





Ivie Rittevond was a knight of Riva, sworn to an ancient and holy order dedicated to honor, piety, and chastity. Blonde, lean and fit as only a soldier could be, and with skin as pure and white as snow. She was the proud daughter of an ancient bloodline that predated all written records. She was an accomplished warrior, fond of bragging that she had never been unhorsed in any of the dozen battles she had been in, and proclaiming to all who would listen that she would never be unhorsed, at least by Orlander amateurs. Proud of her lack of scars and marks as a matter of unparalleled skill, not inexperience.



It was not exactly comforting, then, that she found herself captured, in the hands of her country's enemies, exposed, naked, and hanging from a pair of manacles lodged in the ceiling of some dank, godforsaken dungeon. Her captor? Yara Janssir, an Orlander noblewoman who had never held a sword in her life. And Ivie was captured just on the cusp of a truce declared between Riva and Orland – what cruel fates decided she would be humiliated and her pride stripped as bare as her body at the last possible moment!



The truce was fragile – but not so fragile that Yara was willing to so freely and 'compassionately' give up her one prize from the field of battle against the Rivan scum. Captured in one of the last skirmishes before the cowards came begging for peace. A true 'knight' of Riva, unhorsed, thrown to the mud, captured, tied up like a common criminal, and delivered to her like a hunting trophy. It was... delicious.



Even better – her prize was from the Rittevond family – the same family that started the deep schism along which the war's fault lines lay. Just a daughter of a cadet branch – but even so. To have the blood of the very genesis of Rivan rebellion in her hands... it was a prize beyond measure to Yara, cruel, callous, and ever-vengeful. Yara was no knight, no warrior, never taken to waving about swords or surveying battlefields astride a warhorse, but there was one part of war she was very, very good at.



Hurting people.



And she liked it.



Some, more professional torturers might accuse her of being uncreative, or an amateur. Blood-crazed and bone-shy, eager to see the skin run red, but refusing such traditional torments as the stretching rack, brass bull, or even simple dismemberment. She found them... distasteful. Impersonal. She always meditated before her sessions to clear her mind of all the outside emotions that could otherwise creep into her carefully planned routines. She loved the subtle quiver of skin against her fingertips, no matter the stoic expression affected. No, besides, she liked her playthings to be pretty – and reusable. If she was going to see them marred... she would treasure every mark as proof of her ownership.



She was not a torturer. She was an artist in pain and emotion, painting human canvases for her own enjoyment, no one else's. And no artist likes to see their work damaged to the point of no return. If there was to be suffering, it was not for the punishment of others, but the gratification of herself – occasionally, admittedly, through that punishment. To that note, her tool in her first visit to Ivie in the dungeons was a leather whip she was quite fond of. She kept it (or rather, had her servants keep it) in pristine condition, always as good as new and ready to taste the lifeblood of her next toy.



The dungeon was familiar to her – it was no ancient cave carved in a time before memory. It was recent – very recent – Yara's pet project, in fact. She knew every cell and every corner like the back of her own hand. She considered it tastefully spartan, with certain rooms and cells reserved for the most noble-blooded of her prisoners. It wouldn't do to have them share the same shackles and suffering as the peasants, after all. Not that they often had much occasion to appreciate the little touches of artisanship that differentiated the cells when Yara was enjoying their screams.



She walked into the cell holding her latest victim, watching her hang in manacles and stare at the wall opposite the door, just to remind her there was no escape until Yara willed it. Ivie twisted her shoulders and neck to try to get a look at her captor. "Finally come to visit?"



Yara didn't answer. She took a few steps around her dangling prisoner and appraised her value, like a jeweler examining a rough diamond. She was uncommonly tall, probably close to 5'9. That was that hardy lowborn Rivan peasant blood in her, no doubt. But her skin... her skin was pure white, unblemished, smooth as a river stone. The touch of nobility in her line that even a hundred years of rebellion couldn't stamp out. That platinum blonde hair, shorn close to her head, more stylish than a simple buzz, but simple and short in comparison to how a court lady would wear it... and the contours of her body, shapely and toned, cute little breasts and hourglass hips, thighs thick and firm...



For the briefest of moments, Yara almost felt bad about what she was going to do to a beautiful young woman who could have been her peer, even if a half-breed, in different circumstances. Almost, but not quite. And only for the briefest of moments.



As Yara examined her captive, her captive in turn studied her. Yara was unimposing, soft, and noble in every sense. From her high-bridged nose and sharp, well-defined jaw, to her slender arms, left exposed by the simple white gown she wore for the occasion. Her scarlet red hair was cut short as well, though for very different reasons from Ivie. For Yara, it was simply because she liked the way it looked. Concerns of practicality or even the opinions of others were... beneath her. Nearly everything was beneath her. Beneath her heel, dominated by
 her
 will and desires. It was the natural order of things.



"I thought your colors were red and white." Ivie said dryly as Yara finished her circle around her, affecting a kind of calm stoicism expected of a knight in peril.



Yara just snorted. "Oh, there'll be plenty of red soon enough." she said.



Ivie wasn't scared by her braggadocio in the least. She had faced greater terrors than the noblewoman standing before her, or, at least, so she thought. The blades and bows of the soldier, however, are nothing in comparison to the harsh sting of the whip... on the soul. Bleeding is paltry peril when compared to the crushing of a woman's will; subsuming and reshaping her deepest, basest self to fit petty whims and desires and... lusts. "Why bother with me? I'm just a knight." she said, calm and collected.



"Your family took everything from us," she snarled, "so now I'm going to take everything from you! Starting with that perfect, unblemished skin!"



Apart from the absurdity of blaming a hundred-year long feud on a distant relation of low rank, Ivie took issue with the accusation's essential point. "Took everything from you? All we took was our own lives, our own natural God-given liberties-!"



The whip peeled a strip across her back, making her cry out in pain. Ivie had endured all kinds of hardships on the campaign trail. Hunger, exhaustion, pain of every sort... but it wasn't the sting of the whip that shook her heart then. It was something deeper, more primal than the simple reaction of nerves aflame with fear and distress. Perhaps it was only fed by them. Her heart felt fit to burst, pounding in tandem with the pulsing of blood in the core of her body.



There was a long silence as both let the sickeningly sweet feeling of that first scourging sink in. For Yara, it was a moment of release, like a great burden had been lifted from her, the first unlacing of a corset that strangled and suffocated every inch of her soul. For Ivie... it was a collar 'round her neck, enslaving her, and paradoxically, freeing her from those pesky burdens of free will and self-direction, leaving her free to trail at the heels of another, to please another, to live for the wants and desires of another... it was something she couldn't admit to her captor, or herself. So she lied and told herself it was just a conditioned reaction to authority from so much time warring in Orland. "I-is that all you have?" she asked, with unusual weakness and doubt for a soldier who had only endured yet a single scourging.



Yara laughed harshly, without humor. "You can't even keep your voice from wavering. How do you expect me to believe your bravado?" She cracked the whip against that snow-white back of Ivie's again, and Ivie cried out again, higher this time, more pained, less controlled. Red streams of blood stained that snow-white vista, sweeping through and staining the well-defined gorges that ran along the lines of her strength, her blood running as hot against her cool skin as it did in her heart as



Yara couldn't help but admire the knight's taut physique. It seemed a shame to destroy one work of art for another, and Ivie had clearly been blessed with the body of a goddess' champion. She held off on a third lashing, caught in a moment of contemplation. "Is this what you wanted?"



Ivie twisted around, trying to get another look at her captor, and said, "Being captured and hanged by my wrists in some godforsaken dungeon in Orland? No!" She very pointedly avoided the issue of the whip.



"Then why rebel?" The question was meaningless, but posed not with acrid cynicism, but with calm curiousity, as though she were a knight questioning a slow but beloved squire.



Ivie straightened her back, or at least as much as she could and could bear dangling from the ceiling and bleeding her lifeblood out onto her back and the floor. She summoned her pride and said, "My parents were born free, my parents' parents-"



But that was not a satisfactory answer to Yara. Her easy tone belied a hatred and disdain for the Rivan that expressed itself in the next snap of the whip. Ivie let out, a long, haunted cry, fading into a strained moan. "Please...!" she cried, "Please, stop..."



"Why should I?" To emphasize her point, she lashed Ivie's back again. "To spare you? To spare that pretty skin of your's? Don't worry. I won't touch your face. You'll have all the fun of explaining your scars to your suitors after they've stripped you as naked as you are now."



It hurt. It was painful. Every stroke was like a pin thrust into her back as though she had been mistaken for her own voodoo doll. She was nearing her limit. But it made Ivie's heart race and her blood pump. "Please, have mercy!" she said, "What do you want me to say?"



'What do you want me to say.' What a phrase. Not 'what should I say' or 'what do I need to say.' What do
 you
 want me to say. It tickled Yara's fancy. "Will you beg?"



Upon hearing her beautiful captor's voice fade to silk in aroused curiousity, the urge to fall to her knees was so great that, were she not swinging from the ceiling in chains, she would have without hesitation. As only her toes could touch the floor, she managed to retain a certain amount of control over herself. With a heavy-hearted reluctance she didn't feel in her heart, she said, "... I'll beg."



"Grovel?" Yara ran her fingers across the key to Ivie's manacles and the contraption that held them up (and adjusted them as needed).



"... on my hands and knees." Ivie conceded shamefully.



That tickled Yara's pride enough that she was willing to forgo a bit of punishment to see it. She lowered the manacles from the ceiling, letting Ivie rest her feet on the ground. "Then do it." she said.



But there was a strange, perverse impulse of self-destruction in Ivie's heart. Her voice caught in her throat when she tried to plead and her legs stiffened even tired with fatigue. Her heart beat faster and faster. It was her pride, she told herself. It was just her pride acting up. That Rivan defiance in her blood. The lie even convinced her, for a little while. But only for a little while. "No." she finally said.



"No?" Yara was clearly unamused by her about-face. "Is this the game you want to play? Pretend to play along and then refuse at the last second just to irritate me? What do you think you're going to accomplish with that? Getting whipped twice as hard?"



"Go ahead." Ivie's mouth moved before her mind could follow. "Whip me to your heart's content." What the hell was she thinking?



Yara's smug smile turned cold and pitiless. She did not enjoy being played for a fool. She hanged Ivie higher than she was before, the machine yanking her up by her wrists without caution or care at Yara's angry hands. Ivie didn't even care.



The dull pulse between her legs fogged her vision and scattered her focus. She told herself a new lie, a lie of shame and weakness to hide an even more terrifying truth. She told herself that she was so touch-starved that any temptation, no matter how small, seemed titanic in scale. That it was just Yara's beauty which enchanted and enthralled her, despite catching little more than glimpses of her captor.



Yara's vision, on the other hand, was fogged in red. Taking up a riding crop to punish her unruly captive without the same capacity for damage as her whip, she fell upon Ivie's back without mercy or hesitation. Each stroke hurt less than the whip's, but fell upon her far quicker. Each stroke hurt her more than the last. She bit her lip so hard that blood ran down her chin as surely as it did her back.



Pain turned to pleasure, and then pleasure to agony, agony to ecstasy. The true pain, the pain that truly tormented her, was that gnawing
 ache
 between her legs that needed something to
 fill
 it. She was at Yara's mercy. And yet... she didn't want any. She knew she was unruly and rebellious. She knew she needed to be... punished. Corrected. Some impetus deep within the core of her body beat and
 pulsed
 with that simple fact, telling her that every whimper was a prayer of penance and every crack of the whip the wrath of a goddess.



Her screams of anguish and pain could be heard even in the manor above.



It was a servant from the manor who interrupted her suffering and her salvation. With bowed head, he approached Yara. "M'lady..." he said humbly. "There is a missive of urgent import for you. It's..." The servant took a nervous look at Ivie before leaning closer to his liege and whispering in her ear. Yara turned pale, almost as pale as Ivie.



"... fine. We'll finish this later, Rivan." Yara left along with the servant, leaving Ivie alone to muse on her position. Ivie certainly had gained a lot to think about.



She rubbed her thighs together desperately. She
 needed
 that release.







She was out of breath. Her chest heaved up and down like waves upon a stormy sea. And the sting of lashes criss-crossed across her back thumped with pain and a kind of placid sense of serenity, like it was only the natural order of things. The dull throbbing of a healing bruise, the strain of stretching before exercise or play, the ache of a woman's need between her legs...



"What's wrong with me...?" she whispered aloud to herself. She felt like she had entered a state of mental collapse, contrary to her steely resolve upon meeting her captor. It was like she had unraveled like that coiled whip with every strike, and needed someone to cup her in their hands and wrap her into the shape she was meant to be... she clenched her thighs together as tightly as she could, to no avail. It had been so long since she had last felt so... lustful. So long since she had sated those lusts in any form. Four years; as long as she had been an ordained knight.



All she could think was, 'Why now?'



The answer to that walked back into the room very shortly after. "You're lucky." Yara said bitterly from the cell's entryway. "Your family was quick to sniff you out." The letter that had arrived had offered Yara a ransom and made it clear, in no uncertain terms, that refusal would mean breaking the truce, and thus war – something Yara's own king would not tolerate. She considered possible candidates to occupy that cell once Ivie was free – preferably whomever had lips loose enough to let slip that she was in Yara's grasp to begin with. "You're a free woman now." she reluctantly admitted. She stalled unlocking the manacles, swinging the keyring around her finger, letting the knight hang there for a little while longer, savoring those last moments of imprisonment she had. To think, all her dreams came true in a matter of days and just as quickly were dashed upon the rocks of fate. A prisoner brought to humility liberated to a proud and free woman.



But... there was something about that idea that seemed repulsive to Ivie. To give up all she had gained – or all she had lost... "What if I don't want to be?" The words from Ivie's lips came from her heart, and made no pretense of being screened by her conscious self. It surprised Ivie almost as much as it surprised Yara.



Yara's confusion could not help but pierce her voice, tinged with suspicion. "What if... you don't want to be?"



Ivie was sure that she meant just a night. Or two. Or three. Just long enough to sate the appetites she had denied for so very long... but to say that, aloud? Unthinkable. "It... would be dishonorable." Ivie lied weakly. It didn't make sense. But that didn't matter. She couldn't tell her the truth. She couldn't even tell herself the truth, not the whole truth, at least. Just a little lie of loneliness and lust.



Yara studied the Rivan girl from behind, swaying up to her like a snake sneaking up on prey, untrusting and ready to strike. As Yara got closer, the real reason hit her. The smell, the neediness in her voice, the look in her eyes... Yara wrapped one hand around Ivie's waist and with her other touched Ivie between her legs, and confirmed her suspicions. Ivie's involuntary and surprised cry and the thick honey that followed Yara's fingers back out of Ivie gave no room for alternate interpretations. Ivie had just enough propriety left to look away in embarrassment, red flushing her cheeks.



Yara understood at last. It was deep, she knew. Instinctual. The Rivan couldn't help it. It was what made their weak souls crave conquest, a conqueror, to control them. Instinct. It betrayed her. Like a bitch in heat. She'd so quickly been subsumed by her instincts, collapsing to her natural place in the hierarchy of birth. She, a lowly Rivan peasant, could not help but submit to the nobler blood of the highest families of Orland. To Yara. It was her basest, realest nature, unsullied by the lies and false pride drilled into her by the rebellious fools of her native land. That nature... was the one thing about Ivie that was worthwhile. Her submission to her betters.



Yara was many things, not all of them good. But she was honest, down to her core. She was a noble woman, and held herself to higher standards even as she spat on the pedestrian morality of her vassals. Yara grabbed Ivie's jaw with her left hand and forced her gaze back to her captor. "I'll hurt you." she said, with flat affect.



Ivie was ashamed... but not scared. She looked up into her captor's cold, heartless black eyes boring through her and said, "I know."



"I don't care about you."



Ivie clenched her thighs together and whimpered. "I... I know." She was ashamed to admit it to herself, but she couldn't deny the appeal of pain and... power. She never imagined power could feel so good, even to lose it to another, someone more worthy of it... to just give up control...



Yara herself had never felt such an unbearably hot lust building between her legs in her life. All her idle dalliances with servant girls and noble suitors seemed pale in comparison with those two little words. Yara's own breath felt hot passing by her lips, her grip around Ivie's jaw unconsciously tightening and drawing her captive closer. Her own heart beat hard against her chest, and her breathing came labored and heavy. For a moment – the briefest moment – Yara almost lost control. The temptation of the unsullied Rivan knight submitting herself, body and soul, so freely to her... it was more than she ever dared dream of. She could almost taste the submission on her lips, the mewling, whimpering need to be controlled, commanded,
 puppeteered...



But she was not the kind of woman who lost control. "And you still want to be my prisoner?" Her liege wanted this woman returned... but how could she return someone who did not want to leave? It was almost... too perfect. But Yara was always a firm believer in fate.



She licked her lips, nervous, needy, impatient. "I'll be anything for you. Just... never stop. Please..." The shame that filled her heart was great, but the lust that it overflowed with was greater. "... own me." she whispered, voice slightly hoarse from screaming. She told herself that her words were just the addled ramblings of a touch-starved prisoner, that she was speaking from the needy slit between her legs, not from her soul. She told herself a lot of empty things to justify those two little words that made her life more fulfilled than she could have ever imagined it being before.



"Apologize."



"A... apologize? For what?"



"Don't question me. Apologize."



Ivie's lip quivered. "I... I'm sorry."



"You disgust me." She squeezed her jaw tighter and moved so close Ivie could feel the moisture of her breath against her skin as she snarled, "I know lowborn Rivan peasants like you can't understand what it's like to have real honor, but to break your oath of chastity, and in submission to your order's greatest foe?" She scoffed. "I would say you don't deserve to call yourself a knight, but you never have." Yara cocked her head, eyes cold and appraising. "Why should I give you anything?"



Ivie whimpered. The only thing worse to her than confessing to want to be tainted by her nation's enemy would be to do so and not even get a little action out of it. "Y... you shouldn't... my lady." Admitting that the whole reason for the war was a falsehood, that she was a vassal, that everything lost and looted was meaningless in the face of her true self, Yara's true self... she shuddered, cold save where Yara's burning hot skin touched her's. "I'm not worthy of anything... I... I bow to the mercy of your whims."



"You're learning already. Good. That will make this hurt less." Yara's hand gently floated to Ivie's hips, teasing a gentle entry that would never come, unlike Ivie. Yara's voice took on a harshness and energy it had until then been lacking as she shoved two fingers into Ivie's dripping snatch without warning or compassion. "Unless I decide it's more fun to watch you
 squirm
 !"



It hurt. It hurt a lot. Yara was not gentle, nor did she much care about Ivie's comfort. But with her fingers buried in her weak, quivering quim Ivie couldn't help but clench her thighs around her captor's hand and cry out in a mixture of pain and pleasure. That Yara's hand was covered in blood from Ivie's back didn't even faze her. That Ivie's blood stained the front of Yara's pure white gown as she held her from behind didn't bother her in the least. They were both consumed by their passions, violent and tempestuous as they were.



Yara had never sunk to such depths of depravity with a prisoner before. To have a cute peasant girl between her legs, or a noble suitor exhaust himself at her command was one thing; an enjoyable distraction from the minutiae of life. But feeling two great passions meet in the blood and cum of Ivie's torment and thankfulness? It was novel, to the point of awakening an exploratory urge deep in her blood, to push and pull and prod just to see how far it went.



But more than anything, it was all-consuming. Yara, detached, calculating Yara, found herself wholly in the moment of her passions, something she had not experienced nor planned for, though such thoughts did not cross her mind at the time. She had no words, nor thoughts, nor perception of the passage of time before she felt Ivie clench around her fingers with an ear-splitting cry. Only that brought her back to some measure of consciousness. Breathlessly, she stopped and held Ivie still in her arms, one hand still idly massaging her breast and her sensitive, stiff nipple. "Do you know who I am?" Yara hissed.



"L-lady Yara of Orland...?" Ivie said weakly.



Yara spoke as though Ivie had said nothing at all. "I am your mistress, your architect, your puppeteer. You are my vessel, empty and hollow; without me you are nothing. You are nothing but a lowly Rivan slave, not even worthy of being my toy, but blessed with the privilege nonetheless. I will fill you up with my will, and have you thank me for it." Ivie whimpered and her voice quavered with a half-strangled sigh as Yara's fingers dug deep back into her, the undercarriage of those long, smooth fingers pressing up against her most sensitive spot. "Even if I didn't... what small part of you is left in that animalistic frenzy of your's would debase itself for me for the briefest acknowledgement, good or bad, of your pathetic existence." "Rejoice, slave. I know you exist. But even more than that, more than you deserve... you are
 mine
 , and I will make you mine. I am an artist, and I have chosen you for my clay. My servant, my plaything." Ivie choked out a gasp as Yara's thumb turned from idleness to activity, pressing against her clit, rubbing it with tantalizing slowness and pressure. "Thank me." she hissed.



Ivie wouldn't have been able to form a coherent response to that from Yara even if she wasn't shaking from her orgasm and ready to cum again as each and every cut across her back pounded in tandem with her aching cunt. "Th... thank you, my lady..." That little expression of gratitude was Yara's cue to pleasure her again, and again, and again.



Three was Ivie's magic number. Four was painfully sensuous. Five was torturous. She felt like six would be fatal. At last, Ivie's pain overcame her pleasure, ironically, born from her pleasure and not her pain. "M-my lady!" she cried, "Please, no more!"



"I thought you told me to never stop?"



"Please! Please, I can't t-t-take it anymore!" Ivie felt tears tug at the corners of her eyes as she tried to fight the instinctual urge to buck her hips into Yara's hand, which she knew would just set her nerves afire in the worst way imaginable again.



"What kind of knight goes back on her word? You're scum, Rivan, do you know that?"



"Y-yes! I-I'm pathetic! Please, my lady, I'm so so so sorr-r-r-y!"



"You don't sound sorry." Yara gripped her tighter and whispered into her ear. "I think you want to keep cumming, don't you?"



"No-no-no-no-no-wait!" But it was too late. Yara had made her decision. Yara had made Ivie's decision. Ivie could almost feel her brain burning out. Her eyes rolled up towards the ceiling. If someone had asked her what it was made of, what color it was, hell, whether she was indoors or outdoors, in that moment she would have no answer for them. Not merely unable to articulate an answer. She would have no answer. Because of her five senses, she only cared about one in that moment.



But after that, Yara had some small measure of mercy for her. She gently slipped her hand from Ivie and let Ivie's sore and aching pussy recover from the pain and the pleasure Yara had given her. Ivie felt nearly numb. If the crack of the whip was like pins jabbed into her back, her entire body felt like she was laying ever-so-gently on a bed of needles ready to pierce her skin – but not quite doing so. She had no energy left in her body, no resistance in her soul. She was pliant, in both form and spirit, ready for the moulding hands of someone
 more
 than her to show her what she should be.



Yara was happy to oblige. "Scum cum." she snarled, "Disgusting." She pushed her fingers into Ivie's mouth. Ivie obligingly cleaned Yara's fingers of her own juices, looking at her with big, vulnerable eyes all the while. If the eyes are the window to the soul, Yara could have seen just how empty she had made Ivie, and how she had filled her. All Yara could see in Ivie's eyes was her own reflection, but from vanity, not perceptiveness. She admired herself in those eyes, musing for a moment on how very imperial and authoritive she looked even in such simple attire. Her very face commanded, with both beauty and imperious imposition married together to create a queen – no, an empress – whose voice could command armies and individuals alike, whose very word was law to her listeners, whose power was matched only by her allure, refined in her manners and image, but raw and primal in her eyes and in her actions.



Yara was torn from her vain daydreams by the heavy, exhausted breathing of Ivie as Yara's fingers idly slipped from her mouth. Yara just looked at her with the utmost pity and disgust at how pathetic this 'proud, honorable' knight had become, how far she had debased herself just to serve her betters. All the more proof that her kind deserved to be ruled, to be brought back into the dirt, where they belonged. The lowly slave hanging in front of her was the new paragon of the Rivan race – pliant, obedient, and humbled. Humbled. Yara's breaths came low and heavy. Not humble. Humbled. Brought low. From the heights of pride and success to absolute submission and admission of failure, of inferiority and servility.



Her mouth wandered so close to her toy, she almost, almost let herself go and taste the sweet succor of blood and sweat on her skin, on her lips... but her toy didn't deserve to be indulged so. Not so quickly. She had to earn that. Yara unlocked the manacles and let Ivie drop to the floor, her legs weak and shaking and unable to hold her upright.



Yara left the cell door open as she walked out. "Clean yourself up." she called over her shoulder to Ivie, "We're going to send a message to your parents."



Ivie couldn't wait.
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