
Chapter 7 Got myself a cryin', talkin', sleepin', walkin', livin' doll
The sound of the blows to Miss Vietnam's face had not yet echoed away when three guys, Mountain Man, BUM, and Angus, managed to restrain Miss Vietnam's ex-husband. The sergeant was there immediately as well.
“Everyone to their own pod, on the double. Cloë and Anh, you come with me to the captain’s pod.” She shouted, and people started to move. There was no reason to rush, in my opinion, so we walked back in formation: Me, Kia, Aislinn, Joyce, Isis, and Sharon. She was the last and brought up the rear. One might think that Sharon’s place last in line was a symbolic penalty for what happened earlier. It wasn’t. The last person ensured that no one was left behind. She helped to ensure the pace set by me isn’t too fast for the slowest members of my crew. She could keep an eye out for hazards from behind and closed gaps so my crew doesn’t stretch out too much. No one on my crew was as trustworthy as Sharon for these responsibilities. 
After we arrived at the pod, all the girls talked at once, all mixed together. All those emotions just had to come out somehow.
“Silence,” I said quietly. “One at a time. Tell me what happened from your perspective. Sharon, you start. The others can add.”
“I think I saw what you saw too; we were sitting quite far from Cloë.”
“Miss Vietnam.” I corrected. “Did anyone see anything unusual prior to the incident?”
“Just that she was flirting with Javier…”
“Maradona.” I interrupted.
“With Maradona, shamelessly. Something probably snapped inside her husband at some point, and he lost his temper.”
“Is there anyone in this room who thinks Miss Vietnam’s husband is still alive tomorrow?” I asked them.
“The concubine Anh Lê has been recycled three minutes ago,” the Ai confirmed. 
That cold announcement left us all silent for a moment. 
“If someone gets angry with me and needs to hit me, please do it in the pod and not outside,” I joked.
“That would make no difference. I would have to report any form of violence against a sponsor.”
“Don’t worry, Drew. It won’t come to that. We resolve disagreements among ourselves,” my mother said.
After dinner, we watched a movie, and I took Kia with me to the bedroom. “I am sorry.”
“About what, sir?”
“About forbidding you to speak earlier today. I shouldn’t have done that. I isolated you from the rest of the crew, and on top of that, you couldn’t speak to Scheherazade and her sister.”
“You shouldn’t feel bad about that, sir. I think Scheherazade kind of admired you for that.”
“Why do you think that?” I asked.
It was quiet for a long time. I thought she had already gone to sleep, but when she replied, there was no sleep in her voice; on the contrary. It was with conviction she said, “I think all the concubines are in a way submissive, sir. Perhaps that is the reason they have the CAP score that makes them concubines. I noticed the sponsors are much more assertive, way more accustomed to taking the lead. If you look at your own crew, we are all submissive. Joyce openly looking up to her Mistress, Isis being called the princess of the rough fuck in her movies. Do you think that if she had a dominant bone in her body, she could have made so many films playing the submissive role? Of course not. Aislinn is so in love with you she argued with Jennifer for weeks because she was afraid Jenny would take her place. Sharon is perhaps the most dominant woman of us all. You see that immediately from her CAP score. And what does Sharon do? She throws her CAP score in the trash and travels with you as a concubine.”
“A concubine with zero rights, completely dependent on the whims of the sponsor. We have seen that once again today. Sharon has this enormous need to serve you, sir. It is she who points out to us time and again that we must call you 'Master'. She is also the only one among us, I think, who consistently calls you that.”
“And you, Kia? How about you?”
She turned around to look me in the eye. “I think I want to find out, sir, if you don’t mind. It felt kind of natural to obey you today without overthinking. I know I can learn a lot from Scheherazade; she worships the ground her Master stands on. I think she could teach me to do the same to you.”
“That’s very unexpected, Kia. We haven’t even made love yet.”
Kia grabbed my hand and laid him on K5. I crawled behind her until we were spooning. "That can wait until you are ready for me, Master," she whispered.
—————————
The next day we were on time in the canteen. My girls were still the only ones naked in the room; the rest wore those ugly shifts, even Maradona. He looked utterly ridiculous. 
“On almost every trip, we have one or more concubines who cannot adapt to the new reality. Yesterday, we all witnessed an incident of violence against a sponsor. Let this be a warning to all your concubines: we have a zero-tolerance policy towards concubines who use violence against their sponsors. I think it is good to state that clearly once again. How many exes do we still have in the room at this moment?”
Sharon and Poor Girl I from Cade 'the Blade' Bronson raised their hands.
“I want to stress to both of you that, regardless of how much frustration might occasionally accumulate, and even if someone provokes you, you must not allow your emotions to control you. I really hope this incident was the last one before we reach Fiditon-1. You can now split up into your self-formed groups. It is preferable to take a different group than the one you were with yesterday.”
No one heeded that last piece of advice. Mountain Man, BUM, and Angus had bonded, and so had Hajji and I. He came to my table, followed by Scheherazade and her sister. You spotted the two attractive women before you noticed the man, despite them walking behind him.
"You may speak," I said to Kia, who immediately sought a table next to ours with Hajji's concubines. Joyce and Sharon, along with Writer Woman, headed for Miss Vietnam’s table. Meanwhile, Aislinn and Isis found themselves at the Twin Man’s table.
“He was a fool for going with her, you know?” Hajji said. “He probably went along to avoid losing face with the family if he had stayed on Earth, but he should have known better. It only took her two days to get rid of him.”
“You think she did this on purpose?” I asked naively.
“We cannot rule out that he tormented her on earth so much that she prioritised his death.” 
“I haven’t trusted her from the moment I laid eyes on her,” I admitted.
“I think the greatest danger has passed now. She can enjoy, what did you call him, Maradona?, now.
I nodded. Dunyazade brought us coffee. Black for Hajji, more milk than coffee for me, just the way I like it. Kia must have told her, though I wasn’t aware that she knew my coffee preference. I told Hajji about Kia’s theory of how she thought all my concubines were submissive and her request to experiment with her as well. 
“It makes sense.”
I waited for more. He drank his coffee. 
“That’s it? Is that all you’re going to say, Mr Miyagi? Paint the fence, it makes sense?”
“I said yesterday already that Kia was the best choice for you to practice your leadership. Leadership, my friend, does not come with having a dick or a high CAP-score. A leader, a man your concubines will gladly follow, comes with integrity and reliability. Integrity is all about being honest and consistent in your actions and values, while reliability is about being dependable and keeping your promises that not only you make to other people but also to yourself. Integrity makes a man more dependable. When a man consistently does what he says he will do, it's going to create trust.
“Being someone that others can count on involves taking responsibility. Owning up to your mistakes and being willing to make amends is necessary. Take responsibility for your role in the relationship's dynamics and work on self-improvement. You really want to recognise when you're wrong or when you have something to work on and actively work on the problem instead of pointing fingers at others.
“These women you have on your team are tough cookies. It seems they are all very driven and passionate women. Perhaps I’m wrong, be they sure seem to me this way. With one exception. Kia. She’s smart enough to become a fit partner for you in the future.”
He reacted immediately after I sat up as if a bee had stung me. “No, no, I’m not saying she should become your wife; I was talking about someone you own. If you succeed in completely owning her, it will set an example for your more mature women to follow. You don’t want to be led by them all your life; you’ll want to lead them. That is your role in life. Be honourable, lead them with integrity and reliability. Earn their respect as a man, not as a boy.”
“I do want to stay true to myself; I don't think I would feel comfortable pretending to be someone I am not.” I hesitated.
“Okay, another question. Bear with me. What are your goals?”
“I want to continue my research and hopefully find something that wipes out the Sa’arm, of course.”
“I haven’t heard a word about your concubines. What are your goals with each concubine, except for the pleasant job of making them pregnant, of course, because that’s in essence a Confederacy goal, not yours.”
“I have none.” I confessed. “Where would I begin?”
“If we were in the real world, I would say build it up slowly. Start with something small and, above all, build it up together. But we are here on a ship where one man has already been executed, and more are to follow. So the old rules no longer apply. See if she can obey you of her own free will. Evaluate how that suits you both. If it doesn't work, you can always come up with an alternative goal. Perhaps your goal is to make her your shadow; wherever you go, she goes. Everywhere. Where you are, she is. If it suits you both, you can always consider making her your protector. Have someone teach her martial arts, and she will ensure you are less vulnerable.”
“And if she doesn’t want to obey me?”
“State your goals clearly, and she will work with you to achieve them.” He looked around. “I need to talk with Cloë, your Miss Vietnam, for a moment, do you mind?” Hajji said.
“No, I see my girls are all with Twin Man. I should go over and check how they are doing,” I said. “Kia, follow me, please.” We walked over to the Twin Man. His concubine twins were sitting on either side of him, and my concubines were talking with them. The red-headed daughters of Josie were sitting at the end of the table.
“Kia, watch my back. If anything happens or anyone’s coming behind me, warn me, will you?”
“Yes, sir.”
The twins giggled. “She is as old as you are, and she is calling you, sir.” 
“You are wrong, Samantha.”
“Now you are wrong; I am Mathilda, she is Samantha.” 
“I am not wrong. She is Fire and you are Flame.”
“I am Mathilda and my last name is not Fire.”
“No, you are Samantha and you are a Flame, not your last name, but your first name. Fire could heat a room, but Flame could guide a traveller through the dark. You could cook with Fire, but Flame kept the hearth alive long after the sparks died.”
I looked at Fire. Fire in her eyes, fire in her soul. This girl would step aside for no-one. This girl would burn her way through life. Made to be a sponsor and fight for the things she stood for. “People will fear you, Fire, but they will depend on Flame’s gentleness. You can destroy like a wildfire, and you will someday, but a candle flame can save a lost soul.”
The two girls looked at each other. Communication without words between two people with 100% the same DNA. They ran out of the canteen and came running back less than ten seconds later.
"Hello, I am Mathilda."
"No, you are still Flame. Fire is across the table."
“How do you know?” came out of both mouths at the same time. “Even my mom often can't tell us apart.” Asked Fire. 
I shrugged. “Dunno. You feel different, I guess.”
I felt a hand tapping on my shoulder. 
I turned around and saw Cade ‘the Blade’ Bronson coming my way. From a distance, I saw Sergeant Barrett coming our way as well. 
“If it isn't our little young professor? Maybe gone a bit off course? Have you run out of things to talk about with your Muslim friend?”
“What exactly is your problem?” I stood up.
“Any problems, gentlemen?” the sergeant asked.
“No, the professor here needed the little dick of his 100% female friend to guide him to the proper table.” Both BUM and Angus saw the humour in that.
“Haven't we had enough trouble yesterday? Everyone to your own pod. Now. Some people here cannot play by the rules, and therefore playtime is ended with immediate effect. Come on, guys, let’s break it up!”
So we went back. “Kia, come to my room, please.”
“Oh girl, you need to see to his needs in his room the moment we come in,” Isis teased.
“Kia, I have been thinking about what you said last night, and I have talked about us with Hajji for a while.
“Kia, were you once a Barbie-girl?”
“What do you mean, sir?”
“Did you play with dolls a lot when you were young?”
“Dunno. Some, I guess.”
“Looking back on it now, what was the most fun part of playing with your doll?”
She looked pensive. After a while she said, “She did what I wanted her to do; if I wanted her happy, she was happy, and she was angry when I was angry. I could dress her, style her and even change her name if I didn’t like the old one.”
“So you could say that you were in complete control of your doll?”
“Well, as a kid, you have to do everything an adult tells you to. And with my dolls, the roles were reversed; they had to do and say everything I wanted them to act.”
“What would you say if I told you that you are going to be my doll for the next two weeks?” I asked with a pounding heart.
“I would say that I don’t know what you mean by that.” Kia replied.
“Could your dolls dress themselves, or did you have to dress them, Kia?”
“I did, of course.”
“Could your dolls eat, drink, stand or sit by themselves, or did you have to make them do that?”
“You’re not thinking that…”
“I am not asking you to be my doll, Kia. I’m telling you that you are. You’re my doll for the next seven days. I want you to stop thinking, stop reacting, even stop moving until I tell you to. Give it a shot, even if you don’t enjoy it. I want you to put your heart and soul into it. Can you do that for me?”
She looked at me with enormous eyes, mouth open in silent protest. I had been asking a lot of the rest of my crew in the past. I had taken my rage over the death of Jennifer out on Isis, and she never complained about it. Out of jealousy, I had forbidden the relationship between Sharon and my mother. I was still humiliating poor Aislinn by ordering her to wear her dick locked away. Until now, Kia fulfilled the role of Daddy’s little girl. I felt little like a Daddy now. 
Unlike Isis, for instance, you could see every emotion coming and going on Kia’s face. Her expressions changed quickly; if you don’t pay attention, you could miss it easily. Her brows lifted above those wide eyes, an almost childlike expression, followed by a short, hollow exhale of laughter. A ‘this can’t be real’ waiting for me to admit I made a mistake. A tightened jaw as her eyes sharpened, shifting from confused to calculating. In her throat and cheeks a flush rose. Her chin diped almost imperceptibly in a reflex before she corrected it, forcing her head back up. Finally, she showed the face she chooses to show me. The skin smooths, the eyes go carefully neutral or even pleasantly composed. Kia had decided.
“I will try to be the best doll you’ve ever had, Sir. I gather you played with dolls as well when you were young?”
“My mother firmly believed that it was healthy for girls to play with toy soldiers and boys with dolls. And you know what I did when I wanted my doll to stop talking?”
She just looked at me without giving an answer.
“I locked her mouth.” I twisted my wrist before her lips; turned an invisible key on her lips, the international symbol of locking your mouth and being silent. “And of course I would undress her. Even at that age, most of my dolls were naked. And then I would touch her titties. Barbie had the Isis size breasts, but cheaper dolls often had small breasts, like K4 and K5, I suppose.” I took my time to caress both models. I noticed the nipple on the K5 reacted slightly faster than the K4. They tasted the same, though. My mouth wandered downwards toward her centre. Taking my time for a close inspection of my doll’s body. When I reached her hairless slit, I feasted in a way I had never done with a doll before. After she was panting heavily, I raised my hand and unlocked her mouth on her lips, without stopping for a second, working on those nether lips. 
The first two orgasms I could still make sense of what she was saying. Variations of ‘so good’, ‘don’t stop’ and synonyms for the Almighty, which I had not heard until now. After those two orgasms, which seemed to follow each other increasingly rapidly, making it seem as one long explosion of lust and longing. My tongue was getting tired, and I replaced my tongue with my hard dick. She was wet enough for me to enter her in one stroke. I was now merely selfishly seeking my own pleasure. The softness of her body absorbed problem-free my hard, brutal thrusts. The fantasy of complete control over a doll, a living, breathing doll, made me horny like nothing before. Perhaps it would turn out to be a disappointment, I thought, but at least we would have tried. It didn’t take long to come into Kia for the first time. While I was still buried inside her, she came violently too. I was kissing all over her face. She kissed back. Our tongues duelled for a long time until she surrendered. I celebrated my victory by exploring all of her mouth, her teeth, her gums with my tongue. 
I wanted to roll off her, but she held me tight. “It’s a delightful feeling to have your weight on me,” she whispered. “Stay like that for a little while.” I did until her body beneath me showed that it no longer appreciated the weight pressing her into the mattress. 
"I'm going to take a shower," I said. She stayed lying down. 
"Unless I issue an order indicating otherwise, I want you never to be more than an arm's length away from me. Follow me wherever I go."

