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Prologue

“The great Jabba the Hutt has decreed you are to be terminated immediately,” Threepio announced to the three captives.  Leia didn’t need to hear the droid’s translation; ever since Jabba had belched those words from his disgusting mouth minutes ago, all hope seemed lost forever.  Behind her, Jabba lightly tugged the chain attached to Leia’s neck; she closed her eyes and leaned forward slightly to keep away from him—she hated the beast more than ever now, and there was no way she would acquiesce to him anymore.
“Good; I hate long waits,” Han murmured sarcastically.  Salacious Crumb cackled loudly from his nest of pillows, causing Jabba’s bulk to jiggle.
“You will therefore to be taken to the Dune Sea,” Threepio continued, “and cast into the Pit of Carkoon, the nesting place of the all-powerful Sarlaac.”
“That doesn’t sound too bad,” Han added.

“In its belly you will find a new definition of pain and suffering,” Threepio continued, “as you are slowly digested over a…thousand years.”

Han mumbled, “On second thought let’s pass on that, huh?”

“You should have bargained, Jabba,” Luke threatened the Hutt.

Jabba simply laughed his deep, booming laugh and ordered, “Take them away.”

As the Rebels were seized and pushed towards the exit, the crowd of various people and creatures in the Audience Chamber began to walk with them.  Luke glanced over his shoulder at Jabba, and boldly stated, “That’s the last mistake you’ll ever make,” a sly grin on his face.  Leia smiled inwardly with a faint new hope; although she really didn’t know how things could get better now.

Jabba was hooting with laughter at Luke’s threat, and he tugged the chain, catching Leia off-guard.  She fell backwards, her back landing against his bulging gut with a plop!  As Jabba stroked her bare shoulder, Leia stared, open-mouthed, as Han, Luke, and Chewie were led out.  What could happen now?  What was she going to do?  Would there be some escape, or was she doomed to be with Jabba for the rest of her life (which might not be much longer)?  Jabba’s hand slid down from her shoulder, and when he released the straps of her metal bikini top, she knew that he desired her.  As the metal cups were tugged up, Leia recalled the past three days of her humiliation, pain, and enslavement.
1: A Loss and a Gain

Oola stopped dancing when Jabba started pulling her leash.  The music continued to be played, and the other dancers continued to do their sexy moves for Jabba’s entertainment. Turning to face him, she saw he had that hungry gleam in his eye, and he pulled harder.  Oola’s hands flew to the leash and started pulling back, struggling to keep away.  She had had enough of him; no longer would she acquiesce to his desires.  She was fed up and wanted out!

Jabba licked his lips and glared at her.  He enjoyed her resistance, her refusal to enjoy his skills; it made it so much more like rape.  More than anything he enjoyed to see pain inflicted upon others.  However, watching this slave struggle to keep away this time was just downright annoying.  Although he knew she didn’t understand Huttese, he commanded her in it anyway; she had become used to hearing this phrase by now:  “Come to me.”


Oola continued to struggle and cried out “No!  I will not!”  In Huttese, even!

“Come to me,” Jabba repeated, smiling.  He would have to congratulate his pet on her advance in communication.  He knew she would not come, but her struggle was fun.


“Never!” Oola shouted back to him, and kept yanking at her leash.

Jabba grunted as he decided that he was through with her; it was her time now.  He turned, slammed his hand down on a red button installed toward the far edge of his armrest, and shouted “Boscka,” which was Huttese for a proposed death.

Suddenly the floor went out from beneath Oola—it was a trapdoor.  She screamed as she fell, and just as she vanished from sight, a Gammorean guard slammed the buzzing blade of its vibro-axe into the leash where it was attached to the throne, so she wouldn’t dangle in safety.

All around the Audience Chamber people began to collect around a twelve-by-twelve-foot tiling in the floor.  The tiling was merely a cover, and it slid into the floor to reveal a metal grating over a deep pit.  Jabba’s throne, which was elevated by repulsorlift coils, moved forward automatically, until he was also at the edge of the grate.
From in the pit that Oola had fallen into, a loud and deep growl arose, followed by a hideous scream, and then…a wet chomp!
Jabba felt a little hungry, and reached into the inverted dome of the food tank that hung off the edge of his armrest.  He pulled it out, and it squealed and thrashed, tossing little droplets of water about.  Jabba opened his mouth and dumped the frog in, swallowed it whole, then licked his lips, satisfied.
Sudden blaster shots rang from down the hall.  Someone down there was shouting, and then through the hallway came two figures, one of them a towering seven feet tall, covered in hair—a Wookie.  Not just any wookie either, the Wookie—Chewbacca!  Back in the day, Jabba had worked with Chewie…but that was before that bastard Han Solo had double-crossed him.  Han had been captured and encased in carbonite by the Empire, and another bounty hunter, the great Boba Fett, had taken his frozen body to Jabba, where it still hung in the Gallery as Jabba’s “favorite piece of art.”
And now…he also had Chewbacca, for the Wookie had a spiked collar around his neck, and a chain attached to it—he had been captured!  He was being led by a short bounty hunter that Jabba had only heard of, named Boushh.  Nobody had ever seen Boushh's face before; he always wore some kind of protective mask; and even now his anonymity was thick…but that aroused Jabba’s suspicions.  He had Solo, then earlier two droids, Threepio and Artoo, had arrived, sent by Luke Skywalker, who had been willing to bargain them for Solo.  Of course Jabba hadn’t bargained, keeping them for use in the palace.  And now, Chewbacca was here…perhaps this Boushh was up to something.  Jabba was going to be careful with this bounty hunter.
As the two entered, one of Jabba’s henchmen charged up to them, but Chewie swiftly pushed the black-armored man away, and he fell backwards with a grunt.  Boushh walked to the center of the Audience Chamber, and spoke over Chewie’s howls and snarls.  “I have come for the bounty on the wookie,” Boushh spoke in Ubese, which Jabba did not know.  What’s more, his voice was distorted by electronics to further hide his identity.
Threepio was shocked at what he saw.  “Oh no, Chewbacca!” he cried.

As Chewie howled briefly, Jabba spoke: “At last, we have the mighty Chewbacca.”  He swallowed, belched as the frog attempted to crawl back up his throat.  “Where is the talk droid?” he yelled.

“Yes, eh, I am here, your worshipfulness.”  It was Threepio, but Jabba had come to title him “talk droid.”  He was one of the two droids that Skywalker had attempted the bargain for Solo with.  Threepio staggering from behind Jabba and moved to his side.  “Yes?”
Threepio translated the string of Huttese that came out of Jabba’s mouth: “The illustrious Jabba bids you welcome and will gladly pay you the reward of twenty-five thousand.”
Boushh spoke back briefly, and Threepio translated: “Fifty thousand, no less.”
Jabba, outraged, snarled and batted his arm out, knocking Threepio onto the floor.  The Hutt growled out another string of Huttese, and Boba Fett, who had been flirting with a couple of the dancers, walked closer to the group, hand trained on the blaster rifle at his side.  Threepio stood up, worriedly mumbling, then walked before Jabba.  “Oh dear, what did I say?”
Jabba snarled, “Why should I pay fifty thousand?”
The droid translated, and Boushh spoke something else.  From within his cloak he held up a shiny ball no larger than a human fist.  His finger pressed on a button, and little lights flashed on it, causing it to beep and whirr.
“Because he’s holding a thermal detonator!” Threepio shouted, tossing his metallic arms into the air.  Salacious Crumb, the troublesome bird-monkey that always sat near Jabba’s tail, screamed and ducked, hiding beneath a pillow.  Many others screamed as well and took cover—a thermal detonator might be small, but they packed enough force to take down even a place as large as Jabba’s palace.  Boba Fett quickly aimed his blaster, ready to shoot off Boushh’s arm before he had a chance to trigger the detonator.  Amidst all the screams and fearful chaos, however, there was deep, booming laughter, coming from the great lord himself.
“This bounty hunter is my kind of scum,” he said.  “Fearless and inventive.”
Threepio translated the rest of the words that followed: “Jabba offers a sum of thirty-five…and I do suggest you take it.”

Boushh seemed to consider this, then spoke something, and pushed the button again.  The detonator’s beeping and whirring went silent, the lights turning off, and he put it back into his cloak.
“He agrees!” Threepio announced, relief thick in his voice.

There was cheering and laughter as everyone relaxed.  Jabba held up his arms and moaned—he tried not to show it, but he had been somewhat scared there for a moment, as well.  The Rebo Band started playing music again to help lighten the tension, and everything returned to normal.  As a couple Gammorean guards took Chewie’s chain and started leading him away, Jabba and Boushh went about the payment plan, translating it through Threepio.  Chewie was to be put into quarantine, where he would no doubt die over time.

At one point, Boushh and Boba Fett exchanged nods of respect; they both had similar methods.  Since it was late, people disappeared to their rooms to go to sleep.  Jabba crawled off his throne, announcing he was going to his private quarters.  Soon the lights went off, and all was quiet for the next few hours…
2: Rescue…and Recapture

…until stealthy footsteps sounded as Boushh walked out from his guest room.  He stepped carefully over sleeping members of the palace, and managed to stay fairly quiet.  That is, until he walked through the archway to the Audience Chamber.   His shoulder bumped into chimes hung from the ceiling there and made a light clatter—but he was quick to put his hand to them and hush them.  Looking around, he saw nobody had awakened, and continued to walk in.  There were only a few sleeping forms here and there; he was safe.

He made his way up to the Gallery, past the two doorways covered in curtains that led to two large closet spaces.  There were various trophies and animal heads decking the walls, but in the middle was Han Solo’s carbonite-covered form—his destination.

He walked up to Han, and pressed against the wall, looking around to see if anyone was up.  Nobody; good.  He pushed a button in a panel next to the carbonite frame, and a magnetic grip was released.  The frame lowered to the ground, then fell backward against the wall with a frighteningly loud report.  Glancing around again, Boushh saw nobody had awakened, so he turned to the side of the carbonite frame and, turning a dial and pushing a button, stepped back and watched.

There was a pulsing hum as Han’s body, where it protruded up from the otherwise flat surface of the grey metal, began to glow red and the carbonite melted.  Whole spots faded away in sections on his body, and his flesh and clothes, unexposed to air for a good year and a half, were revealed.  Within seconds, he was free, and his body peeled out from the carbonite frame—and he collapsed to the floor.


Boushh knelt to Han’s side and picked him up.  Han twitched, shivered, struggled for breath, his eyes squinting in the darkness.  “Just relax for a moment,” Boushh spoke quietly in Basic.  “You’re free of the carbonite.”

Watching Han move one of his moist, shaking hands over his eyes, Boushh made sure he didn’t attempt to speak, and hushed him.  “You have hibernation sickness.”


“I can’t see,” Han mumbled, still squinting.


“Your eyesight will return in time,” Boushh said.


“Where am I?” Han asked.


“Jabba’s palace.”


Han turned his twitching head over to Boushh, and not recognizing the voice nor the blurry shape of the bounty hunter, he asked, “Who are you?”


Boushh’s hands went to the sides of his mask and pulled up, and tender white flesh was revealed beneath it.  As the mask came off, the beautiful young face of a woman was revealed, for the real Boushh was dead, and she had taken his suit in order to get in.  “Someone who loves you,” the woman said.


“Leia!” Han blurted.

Princess Leia Organa, his lover and fellow Rebel fighter, leaned her head in and kissed him.  Oh, how she had missed his lips.  Smiling, she said, “Come on, I’ve got to get you out of here.”

However, as she stood up and helped prop Han on his feet, a deep, booming laugh arose and echoed through the Gallery and into the Audience Chamber.  Leia’s eyes grew wide with horror as she realized it was Jabba.  They had been caught.
3: Incarceration and Enslavement

“What’s that?” Han asked.  Jabba’s laughter, coming from somewhere that Leia couldn’t place, repeated.  Solo recognized then, and murmured: “I know that laugh.”


There was a slight clatter as a curtain was pulled behind them.  Leia and Han spun, and saw what lay beyond it: it was a hidden room, and it was a surprise that it held as many beings as it did.  Jabba was there, along with a whole group of perhaps twenty of his henchmen, including Bib Fortuna and Lando, around him.  Threepio was there, too, but one of the creatures had its hand placed over the droid’s mouth.  He struggled in his rigid stance, and was only released when Jabba raised his arms and said, “My, my, isn’t this cute.”  Then the laughter rose in volume.


“Hey, Jabba,” Han said, staggering forward a step as another curtain on the opposite wall was drawn, revealing another group of leering fiends.  “Look, Jabba, I was on my way to pay you back, but I got a little sidetracked.”  He swallowed, tried to focus.  “It’s not my fault—”


“It’s too late for that, Solo,” Jabba said.  Leia, who was considering her options of what to do next, was repulsed by the beast’s green saliva as it drooled down his lips.  “You may have once been the ultimate smuggler, but now you’re bantha fodder!”


The troop of beings laughed again at Jabba’s victorious taunt.


“Look,” Han tried to think of something to negotiate, but it was no use; Jabba merely snorted and shouted “Take him away!”

“Jabba, I’ll pay you triple,” Han said as a Gammorean guard and some human seized him by the arms and led him away.  “You’re throwing away a fortune here, don’t be a fool!”


His words echoed through the small room and into the Audience Chamber, and Leia watched helplessly as Han was taken away.  She didn’t even notice Jabba staring at her now; she only looked up when she heard him speak again. 
“Bring her to me,” Jabba commanded, and if Leia didn’t know better, he purred.
A Gamorrean guard seized Leia by her shoulders and pushed—hard.  Leia walked with him, and together they moved past the grotesque crowd up to Jabba’s slimy bulk where it sat in the middle of the floor.  Summoning up all her courage and pride, Leia threatened the massive Hutt: “We have powerful friends.  You’re gonna regret this.”
She expected to be stood before Jabba and tortured, or perhaps interrogated.  But the guard kept pushing, and Leia held back all fear and disgust as her body was pressed against Jabba’s bulging, slimy front.  Okay, she thought to herself, maybe he’s going to eat me.  She considered killing him outright then and there, but it would be no use; there were too many guards and other obstacles for her to get out alive, let alone with Han and the others.  Instead she remained steady and ready for…what?
“I’m sure,” Jabba replied to Leia’s threat.  His breath was rank, sending a fuming cloud of stench over her senses; the two flabby, wrinkled arms poking out from rolls of fat seized her around the waist and pulled her even closer, until their faces were mere inches apart.  He breathed her name briefly, and licked his lips.  It was such a gross sight, and now Leia could not help turning her face away, eyes tightly shut, and groaning in disgust.
From behind, Threepio turned and said in a shaky voice, “Oh, I can’t bear to watch.”  Salacious Crumb, sitting on a few pillows thrown on the floor, hooted a round of cackles, joined by a chorus of other laughs from the rude audience.  Leia kept her eyes shut and listened, waited.

The horrid slimy sounds stopped, and Leia figured he must have been done licking his lips.  She turned her head back, but something wet and warm suddenly pressed against her slightly open mouth.  Spitting out the foul-tasting matter and almost vomited as she saw Jabba’s tongue, stretched to its limit, and even now it was planting another beastly kiss upon her lips.  The Hutt retracted his tongue for a moment, and Leia turned her head again to spit the foul saliva out.
“In the meantime,” he spoke, “I will thoroughly enjoy the pleasure of your company.”  And in those final, chilling words, Leia understood exactly what was going on.  She noted now how Jabba was holding her around the waist, so her belly and hips were pressed—no, grinding—against his gut; how Jabba had been “kissing” her; it all made sense: he wanted her for sexual purposes.

“Now if you don’t mind,” Jabba said, “you may remove your armor.  If you do not want to, that’s okay, one of my guards can—”
“I’ll—” Leia blurted, not wanting one of those ugly guards going near her when she was unclothed.  Here was the test: should she obey the horrible thing and undress before him, or should she rebel and face trouble?  She chose the former, although she knew that she might (and in fact was) about to get into a bit of trouble anyway.  “I’ll do it myself,” she finished.

Jabba released his surprisingly strong grip from around her waist, and Leia had no hesitation in pulling away.  She moved a leg backward so she could strip away from his slimy front, but before she could fully separate herself, a vibro-axe poked into her back—and she was right back up against the Hutt.  “Don’t stray far, my pretty,” Jabba said.  However, the guard drew back, and although she had no interest in stripping for Jabba, Leia nonetheless took a step or two away.
Leia shuddered not at the notion of undressing right in front of this ultimately disgusting beast, but that Jabba claimed her as his.  “My pretty,” he had said.  Apparently, he already thought of her as being his, like she was property.  Sexual property, at that.
And how could she be sexual for him?  She had seen quite a few scantily-clad women running around; perhaps he wanted her to just look pretty and “service” any of the heathens in the palace if they so desired?  Surely Jabba didn’t want her to actually…no, there was no way.  But what if?  What if he wanted her to actually perform sexual acts with him?  Leia nearly fainted at the thought, but showed no sign of fear; she must not acquiesce to his needs!
But then again, what would happen if she didn’t please him?  Would he instantly have her killed, and in the fury at all of his captives, perhaps kill Han, Chewie, and the droids?  Lando was in disguise, so at least he would have been safe…but the more trouble she could avoid, the better.  Perhaps then, Leia should try distracting Jabba; by pleasing him and meeting every command, he might be so confident that he’s victorious that by the time Luke showed up in a week—
She realized that she was getting ahead of herself, and Jabba growled slightly.  “Undress now,” he demanded.  “I suggest you follow my orders, or else you will have to face some other form of persuasion.”  The guard behind Leia poked her back with the vibro-axe again as an example.
Leia took a deep breath, then unbuckled the ammo belt strapped round her torso.  Looking about, she saw a Jawa walk up to her and reach for it like a child eagerly awaiting a gift.  After handing the belt to the little sand dweller, another one walked up and held its own hands for the next piece.  She slid off the power pack that hung from her back, then removed the armored vest.  She kept removing more and more of the armor—what an amount of work for a mere disguise!—until she was down to her grey undergarments.  Her long brown hair had been tied with small elastic bands into a ponytail; it had been coiled round her neck, but unseen fingers behind her hooked into it and freed it, so it swung freely behind her back, the end of it just above her buttocks.  Leia did nothing else; she stood and waited for Jabba’s approval…or otherwise.
“Take it all off,” Jabba said, the corners to his giant grin curling up.  Leia was reluctant, but nonetheless she removed her top, keeping her right arm crossed over her exposed breasts.  The cool air of the palace gave her skin bumps, and she felt her nipples harden.  With her free hand, she tugged her panties down, then stood quickly, holding her hand over her light brown pubic hairs.

“Do you want me to let my hair down, too?” Leia goaded.

“No, actually,” Jabba said, his giant orange eyes crawling over Leia’s nudity.  “It looks rather good in a ponytail.  I think we’ll keep it that way.”
The crowd laughed briefly at that.  Leia yelped as a Jawa groped her buttocks slightly as he carried the rest of her armor away, and the crowd—along with Jabba—got a good minute or two of laughter.  Sick, Leia thought. This is simply sick.
“Now…come to me, Leia,” Jabba said.

That seemed like too much, but Leia found herself walking the two bare-footed steps closer, until her naked body was just within a couple of inches of the bloated Hutt.  Jabba reached out and took her again by the small of her back, and her hands darted up to push away—but too late.  She shivered as slime spread over her now-exposed nipples, her belly, her hips, smothering her torso in the gruesome beast’s repulsiveness.  She closed her eyes and mouth again, fiercely tight, hoping this nightmare would end, and soon.  But if this was a nightmare, the terror had only begun.
Jabba began to lick her face.  His huge tongue covered her face in his thick green saliva as his free hand reached for her pert, well-rounded breasts.  The tongue slowly slid down her neck, and his fingers fondled her nipples, and much to Leia’s surprise and horror, the nipples grew hard.  Or had they?  It must have been the cold, damp air that did this.  Otherwise, it had to be instinct.  Leia tried not to show even the remotest sign of pleasure from this—indeed, how could she enjoy this?  She tried to think of other, better places and times—but those were days long since passed; besides, it was hard to concentrate as Jabba’s tongue began to lick her upper chest, a little too close to her breasts…oh, this was so gross.
Jabba’s hand slid down slowly, and he began to rub her belly.  His tongue made big, sweeping slobbers over her breasts, and Leia wondered if, in some horribly wrong way, she was being stimulated by the Hutt’s vile, disgusting actions.  But now was not a time for pleasure; this was just downright gross!
Jabba continued to slobber her breasts, and his hand slid down her belly to stroke her pussy, which had collected slime in its hairs…and at the warm  touch of his palm upon it, Leia felt herself becoming wet.  This thing, this horrible, horrible thing, was holding her friends prisoner, threatening their lives and putting the sake of the entire Galaxy in jeopardy, and now, as her captor, was turning Leia on?!
The beast stopped slurping her breasts for a minute.  “You are my slut,” he said bluntly.  Salacious Crumb and the rest of the audience chamber burst out with laughter.  Leia’s eyes flew open and she stared into his orange eyes with fury.  She almost spoke her protest when Jabba began to slurp her breasts again, but she only let out a slow sigh.  She was relaxing, and…yes, Leia knew it now: she was aroused.

Then Jabba shoved his hand between Leia’s thighs—which she struggled to keep squeezed tightly together, but too late—and he slid a finger up inside her pussy, and all at once, she knew it.  Yes, he was turning her on.  Heavily.  His finger, almost as thick but just as long as a human male’s organ, pushed into her vagina, stroking her moist walls and rubbing her clit.  Leia bit her lip, tried to pull away—but his fleshy (yet metallic) grip kept her pinned to his front.  He fingered her harder, and his tongue continued to slimily ravage her front.

Leia’s hands flew to Jabba’s arm aimed between them, and she attempted to pull his hand out from her.  How dare he do something even remotely like this to her, a royal family member—but more importantly, an innocent person?  But that was probably why he was doing it; he wanted to defile her, to wreck and ruin her and reduce her to…what?  A slut?  That would make sense…especially if he used her to please others.  He might be able to sexually please her, but there was no way he could make her want it.  And yet, even now, as she attempted to keep him from further violating her, she found herself gripping his arm and pulling it up…pushing his fingers deeper into her, and she moaned deeply, breathing out a throaty “Yes…,” to which the crowd’s taunting laughter and cheers raised in volume.
Leia was giving in, she knew it now.  Jabba must have known about her royal background, and her abstinence from sex—not that she hadn’t had it before; Han had claimed her virginity some time back—and now he was claiming her sexuality for himself.  She knew she mustn’t please him, but it was so hard…because Jabba was really getting her horny.
Jabba stopped licking her breasts again, then tilted his giant head back.  His hand that gripped her back slid up between her shoulders so her slimy tits pressed against his folds of flesh.  “You are my whore,” he spoke.  Again, Leia felt insulted, but this time, she almost felt something new there…

A voice appeared in Leia’s head.  It wasn’t like the Force—it wasn’t Luke—but it was some kind of voice that came from Leia’s falling from innocence.  You have a week, it said. Luke will show up, and he’ll save the day…you might as well stay alive, and if you get some pleasures from it, that’s a plus.  Jabba’s finger stroked harder, causing Leia to moan again, louder, and she felt herself becoming quite horny.

Yeah, Leia thought to herself.  Yeah, I might as well.

Leia opened her eyes, and pressed her body closer against the slimy, warty, flabby wall of flesh.  Spreading her legs a bit, she pivoted her hips so her moist pussy lips ground on Jabba’s other fingers.
Jabba watched, surprised, and said, “Oh, you like that, do you?”

Leia tried to stop herself from nodding, but failed.  Not only that, but she grinned stupidly, like…like a slut or a whore.  To this, Jabba pushed his two other fingers in, so only his thumb stuck out.  One finger remained crooked to rub her clit, and the other joined his first inside her vagina, and she licked her slimy lips, still hating the taste, but too occupied with the sensation between her legs to care.  Leia panted madly, her mouth open and tongue lolling.  She ground her pussy down on his hand, struggling for more to be inside her.  This was like her first time, all over again, but better…much better.
Jabba continued to finger Leia for a few minutes, until she was moaning louder and louder with each breath she took, on the verge of hitting an orgasm.  Suddenly Jabba removed his fingers, and he left Leia resting on his front, suspended in depleting pleasure.  And…that was all.

Leia frowned, opened her mouth, but didn’t know what to say.

“Aww, is Leia frustrated?” Jabba said.  “Does she want to get off?”

“Yes!” Leia said, and Jabba burst out laughing, little chunks of his last meal splattering her face along with the cloud of stench that welled forward.  “Please, finish me!  Let me cum!”

“I love to hear them beg,” Jabba said.  “Tell me what you are first.”
Leia was temporarily puzzled. Doesn’t he already know about me?  But then she realized what he meant.  Should she say it?  She knew what was true and what wasn’t, so it couldn’t hurt.  She only had to deal with this for a week, anyway.  And above all else, she had to cum!
“I’m your slut,” she said.  “I’m your whore.”

Jabba leaned his face in close, his slimy, flaring nostrils close to Leia’s face.  He breathed his next words slowly and deeply, and his rank breath nauseated Leia.  “Excellent…say it again.”

“I’m your slut.  I’m your whore.”


“Again.”


Oh please…Leia sighed, and reached her hand down in an attempt to finger herself.  Jabba swatted at her hand with his own and pointed at her face.  “Say it again, or no cum, Leia.”


“I’m your slut.  I’m your whore.”


Jabba slapped Leia in the face with his hand—hard.  Leia began to cry, not so much from the pain as it was her frustration and feeling of helplessness—she just wanted to get off already!  Her pleasure had dropped immensely, although she was still very close to an orgasm.  Jabba again pointed at her face; he didn’t have to demand a fourth time.


Between sobs, Leia mumbled it again: “I’m your slut…I’m your whore.”  She was beginning to believe it now, too.

“That’s what I wanted to hear,” Jabba said, his finger still aimed right at Leia’s face.  “You are my slut, Leia.  My whore.  You are my sex toy.  You will please me at any time I so desire, and indeed do anything I want you to.  Do you understand?”


“Yes,” Leia said, her head lowered.

“Look up at me,” Jabba said.  Leia faced him, saw him still pointing his finger at her face.  “Suck,” he ordered.

Leia leaned her head forward and wantonly devoured his finger, sucking it eagerly as if it were a cock.  Her tongue slurped in circles around it, and she gulped it in, half-expecting the fleshy thing to pulse and fill her mouth with cum.  Instead Jabba pulled it out, and Leia nipped the air behind it…and when she saw Jabba lowering his hand to between her legs, she smiled in sweet satisfaction.

Jabba’s finger, covered in Leia’s own saliva, pushed up into her pussy, and again Leia was rewarded with the great pleasure of something inside her womanhood.  She pivoted her hips, thrusting down on it, fucking it with earnest, and when her breath was again short and her slimy, naked body rubbed on his, Jabba knew she was ready for the next step.


Something moved by Leia’s ankle, and she glanced down, and watched in wonder as Jabba’s tail twitched and slithered to between her legs…then began to slide up, rubbing up her bare leg, and when it neared her thighs, she repressed an orgasm—too close.  Leia waited, and soon Jabba pulled his finger out from her pussy, and the tip of the tail pressed against her labias.

The tail, being tapered, seemed like it would be quite a task to get inside her, but it had to, by Force, it had to!  It pushed up and up, and Leia began to moan steadily, louder and louder, as each inch of the tail disappeared into her and stretched her pussy into a whole new size and shape.  When about six inches were within her, Leia struggled for more, and twisted and pivoted her hips for it—but no matter, the tail seemed to have reached its limit.  Leia then got an idea.

She braced herself on her legs and pushed up off the tail, and just before the tip could fully pop out, Leia leaned forward and released the pressure from her legs, letting her body weight carry her down onto the tail, and as it plunged a full ten inches into her, she reached her much-needed orgasm with a loud series of groans and thrashes.


Jabba grabbed Leia by the waist and pulled her away from himself, a myriad of strings of slime and sweat stretching between them.  He set Leia on her feet before him.  Looking her up and down, watching her weakly stand as cum and slime dribbled and dripped from her pussy, Jabba grinned his toothless smile.  “My, aren’t we a fast learner.  What are you, Leia?”


“Your slut,” she said, knowing it was true—for now, at least.  “Your whore.”


“Exactly,” Jabba said, still smiling.  He placed a hand to his slimy front, and nodded as far as his bloated head would go; it was a strange kind of bow.  “Welcome to my palace, Slave Leia!”
4: Bondage to the Beast

Jabba’s new title for Leia rang in her head.  She had gotten past the fear, the anger, the disgust, the morals; she had been broken into a pathetic sex-craving troglodyte.  And yet, hearing Jabba call her Slave Leia still gave her a chill.  She shivered slightly; maybe she was just cold.  A moment later, Bib Fortuna walked over, his fangs exposed in a wide grin.  “Spread your legs,” he said.

Leia frowned, looked up at Jabba.  The giant golden eyes narrowed at her, then he said, “Do it, slut.”  Leia could handle being the sex toy for one of the creatures in this palace—conceivably, anyway; but to really be a slut, for anyone’s disposal…she might choose to die instead.  Nonetheless, she spread her legs reluctantly, and awaited the Twi’lek’s organ to be revealed and pushed in—

But instead, Bib produced a little metal vial from among his robes, unscrewed the top, and holding out his hand, he shook the container until a dark blue liquid dribbled out into his palm.  He reached forward, wiped it on Leia’s labias, then shook the container for more.  As he applied more, he spoke in Huttese to Jabba: “We’re almost out of sh’vuri, master.”  “I have a new supply of it coming in tomorrow,” Jabba said.


Leia watched in wonder as the blue stuff was wiped onto—and beginning to be pushed into—her pussy.  Was Bib lubricating her?  Was this stuff sh’vuri?  Whatever it was, it was soothing to her sore flesh; it made the throbbing pain that had developed numb, vanish.

“This is sh’vuri,” Jabba said.  “It will keep your pussy from being sore—all the better to fuck me with.  It will be applied to you every few days, or else you will find the pain from fucking me rather…unbearable.”

What a wonderful feeling it was, indeed; the sh’vuri made Leia’s pussy feel like she had been fucking the air from the tops of the mountains of Alderaan.  It was an exquisite sensation, and as Bib’s fingers slid in and out of her pussy, Leia found her hips tightening around his hand as she began to fuck.  Bib, grinning more than ever, looked up at Jabba and said, “I think she’s ready for more, master.”


“Well then,” Jabba said, stroking Leia’s bare shoulder.  “I think we’d better go to my throne first.  All in good time, my pet…all in good time.”

* * *
Jabba had a guard hold Leia, then commanded everyone to go back to their places.  His bulky, bulging form moved slowly, his fat but muscly tail pushing him forward like a slow slug, and as he entered, the lights in the Audience Chamber turned on.  He crawled up the stairs that curved around his throne, then slid from the elevated landing onto it, and finding a comfortable position, he called for the guards to bring Leia over.  While Leia was led over, Jabba curled his tail into a little nest, and Salacious Crumb hopped up, placed his pillows into the nest, and sat down with a squawk.  After the guard released her before the throne, she climbed atop it, (about two feet off the ground) and stood, still amazed at what she had just done, what she had become.
“Lay down,” Jabba commanded, patting his belly and causing it to jiggle.  Leia lowered herself amongst the nest-like group of pillows in his coiled tail, but when she saw Salacious Crumb croak at her, she stepped slightly away, then sat.  The pillows were quite comfy, and felt nice against her slimy buttocks.  She leaned back against Jabba’s bulging gut, finding its curve and bumpy texture to be rather comfortable.  Drawing her legs up to her chest and curling into a nearly fetal position, Leia sighed.
Jabba grabbed a frog from the armrest tank.  It squealed, waggling its wet body frantically, and little drops of the yellowish water hit Leia’s naked form.  Jabba devoured the thing alive, and licking his drooling lips, he then ordered his guards to fetch a chain and collar.  Leia didn’t even have to figure out what that meant, and within minutes a guard came back clutching a long, curled metal chain with a neck-sized gold-plated collar at its end.  The guard handed Jabba the chain’s end, and Jabba’s fat fingers pushed the chain’s final links into a little hole in the armrest.  Bib Fortuna then came over with a small wielding mechanism and a metal nugget.  Dropping the nugget into the hole, he dipped the end of the wielder in with it, and there was a buzzing whirr coming from it, and a slight bubbling sound.  Suddenly a little of the molten metal nearly spilled over the edge of the hole as it fastened her chain to his throne.
Leia was watching this all eagerly, realizing that Jabba wanted her chain—and therefore herself—to stay securely attached to his throne.  Luckily, when Luke would show up in a few days, he could cut the chain with his lightsaber; let the beast have his bondage for now.  Jabba took the collar end from the guard; she leaned forward and craned her neck, lifting her hair so as to not get it tangled.  Jabba hesitated as he reached to close the collar around Leia’s neck.
“Well aren’t you the anxious one?” he said with a gurgling sound that may have passed for a chuckle.  He pressed the collar around Leia’s neck, and closed it, the metal crescent making a faint click as it went into its latch.  Leia smiled slightly, not sure what to do next, if anything.  “Stand up,” Jabba ordered.

Leia rose slowly.  The slime had dried, and as Leia’s skin flexed when she straightened, it crumbled off her in small bits of green debris.  She stood in her naked glory before her master and awaited his next order.  However, he didn’t order anything; instead, he gave her chain a quick tug, and her body tipped forward and she fell onto his slimy gut, and his undulating blubber made Leia’s torso rub on his chins, getting her covered in slime all over again.

“Just needed to test your chain,” Jabba said, licking Leia’s face.  “It is good and sturdy, and unbreakable—so don’t try picking the lock, my dear.”  He gave Leia’s face another brief slurp, his tongue wiping slime onto her lips.  “It will look fine with your costume.”  He purred her name softly, reaching behind her to stroke her back.
Costume? Leia wondered.  Wouldn’t she be naked if she was to be his slut?  If not, it would no doubt be some kind of cloth or material that could quickly and easily be shed.
“Ahh, here it is,” Jabba said.  Leia turned as much as she could, but kept her lower belly and pelvis pressed firmly to Jabba’s front.  Behind her, Bib Fortuna held a pillow-tray, and upon it was a pile of various gold-colored objects that seemed far too skimpy to even be considered a “costume.”

Leia she winced slightly as Jabba pulled the chain again.  “Not now, Bib,” Jabba murmured.  “Leia shall dress for me later, or perhaps tomorrow.”  The metal collar dug against her throat, and she turned her head to lessen the pressure—she’d have to be careful of that.  From what she had seen, the “costume” was no more than gold undergarments!
Jabba licked Leia’s face again as she was once more pressed close to his slimy flesh.  However, his lick was a long, slow slurp, moving down her cheek to her neck; Leia then smiled as she realized he wanted to fuck her again.
5: A Slave’s Indulgence
It was the next morning.  The palace was just starting to wake up, and forms arose from their nestled positions throughout the rooms.  In a distant part of the palace, outside, a supply ship had arrived with dozens of containers of sh’vuri for the slaves.  In the quarantine cell they had been cast into, Han Solo and Chewbacca rested.  And from the Audience Chamber echoed the last of a series of loud, guttural cries of ecstasy.
Leia collapsed onto Jabba’s front with a loud splat!, then slid down slowly, panting madly.  She collapsed onto her knees before her master; her heaving breasts rose and fell while smooshed against his belly.  When she had caught her breath, she turned and laid against him, her racing heart slowing down.
Last night, just after she had been shackled to the throne, Jabba had fucked her furiously again, and she felt more tension that long lurked within her come out with each fierce hump, flinching as she screamed in ecstatic passion.  Afterwards, Jabba had simply said “Sleep,” then closed his own eyes and within minutes deep rumbles emanated from his bulging belly.  The majority of figures in the chamber walked out, all talking in hushed voices about the night’s events.  Others stayed behind and merely curled up in seats or even on the floor and passed out.  Leia curled into a fetal position, feeling the cold settle in, and stayed awake, shivering, when she could just barely make out Lando walk over in the darkened Audience Chamber.
He pulled his mask down ever-so-slightly and mouthed I’m so sorry, to which Leia responded similarly, I’ll be okay.  He gave her a blanket, and draping it over herself, she felt sleep overcome her—she had become exhausted, and sure needed it.
She had only gotten a few hours of rest, and had awakened to find the lights on, most of the crowd walking about and only a few staring in her direction.  “Ahh, you’re awake,” Jabba had said, then pulled her chain.  Leia gagged as the collar dug up into her gullet, and quickly stood and faced him.  He pulled her to himself and wasted no time.
Now, moments later, Jabba spoke over one of his drug trades with Bib Fortuna while Leia fidgeted, having to pee, and soon.  She rocked back and forth a little, trying to get his attention, and oh did he give it.

He pulled her chain very hard, and Leia choked, her hands flying to the collar.  “Is there something wrong, my pet?” Jabba said, pulling harder.  Leia gaggled, her tongue lolling as she flinched in suffocation.  “Is there something you wish to tell me, mm?”  Leia felt her face getting heated, and started seeing dark spots.  She was suddenly afraid for her life, but then Jabba said, “Oh, I’m sorry, you can’t talk like this, can you?”  He released his grip enough for Leia to blurt out her breath, cough, then inhale again.  “You have permission to speak.”

Leia was ready to spit out her fury when she suppressed herself; instead, she counted quickly to ten, trying to make it seem like she was still catching her breath, then spoke.  “I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Go?” Jabba said.  “Heh, go?  Sorry, but you’re not going anywhere, my pet.”

Leia frowned…perhaps being his slave wasn’t going to be as easy as she thought.

“Here,” Jabba said, pointing to the edge of his throne.  Bib Fortuna walked to the front of the throne and grabbed one of the grotesque animal heads that decorated its front.  Pulling it forward, Leia saw it was a decorative cover to a metal pan that had a tube disappearing into the throne.  A rank smell rose to Leia’s nostrils as she saw the brown and green crust—and some that was still all-too-fresh—of the accumulated defecation of previous slaves.  Leia flinched in disgust, then looked up at Jabba, who glared back down at her.  “If you don’t like it, then I guess you’ll have to do some kind of Jedi trick and make your waste disappear,” he said.

Leia sighed, then crawled forward, set her buttocks just over the edge of the throne, and despite the crowd around her, the urge to pee was too great, and she let it out.  Good Force, it felt wonderful.  She reached forward, closed the pan cover, and lay back against Jabba again.
After a few minutes, Bib Fortuna came over with a cloth and a little dish filled with some light bluish fluid.  Leia tried to figure out what it was, but couldn’t.  Jabba said from behind her, “Ahh, here it is.  Leia, spread your legs, please.”

Lubricant? Leia wondered to herself.  But isn’t his slime enough?  She shrugged it off and acquiesced.  Bib dipped his clawed hand into the stuff, then lightly applied it to Leia’s pussy, mostly everywhere there was hair.  It was cold, and gave a lightly numbing sensation to her flesh.  Leia began to think she realized what it was.  Bib stood up, wiped his hand on the cloth, and waited a minute or two.  Leia glanced back up at Jabba, who looked down and said, “Trust me, this is for the best—for you and me.  Bib, it’s ready.”
“Yes, master,” the Twi’lek henchman hissed, his fanged mouth grinning.  He knelt and used the cloth to wipe away the cream.  Leia was shocked and somewhat horrified as only bare skin was exposed—her hairs had come out!  She shot her gaze back up at Jabba, and he smiled.  “Girls are much tastier when they’re bald,” he said, licking his lips.  When Bib had finished wiping away the last of the cream and Leia’s hairs, Leia closed her legs, suddenly feeling coolness like she’d never felt before.  Hopefully they would grow back—but Jabba then assured her that they wouldn’t.
Bib disappeared again for a few minutes, then returned, carrying dancer costume on its pillow-tray up to the throne and set it down next to Leia’s feet.  Jabba snorted slightly, then said, “Try it on, Leia.”
Leia reached for the bikini, and picked up the top.  It was gold, all right, with light brown leather stretched between the ornately molded framework.  Two long wire-lengths stretched from the bottoms of the cups, but they seemed too long to merely go in a loop around each shoulder.  Puzzled, Leia glanced up at Jabba.
“Oh mercy, it’s not so hard!” Jabba said, growing impatient.  “Yarna, help her.”

From nearby came quite an unusual-looking individual.  It was a woman, an Askajian, judging from the six paired bulges on her torso that could only have been breasts.  They were all held in skimpy leather straps that were tied in the middle, and beneath a hanging, pale, jiggling gut, a mass of ragged cloths hung around her bare legs.  She was quite fat, and beneath the tall crown that cloaked her head, a warty, fairly ugly face showed undeniable misery beneath a fake smile.
As Yarna walked, Leia noted the Askajian six breasts jiggle with the rest of her bulky frame.  Must be quite a sight to watch her dance, Leia thought, holding the metal cups to her breasts.  Surprisingly, it fit rather well; it was only slightly too big for her, but for a proper fit, it perhaps had to be.

Yarna spoke in Huttese: “Duck your head.”  Leia obeyed; this slave must have had a long history of helping other, new ones.  Yarna seemed to give off a motherly sort of aura; perhaps Leia should talk to her one of these days about life in the palace.

“Now, put your arms through the straps.”  Leia bent her arms so Yarna could stretch the wires over each arm and her head, so they crisscrossed on her back.  Again, the fit was so well, Leia wondered how Jabba (or whoever had chosen this bikini) had known exactly what her size was.  Years of experience, no doubt, had taught him well what to look for.

Leia stood up on the throne, then picked up the bottom half of the bikini.  It was no more than a sort of two-sided skirt, with purple cloths hanging on each end.  Front and back were golden half-crescents, both even more finely decorated than the bikini’s top.  They were both separated by two gold, paired thongs that were loosely tied with elastic strings, no doubt for the tops of her waist.  Stepping into it, Leia pulled it up to her hips, where it securely hung to only barely cover her buttocks and pelvis, leaving nearly all of her legs—from the feet up to her thighs—exposed.  And try as she did, Leia could find nothing for her to wear beneath the skirt; she was to remain open for easy access.
Finally, Leia slipped into two metal-ankled leather boots that fit perfectly.  She put the two large earrings into the holes in her ears, slipped a gilded coiled-snake shaped armlet up her left arm to near the pit, and fitted a golden bracelet onto her right wrist.
Jabba, who had been watching Leia dress, nodded.  “Now turn around and show me it all,” he commanded.

Leia moved in a slow circle, her neck moving freely in its collar.  As she turned, she saw Yarna staring up at her, smiling approvingly.  Then Jabba spoke behind Leia: “No…you need something else.  Yarna?  What do you think?”
Yarna studied Leia momentarily, then asked the new slave to turn around.  As Leia faced Jabba again, she heard Yarna say, “I see what she needs—her hair.  I shall do this myself; I’ll be right back.”

Jabba puckered his lips and actually seemed to blow a kiss to Leia—it was a truly disgusting sight, but nonetheless she probably would have to get used to it.  Jabba stared at her a moment longer, then his grin spread wider as he pulled her to himself again.
* * *


When Jabba was finished, he nudged her carefully into a standing position.  He hadn’t even bothered removing her bikini, instead just fingering her with his bloated digits until she had cum.  For being a hermaphrodite, Leia thought to herself, he sure likes sex!  She then thought about it more carefully: perhaps he was trying to get her used to random and sudden bouts of sexual activity; or maybe he was just showing off.
Leia looked down as she straightened, her breathing slowing rapidly.  She was surprised to see that no slime had gotten on it.  Noting her astonishment, Jabba clarified: “It’s resistant to getting messy from me…I only like the flesh of my pets to be blotted with my sweat.”  How polite.


“Ah, Yarna has returned,” Jabba said.  “Leia, kneel before me.”  Leia quickly obeyed, lowering her head.  Jabba reached down and tilted her head back up.  “Face up, however,” he added.


Leia felt Yarna’s warm, rough hands slide beneath her ponytail and start pulling the elastic bands off.  When her hair was free, Yarna ran her fingers through it, then combed it gently until it had been smoothed.  Yarna’s hot, deep breaths exhaled onto Leia’s neck, and Leia felt somehow comforted by it.

Ever-so-carefully, Yarna split Leia’s hair into three sections, then slid a metal clip, no doubt gold, through the top of Leia’s head to hold it in place.  She braided Leia’s hair quickly, then at the bottom, slid something onto the end of the ponytail.  When Yarna’s breath disappeared from Leia’s neck, Leia knew the fat dancer had stepped back.  “Yes, she is ready,” Yarna said.

Jabba had Leia stand and turn for him, and she felt his hand pick up her ponytail as he studied it.  “Yarna,” he said, “You are the best at this.  I’m glad I’ve kept you around.  Many thanks.”

“Anything, my master,” Yarna said.  Leia could see the veteran slave was not at all pleased, despite her wide grin.  Leia had to talk to her sometime—

Jabba pulled Leia’s chain once again, and she fell backwards, her bare back landing with a wet slap! against his slimy rolls of flesh.  “Now…” he said.  “To try this out.”  Leia swallowed, somewhat surprised.  He already wanted to fuck her again!
“Dance for me first,” Jabba said.  Leia felt her heart sink.  Uh-oh…she thought.  She had been trained in her royal days to dance, but those were ballroom dances; nothing sexual was even remotely involved in them.  No doubt by “dance” Jabba meant for her to grind against him, sway her hips, and other things.  This could mean certain death, and a failure of the mission.  Regardless, Leia had to do something.
She leaned forward, and Jabba gave her chain some slack.  She stepped away, turned to him, and tried her best to mimic some of the obscene dancing she had seen the other dancers do earlier when she was still in disguise.  She wiggled her hips, raised her arms, spun—
“No, no, no…never mind,” Jabba said, waving a hand before her.  “You’ll have to be trained in that tomorrow.”  Leia, relieved, lowered her arms as the Hutt added, “Too bad…I would have loved to see you dance and strip for me…”
“But master,” Bib Fortuna said, coming to Jabba’s side.  “She just as easily may strip for you now.”  Leia figured they were playing stupid.

“Why Bib,” Jabba said, tilting his head and faking surprise, “What an excellent idea!  However, I feel that perhaps for this first time with this lovely slave, I may do it for her myself.”  With that, he pulled Leia’s chain and she fell forward onto his gut.
Jabba reached for the top of Leia’s bikini, and taking the clasp that attached the strap to the cup, he pulled it up and unhooked the strap.  Repeating the process with the other one, he squeezed his hand between his rolls of fat and Leia’s rack, and slid the cup off of Leia’s breasts.  He dropped it into the nest of pillows by his tail.  Leia’s nipples hardened as they pressed against Jabba’s squishy flesh.
Jabba’s mouth opened, and Leia stared into his cave like orifice as his tongue slid forward and pressed against her lips twice, then began to slurp her neck.  She closed her eyes and lifted her head up, and the tongue slurped from her jaw slowly down to her bare breasts.  His chubby hands met her breasts and fondled them, spreading slime over them as he lifted them up over his lower lip.  Leaning his head forward, he closed his lips around them and gummed, his tongue working its magic on her nipples.

Leia was moaning loudly, and pressed closer into Jabba’s flesh.  She raised her right leg, sliding the inside of her thigh over Jabba’s slimy belly, but to her disappointment the skirt was obstructing her pussy from grinding onto her master.  However, she continued to moan, letting Jabba know she was aroused, and waited for him to finish stripping her.

Jabba’s hands slid from her breasts and down her belly, then slid around her waist, over her back skirt plate, and around the curve of her firm buttocks.  He moved his hands to the sides of the skirt, then underneath, and pressing against her rear end, he pushed her pelvis even further into the dimple of his belly.

As he continued to slobber her breasts, his right hand slid out, and his left covered her buttocks, two of his stubby fingers disappearing between her butt cheeks (but thankfully not going further).  His right hand meanwhile moved over her thigh and under the front skirt…and much to Leia’s pleasure, he slid it between her legs and up into her pussy.  Ahh, sweet Force.
He fingered her hard with two fingers now, and Leia was panting madly, her stomach expanding and contracting as her pace quickened and breath shortened.  Jabba’s fingers rubbed her clit and vaginal walls, hitting her spot with ease, and with a shudder and a moan, Leia came.
Jabba pulled his hand out from her pussy.  Opening her eyes, Leia saw he was holding his hand before her face, her cum glistening on his fingers.  Neither said a word, but Leia knew what to do.  She leaned her head forward and devoured one of the fingers, tasting her own cum and swallowing its somehow sweet taste, then gulped the other finger.  She licked them and the palm clean, then smiled obscenely at her master, who smiled back.

Leia almost relaxed, but Jabba wasn’t done.  He pushed both his hands beneath Leia’s armpits, then lifted her up.  Leia gasped slightly as she was pulled into the air, and when the green top of Jabba’s head was a good foot below Leia’s face, Jabba moved her slowly and carefully over his cranium, and then lowered her, draping her over it.  She half-knew what he was up to, but was still puzzled.  Then when Jabba’s hands were at the sides of her skirt, her thoughts were confirmed, and he slid her skirt off and deposited it in the nest of pillows with her top.

Leia felt herself sliding down Jabba’s slimy face, and grasped the back of his head with her arms, raising her legs instinctively—but also to her advantage.  Jabba’s hands pressed to the backs of her thighs, supporting her, and then she felt his lower lip stretch over her buttocks, and his upper lip over her pussy.  Leia smiled, almost cried out in the excitement of merely being in this position…and it hadn’t even begun yet.

Jabba’s slimy mouth drooled endlessly over her thighs and buttocks and the outside of her pussy.  His tongue moved forward and smooshed, no, poured, into her vagina.  It was so wet and so warm and all-so-wonderfully-thick as it filled her womanhood, making her buck and groan as she came a second time.  It moved all the way in, to the very deepest regions of her insides, and Leia’s legs were squeezing tightly around the Hutt’s head as he twisted and flexed his muscly tongue inside her, and she was fucking it madly, going blind as her pussy smooshed harder down onto it, and she was biting her lower lip as she rode on, and…and…

* * *

Jabba finished licking the cum out from her and lowered her back down to his front.  He was about to order her to dress when he realized she had passed out from the pleasure.  He hooted with laughter, and Leia, whose head was cocked tiredly to the side, opened her eyes briefly, then fell under again.  Jabba had Bib dress her, then laid the unconscious girl against his gut.
6: Breakfast

Leia awoke several hours later, and looked up to see that Jabba was taking a nap.  Few people were around; where had they all gone?  A couple Jawas walking by chattered in hushed voices, and Leia could slightly discern something about a pod race.  Wasn’t Jabba always attending pod races?  Wasn’t he practically the president of them?  No matter; perhaps he had become tired from fucking her so much…then again, maybe not.


Jabba rumbled slightly, his gut jiggling once.  He rumbled again, but Leia heard it come not from his vocal chords, but somewhere deep inside his endless fat, near his tail…and much to her disgust, he farted, and a vile stench arose from beneath his tail.  Just a few days, Leia thought to herself.  Just a few days of bad morals and good sex.


Leia looked up at Jabba, and was disappointed when she saw his eyes open.  He grunted, his massive mouth opening infinitely wider than she’d ever seen it before, and he yawned a monstrous yawn.  “Good afternoon, my pet,” he said, licking his lips.  “How was your nap?”


“Oh, um, good,” Leia said, smiling stupidly.  “How was yours?”  She cursed herself then for speaking without permission.

“It was terrific, thank you.”  Jabba didn’t seem to care.


Leia nodded, then felt her own stomach rumble.  She was quite hungry—she hadn’t eaten since yesterday morning, and all the fucking had drained her energy.  She sure hoped Jabba would at least be kind enough to feed her; how could his slave go on without food, anyway?  She tried to show her hunger in the most passive way possible, and glanced at the tank, saw the frog squirming about within it, and licked her lips, keeping her mouth open to emphasize.
It must have worked, because Jabba then said, “I think it’s lunchtime.”  Force, yes!

“Food!” Jabba hollered, his deep voice echoing down the endless hallways.  Within seconds two men and a Gamorrean were stepping quickly over, leading three large, round hover trays covered with various dishes over.  Leia felt her mouth water, although she only recognized a few of the items on the trays…and of those, only the tall glass pitcher of wine (with two inverted wooden cups next to it) and some of the vegetables looked even edible.  The other dishes were many and varied; one looked like a fluffy white cream of sorts; another was a bowl full of squirming maggots that made Leia’s stomach turn.  There were plates of translucent, green, moist material; red berries that were questionable; mushrooms; more of the fluffy cream and maggots…but Leia was hungry, and would eat what she could.  She almost reached out for the food, but knew better and waited.


“Ahh, delicious!” Jabba said.  “Tell Porcellus that I send my greatest thanks, for this looks like a hearty meal!  Leia, you may dig in as you please.”


Leia reached out, took a handful of vegetables, and munched.  Luckily she recognized most of them, and though far too spicy for her taste, it was food—but she gagged, because it was far too spicy—Leia’s tongue seared as they stung like acid, and she hastily reached for the wine.  Suddenly Jabba’s hand slapped hers and she pulled it quickly back.

“Too spicy, my dear?” Jabba asked.  “I apologize.  Guards, be sure to tell Porcellus to lessen the spice in the vegetables for her next time.  Oh, look at you, Leia…you need something to wash that flavor out?  Well, here’s a little secret: the wine will only make it a nightmare.”

Leia was gagging now, her tongue and gums seeming to swell from the spicy flavor; she choked out a distorted cry for help, but Jabba was only reaching for one of the bowls of white fluff.  His hand dipped in it, pulling up a big glob of it, and he brought it back.  Oh Force, don’t EAT, Leia thought to herself, help your damn slave!

But Jabba then pressed the white mass against Leia’s face, and suddenly her lips and tongue felt a washing of relief—somehow, this rather sweet-tasting stuff made the spicy flavor disappear!  Leia sucked the stuff further into her mouth and swallowed.  She opened her lips wide and gave a hungry slurp on Jabba’s hand, tasting his foul flesh beneath the fluff’s sweet taste.  “Besides its medicinal value, this cream is also quite tasty…would you care for more, my pet?”

Leia nodded as she continued to lick at Jabba’s palm.  Jabba grabbed another handful, then held it before her face.  Leia hungrily slurped off the cream, not even realizing how animalistic she was behaving.  But Force, the cream was good.  Jabba’s hand twitched slightly and the cream smooshed in a white mess all over Leia’s mouth, cheeks, and nose.  “Dear me,” Jabba said.  “What a mess.  I suppose I’ll have to clean that up now, eh?”


Leia looked up, licking her lips and scooping some of the cream with her finger into her mouth.  Jabba leaned forward and licked her face, his saliva replacing the cream as his tongue slid across her features.  He slurped again, breathing heavily.
He then dipped both his hands into the bowls of cream, then used his tail to push the trays away so they were just out of Leia’s reach.

“How hungry are you, Leia?” he asked.  “When was the last time you ate?”

“Yesterday morning, my master.”

“Oh dear, you must be hungry then.”  Jabba frowned fakely, and Leia nodded back to him, not saying a word.  She licked her lips and swallowed some of the slime.

“Then strip for me, my pet,” Jabba said, a grin slowly spreading across his face.


Leia smiled, arose, and she unhooked her top, tossed it to the pillows.  She stretched the skirt and pushed down, and it dropped to her ankles.  Stepping out of it, she tossed that to the pillows as well.  She stood naked and awaited his next move.

Jabba reached with his cream-covered hands for her breasts, and cupped one with each hand, coating them with thick gobs of cream.  He then used his tail to pull the trays closer again, then dipped its tip into one of the bowls.  He brought his tail back over and flexed it up before Leia’s face.  Leia hungrily devoured its tip, but only successfully fit a few inches of it into her mouth before its width was too great.  She sucked the cream off, slurping her tongue in circles around the tail’s twitching end, and then licked up the sides of it to get all the cream.  The tail pulled away slightly, then caressed her cheek, before curving around Leia’s waist to pull her closer to himself.

His big hands tucked beneath her armpits, and she was slightly disappointed when he didn’t hang her over his head to eat her out.  However, it turned out well anyway, as he opened his mouth and slurped her breasts slowly to remove the cream that covered them, and Leia was aroused again.
Jabba’s moistened tail slid up between Leia’s legs, and quickly filled her pussy.  Leia released herself from standing and let her body weight carry her down onto his tail again, and she fucked him slowly, passionately.  Eyes closed, she felt herself get more and more aroused with each rhythmic pump, and then Jabba’s hands were upon her, spreading still more cream over her breasts, her belly, her shoulders, her neck, her face.  He was licking her now, slowly, in sections, his massive tongue sliding up and down and in circles, slime and cream tenderly caressing Leia’s body.  His tail wormed into her, and she groaned slowly as she orgasmed into bliss.
7: A Slave, and a Dancer

Later that day, after the pod race was over, Jabba pleasured Leia with his tongue for nearly an hour, then commanded her to go take dance lessons with Yarna.  Two guards came over with metal poles and cloth, and Leia watched curiously as they began setting something up.

“It’s a tent,” Jabba said.  “Because you are my pet and therefore shall not leave my side, you have to stay in this room for your lessons.  However, it has long been a tradition of mine that my Yarna teach new slaves how to dance in private.  Hence, the tent.”

The tent was finished being assembled; it was about seven feet tall and maybe ten feet wide, shaped like a large, dark green cylinder.  Yarna walked over and opened the edge of the curtain, then gestured Leia to enter.  Climbing off of the throne, Leia stepped forward, but was suddenly choked as Jabba yanked her back.  She quickly leapt onto the throne and pressed her body eagerly to his, but he only kissed her and said, “Good luck, my slave.”

Leia nodded, really wishing she could just fuck and not have to dance, but it was okay, because she’d be out soon.  Jabba released her, and she again crawled back down and walked into the tent.  Inside, it was surprisingly bright, despite the dark green of the outside of the tent.  Yarna followed and closed the curtain.  Outside, Jabba ordered the Rebo band to play a song.  As the music started, Leia faced Yarna.

“So, what’s my first—”


But before she could say “lesson,” Yarna moved with unexpected speed and pressed close against Leia’s front, throwing her flabby arms around her in a strange embrace.  The soft flesh of her breasts and gut were like Jabba’s (but not slimy), and before Leia could even cry out, Yarna’s lips were upon her own in an unexpected, warm kiss.  Leia pulled her head away, slapped at the elder slave’s arms and stepped back, a look of confusion on her face.


“I’m sorry,” Yarna whispered.  “I…it’s a long story.  I feel like you are our savior.  You seem to give off an aura of help, of hope, for us all…it’s been a horrible, horrible time for us slaves.”

Leia wiped her lips of the Askajian’s saliva.  “What do you mean, I give hope?”

“You’re princess Leia!” Yarna said, a grin warping the pattern of some of the moles on her face.  “You’re from the Rebellion!”


Leia was shocked. “How did you know?”


“I heard Jabba and Bib talking about it.”

“Really,” Leia said.  “Well…I suppose Jabba’s going to have more fun knowing that he’s defiling a member of royalty.”


“Sorry I kissed you,” Yarna said, her smile fading.  “I have just been so excited…I have a feeling a revolution is at hand.”

You’re right about that, Leia thought to herself.  “How bad has it been for you?”


“Oh, horrible, just horrible,” Yarna said.  “I…no, that will take too long.  I’ll tell you about it upon other dance lessons…if you don’t know how to properly do a strip dance in this one, Jabba will kill me…shall we begin?”

Leia smiled, nodded.  Yarna seemed like a nice woman, pained by her slavery, but also strengthened by it.  She should trust the Askajian, she knew it.


“Now, start by this,” Yarna said, taking Leia by the waist.

* * *


As Leia put her top back on after her test dance, she asked, “And that’s all?”

“To do a strip dance, yes,” Yarna said.  “Just be sure to move a little more slowly than you were just now; but otherwise, you’re all set for a strip dance, the most important part of the dancing area of your slavery.”


“My slavery…” Leia said.  It would be only another two days before Luke would arrive.  And then…she’d be saved from this horrible place.  She considered telling Yarna about it, but if word got around, the whole mission could be botched.  She’d have to be careful of what she said.


That was when Leia’s chain was pulled—not enough to drag her out from the tent, but enough to straighten it taut.  The music ended, and Jabba called for Leia.  Yarna patted Leia’s arm, smiling.  “You’ll do great, I’m sure.”


“I certainly hope so,” Leia whispered back.  “See you tomorrow.”


Yarna watched as Leia walked out.  A little thin, perhaps, but quite a beauty.  And the energy, the passion behind her sex—unbridled!  That was another reason Yarna had such hopes; perhaps a slave who really enjoyed their stay here was a sign of oncoming changes…and hopefully, good ones.  May the Force be with you, girl, she thought.

* * *


Leia stepped out from the tent and climbed atop the throne before Jabba.  “Have you learned from the great Yarna, my pet?” he asked, his nostrils flaring.


“Yes I have,” Leia said.


“Then dance for me, my pretty.”  He smiled, tilted back on his throne a bit, and gestured with his hand for some music.


Leia straightened her posture, closed her eyes, then, inhaling slowly, she began to dance as the music started.  She moved her arms in slow contortions like smoke arising from a flame, sliding them up her sides as she started to pivot her hips off to her left.  As her hands moved up her breasts, they followed the curve of her bikini’s cups, until they reached the latches, which she pulled up in one fluid motion.  The metal bikini top fell down with a faint clatter.  Her hips started to curve slowly to the right now, and her left foot took one step closer to Jabba.

Arms raised, Leia arched her back, aiming her silky breasts out to her master as an offer.  Jabba did not touch them, however, merely staring at his new slave take on a whole new definition of grace and beauty and—above all—sexiness.  He licked his lips, his tail twitching in anticipation.
Leia crossed her arms over her head, then began to lower them, sliding them down the sides of her face, down her neck.  She craned her head up, envisioning a male human—Han, perhaps—doing just this to her.  Her hands slid down the front of her chest, and when they reached her breasts, she used their edges to caress her flesh, her pinkies brushing her nipples, causing them to harden.

Her hands continued their descent as she took another step closer to Jabba.  They slid down the sides of her torso, to the edges of her skirt, where she slipped her fingers beneath the metal thongs and stretched them out on their elastic bands, and as her hands continued to move down, so did the skirt.  When her pussy was exposed, she let go of the skirt, which slid down her legs and to around her feet.

Raising her left foot, she took the final step, and then her right foot followed.  Her naked body pressed against Jabba, slime quickly spreading over her nudity.  Her hands slid far more quickly now up her sides, she bent them at the elbows, her left hand draped over her shoulder, her right close to her mouth.  Opening her eyes, she turned her head slightly and licked her fingertip.  The dance was complete.
The Audience Chamber’s crowd burst out in cheers and hoots and wails of appreciation, and anything with hands gave Leia a round of applause for her sexy dance.  Jabba continued to stare, but only for a moment…and then he embraced Leia and started licking her breasts.
8: A Taunt

Early the next morning, Jabba was quite anxious for a fuck.  This quickly turned into six, with brief interludes for talk or rest.  Leia rode his hands for the first three, then his tail for the next two, and finally his tongue (so he could lick the endless cum out from her pussy).  For most of the rest of the day, Leia relaxed on Jabba’s belly, but after a while, when nothing was happening, she began to doze off.

Salacious Crumb, who had been watching Leia snooze intently, waved his claw in the air before Jabba, trying to get his attention.  Jabba glanced down, and Crumb pointed at Jabba’s tail, then at his own beak, then at Leia’s hips.  Jabba was temporarily puzzled as to what the bird-monkey meant, but then understood.  He carefully, quietly lifted his tail up to his mouth, inserted it, and gave it a slurp so it was well slimed.  He lowered it down near Leia’s belly, and positioning it like a snake about to strike, he rubbed its slimy length over the slave’s flesh.

Leia awoke instantly, and looked around, startled.  A little slime trail was on her belly, but how it got there was what she wanted to know.  Jabba’s tail twitched nearby, but glancing up at him, she saw he was asleep.  Salacious Crumb was also asleep, purring in a strangely cute manner.  Still, who had done that?  Shrugging it off and thinking perhaps it might have been a Jawa, she leaned back and closed her eyes again—and was again woken by a tickling sensation on her belly.  And again she sat up straight, but the only possible culprit was Jabba’s tail.  Was he dreaming or something?  He must have been…unless he was up to something.


Leia closed her eyes again and awaited another tease, and when it happened, her eyes flew open—and she saw Salacious Crumb grabbing at her skirt, pulling it up.  She almost shouted at him, but Jabba’s belly jiggled as he leaned forward and interjected with a taunting “Eh-eh-eh!”  Leia, somewhat humiliated, laid back and let Crumb grab Jabba’s tail tip and stuff it down her skirt, cackling madly.  What kind of sick, immature humor was this anyway?  But then Jabba reached down and cupped one of her breasts through the bikini, and she forgot all about it.  She reached up and undid her top, then pulled it to the side.  Jabba’s rough hands instantly seized upon her breasts, and she smiled.  This is much more like it, she thought to herself.
9: A New Kind of Passion

Jabba was now just finishing a thorough tongue-fuck; Leia was laying upside-down on his belly, her arms crossed to support her weight, and her legs splayed before Jabba’s mouth as his tongue made a few final pounding slurps.  Leia was exhausted, covered head-to-toe in slime and sweat, and only on her hair and arms had it begun to dry yet.  Opting to live and serve Jabba certainly had its benefits…it was too bad, too.  She was beginning to wonder how easy it might have been to leave once Luke showed up tomorrow…she certainly would miss the sex.


That was when Yarna walked over with Bib Fortuna.  “Master,” he said.  Jabba’s tongue pulled out from Leia’s pussy, and the impatience was thick in his voice: “I have a splendid idea.”

“Put them away first,” Jabba said, pointing.  Bib glanced down and saw his pale double members poking out from his robe, and with a gasp, he tucked them away.  Laughter burst out in the Audience Chamber, and Leia had a good chuckle from it, too.  Yarna, who did not look at all happy before, smiled—it was a rather handsome gesture to Leia; the poor dear didn’t seem to ever have any desire to smile.

Jabba let Leia’s legs go and told her to dress again.  Sliding down his slimy bulk, she weakly stood and pulled her skirt back up, then went about putting her top on.  Bib meanwhile walked over to Jabba’s side and whispered something.

“Mmmm…” Jabba moaned, the corners of his mouth rising as his eyes narrowed.  “A most splendid idea,” he said, licking his lips of the runoff from Leia’s pussy.  “Yarna, would you care to come up here?”


Yarna was taken aback, her brown eyes widening, and her smile fading.  She did not hesitate a moment longer, and walking towards the throne, she stepped up, but kept her distance from Jabba’s gut.  Leia, who was just fastening her straps, glanced at the Hutt.  “Now…both of you, if you would please?”  Leia and Yarna both were about to press to Jabba’s gut when he held up his hands in dismissal.  “No, no…” he said.  “To each other, if you don’t mind.”


The two slaves looked at each other, smiled slightly…then they moved together and embraced.  Leia could not entirely hug her arms around Yarna’s bulky frame, but the fat dancer had no trouble doing this to her.  Their mouths connected, and they kissed passionately—Leia had never done this before, and was somewhat alarmed at the ease in which she had in kissing another woman, let alone this one, but it was not hard to make the kiss hotter.  They hungrily kissed each other’s lips, Yarna’s tongue spilling into Leia’s mouth.  Leia found Yarna’s mouth to taste terrible, but then Leia really took in her position then: Yarna’s six pendulous breasts pressed firmly against her own and down her belly; their legs close, hips grinding, and as they kissed with more passion, she felt herself becoming turned on and forgetting about the flavor.


Yarna’s hands were rubbing Leia’s slimy back, then sliding to her front.  Leia squeezed her fingers between her metal top and Yarna’s soft, leather-clad topmost set of breasts.  She felt for the loose tied ends of the leather, started unhooking them, but paused as Yarna’s mouth left hers and moved to her ear.

Yarna licked Leia’s earlobe, breathing heavily, and she reached to the tops of the metal cups to unhook the straps.  Leia, panting as Yarna necked her, pulled hard on the leather bands and felt them give way.  Just at that moment, Yarna had undone Leia’s top, and slipped it up and off, tossing it away.  The bikini top clattered noisily on the floor as the two women’s breasts pressed together, their nipples erect and rubbing on each other.  Leia turned her head to Yarna’s fat neck, nuzzling beneath her headdress to find her own tender flesh and return the necking.

As the two women rubbed breasts and kissed and licked each other’s necks, the crowd in the Audience Chamber started to whoop and cheer in horny excitement.  A few started masturbating in their various manners, but most, including Jabba, were simply staring at this unbelievable spectacle.  “Good work, Bib,” the Hutt mumbled, and Bib only nodded.


Yarna and Leia lowered their bodies to the top of the throne, and Yarna laid back on Jabba’s tail, with Leia quick to remain close to the fat dancer’s bulk.  Now in a better position for this, Leia squeezed her hands between her belly and Yarna’s middle set of breasts, and quickly released them, then the bottom ones.  It was an unreal sensation for her to feel any breasts against her flesh, let alone six, and as the bulbous appendages rubbed against her own slimy flesh, she felt herself become extremely horny.  Yarna raised her wide, flabby legs around Leia and crossed them at the ankles, her bulkiness pressing Leia even closer.  They parted mouths from each other’s necks, only to quickly start kissing again.

“Quick, get—” Jabba stammered, pointing at Leia’s skirt.  Bib scuttled over to remove it, but Yarna’s arms darted over and tugged it down, revealing Leia’s still-slimy buttocks.  Leia’s hands shoveled through Yarna’s raggy skirt, pulling up the layers until she felt a knot beneath it; she pulled it, and felt the skirt loosen.  She pulled at its sides and it opened, and Yarna’s pussy was revealed.  It was a long, puckering line that went from just under her belly to between her legs, and Leia pushed her hand into it, feeling a moist envelope swallow her fingertips…but locating her clit, she began to fondle it.

Yarna moaned into Leia’s mouth, her tongue slurping Leia’s lips, and she reached past Leia’s arm and between her legs to finger her in return.  Together, the women moaned in unison, and Leia started to buck up and down on Yarna’s bulk, causing it all to move with her.  Within minutes, Leia came, followed soon after by Yarna.

“Good,” Jabba said, watching the women twitch and groan as they went through their final orgasm-throes.  He started tugging Leia’s chain, and Leia choked as she was pulled off of her lover.  Quickly finding her footing, she feebly crawled up Jabba’s belly and pressed close.  “You too, Yarna,” Jabba said.  “Get up here!”


Yarna was quicker to get up and press her body close—Leia noticed that the fat dancer seemed very eager to, in fact…she must have truly hated being a slave, but right now, it did not show…maybe Jabba had forced her into a withdrawal stage, where she loathed him but loved the sex, perhaps needed it?  What a cruel beast, Leia thought to herself.  But right now that did not matter; only getting off did; she would have to ask Yarna about this later, during her next dance lesson.


“Now…do that again,” Jabba said.  The two women started kissing again, but their open mouths were filled with his saliva as he started to lick their faces.  His hands found their breasts and fondled them, and letting them go, he grabbed both women round the waists and pressed them closer, so they were as much against each other as they were against him.  His tail slithered up Yarna’s legs and slid into her pussy with great ease, and as she started to moan again, he freed his arm from Leia’s waist and jammed two fingers into her pussy to finger her.  His tail began to oscillate in Yarna’s pussy, fucking her with earnest, and he stroked Leia’s vaginal walls and rubbed her clit.

Jabba listened intently as he pleasured the two women.  He listened to them breathe, moan, and slurp each other’s mouths, and realizing Yarna was going to come sooner, he lessened the force of his tail in Yarna’s pussy and focused more on Leia.  When he knew they were both ready, he increased the force on them together, and the two women came together in a bucking, moaning, slimy, sweaty heap.

Jabba, out of breath himself, said, “Thank you, my sluts…thank you.”

10: Revelations

“Are you learning well in there?” Jabba yelled over the music outside the tent as Yarna taught Leia how to better her belly dancing.  It was later that night, after a hearty meal of vegetables that were thankfully not too spicy.  It had been quite a humiliation when Leia had to defecate into the throne’s toilet only moments ago, but it had been quite a relief.  Shortly after, Jabba demanded her to take a new dance lesson.

Leia’s skirt-clad butt was grinding against Yarna’s hips, and Yarna had her hands on Leia’s waist.  They swayed together like this for another moment, then Leia shouted, “Yes, very well!”

“Is she done yet, Yarna?” Jabba asked.


“Almost…another five minutes, I think,” Yarna called back.


They did a few more moves together, and when it was done, Leia twirled on one foot, her skirts lifting, and she tripped, fell—but Yarna caught her and straightened her.  They looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, then they kissed.  It was a brief, but warm kiss.  They stopped, studied each other’s faces, kissed again. 


“It must be so hard for you,” Leia said.


“It is,” Yarna said, staring off into space.


“How did you come here, may I ask?”


Yarna, still gazing into her thoughts, sighed, then spoke.  “About four years ago, my husband, our litter of children, and I were kidnapped by a troop of Sand People.  They brought us to Jabba, who planned on having us all go into slavery.  No—not this kind of slavery; gruntwork on ships and such.  My husband threatened Jabba, but then he pushed that button on his throne, and—”  She burst out in tears, covering her face with her hands.  Leia took one of those hands and squeezed it.

“What happened to your children?” Leia asked.


Between sobs, Yarna said, “Sold…sold to a family looking for help…I offered myself to Jabba if he promised their safety, and so he sold them…and I…”  She cracked up.  Leia embraced the fat dancer in a fierce hug; she now understood why they had made such instant and passionate love without hesitation: they both had come from bad backgrounds, and gave each other hope as well as pity.

“Are you almost done in there?” Jabba shouted from outside the tent.  “I’m beginning to get impatient.”


“Almost done!” Yarna shouted with surprising clarity, then pulled away from Leia.  “You should go to him…dance for him.”  She wiped at some of her tears, and much to Leia’s surprise, one of the warts on her face pulled away, revealing healthy skin beneath.  Noting Leia’s appall, she said, “He makes me wear these…he says they remind him of his mother.”


“His mother?” Leia asked with a slight chuckle.  Yarna wiped another tear away and studied the fake wart, smiling slightly.  “Yes, his mother…I don’t get it either.”


The women laughed, and Leia took Yarna’s hand again.  She said, “Okay, I have something to confess.”

“I do, too,” Yarna said.  Her expression was grave again.  “You first.”


“Did the little droid, Artoo, play a message when he and Threepio arrived?”


“Yes, that handsome young man Luke…what about him?”


“Well, he’s going to arrive here tomorrow and save the day.  You see, he’s a Jedi.  He marks the return of the Jedi, and he will rescue the droids, me, and Han.  He could no doubt rescue you, too.”  Leia tightened her grip on Yarna’s hand.

“Really?” Yarna’s eyes glittered with fresh tears.  “What time of day?”


“Oh, sometime early in the morning.”

Yarna’s hand trembled slightly in Leia’s, as did her frowning jaw, causing her chins to jiggle.  “I found out something about what Jabba plans with you…but if your friend shows up when you say he will, perhaps that Hutt can be overthrown.”

Leia remained silent.

“He’s going to use you until he’s bored with you, and then, he’s…he’s going to sell you to the Empire.  But just last night I heard him talking to Boba Fett, who made quite an offer to buy you for himself.  I think he plans on selling you to the Empire himself, at his own price.”

Leia was furious.  The monster…it was bad enough to know even slight details as to what he had done to this poor woman; but now knowing what he had planned for Leia, she hated him more than—


Suddenly Leia’s chain was yanked, and she fell to her back on the floor.  Her hands flew to her collar as she gagged, and Jabba continued to pull.  “Time’s up!” he shouted.  He pulled harder until Leia was being dragged across the rough stone floor.  Leia could barely see Yarna, who was standing shaken and worried nearby.  Just before she was pulled out from the tent, Leia puckered her lips and blew a kiss to Yarna, who returned the favor.


Leia was dragged further out, little pebbles scratching her back, and when she was out of the tent, Jabba stopped pulling.  Leia staggered to her feet, climbed atop the throne, and pressed herself against Jabba’s belly.  As he began to lick her face, she felt her body begin to get turned on, but inside, her fury bloomed.  Jabba would pay for his crimes…and tomorrow, Leia would see to that.
11: Luke’s Arrival

The next morning, Leia awoke to Bib Fortuna hissing at someone.  She felt, rather than heard, a familiarity in the air, and her heart raced when she heard Luke’s voice: “I must speak with Jabba.”  He was here!  She and the others were going to be rescued!


Jabba had fucked twice last night, not even bothering to ask her to dance.  That was a good thing, too—she had forgotten the steps anyway.  She was very distant as his tail railed her and her naked body rubbed through his slime against his flabby, warty flesh; try as she did to fake enjoying it, he had only managed to give her the mildest bunch of orgasms.  She purely hated him now, and everything about him; he would die for his evil.
Salacious Crumb was sitting in the nest of pillows by Jabba’s tail, studying it as it twitched alongside Leia’s thigh.  Jabba was fast asleep, and so Leia did not hesitate to sit up as she listened to the conversation between the two in the hall: “Shh, he’s asleep!” Bib hissed.  He spat a string of Twi’lek.

Then Luke said, “You will take me to Jabba now.”


There was a pause, and Bib said, “I will take you to Jabba now.”


Leia was excited as she heard that; Luke must have been using the Force to control the Twi'lek's mind!  Hopefully it would work on Jabba, too.  And then Luke walked in, and Leia felt his presence fill her spirits.


He was shrouded in a dark blue cloak, hood drawn over his face.  He wore a black outfit, and—wait a minute, where was his lightsaber?  Nothing hung from his belt that Leia could see, but it didn’t mean it wasn’t hidden away somewhere.  How could he have come in with no weapons of any sort?  But Leia was confident in Luke; he knew what he was doing.

“You serve your master well,” Luke was saying to Bib, who repeated his words in Twi'lek in his Force-induced stupor.  “And you will be rewarded.”  More Twi'lek repetitions.


When Luke saw Leia, he showed no signs of noticing what had happened; he just continued to walk closer.  He must have felt her pain, no doubt; and then Leia felt his thoughts pop into his head.

I know you’re in pain, he “said.”  But it will all be over soon.

Leia almost spoke aloud, then thought, You don’t know the half of it.


Threepio, who had been in a sleep mode, awoke and upon seeing Luke said, “At last, Master Luke has come to rescue me!”


“Master,” Bib said, poking the Hutt’s side.  Jabba’s eyes flew open and he groaned in awoken surprise, and his giant form moved around, his grip on Leia’s chain causing her to be pulled back slightly.  From around the Audience Chamber, guards and palace members woke up and walked over, crowding around Luke to trap him if he attempted anything.

“This is Luke Skywalker, Jedi knight,” Bib said.

Jabba snarled, shaking an angry fist in the air.  “I warned you not to admit him!”

“I must be allowed to speak,” Luke said.

“He must be allowed to speak,” Bib repeated, and Jabba grumbled as he turned his giant head and grabbed the Twi'lek by his shirtfront, pulling him over his armrest.  “You weak-minded fool!  He’s using an old Jedi mind trick!”  With that, he threw Bib, who fell to the floor with a grunt.
Pulling his hood back to reveal his head, Luke said, “You will bring captain Solo and the Wookie to me.”
Jabba’s eyes closed as he laughed evilly then.  Either he was trying to act tough or he really was not afraid of Luke in the least.  “Your mind powers will not work on me, boy,” he said.  He continued to try to pull Leia back, but she leaned forward, resisting her master—it didn’t matter if he was looking for sex or not; she didn’t care any longer.
“Nevertheless,” Luke said, stepping closer to the throne.  “I am taking captain Solo and his friends.  You can either profit by this, or be destroyed.  It’s your choice, but I warn you not to underestimate my powers.”

Jabba snorted at Luke’s statement.
Threepio, who was standing behind Jabba, raised his arms as he said, “Master Luke, you’re standing on—”  But Jabba interrupted him.

“There will be no bargain, young Jedi.”  As the guards moved closer to Luke, Jabba added, “I shall enjoy watching you die.”
What happened next was very fast.  Luke threw his arm out, hand aimed at someone.  A blaster upholstered itself from a bounty hunter’s belt and flew through the air to Luke’s open hand.  He seized it, aimed it at Jabba—but just at that same moment, Jabba bashed his hand down on the red button on his armrest and shouted “Boscka!”
And the floor before the throne disappeared, and Luke fell, a shot firing from the blaster into the ceiling.  Leia shouted as Luke disappeared into the pit—she’d heard about it, but still didn’t quite know what was down there.  This must have been what Yarna was talking about…oh, Force, let Luke survive!

There was screaming, and one of the Gammorean guards who had been standing on the trapdoor struggled to hold the edge of the throne as he fell in, as well.  Lando emerged from the crowd and touched Leia’s shoulder.  She looked up at him, and he only could shake his head, his eyes wide with panic.

Jabba’s throne glided forward, causing Leia to nearly fall back upon him.  Lando walked alongside it as it moved.  The tiling pulled back, revealing the grating cover to the pit below.  When the throne stopped, Leia leaned forward and looked down into the grating to see what was going on down there.
The pit was almost fifty feet deep.  It had been carved right out of the stone bedrock; a giant metal wall was at one end.  The floor, covered in sand, was littered with various types of skulls and bones.  Luke and the guard both shot out through a small tunnel a few feet off the ground, and a metal cage closed over the mouth of the tunnel, trapping them down there.

The guard was squealing in fear, and was struggling at the metal bars of the cage.  A deep rumbling came, and Leia could see the metal “wall” was actually a door—it was the source of the rumbling as it rose…and a beast, more hideous than she could have imagined, emerged from the gloom beyond.  “Oh no, a rancor!” Threepio shouted.

The thing was about twenty feet tall, colored a dark brown and mostly composed of a giant body with long, heavily muscled arms ending in thin, sharp-taloned claws.  There were metal cuffs on its wrists, with giant broken chain links attached; it no doubt had once been held prisoner, but had broken somewhat free.  Its short, stubby legs thundered as it stomped slowly towards the guard, who continued to struggle to escape.
The rancor’s small, beady black eyes blinked.  The guard turned from the cage and squawked as it reached out and clutched him.  Raising the guard to its toothy mouth (which was as large as Jabba’s), it took a giant bite, devouring half of the guard instantly.  Luke was backing away from it, his mind no doubt racing to figure out what to do.
The crowd was going wild as they watched.  Leia looked up, glanced around briefly, horrified at their excitement, then shot her gaze back down at the terrible attempt at execution.  Jabba raised his hands and cried out in his satisfaction.

After the rancor had swallowed the guard, it turned to Luke, who grabbed a big bone off the floor and braced himself.  The rancor’s claws spread and it let out a terrific roar, moved closer to Luke, then reached out for him.

It seized Luke around the legs, and the Jedi winced in pain, but held the bone high, prepared for a fight.  As the rancor lifted Luke to its opening mouth, the crowd’s cheering shot up in volume.  Leia flinched in horror, but kept watching.

Suddenly Luke jammed the bone into the rancor’s mouth and propped it up, forcing the monster’s jaw to stay open.  It roared in fury and let go of Luke, who dropped to the ground.  He landed on his feet and took a quick glance at his surroundings.  He then dove under a rock ledge that jutted just above the ground.

The rancor’s jaw snapped shut, causing the bone to shatter, and it glared down at Luke.  It growled as it reached for him, and its fingers closed around Luke’s leg and began to pull Luke out.  Suddenly Luke grabbed a rock and smashed it several times over the rancor’s fingers, and it let go of him, straightening up and roaring in pain.
Luke leapt out from under the rock and ran between the rancor’s legs, into the beast’s chamber.  He disappeared from sight for a moment, then came running back.  Someone nearby Leia was shouting to his comrade about a back entrance being guarded.  Indeed it must have been, as Luke ran back into view, then watched as the rancor stepped closer, roaring in pure rage.


The crowd reached an ultimate climax as the rancor reached for Luke.  Jabba pulled Leia’s chain harder, and she was digging her fingers into the front of the collar to let herself breathe—she had to keep watching!


Then Luke grabbed a skull, and threw it—and there was a shower of sparks as it hit a button—and suddenly the metal door to the rancor’s chamber fell down—and its spiked bottom stabbed right through the beast’s neck, bringing it down with it in a tremendous crash.


The crowd’s cheering suddenly died, and all faces dropped in confusion.  Jabba was shouting in horror, his grip temporarily lessening on Leia’s chain and allowing her to shout with glee.  Luke had killed it!  But Jabba quickly recovered and pulled hard, and Leia, laughing, fell backwards onto his belly.


“Bring me Solo and the Wookie!” he shouted as the crowd was jumping about in confusion and fury.  “They will all suffer for this outrage!”  Lando quickly went down to where Jabba pulled harder and harder on Leia’s chain, and she was gagging as he choked her.

“Why the sudden excitement?” Jabba asked Leia.  “You don’t seriously think you may go back to your old life and your friends after what you’ve become, do you?”  Leia only could stare back up at him as she choked.  Jabba watched her for a moment, then said, “Oh, get up here…”  He let go of the chain to give Leia some slack.

Leia, hands at her throbbing throat, quickly sat up, then shuffled back until she was sitting within a foot of Jabba.  He gathered up the chain and pulled it a bit, trying to get Leia to lie down—but she struggled to stay forward.  He seized her by the shoulder and rubbed it, caressed it, but with enough force to show his command.
As Han and Chewbacca were led by a couple Gammorean guards into the Audience Chamber, Luke was led by in by Lando and another guard.  “Han!” he shouted.

“Luke!” Han cried back, being pushed and shoved.  The three Rebels were escorted into the middle of the room.  Leia saw that Han looked and sounded much better; but by the way the guards were pushing him around, he still couldn’t see very well.

“Are you alright?” Luke asked.

“Fine,” Han hissed.  “Together again, huh?”

“I wouldn’t miss it,” Luke said..

“How we doin’?” Han asked.

“Same as always.”

“That bad, huh?”  As they were brought before Jabba, they were lined up side-by-side.  Han asked, “Where’s Leia?”


“I’m here!” she said as Jabba gave one last shove on her shoulder, but then lifted his hand as he spoke.  Well, the old gang was back…but right now, things did not look good.  No, not in the least.
12: All Hope is Lost

As Jabba fondled Leia’s breasts, she came back to the present.  The more painful aspects of the past three days did not compare to the terrible thoughts that now plagued her mind; that this might, indeed be it.  Han, Luke, and Chewie might be fed to this Sarlaac thing, and she would later today be taken by Boba Fett to the Empire and submitted to their evil tortures again.  She would sooner die than face them; and yet…

She got an idea.  As the crowd exited the Audience Chamber, she smiled and moaned as Jabba’s fingers rubbed her nipples and made them harden.  Jabba paused, then resumed.  Leia pulled her front skirt aside and moved her hand between her legs, shoving her fingers up her pussy.  She pushed hard as she fingered herself, and while she attempted to actually pleasure herself that much, she also made an effort to close her eyes, open her mouth, and moan loudly to emphasize it.  Jabba stopped fondling her breast and watched for a moment before saying, “Horny, aren’t you?”

Leia nodded, biting her lip.  “Ohhh yessss…” she breathed.


“Then by all means,” Jabba said.  “Let me take care of that.  Stand up, slut.”


Leia quickly hopped to her feet and pressed close against his belly, pushing her skirt down and rubbing her pussy on his squishy skin.  Jabba was somewhat neglectful to continue, but he began to lick her face nonetheless.  Leia pushed closer to him; as his tail slithered up her leg, she hoped that this would tempt him to decide to keep her.  Perhaps she’d have a chance at redemption then.
13: The Loathsome Touch
Aboard the Sail Barge, Jabba was busily chatting with Bib Fortuna.  He used controls on the side of his armrest to move his throne out into the vehicle garage in the palace, fucking Leia the whole while.  They moved up a giant ramp onto what must have been a Sail Barge.  It was a massive land ship, with enormous red canvas stretched over its deck for shade.  There were rows of panel windows with slits in them lining the sides, and at one point, when Leia had her head tilted back as she moaned in ecstasy, she saw cannons and guns on the deck.
Once they were inside, Jabba gave Leia some slack on her chain.  “Don’t stray too far, my pretty,” he warned her.  After the Sail Barge lifted up with a mighty hum, the giant doorway slowly slid open, and they moved off into the open sandy dunes.  Leia, sitting on the edge of Jabba’s throne, noticed a group of two land skiffs outside, and on one of them stood her friends.  “Turn the lights down!” Jabba shouted.  Bib Fortuna walked to a control box placed next to Jabba’s throne and adjusted some dials, and the lights dimmed in the Sail Barge.  If Jabba was trying to set the mood, Leia was not at all interested.
She walked from the throne to one of the open windows and watched the land skiff that carried her friends.  Han, Luke and Chewie were shackled and grouped together, with Lando, still in disguise, nearby.  At a one point, Jabba tugged at her chain, but he did nothing more; when Leia glared back at him, he was merely chatting with some Jawas, and so Leia kept watching her friends.
After a while, however, Jabba yanked at the chain, and Leia gagged loudly as she nearly fell to the floor.  Still trying to tempt him to keep her, she ran to the throne and leapt atop it, then pressed close against his belly, awaiting his first order.  She felt Bib Fortuna’s clawed hand press against her back.  Jabba’s free hand held a large goblet of wine, the maroon liquid sloshing around in the glass from his unsteady grip.

“Soon you will learn to appreciate me,” he cooed, moving the goblet near Leia.  He didn’t even order her to drink, instead pressing the rim against her lips.  Leia shut her eyes and sipped the bitter liquid, but Jabba tipped the goblet too much, and a bit of the wine spilled down her chin and neck.  Jabba licked Leia’s mouth, then her chin, then her neck.  He mumbled something about his pretty pet.  Right now, Leia didn’t listen to his cooing words, nor did she care.  Right now she cared about helping her friends, and so she simply stayed put on her master’s front.
Thankfully, the trip was almost over; there was not nearly enough time for Jabba to ravage her again—at least not three times, as usual.  Unfortunately, Jabba didn’t seem to care, as he pulled Leia’s top up and fondled her breasts with his free hand, causing her to moan lightly.  She swore she would have her revenge upon the Hutt—but that would come later; as Jabba’s rough thumb ran over her nipple with that loathsome touch, her pussy began getting wet.  Okay Jabba, Leia thought to herself.  I hope you enjoy this.
Leia unhooked the straps to her top and pulled it fully off, casting it to the floor.  “That is what I like,” Jabba said, then gave her breasts one brief slurp, “not only obedience, but knowing when I’m in the mood.”  Leia wished the thing would just shut up and get this over with.  Jabba shouted, raining green spittle and wine droplets all over Leia’s face, “Artoo!” and the little blue droid scooted over.  Jabba placed his wine goblet on the drink tray attached to Artoo’s metal frame, then waved his hand to shoo it.  The droid moved on, heading towards the observation deck stairway.  Leia watched, curious to know where he was going, but she smiled inwardly as she realized that he might be a part of the rescue mission.
Jabba again took Leia’s attention, as he opened his mouth and pressed one hand against Leia’s bare back; Bib’s hand disappeared as he walked away.  Leia moaned as Jabba’s fat lips closed around her breasts, puckering them in as he sucked.  His tongue began its major slurps, the green goop filling his mouth and sloshing around her breasts.  Leia moaned louder, and eagerly spread her legs as she pulled her front skirt aside so her exposed pussy could grind against the Hutt’s sloping belly.

Jabba reached down with his other hand and slid two fingers into Leia, and her thighs tightened around it.  As the Hutt continued to slurp and slobber and gum Leia’s breasts, his fingers rubbed her clit and vaginal walls, and her moisture built madly.  She hated Jabba, hated him, but Force, he knew how to please a woman.  Leia bit her lower lip and sank further into Jabba’s front, dimpling his wrinkled, slimy flesh, and this caused Jabba’s hand to sink deeper into her.  She groaned, bucked, held back an orgasm, and continued to grind on his hand, letting his mouth and fingers build her pleasures.  She cranked her head in a stretch, and opened her eyes briefly, then shut them again as she almost came for a second time, but was still able held it back.
We’re almost there, Luke’s voice suddenly popped into her head.  Leia couldn’t see his face, but she sensed his disgust with what he realized was going on.

I’m sorry, Leia said.

For what?
For this…what he’s made me do…it’s awful what I’ve become.
You haven’t become anything.  He’s only making you think that way—it must have seemed hopeless for you, to the point that you began to believe his poisonous words. But this will be it, I promise you.  Just keep up your work—figure maybe another five minutes before we’re there.

Leia nodded mentally, then continued to build up her orgasm as Jabba slobbered her front and ravaged her pussy.  Then suddenly he stopped licking, released his grip on her back, and pulled his other hand out.  Leia waited for him to demand that she beg for more, knowing how he loved to tease.

And waited.  And waited.

Jabba glared coldly at her.  “I know what you are thinking, Leia.”

Leia fidgeted as she was left on a sexual cliffhanger.  Why didn’t he finish her off?  She needed to cum already!  But then she realized something: he didn’t call her his.  Something was definitely going on.  “You think you can try to distract me, don’t you?  Well I’m sorry, you worthless slut, but you can’t double-cross a Hutt.”
Leia felt her pleasures vanish, and she pulled away—and Jabba didn’t even attempt to pull her back.  “I have some news for you,” the Hutt said.  “You’re not going to be my slave anymore after you watch your friends die.  I was going to sell you to the Empire; that’s a hefty fifty thousand right there.  However, my dear bounty hunter Boba Fett has offered to pay an additional twenty if I sell you to him today.  I’m quite sure that the Empire will welcome you with open arms, you pathetic slut!” 
Leia, furious, pulled herself off of Jabba, little strings of slime connected to her front, but she only showed slight signs of her distress.  Jabba grinned, blew a slimy kiss to her.  “I shall miss you,” he added.  “You were, quite simply, the best.”

* * *
A few minutes later, Leia was sitting on the far edge of the throne, wiping the dried slime off her body when a red light in the ceiling flashed and a buzzer sounded—they were there.  Artoo had released the drink tray somewhere and was scooting towards the elevators to the deck.  Jabba used the controls on his armrest to move the throne closer to the window.  The Sail Barge shook as it came to a halt, and Bib Fortuna started saying something to Jabba.  Leia took the opportunity to slide off the throne and stand before the window to watch her friends.  All hope seemed lost.
Epilogue: Breaking the Bondage

The Sail Barge had stopped at the edge of a giant sand pit, but poking up from near its bottom were long, leathery tentacles.  At the very bottom was not sand, but a giant mouth.  It consisted of concentric rings of flesh that puckered down to its concave bottom.  Long, fang-like spikes lined these rings, aimed down to prevent a fallen being’s escape.  And pivoting around in the middle was an arm-shaped proboscis, with a sharp beak and broad tongue at its end.  Leia found the sight to be quite ghastly…so that was the Sarlaac.

The two land skiffs hovered over the far sides of the pit, and as a guard pushed Luke to the edge, Leia nearly died—but she was relieved when Luke went no further.  A metal plank slid out from the side of the skiff, and she understood: he was to jump off it in a true execution style.  She kept watching.

Threepio meanwhile walked to the window, holding a microphone hooked up to loudspeakers installed on the bottom of the Sail Barge.  “Victims of the almighty Sarlaac,” he said, “His Excellency hopes that you will die honorably.  But should any of you wish to beg for mercy, the great Jabba the Hutt will now listen to your pleas.”  

Han shouted up from the land skiff.  “Threepio, you tell that slimy piece of worm-ridden filth he’ll get no such pleasure from us!”  Leia saw him turn to Luke and say something else; knowing him, it must have been, “Right?”  Chewie wailed briefly.

“Jabba,” Luke shouted.  Leia saw that the guard had unshackled him, no doubt as a moral gesture.  The Jedi was now placing one of his feet onto the platform.  “This is your last chance.  Free us…or die.”


Inside the Sail Barge, the crowd burst out with laughter at such a notion.  Threepio meanwhile handed the microphone to Jabba, who was also laughing.  The Hutt, between chuckles, belched, “Move him into position.”


One of the guards on the skiff poked Luke with a gaffing stick.  Luke stepped forward and walked to the end of the platform.  Leia’s heart slowed to a near-stop, and licking her lips, she barely felt Jabba give her chain a light tug.

Luke faced the Sail Barge and raised his hand to his head in a salute…and Jabba said into the microphone, “Put him in!”…and time stood still as Luke jumped off—

—and he turned as he fell, grabbing onto the plank and seemed to fly upwards, and he did a spin in mid-air, and landed safely back on the skiff’s middle.  He reached his hand up—and a silvery object fell into his hand—and a bright green beam of light shot out and he started slashing at the guards surrounding him.  It was his lightsaber!


Leia felt herself nearly faint as she watched the spectacle unfold before her.  Jabba was shouting something, and the audience was getting hyper as Luke knocked guards off the skiff and into the pit, where the Sarlaac's proboscis scooped them up and swallowed them.  Jabba had released Leia’s chain in his fury-driven confusion, and Leia glanced around, seeking for a way out.

And how did Luke get his lightsaber?  It seemed to have appeared out of thin air, but maybe Artoo had had it the whole time, and had shot it into the air when Luke saluted—yes, that made sense…the salute could have been the signal to launch it.  But no matter; Leia had to focus.  Then she got an idea.

She ducked in front of Jabba, who was busily yelling at Bib to help “stop this chaos!”  She made her way to the light-dimming panel, and grabbing the microphone from Jabba’s throne, she swung it down on the electronic controls, sending up a shower of sparks.  The lights flickered, and she swung it again, and in another bright flash, the Sail Barge’s interior was plunged into near-darkness, sending up screams of confusion.


Jabba was howling in fury, and didn’t even notice as Leia grabbed the slack of her chain from the throne and threw it to the Hutt’s side.   She jumped atop the throne, stepped quickly over his tail, took up her chain as much as she could—and it tightened over Jabba’s front, just under his squishy jaw.  He yelped in surprise, and Leia pulled harder, and much to her satisfaction, his mouth dropped open, his tongue slithering in the air as he choked.

Leia felt something new but strangely familiar take her over then: it was pure, unadulterated rage.  She braced her feet against the throne, moved her grip further up the chain, and pulled even harder.  Jabba gurgled, his chubby hands flying to the chain in a desperate attempt to relieve the strangulation.  Leia moved further behind him, knelt, pressed her knees into his back, and pulled even harder.  She felt the same passionate energy unleashed from her body when he had first broken her, and all exhaust and weakness she felt now was immediately replaced with more and more fury.


Leia had been no virgin when she came here, but Jabba had claimed the virginity of her innocence.  Even though she ended up enjoying it and submitting herself to him, he had unquestionably raped her.  He had broken her will, forced her into performing most revolting acts, and brutalized her into even thinking of herself as a pathetic slut.  And what he had done to Yarna—indeed, to all the slaves—was simply a whole other world of evil in itself.  He was going to pay with his life, and now, Leia was taking it.

She pulled even harder, gasping and groaning as the muscles in her body worked to get him even worse.  She thought to herself, How do you like it?  As Jabba continued to choke and gag, little droplets of his slime being thrown about as he died, his tail thrashed up and down on his throne, wiggling in spasms.  He made a mighty choked scream, his whole body rocking back and forth, taking Leia for a brief ride, but only tightening the chain round his neck.  Leia summoned up her strength for a final pull, grunted as she used her body weight to tip back—and Jabba’s form became still and hulked forward, his tongue spilling out of his mouth as his massive eyes closed, the sound of death escaping from him in a final, gurgling belch.


Leia let go of the chain, stared at him for a moment, and sighed.  It was over.  She leapt off the back of the throne and to the floor.  Now, how to get out of this damn chain?  Nearby she saw Artoo, and shouted for him.  He quickly scooted over, and one of his metal panels pushed open, a long wielding apparatus sticking out.  The little droid beeped as the wielder’s end touched the chain, and in a quick spark—Leia felt the bondage of her slavery get broken as the chain split, and she was left with less than a foot hanging from her neck.

“Come on, we gotta get out of here!” she said, getting up and running for the stairs nearby.  Behind, she heard Threepio shouting something about his eyes.  She turned briefly, and saw that annoying Salacious Crumb was pecking at Threepio’s eye panels, ripping them out.  She almost began to run over, but suddenly Artoo stuck out one of his tools, and a couple bolts of electricity shot at the bird-monkey, who squealed and jumped to the ceiling and was chattering angrily down at the droids in his pathetic fury.  Leia bolted up the stairs.

Up on the deck of the Sail Barge, there was endless chaos.  Luke somehow was on here—perhaps he had jumped?  Quite a distance to cover, but Leia shrugged it off; he was a Jedi now, after all.  Leia saw a guard aiming one of the guns at something.  She looked and felt her heart sink.


One of the land skiffs was completely abandoned now, and the other one was tipped over from one of its repulsorlifts being destroyed.  Lando was hanging off of a strip of the guard railing from the skiff’s side, and dangling right over the edge of the Sarlaac’s pit.  Han was knelt at the side of the skiff, lowering a metal pole to Lando, shouting for him to grab onto it, and Chewie was cradling his shoulder—no doubt having been shot.  And the guard on the deck was aiming his gun right for them!

Leia saw a dropped vibro-spear on the deck nearby, and ran for it.  She scooped it up, and charged at the guard, stabbing him right through his abdomen and knocking him over.  Luke, who was deflecting blaster shots with his lightsaber, shouted from nearby, “Get the gun!  Point it at the deck!”

Leia sighted the giant gun, more like a cannon, on the rear of the Sail Barge.  She ran over to it, and climbed onto its platform.  She quickly recognized the controls from her military days, and adjusted the dials so it turned to the Sail Barge’s stern, and then aimed it straight down.

Nearby, Threepio and Artoo were moving towards the edge of the deck.  Threepio must have been blinded from Salacious Crumb, as he suddenly fell off.  Artoo went immediately after—they had to be saved!


Luke suddenly cried out in pain, and Leia saw that a guard had blasted his hand.  However, he was quickly struck down by Luke’s lightsaber, and then Luke ran towards Leia.  He grabbed a cable that hung from the canvas shade, and gestured Leia over.  “Come on!”

Leia ran to him and pressed close, grabbing onto him and holding tight.  Luke kicked his foot against the trigger to the deck cannon.  It blasted into the Sail Barge’s framework, and explosions started to sound from below.  Then Luke gave a brief running-start, and Leia lifted her legs as they swung like acrobatic performers over the Sarlaac’s waiting mouth and onto the land skiff.

Leia saw Lando had been rescued, and Han and Chewie were sitting down in their daze.  “Let’s go,” Luke said to Lando, letting go of the cable, “and don’t forget the droids!”  Lando, manning the controls, grinned with refreshing excitement.  “We’re on our way!” he said.


The Sail Barge began to explode on the outside now, fiery orbs blooming on its sides.  Lando moved the land skiff around the Sail Barge, lowered its altitude, and had its two magnetic pickups (normally used for scrounging scrap metal) extend down to pick up the fallen droids.  They pickups tilted to the sides, up, and over, depositing Threepio and Artoo onto the skiff’s deck, and then the Rebels took off, sailing quickly away as the Sail Barge’s repulsorlifts failed and it collapsed onto the sand and exploded in a tremendous, terrific fireball of debris.


As the land skiff moved off and the Rebels were asking each other how they were and shouting in excitement, Leia found her mind wandering off.  Goodbye, Jabba, she thought.  Then, You can find your children now, Yarna.  You’re finally free.  And the skiff moved off into the Dune Sea, towards safety, towards escape, towards home.

--THE END--
