’s number was:




EURAM05603412-145112466-040508

It stated her world of origin, identity #, and date of capture.  She had been trained to remember it exactly.  If that failed or she was unconscious, a chip had been inserted between her shoulder blades that continuously broadcast her location and identity.  Her identity was unique and could be changed by someone with enough knowledge, tools, and skills of which she had none.
Really it was no worse than a social security number.  Admittedly it was permanently part of her body which was different.  In any event it posed no concern for any slave girl.
The door in front of them opened with a slight hiss and they were hit with a blast of warm humid air.  It felt good on their bare skin.  It was almost orgasmic.  All day they had been barely warm with their thin clothes designed for access and easy pleasant viewing.  They hurried within.  Again the door closed and locked behind them.
Isalane was barely visible in the far end of the shower.  She waved merrily with her shackles making a clinking sound.  The girl was always cheery no matter how awful the situation. Somebody’s bare arm reached in and grabbed her by her long brown hair to drag her into the next room to be brushed.  Isalane giggled.

Donna and Jia Li turned to face one another and made haste in unsnapping the arm and leg buttons to open up their clothing as well as quickly removing jewelry.  Being wrist and ankle shackled clothing had to be buttoned on rather than slipped over.  It was also much easier to undo each other than unbutton themselves.  Their wrists and ankles both had six inch chains on them which limited all of their motions but allowed restricted movement for serving.
The pantaloons just dropped to the floor when opened.  So did the brief halter letting their firm breasts come to view over muscular flat bellies and strong thighs.  Every other day they faced 8 hours of rigorous gym exercise to keep them trim and fit.  
Everything was put in its proper place: clothes in a laundry chute and jewelry in small drawers in a series of chests.

Quickly Jia Li cupped Donna’s breasts; not too long because they would be punished for illicit behavior; it had to look accidental.  Donna did not mine.  Both girls were always aroused.  The air of the owner’s home was saturated with his pheromones that excited them immensely.  In his bed they would go wild except for their tight bonds, restraints and their innate submissiveness.

Taking a piss and doing a dump was next.  Naturally they sat side by side and then wiped each other taking care to linger and touch.  Now naked they proceeded to the shower.

The water was warm at night and frigid in the morning.  They wanted to linger and luxuriate in the warmth but dared not.  In the next room other girls were brushing their hair and arranging it for the night.  Kenta was yelling at them for being lazy and slow.  What he would say to them was too horrible to contemplate.  

The very late girls soaked their hair and rubbed in jasmine scented shampoo.  In seconds they were covered with suds and pirouetting under the hot shower heads.   Using sponges they reached up and scrubbed each other concentrating on all of the exposed skin but always more interested in each other’s breasts, crotch and ass.  All contact was incidental or so they would plead if caught.  
Donna had been born free and had been a rising young exotic singer when the end of her world came.  The NgaZulu had decided to conquer them and once they had been raped and liberally soaked in their pheromones they liked the idea.  That was five years ago, another lifetime.  

As for Jia Li she had been a farming peasant when captured and fucked.  A quite ordinary girl with no exceptional prospects and no extraordinary beauty.  Now she was lovely and positively glowing with sexual allure.
Now both were the same and happy to be there.

Their owners had come and were truly superior.  Indeed the NgaZulu were 50 % larger, 100% stronger, 200% smarter and exuded seductive and addictive pheromones that made girls and even men succumb to uncontrollable lust for them.  It was rumored they were a war caused mutation and others hinted at human design gone crazy.  Whatever it was it had worked fantastically well.
The NgaZulu were not perfect they bred slower (lived longer) and there was a three times more females than males.  It led to a fiercely patriarchal society.  Breeding aside they could perform amazingly sexually and actually needed to orgasm at least nine times a day.
Finished the two sleepy slaves moved on into a drying blast of hot air.  Automatically they closed their eyes and scampered forward into a small room of mirrors and small tables.  There they would view themselves at several angles to check for error and imperfection.  
Kenta was there and he was growling:  “Ass up stupid!  You are late!”  It was hard to take a naked though muscular man with no balls seriously.  However, he had a whip, a shocker, a small club, and the keys to all of their locks on his waist belt.  He was in charge.
The girls groaned and knelt.  Then they turned over and shoved their pretty asses high.  On knee and chin they presented their behinds for instruction.  It did not take long before the steady smacking of a heavy bull whip could be heard.  25 blows left them gasping with bright red welts rising; not enough to scar but enough to show and make their asses a bit smarter than before.

“Up now and brush your hair 100 times.  I want to hear you counting but quietly and clear.”

“Yes, boss!”  They both cried out simultaneously.  Tears stained their faces and an incipient whimper lurked just beneath the surface.  

They crawled over to the low makeup desk where several brushes waited.  The previous user, of course, had cleaned the brush of their hair.  There they knelt on their knees and haunches.  Frowning slightly Donna and Jia Li started checking their make up while they brushed.  A steady low count could be heard.  

Kenta watched.  Occasionally he tapped one of their heads with his stick to remind them of the need to hurry.  Kenta was of Japanese stock.  Like most harem eunuchs he had been born in a slave camp and raised as such.  He was absolutely dedicated to his work and never thought of molesting one of the slave girls; he had no interest in them.  In turn the slave girls had no interest in a bald guy with a thin small dick hanging limply between his thighs.  
Satisfied for the moment Kenta inspected the other two slaves in his work domain who were at the next stage.  They were Isalane and Belanguera.  Both were slavishly devoting their attention to a sitting statue replica of their owner and were between his legs.  They had put their bound hands behind their sweet rounded asses.  The red S on their hip marked them as what they were and they bobbed as often as their heads.  
A NgaZulu was far larger than an ordinary man of their own slave species.  A man might have an average dick of six inches in length and 1.5 inches in diameter with balls to match.  A NgaZulu possessed an average of nine inches in length and 2.25 inches in diameter with balls to match.  It was very difficult to deep throat such a cock but the girls had to do it as it was expected of a slave to perform often, completely, and with passion.
Right now the two pretty girls were taking turns going deep on the replica with their eyes closed in imagination dreaming that they were doing the real thing.  It was a form of worship.  
Before going to sleep a slave girl should remember the most intimate details of their owner.  Hence the statute and numerous pictures and images to see in the corridors between harem work areas.  Right now they practiced the most intimate of kisses.

Isalane had been raised farm raised.  When she stood one could see the tree and golden circle on her left knee that marked her birth place and brand name.  In this case she was a Golden Tree product that specialized in Mayan stock.
The NgaZulu both captured fresh stock from alternate worlds and raised their own.  There were proponents of both fashions.  Their owner dabbled in both types.   
 “Isalane and Belanguera, time to go.” He slapped their heads to wake them up.  They gave a final kiss and rose swiftly and then pattered away in the slow steps of a hobbled slave with a two inch chain.  Luckily they did not have far to go.
Another sensor checked their identities and let them pass through a thick metal grate that slid open for them.  Once they were past it the gate shut with a clang and a click.

They were now in the sleep cell section.  Eight of their friends already waited in groups of three.  Belanguera prayed to her ancient god.  She knew only Donna and Jia Li were left behind.  The two would join them in the final line.   
Gagnesh was on duty tonight.  He tended to be kindly but stern.  Motioning to the two new arrivals they hurried to stand where he had ordered them with dark haired Isalane in front of Belanguera.  
There was a particular wait stance when ordered to stand.  This was back straight, tits up, legs tight together, on tiptoe, and with head looking down at the same tits.  A slave had to be alert though and watchful of small signs and sounds.  All of them were ready to be bedded down.

Wandering about Gagnesh peered into ass cracks and touched breasts.  This was not sexual but a cleanliness inspection.  It just felt sexual to the overly excited girls.  Smiling he produced the first gag.  Silly conversations were not allowed.  
The lead girls in each line opened their red painted mouths as he popped the penis shaped gag in each of them.  The straps went around their heads, under their chin and over their scalp.  Once in place the slave was not able to move it accidentally or deliberately.  
A single strap, though pretty, was ineffective because a strong tongue could push it out.  It took a harness ball gag to shut a slave up.  The red rubber ball was over two inches big and was jammed in behind the slave’s teeth forcing her to open up considerably.  Her jaw would be aching shortly but it was ultimately a practical aid for a slave for when she had to do a blow job.  Owners did not permit a lazy slave.
Once the first girls were properly gagged, then it was time for their white sleep caps.  This was a hood, padded, clean and pleasantly scented that went over the head and ensured the slave could not see and would make her warm and sweaty too.  
Claustrophobic girls were treated early on and did not suffer from that illness long.

A small white draw string with metal eyelets was used to make a snug fit around the neck and metal collar.  

Donna and Jia Li now arrived with Kenta helping them along with a hand on adjacent elbows.  They saw the situation and moaned softly.  


Gagnesh chose Donna to be the last in line and Jia Li number 2.   Both girls immediately stood at attention close enough to each other so that Jia Li could smell Donna’s sweet perfume and lust.
While Donna and others stood and waited alone with head down, her slave friends got their gags and hoods.  Once that was done their tits were patted to make sure the slaves could not see.  Each one jumped slightly with the touch.  
Belanguera, Isalane and the others then received a binder clip for each of their nipples to make them tender and sensitive for the next day.  It did not matter that the nerve endings would throb all night unless she found a comfortable position and did not move an inch.

There was a slight low moaning as the girls adjusted to their hoods and clips.  While this was happening their wrists and ankles were checked and tighten so that there was no spare chain length.  

The first four girls were named Lei, Udaya, Lajita and Isalane.  Each was addressed by name and urged forward with the assistance of the eunuch’s unseen rough hands on ass and thighs.  A sleep cord was attached to each collar at the back making the girl bend her head forward.
The sleep cells were arranged in a row across the floor with a second set of four just above.  Up to 24 girls could be fitted in.  At present all were accounted for except for Ixchab who had to be in their owner’s bed.  Presumably he was bedding his wife this night and only needed one slave to help.

Each cell had a long narrow door with a barred window.  The door was about 2 feet wide and 1.5 feet high; just enough to let a slave girl wiggled in one at a time.  The cell was wide enough for three slave girls if they took a deep breath and held it in.  The length was about six feet; it was relatively rare for a taller slave girl.  At the far end of the cell was a similar but much narrower barred window looking out on the central ventilation shaft.  
The ventilation shaft was well defended against intruders or slaves with steel, barbs, razor sharp blades, detectors and shocks.  The girls had never seen the far window or the shaft; it was what they had heard.

Lei and Isalane knelt feeling the eunuch hand on her back and ass and the hard tug at the neck.  “Follow your neck slave.” instructed the two eunuchs.  So they did with the eunuchs assisting since they were so tightly bound.  Their heads entered the cell space and disappeared within the darkness.  Inside the stone was cold as usual and the distant shaft sucked air right past their bodies cooling them.

With a great deal of slapping and pinching of leg and ass the two slaves wiggled/pulled into position.  Both slipped towards the right eventually to cuddle up against the right wall.  There they panted and waited painfully aware of their nipples.
Each eunuch adjusted the girl’s ankles so they crossed one another.  This made it slightly more difficult to get out.  Each set of ankles was chained to a wall ring with no spare length at all.  Between the neck pull and the ankle chain the girls were stretched fully in a single line.

Kenta and Gagnesh reached in and twisted their ankles on top of each other.  Obediently the girls stayed that way.

It was now Udaya and Lajita who edged up and knelt to be helped into the other two cells to be occupied tonight.  Lajita sniffed loudly as she felt the neck pull.  Udaya moaned in an undeterminably manner. In no time the girls were stuffed inside where they vaguely twitched.
This proceeded until the sleep cells were all loaded with the last voluptuous slave girl wiggled into place; the eunuchs smiled happily at a job well done.
Now the two eunuchs knelt and looked inside the cells with a flash light.  Each cell had three pairs of comely legs leading to curvy behinds with a red S on the right hip.  Three pairs of tied hands sat on three asses.  The curve of their ass prevented any more to be seen.  Hitting a lever the eunuchs let a long steel pole descend and then lock down the three sets of twisted ankles.  This prevented any easy stealing of the girls from the shaft side.  To check they tickled all the soles.  The girls tried to move but were unable to more than twitch and let loose a stifled laugh.  They were perfectly secure for another night.

The cell door closed and was triple locked.

Kenta and Gagnesh played rock, paper, and scissors to see who would get the guard position and who would get the monitor.  Gagnesh won and settled down in the chamber opposite the sleep cells on a pillow to maintain watch.  Periodically he would check the girls through the bars of the cells with his flash light.  In between he would take cat naps.

Meanwhile Kenta retired to a nearby alcove where he monitored several video screens, motion detectors, and medical monitors.  If necessary, the system would alarm too and his duty was to respond when needed.  Carefully he checked that each girl was slipping into slumber as based on heart beat and respiration rate.  It had been a busy day.
Jia Li and Belanguera flanked Donna in their sleep cell.  The slaves stirred ever so slightly twitching their bottoms or wiggling a finger or two.  They were completely in the dark but could feel each other bodies at the hip and shoulder.  If they were careful, they could hear each other’s soft breathing and the steady remote throb of the far off fans.

It was distinctly warm inside their sleep cap and under their bodies.  On top was equally distinctly cool.

All was safe in the world.  No one could steal them.  It was time to sleep.  Tomorrow would be a busy day in the house of their owner, Amin Davorga.  Long may he live!
