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The airless vacuum which held most of ecli9pse in its grasp gave anyone looking up a clear view of the ships hanging overhead. Two long sleek frigates flanked a massive round-bellied transport as it hung t the edge of the worlds orbit. Steel-grey panels broken up by small points of light to show the inner workings of the craft. 


A trio of ships soon left birth from this stellar beast of burden. The boxy frames of Stormfronts streaked in lazy circles around a deep man made crater covered by a shining gem of azure-blue armored ceramics. For the pilots of the craft or anyone who bothered to look down from the orbiting ships, this dome would give way to a sea of greens and blues below it. A paradise dutifully guarded by evenly spaced particle lances and homing missile silos buried into the methane ice of Eclipse with anchors of heavy steel.


Almost half an hour passed before the guns returned to their normal position and a small set of hatched doors began opening about a kilometer from the main dome. All three transports set down into the newly exposed hanger with the clunky gracelessness so many Yggdrasil ships displayed. The hatch then closed off and the chamber pressurized. A small flood of young men in light combat vests and MASER carbines filed in at loose attention along with a heavily pierced young vole in little more than a light vest and pair of baggy pants. He glided his way casually towards the flight deck wile the back ramps of the craft began to open. A small smile brushing his face while the guards behind him began to tense. 


First one off the lead craft was a rather haggard looking gecko woman. Middle aged and wearing the full weight of her years. She sported the blue-grey military uniform of Yggdrasil but with the sleeves gone and a few bands of synthleather to hold various tools and trinkets. The Vole simply widened his smile a bit and offered a small bow to the surly woman who gave him a token smile in return.


“Greetings to you, honored guests. I apologize for the delay. It would seem that the woman currently running the security codes is quite new, and failed to process them properly. I hope it did not waste too much of your time.”

“Nah. It’s fine.” The woman said halfheartedly. Crew from all three ships starting to file in to the lead transport. A familiar sound of rustling and metallic clangs was heard, though it seemed to only phase a few of the younger guards who twitched a bit with their weapon safeties. Something the older guards quickly corrected.


“Ah, forgive me for not introducing myself, ma’am. I am Jamal. I am currently blessed to serve as the Sultan’s vizier. As you may guess we are still sorting out some of the early staffing issues.”

The woman nodded and cast hr dark yellow eyes over the guards for a moment. An expert eye told her just how green half of them were, and the notion brought a very clear look of amusement to her face. “Just so long as everything is in order, Though if not you’ll need to take that up with the corp directly.”

Jamal smiled at the woman who looked him over carefully. His own face an unbreakable mask of cordiality. “I am sure your company has preformed admirably as always. I have yet to hear the Master complain about such things.” He chuckled.


“yeah well, far as I know people don’t usually go though Renee to place their orders. Especially not if it’s for Ice mining. I’m not so sure they know how to handle tagging requests in bulk. Just figured I’d warn you now. That way you know any fuck-ups aren’t on me.” The woman laughed bitterly.


“Why would I think you were at fault, my dear lady?” Jamal laughed “If anything I should be thanking you for waiting so long for clearance. But come, come.” He said with a happy clap “I am to get a good look at our purchase before you go. The Master’s orders. And I’d rather not keep you or your people here any longer than we have, ma’am.”

That forced cheer sat oddly with the machine grease and ozone of the bay. The transport chief bristled a bit at it, but her smile became a bit more genuine at the same time. She gave her fingers a quick snap and brought up the order sheet on an AR display for the two of them. The pair watching closely as one of the other flight crew members began to lead a string of furs out of the ship. Shivering, bent, broken, sobbing. Each one connected by a thick metal collar to the one in front and behind. All stripped nude save for a small auto-injector on the forearm which pumped in just enough sedative to keep the subject relatively docile.


Jamal’s eyes lit up like fireworks at the sight. A seemingly random string of cubs all of different ages. Sweet, broken, rambling boys and girls freshly plucked from colony worlds or selected from breeding programs.


“Oh, this is a fine crop” He nodded contently as he passed over reach one in turn. “Yes fine indeed. I can absolutely work with this.” The lithe vole almost cooed to himself and grinned up at the transport chief. “You know this is why I told the Master that we should cut ties with Cygnus. Do you know the kinds of tricks they will try to pull? Covering scars with patches of fake fur, getting tears by embedding glass splinters in the heel, Even passing off cheap fur dye for actual genemods. I must say I feel quite vindicated right now.”

“Well, so long as you’re happy.” The gecko muttered tiredly.


“It matters not. It only matters if my Master is happy, which I am sure he will be.”

“Right” the woman nodded ‘So I take it you can sign off on the order then?”

Jamal stopped a moment as a strip of dusty blonde caught his eye. He raised a paw to his guest and strode forwards towards the lineup even as the second row was being brought out. He cut though the normally intoxicating scent of seat and fear as he scanned over the figures, finding the splash of color that had caught his eye a moment ago. A soft, blonde, brown furred Mongoose boy, one who couldn’t have even been a tween yet based on his looks and who looked particularly malnourished on top of everything. The boy looked up to see Jamal looming over him and attempted to take a step back. His body groggily fumbling and moving past what little slack the chain had to begin with. Indeed it was only the voles quick hand gripping his hair and tugging him back to his feet that prevented a rather awkward domino effect from taking place.


“Calm, young one.” He said sternly “Calm.”

He looked the nude figure over slowly. From the tips of his toes along his slender shaking thighs, up to the small acorn resting between his legs. Jamal’s sharp green yes caressing and tracing the boy inch by inch until the fingers joined in. Tracing along and around his tummy-fur lazily. Up the bare flat chest which drew out a particularly hard sob and unintelligible pleas..


Without warning two of the voles fingers slipped into the cubs mouth. He lazily traced and probed at the tongue, watching the cute slave gag and whimper as he choked on the perfumed digits. The Vole took great pleasure in slowly fucking his fingers in and out of that muzzle. Many slaves by this point would have tried to bite or pull away. This boy seemed too scared to do either. Just look up with those big pretty azure eyes full of hopeless tears.


“Mmm. Lovely.” The vole murred. “I presume they all have documentation?” he laughed. “Not that I think the Sultan will care. But I simply wish to be sure.”

“Yep, Standard Renee practice. All the documentation is attached to the bill of sale.” The woman muttered softly “Speaking of which.”

“Oh, please accept my deepest apologies, ma’am. I got lost in my work.” Jamal moved quickly back to the woman with the same dancing gait that seemed to accompany all of his motions “I do so get caught up in my work. But then that’s no excuse is it?”

With a single tap on the AR readout Jamal authorized the whole lot purchase. Sixty slaves signed over to his Master personally. He cast a glance at the Mongoose and then nodded back to the woman in order to get her approval. Once he had it, Jamal motioned for the guards to take the three long strings of slaves and lead them to the tram transport. Pausing only a moment longer to eye the other five crewmembers in the matching blue-grey uniforms. “Are you sure we cannot entice you to rest the night here? You all seem quite haggard if you don’t mind me saying so.”

The woman shook her head and scratched the back of her neck inwardly. “We can’t. I(t really would not be fair anyways. We have three whole ships worth of people who want to ge5 home. Besides I’m sure your boss wants to enjoy his new toys before sending them out in the cold, right?” she laughed.


Jamal nodded softly and gave a small bow. “Very true, and I wish to thank you again. Please know that at least one Sultan in Novadyne is very proud and pleased to do business with the great tree.”

“Yeah. Thanks.” The woman nodded “I’ll pass that along.” With that she turned and began to bark orders to her crew. Each one rushing to secure the transports while the guards hauled the sobbing sea of newly purchased slaves along and out of the airlock.


The faux pas Jamal had been forced to ensure with the new security girl had really put a heavy damper on his day. But now the young man was starting to suspect his luck may be starting to turn.

--------------------


It took a good half hour of time to get the new toys corralled and moved properly. Part of the reason simply being the Tram tunnel having to be cut around the main grounds of the palace in order to avoid obstruction and provide greater cover in an attack. This meant that the tunnel itself could not be heated beyond what came in though the palace entrance, and that in turn ensured the weeping little toys would be shivering and slow not op of the drugs and fear. The guards likewise didn’t enjoy it one bit. Sure it was nowhere near as bad as the near-vacuum on the planets surface. But many of thee boys were scions of servants going back generations. They were used to the supreme comfort of their little archelogical bubble.  As a result guardians and salves alike were quite groggy by the time they arrived at the supply entrance. Those few who still seemed to have movement in their limbs being the first to grab up the lead chains for the slaves and rush them out towards the blessed warmth of the palace proper.


“Jamal, sir.” A lightly pierced young hedgehog girl of about sixteen knelt on the pristine stone floor next to the tram exist. Her shivering body covered in golden ornaments, gems, and thin violet silks. She looked up at the Vole and smiled softly. Jamal beckoned her to stand and gave her a small nod of approval.


“I trust that the Master is not too perturbed with the delay?” The vole reached up to cup hr veiled cheek a moment and nodded softly.


“No, Sir.” The hedgehog affirmed “He is still touring the Date grove. He seems particularly eager for the crop to come in.”

“That doesn’t surprise me.” Jamal laughed. “I have told Rasheed that he needs to look into allocating more land to dates if he wishes to keep the Sultan happy. Unfortunately when you have space as limited as ours” He sighed in bemusement and glanced over to thee string of slaves for a moment. “The shipment was most pleasing. I doubt we will need another one for some time. Provided we don’t suffer another tunnel collapse.” Jamal’s expression darkened for a few moments. He glanced down the tramway tunnel and let out a small sigh before pulling the trademark smile back on to his muzzle. “But that is not your concern, Orchid. I trust you’ve made the preparations already?”

“Ready and waiting, sir.” she nodded “I have three openings in the stable, the chef needs four new sous to replace the ones who displeased the Sultan last year.”

“If it happens again we may need to look into buying a better training system for cooking.” Jamal sighed.


“It’s already on the list.” Orchid nodded “I’ve had the smith preparing some basic decorations and drawing up some new accessories as well. He’s very eager to meet with you.”

The green-eyed vole boy sighed happily and shook his head “Tell him he has some more time to plan.” He chuckled.


“Sir?” Orchid blinked as she looked at the crowd of cubs being led in to the nice warm palace.


“Number 11 and 14 from lot 2 will do for the stables, as will number 18 of lot 3. The chefs and date pickers we can select once we pan the gold from the sand.” He cast his eyes at the Mongoose once more and smiled. Jamal slipping a few locks from his own wild blue hair behind his ear. “
Also, have Lot 1 number 7 sent to my chambers, and tell the tailor to expect a message from me.”

Orchid blinked at the command, but nodded softly and did as she was told. One of the guards moving quickly to unbuckle the blonde boy from the lineup and drag him off. The poor cub kicking and screaming as best he could in the state he was in while the others were forced to keep pace.


“A-are you sure about this?” Orchid asked “I mean skipping basic indoctrination and training.”

“Oh, I’m sure.” Jamal nodded “Trust me Orchid. I know exactly what I am doing.”
-------------------


Kneel. It was what Kyle had been told to do. It was all Kyle had been told to do. The nude Mongoose trembled helplessly with his knees digging in to the polished stone floor. His hands clasped behind him and his head struggling to keep from lulling over. He rocked and swayed as time passed on. He was weak, tired, terrified. Every sound echoing though the room made him jump and then quickly shrink back in on himself.


At hick perfumed breeze swept in through the lattice shaded windows. Sounds of feral animals Kyle didn’t recognize creping in as t he fingers of this systems star spread out long and low with signs of impending evening.


When the door finally rattled open, it sent the poor boy sprawling face first into the plush Persian rug that occupied the bulk of the room. He as met by a simple chuckle of bemusement and the sounds of footpaws slipping cold stone as they edged ever closer.


“I knew I had made a good selection.” 


It was a familiar voice. One that turned Kyle’s spine to iron as he heard it. The instructions to stay kneeling as he was shown melted away and the mongoose shifted himself around quickly to look up at the figure looming over him. A tall, lithe teen. The same one who had caressed and tested his body not long ago when they’d’ been dragged from the terrible ships and out on the chains. Kyle struggled to pull himself back and away from the looming figure. His paws gripping at the carpet in the hopes of avoiding the older boy. All he got for his troubles was the older boys paw wrapping once more into that thick mane of blonde hair and tugging him up into the air with surprising ease.


“Based on what I saw, I presume you were t old how to be when I arrived?” The vole snapped. 


The grip on his hair made it impossible for Kyle to nod, though he tried his darnedest despite the pain it inflicted on him. His captor held him there for a few long agonizing moments more and then began to lower him down slowly towards the ground. Scared as hew as Kyle barely even noticed as he started to kneel awkwardly rather than trying to stand. It could have been obedience, but it was just as likely that his legs just refused to work in any way, shape or form.


Very god. Very good indeed.” Jamal laughed. “Money well spent if I do say so myself.”

“Please, Mister.” The boy piped up. His throat already dry and trembling in fear. “Please, can’t you just let me go? I don’t.”

His words cut off thanks to a sharp smack across the cheek. Jamal loomed over him. The perpetual smile twisted into a small sneer. “Oh but I am tired of this. ‘I wish t o go home’. ‘I do not wish to be here’ “You cannot do this to me’.” The young vizier rolled his eyes and began to pace around the boy. His shoulders rolling as his movements took on a predatory gait. “You do not fathom how lucky you are, little one. How fortunate, how blessed. This is a rare chance you have been given. I suggest you not squander it with petty whining.”

Try as he might Kyle bit back a sob and felt the tears flowing freely down his cheeks. The burn on his face from the sudden blow was still painfully fresh and he was already bracing for another. The boy opened his mouth half a dozen times, each one trying to say something. In the end all he could manage were dumb nods and heavy sobs of terror.


“Right now the rest of the toys brought in with you are being shown what they are worth. Thy are on machines. Having their minds made useful for their purpose. Being judged by those who already know what our place is in this life. Nothing about them matters. They are simply tools. Toys. Baubles. You will learn this as well. The only question is how long will you choose to take before accepting.”

Kyle could do nothing but break down an so b. His body trembling and heaving as the poor mongoose struggled to stay seated and waver3d heavily. He could feel his ear ringing still after the sharp blow. The face of the teen looking down at him curled into a sinister smile. Something almost kind yet tinged with sadistic cruelty.


“The first lesson you must learn, little Azraq.”

“Wha-” Another slap silenced Kyle and drew out a fresh sob. Any hint of protest leaving his mind as the teen guided his muzzle up and pulled it close to that toned, dark furred body.


“The first thing to learn, Azraq” Jamal repeated “Is that you exist to serve your betters. This is a great gift, little one. Your thoughts, your feelings, your will… these useless things will not help you here. Your worthless little life shall no have meaning under the Sultan of Eclipse aquafree. One of the corporations composing the great Novadyne. You will learn to submit to him, to worship him. And, when you are permitted, you will take joy in it. Your only joy. The only joy any of us should ever need.”

The blonde boy was given no time t o protest this. One firm tug set his nose tip against the thin white pants of his tormentor. He felt the throbbing warmth of the older boys bulge radiating though it. The overwhelming sensation of musk and perfumed flowers wafting deeply into his sinuses as he struggled ineffectually.


“Your first lesson begins now, little Azraq. It should be simple enough. I do not wish to feel any teeth.” The cub was given no further warning. The simple pants fell away and a ring-tipped rod of warm flesh pressed itself deeply against the back of the boys throat. Kyle gasped and choked and sputtered while the strange member melted against his tongue. Choking sobs milking at the five-inch thing while he struggled to draw in small gasps of air.


Jamal said nothing. His eyes narrowed as he twisted and twitched his hips. The first few thrusts made it all but impossible for the stunned mongoose to keep his jaw open and as a result new smacks were delivered to his cheek every time he felt the warm flesh push or tug against them. 


Kyle quickly put his hands up and pushed against the older boys thighs in an attempt to get away. Jamal made no effort to stop this. The struggling had no real impact. It was impossible for Kyle to get himself free no matter how hard he pushed and shoved. Even locking his arms seemed to do nothing as his muzzle was simply dragged closer to the base of that shaft. The ring on it scraping and poking at the back of his throat.


This kept on for gods only knew how long. Before long Kyle was dizzy and his arms hung limply at his sides. Those sparkling blue eyes gazed up at Jamal. The older boy smiling as he saw the utter lack of cognition behind them. One more hard tug sent Kyle falling to the floor where he curled and twitched gasping in whatever air would fill his lungs amidst his throat spasms.


“Acceptable.” Jamal purred “It’s quite pleasing to know I was right. At least so far. Keep this up little Azraq. I will not be pleased if you must end up in the ice mines.”

Jamal walked to the mound of pillows which served as his bed and reclined his half-naked body on them. His chest swelling in a breath of cool breezy air. He gestured open a new tab for his AR display, smirking at the message he saw there.

--------------------


Kyle was terrified. Far too much for any sort of argument or struggle. Not after what the older boy had done to him only, however long ago. It was after the third time his mouth had been used that the mongoose had realized his AR display was no longer working. Primarily because it seemed his data jack had been removed.


He didn’t know how it had happened, or when. Everything after those blocky grey and blue fighters streaked over his town was a terrified haze. Nothing but screams and flashes and pain, the blaring of sirens and a near overload of his senses as his HUD tried to steer him towards one of the bunkers.


He followed the vole boy as best he could. The thick metal collar around his neck kept Kyle from drifting more than a few steps behind and the brisk pace made it impossible to stop and take note of the place in any detail. It was nice though. Beautiful really. Hewn stone the likes of which he’d only ever seen in an AR game. Only it was here and real. Lined with paintings and tapestries of all sort. Art pieces on pedestals shown off proudly. He got a rather good look at one piece in particular as they rounded a corner. A girl not much older than him. Kneeling, holding a glowing orb above her head. Her body draped in thin silks and precious metals as she stayed unnaturally still. Only the smallest twitches of her white furred chest showing that she was even alive.


“Hurry up, little one.” Jamal said happily “we have quite a bit of work to do. I have to make sure the gem sparkles before I cut it, or else I will waste my time.” 


Kyle had no idea what the other boy meant. Then again after what he’d endured before he wasn’t keen to ask either. He followed his tormentor though a large wooden double-door and into yet another room full of pillows and reeking of exotic aromas. One final tug pulled the boy squarely into the center of the room facing a large wall where a wooden rack sat, holding dozens of spools of fabric and all sorts of tools that resembled a fantasy game or a holo show set in the distant past.


“Well now, what do we have this time my dear?” The source of the voice strode out beside the racks of fabric. A plump polar bear with pretty pink hair. She wore decades of life with absolute grace. Every line and furrow in her fur seemingly adding a capriciousness usually born only of youth. The woman strode her way forwards. Pink silks rustling as she walked. She stopped before Kyle and leaned down to grip his chin, looking him over slowly. “Oh my. Boris will have a field day with this one” She chuckled “I’m grateful you brought him to me first. I’m sure that man would make it nearly impossible to match anything with his… eccentricities.”

“You should be very grateful, little one.” Jamal chuckled “Kari is one of the Sultan’s greatest treasures. Our Master is very exacting about how his toys dress.”

“Toys?” Kyle gulped “Wait, y-you mean like the girl out in the hallway?”

“Which one?” Kari murred “All the boys and girls in this palace are dressed by me at some point. Though for some I must work with more leather than silk” She sounded almost sad about this. Her shoulders falling back a bit. She was quick to shrug it off, though. A bright smile crossing her muzzle as she leaned down and cupped his chin firmly. Tilting it this way and that. Her shining silvery eyes looking into those bright azure gems that were Kyle’s eyes. “Oh my. Already I am inspired.” She laughed softly “Such soft fur, such lovely hair. I think I can see what you did, Jamal. Oh my yes. Now first…” The woman pranced away happily as she moved up to the silks and began to look though the rainbow of colors.


Jamal slipped up behind him and ran his fingers though Kyle’s hair once more. Running his fingers over the poor things chest and down between his legs slowly, pinching that shaft firmly. “What’s this? Getting all stiff at the sight of a woman? Oh, now now Azraq, that won’t do at all.” He leaned in and licked the boys ear slowly. A soft murr shooting down Kyle’s spine. “You are aroused by what your betters decide, little one. Pleased by what we wish. Your only desire is to bring pleasure to others, because it is what you are for.”

“N-nu” Kyle gasped softly. The hand felt horrible. Pleasing in all of the wrong ways as it pinched and stroked at his shaft. The poor boy didn’t quite know what it was Jamal was talking about. He could feel his cheeks burning hard and a strange pit in his stomach. All he wanted to do was squirm away, run away Escape from the horrible attention.


“Feels good, doesn’t it?” Jamal growled. “Better, when a handsome boy is touching you. Yes?”

“N-no.” Kyle whimpered.


“What?” Jamal growled.


“No. Nosir.” the boy sobbed softly. He looked up just in time to see the ursine woman return. She held up a few small swatches of silk against his fur. Pressing her thumb firmly into that downy tummy fur and getting a good idea of how his markings looked though the gauzy material.


“From the way he carries on, might I guess that I shall have time to refine this outfit a bit more?” Kari laughed gently. “He doesn’t seem quite like he’s been though enough time in the pods yet.”

The grin on Jamal’s face turned wickedly sweet as he tilted his head ever so softly. “Oh you’ll have time. You and Boris both. Though I very much doubt he’ll take it.” Even as he said the words one of the Voles deft hands moved down to grip a handful of soft cub rumpflesh. Squeezing firmly and watching as that red little shaft poked itself further out of the sheath. “Mmm. Better” He murred “Though I would prefer if you keep this one from Master. At least for now.”

“Oh I would never step on the toes of our dear vizier.” Kari laughed. “Orchid may. But only if she felt it would fluster you. And as for Boris.”

“As for me what?”
Everyone in the room looked up to the source of the thick rolling voice. The man was tall and hunched, his face heavily scarred and his limbs hanging like tree trunks off of his squat frame. He wore a pair of pants similar to Jamal, though thicker and covered in dirt and grime. His leather vest was likewise tattered and stained. Yet Kyle would notice right away that the mans hands were immaculately clean. His fingers looking far longer than his squat frame would suggest.


“Speak of devils, eh? I’m glad I did not interrupt you, Boris.” Jamal practically purred. He let go of Kyle and rushed to the side of the stocky old man, pressing himself up against his chest and giving him a kiss on the cheek.


The pig seemed rather unphased by this. He made his way into the room slowly and flopped down on a pile of pillows next to a low-legged table. He then popped the magnetic lock on his small battered brown case and opened it, revealing to the room a shimmering treasure trove of neatly organized items. Shimmering stones of all type and color resting in small boxes. Each one uncut and clear as glass. Brilliant wire spools and bars made of precious metals. Not to mention a wide array of tools that looked older than the palace itself, yet kept up and shined with the greatest of care.


“This the one you said was so special?” The pig grunted. He gave a small wave to beckon the boy closer and Jamal abridged by shoving Kyle forwards. It took everything the little mongoose had not to collapse into the large mans lap. He instead ended up within arms reach. Just close enough for the foul-smelling old man to reach out and grip the boys muzzle painfully hard.


Boris was not as gentle as Jamal. He made no violent movements, yet he tweaked and moved Kyle around with no regard for the poor boys comfort. The small whimpers made him frown at first, then smile. He leaned in slowly and took a nice long sniff at the cubs neck, leaning back and grinning wide as he could. “Ok, I think I can work with this.” he nodded.


“Of course you can. It is your purpose here.” Jamal giggled. “Besides, I’ve seen you do wonders with far less. Though Kari did get first dibs on the colors.”

Boris grunted loudly and shook his head a moment. He tossed Kyle to the floor without so much as a glance and began to rummage his way though the various pouches and compartments. “Did she pick something already?” The man grunted.


“Of course I did.” Kari cooed gently “One look and I knew just what I wanted to do.”

“Then can I see it?” Boris snapped. His voice only growing more gruff as he began to realize just how much fun his counterpart was having at his expense. He watched Kari lift up a thin swatch of silk. A shimmering wisp of the lightest, sweetest blue sparkling with tiny flecks of rainbow as it danced in the high-spectrum lights of her little workspace.


The pig narrowed his hazy grey eyes and glared at the fabric for a long moment. He then withdrew his jewelers loop and slipped it into his left eye to look a bit harder. Finally grunting in satisfaction and turning to his own equipment. “So what are you looking to put on it?” He muttered flatly.


“You are the artist.” Jamal cooed “Though it’s name is Azraq, if that helps.”

“Azraq.” The old man rolled his eyes and sighed. “It sounds like something you’d cook up. Very well Azraq. Come here.”

“M-my name is actually Kyle, sir.” Kyle muttered meekly. No sooner had he said the words than he felt a firm hand gripping his tail to pull it up and another deliver stinging swats to his rump. The boy squealed and squeed loudly. Raising up on tiptoe at the sudden assault. His eyes once again welling with tears.


“What did I just get finished telling you?” Jamal growled “You are what we tell you. Nothing more. Possessions are named what we decide they are named. Do you understand?”

Poor Kyle nodded frantically. He choked on his sobs and threw his hands over his butt only to feel the older boy yanking firmly at that mop of blonde hair. “I understand. I understand! I’m sorry. I’m so so sorry.” Kyle screamed the words out and crumpled as much as the paws gripping him would allow. He soon felt Jamal’s foot pushing down on his cheek. The dust-covered digits grinding against the tear streaked fur and pushing him firmly against the stone floor.


“Feel grateful that I have plans for you, boy. If not then I would already have your little virgin asshole rupture around Dear Boris’ magnificent shaft.” He growled once more and finally pulled his foot up. It was soon replaced with a hand grabbing Kyle by the hair and yanking him on his hands and knees.


Kyle looked up nervously at the older man. He still remembered what he’d seen on Jamal when the boy decided to put his… thing… into Kyle’s mouth. It was not as easy to see with the older man reclining as he was, but just the outline caused the stunned mongoose to shake his head in terror at the idea of what they might have planned for him. It only made matters worse as Boris reached down to grip the chain leash attached to Kyle’s thick collar. One tug dragging him up until his face was on the mans belly.


“Go on boy, Say hello. Tell him your name.” Jamal cooed “You’ll still be punished. But maybe if you’re good we can just ignore the worst of it in exchange for giving Boris’ beautiful cock a nice ‘thank you’. 


It was threat enough to stem any further resistance Kyle may have had. He nodded his head as best he could with the tummy under his chin and looked up at the mans eyes trembling in terror. “H-hello sir. My name is Azraq. It’s a pleasure to, to meet you.” He swallowed.


“I think the thing needs a few more hours in the pods.” Boris grumbled. Without warning one of his thick legs wrapped around Kyle’s back and pushed down until he had the little mongoose pinned between his thick thighs. Kyle squealed and gasped but found himself quite helpless as the thighs crushed him in. He could smell the man far more. Feel that warm throbbing bulge against his cheek. The scent of salt and sweat and dirty grime filling his senses. Worse still it was joined by the sudden sensation of Jamal’s fingers playfully stroking his poor balls.


“Now just relax little one.” The Vole cooed. “This will hurt. But it’s your first step in becoming what you were purchased to be.”

Unsurprisingly Boris didn’t seem to react one way or the other to this. The large man simply fiddling though the items on hand until he came to a particularly large, thick looking gold ring with a small gap at one end and what looked to be a jewel seating on the other. Boris curled this item in the pinky finger of his left hand and then reached the index and middle fingers of the same hand into the boys nose. He tugged hard and forced his muzzle back. Kyle squealing in pain and struggling to keep from ripping something or spraining his neck in the gargantuan mans grasp. All the while the stroking and milking grew ever faster and more firm. Kyle’s big bushy tail whipping around hopelessly while his body struggled to cope with the unfamiliar and undesired pleasure.


It kept going faster and stronger. The sensation simmering at the edge until Kyle finally felt like his mind was going to snap from the attention. His body screaming to do something he didn’t understand in the slightest in between gasps of that heavy, heady musk. Tears streamed down the boys face as he tensed up. His mind struggling to hang on.


Then the pain hit.


It was quick, but far from unpleasant. A sudden sting shooting though his septum and burning like fire. The pain only lasted a moment, yet that one moment seemed to linger on forever. Punctuated by the pleasure that had been inflicted on him burning its way into his brain. Something thick and warm began to spray from the tip of his shaft just as the needle made its way though the other end. Its cold sting and burning pain replaced by the sudden discomfort of the thick gold ring he’d seen Boris snag a moment ago.


“Now hold still boy, No need to leave any scars on that pretty face.” For the first time the pig sounded delighted. His free hand moving back to the case and withdrawing something out of Kyle’s vision. Soon a jolt of sudden burning heat shot though the ring and tickled his already sore nose. Kyle sneezed hard and just barely felt the tip of something still burning hot yanked away from his face as it jerked around. The ring, however, remaining firmly in place.


“Bozhe Moi” The pig spat. “This one’s a wriggly little worm isn’t he?”

“He is.” Jamal nodded “Yet another problem I have to deal with. Luckily we have you to ensure things go smoothly, don’t we Boris?” the Vole chuckled.


“Yeah, well, someone has to know what they are doing around here.” Boris spat as he glanced at Kari’s shaking rump. The warm shaft twitching and poking against Kyle’s face. “Alright then. Lets get this done.” He murred as he began to sort though his vast assortment of gems. Firing up a small cutting wheel built into the far end of the case.

--------------------


The main hall was bare, at least for as early as it was. Like many of the spaces within the palace it was stocked with pillows of all colors arranged for the comfort of those permitted to sit on them, along with various pedestals which, ideally, should hold whatever items of fancy the ruler of the place wished.


That they were bare was of great displeasure to the tweenage goat boy resting lazily in the middle of the hall.


The day had not gone well for Ali. The bulk of the morning had been spent listening to sycophantic underlings attempt to explain the problems with his ice mines in greater detail. They were all brilliant, or so his father had said. Men of vision who knew the latest equipment and best techniques to make the most of Eclipse. He likened them to the ancient immortals, assuring his son that he need only leave things in their hands.


If that was so, why was he now tasked with hearing them blather? Why could they not simply make the mining drills better, or buy more slaves to speed up the process.


Ali lay his head in the lap of a red-clad doe with his feet in the lap of her green-clad twin. The two taking turns between slipping him the tip of his hookah and feeding him sugared dates or the occasional sip of fresh juice.


“This day is the worst.” Ali muttered angrily. “I swear I sometimes wonder if Father was simply seeking to punish me when he left me this project. The last batch of slaves are already growing tiresome.”

“You could take the new prances for another chariot ride, Master.” The red doe cooed “Or we could fetch the gardener again to see if he’s solved your date grove problem.” Her green sister chimed.


Both suggestions were met with a loud grunt and hard jerk as the prince turned to look out his large patio towards his gardens. A small smile then crossed the goat boys face. He shot up quickly, almost knocking over both hookah and juice in his mad dash to catch a glimpse of the beautiful black furred Vole boy who approached through the swaying flowers.


“Ahh, My sweet Djinn.” Ali all but squealed. “It is as if you have read my mind once more.”

“It honors me to hear you say that, Master.” Jamal cooed. His hips took on a bit more of a sway as he approached the little Sultan and gracefully fell to his knees. A bright smile on that dark muzzle. “Something told me that my beloved Master may feel a bit down of late.”

“Intuitive as always, my beloved Djinn. These troubles with the mines…”

“are far too heavy a burden for you to bear right now.” Jamal cooed. “I regret to say that I am unsure of just how to fix the problem at this time. After all I am hardly the peer of my glorious Master when it comes to such matters. But that does not mean I need simply sit idle. In fact I’ve planned a surprise.”

“A surprise?” Ali squealed. “Oh I knew you wouldn’t let me down. Come, come. Sit by me. Let me see what it is you have prepared!” Another shove to the red-clad doe, this time intentional and far rougher, cleared enough space for Jamal to crawl beside his Master. The grinning Vole shivered and pulled the smaller boy close. He took a moment to get comfortable before clapping twice and leaning back, watching the door even as a sweet soothing refrain flooded the room.


A brown furred figure slipped in slowly. Long luxurious blonde hair with a simple streak of blue flowing along with the gyrations of that smooth supple body. The figure pranced and twirled quickly along with the beat. Moving with a kind of natural grace no program could ever seem to fully capture.


Ali ran his eyes over this new bauble slowly. From the pretty painted toes which seemed to perfectly match a pair of baggy silk pants, sheer as a whisper and leaving every speck of those toned dancers legs revealed. A matching pair of sleeves ran up the lovely figures arms up to the upper forearm and ran down to lacey triangles which looped around the middle finger of each hand.


The tension in Ali’s back already began to fade as he watched. He leaned back into Jamal’s arm and sighed, wriggling his rump on to the waiting hand of his vizier. His own white silk pants began to tent while the blue-clad thing spun around to give the young Master a good view. He, and it was a he, had been graced with quite a few lovely piercing. Golden rings and cuffs in each ear which seemed to be perfectly spaced for each twitch or fold. A beautiful golden septum ring set with a sterling sapphire. Two more golden rings, these far thinner, set though the nipples as they played though the trip of silk which served as the dancing boys top. An of course a final thick one in the tip of that lovely little shaft. 


Just the sight of it all caused Ali to feel his own member swell and strain against his snow white silks. His breath growing hot and heady in his throat as he gazed into the piercing, consuming blue gems that were the dancing boys eyes.


“What is it’s name?” Ali gasped.


“Azraq.” Jamal giggled


“Is it trained?”

“Specially for you, my Sultan. For your Harem. It can dance, it can sing, it can serve” He leaned in slowly and nibbled the goat boy on his ear. Kissing his cheek tenderly “And he worships. Really worships, almost as much as I do.”

Ali moaned and melted into Jamal. The boy prince spreading his legs wide and wriggling his own seven inch shaft free of the all too confining silks he wore. As if on cue the new little dancer rushed to the stack of pillows and fell at the feet of his Sultan. He slowly placed a reverent kiss on one of the dirty soles and let his butt-length blonde hair fall to one side. Revealing a shining golden plug with yet another sapphire at its end.


“Do I please you, My Master?” Azraq gasped needily. His trembling tongue slowly licking up the bottom of the dirty footpaw.


“We shall see.” Ali squealed happily “Go on, boy. Show me why you exist.”

