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Chapter One
 
 
Dr. Merritt Fisher was both aroused and disgusted by the scene at the Zuravian national airport. The young couple was directly in front of her in the customs queue. They were speaking Italian, a language Merritt knew quite well, though she was trying hard not to eavesdrop. The boy was lean and muscular. He wore faded jeans and a gray, sleeveless t-shirt. His boots were black, as was his slicked-back hair. 
The girl was pretty and wore her hair in a short, frisky pageboy. Her own jeans were very low cut, slung on her hips to reveal a tiny glimpse of candy-red thongs. Her flat, sculpted belly was bare, revealing a pierced navel. She had full breasts, natural and braless under a skimpy red halter. Even with her platform shoes, the boyfriend was six or seven inches taller and must have outweighed her by a hundred pounds. 
They were arguing about their destination. The girl wasn’t happy staying here and wanted to get a connecting flight to Vienna. She was pointing her finger at his chest, while he was gesturing with his hands, talking over her about how they couldn’t afford to go anywhere else until they got some more money. Finally, in utter disgust, she muttered a curse and turned as if to leave. The boy seized her arm, holding her fast. She said something rude that made him scowl. With his free hand, he reached round her slim waist and smacked her shapely arse. Hard.
The Italian girl gasped, her eyes wide with shock. She told him to let go, but the hand stayed exactly where it had landed. For a few moments, she continued to squirm, but as he moved in to seize a kiss, she grew soft and pliant. There was no need to translate the meaning of the tiny feminine moan as she molded her body against his. 
The rough treatment was turning her on. 
“I need you,” she whispered fiercely, her hands reaching everywhere at once. 
He pulled her hair back, stilling her at once. “Later.”
Her eyes were moist and hot. “Yes…sir.”
She stood beside him meekly as they continued waiting in line. Just as they finished getting their passports stamped, the young man turned and caught sight of Merritt. Giving her a leering wink, he steered his girlfriend through the exit gate, his hand possessively placed on those pretty cheeks.
“What is purpose of visit to Zuravia?” The agent asked Merritt gruffly in English.
Merritt cleared her throat. Her cheeks were flush and she was damp between her legs, the way she always got when she saw a woman submitting to a man. 
 “I am a professor of history, here to study at the Cultural Heritage Institute,” she responded in perfect Zuravian.
The agent glared at her across the high metal counter embossed with the seal of the new republic. He was a bloated man with thick jowls that hung over the stiff, high collar of his blue uniform jacket. From the look on his face, Merritt was fairly certain he was familiar with the particular place to which she’d been invited to complete her sabbatical.
“You mean the Belok Institute,” he sneered. “What do you expect to see there? Vampires?”
Merritt, slender and blonde, and sensibly attired in a skirt suit, medium heeled pumps and pearls straightened herself to her full five-foot-three-inch height. “If you please, sir, I am a credentialed historian, not a seeker of fantasies and ghost tales.”
The agent snorted, hog-like. “Laslo, come and see.”
A rail thin man ambled over, his uniform hanging like the costume of a scarecrow.
A brief exchange followed during which the men laughed heartily at the foolishness of females, particularly American ones. Others were coming up now, too, creating precisely the sort of spectacle the shy academician had been trying so hard to avoid.
“Look at me,” said Laslo, his moon-like eyes brightening as he stuck out his incisors in an imitation of fangs. “I am Belok! Let me drink your blood.”
“No,” roared another, putting his white-gloved hands up like claws. “I am Belok! See?”
“What is the meaning of this?” demanded a new voice.
The customs officers turned at once, the smiles evaporating from their faces as they beheld the small, pinch-nosed man in the antiquated black suit.
The jowled agent turned pale. “Forgive us, sir. We were momentarily taken off guard.”
“Let me see these.” The little man snatched up Merritt’s passport, visa and letter of introduction from the smoothly polished surface. He’d come out of nowhere, flanked by a pair of nasty looking paratroopers with black berets and machine guns.
“Someone is supposed to be here to greet me,” Merritt explained, wondering what the young couple would be doing the rest of the day. Walking hand in hand through the city, perhaps, or having sex in some alcove or in the stall of a public bathroom. She pictured the dark haired boy telling the young woman what he wanted. Making her lift her dress, and pull down her panties so he could take her over the sink or against a wall. Then again, maybe he would put her down on her knees so she could please him with her mouth.
She might be doing that at this very moment, kneeling in a men’s lavatory, sucking him obediently, her pouty lips wrapped around him as she sought desperately to appease him for her outburst earlier. He would be angry still, and she would have to work very hard to get back in his good graces. By nightfall she would have learned a valuable lesson. She was female and her boyfriend was male, each having their distinct place and role.
Merritt did not like to have thoughts of this sort because they tended to make her feel very weak and not in control. It was for this reason she had never had sex before, preferring to live her life in the past with long dead and completely safe men such as Belok, the Dark Prince of Zuravia.
The little man frowned. “You must come with us, miss. These papers are not in order.”
“There must be some mistake. Someone is supposed to be here from the Institute.” Merritt heard her own voice as if through a tunnel. The stony faced soldiers were paying her no heed as they stepped forward on either side of her, relieving her of her suitcase and purse.
Her heart thumped in her chest. Every eye was on her, suspicious. Was she a smuggler? A drug dealer? Some kind of international terrorist? Merritt could almost hear the voice of Lena, her colleague at Cal State Raburn and her only friend, drumming in her brain.
“I told you, Merry, going to Zuravia was a screwy idea. Isn’t it bad enough you did your doctoral thesis on Belok? Do you have to tie down your whole academic career with this kind of superstitious baggage? You’ll never get tenure this way, and you know it. Besides, the country’s a powder keg. Any day now, the right wing is going to stage a coup, if the resurgent communists don’t get around to it first.”
Merritt was led into an interrogation room at the end of a long, sealed off corridor. She tried to keep from panicking, but it was a known fact that people used to disappear in Zuravia under just these sorts of circumstances. 
“Please, doctor,” he offered one of two chairs at a plain wooden table in the windowless, gray walled room.
Merritt stood rigid. “I wish to contact my embassy at once.”
 “Leave us,” he snapped to the soldiers.
Crisply, they turned on their heels, the polished boots rotating a hundred and eighty degrees precisely. Merritt started just a bit as she heard the heavy door seal shut.
“You should accept my invitation to sit down,” he advised. “Unless you have something to hide.”
Merritt complied, reluctantly. 
“Cigarette?” he pulled a crumpled pack of menthols from the inner pocket of his suit jacket. 
Merritt could feel his eyes on her stocking clad legs. “I don’t smoke,” she shifted awkwardly, the wood scratching at her thighs below the hem of the too short skirt as she attempted to shift into a more discrete position. 
“Pity.” He lit one for himself, taking the seat across from her. She tried to make herself relax a little as the man took a pair of deep, leisurely puffs. Her father, the famed ghost hunter and iconoclast Roger Fisher had smoked. She’d always known that whenever he was deep into a cigarette he would be calmer, the demons in his head sated for the moment.
“Who are you?” she demanded to know.
He laughed mildly. “A simple public servant. What you might call an intelligence operative. First under the communists. Now the republicans. Maybe tomorrow, it will be somebody else again. You see that corner there?”
She eyed the space warily. 
“In the old days, a young woman like you with good legs and breasts would be made to stand over there and strip off all her clothes. Then she’d answer our questions naked. And no covering herself, either. Hands on the head at all times, not on the vagina or breasts.”
Merritt’s pulse quickened as she tried to imagine a girl being treated that way. “Sir, I don’t know what you think you are doing here, but I assure you my government will not be pleased.”
“And yet you are aroused right now, between your legs, you’re ready for a man, aren’t you?”
Merritt squeezed her thighs, fighting back the heat. It was the Italian girl who was doing this to her, she and her lover, together playing out the ancient game of master and slave. Was there a mark, Merritt wondered, a handprint where he’d spanked her? Unwittingly, she squirmed on the seat, giving away far more than she dared in the presence of her dark eyed interrogator.
Quick as a cobra the man seized her wrist, his eyes lit with an eerie light. “Do you know what I could do to you right this moment? Do you, my sweet foreign angel?”
The cigarette hovered an inch above her soft flesh, the glowing tip pointing straight down over her palm. “Please,” she whimpered, “I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll take my clothes off and…and stand how you tell me to.”
“I want nothing from you doctor. You’re a historian, so you should know the history of where you are sitting. The girls I spoke of were raped over this very table. Their backsides exposed, the full, pretty tits pressed down on the wood. Or else we’d lay them on their backs, legs held wide apart, the scent of their female juices thick in the air. One man after the other parting the delicate little sex lips, plunging his hard cock, ramming mercilessly till he spilled himself inside her, yielding to the next in line, on and on, until…” 
The torturer let his words trail into the air like the fading crack of a whip, a teasing desirous strand of lust, snake-like and irresistible.
“Until…what?” Merritt breathed, mesmerized, desperate. Her voice was a hot fierce whisper, her body poised on the edge of the seat, filled with an anticipation she’d never known.
The man studied her for a moment and then, just as abruptly, released her. “As I said, that was long ago.”
Merritt wilted. In her mind, he’d nearly put her over that table herself, forcing her to juice obediently for her savage lovers.
“Ahh, how I do miss the old days,” he shook his head.
“Are you quite finished with me?” she asked indignantly, struggling to keep her identity, her sense of will.
He took a deep drag, working the cigarette down to the nub. “No, not quite. One more message: don’t meddle in things you don’t understand. To you outsiders, Belok is a freak, a joke. But in our country, life and death ride on that old legend. Right now, there are men—powerful men—who would use the story of the bloodthirsty prince to build a new order.”
“I am a scholar concerned with debunking myths. I have no interest in politics or—”
He slammed the table with his fist. “Don’t lecture me, damn it! Do you know what your Belok did in his lifetime to our country? Do you even have a clue?”
Merritt regarded him, a mouse in the presence of a suddenly enraged cat. She knew as much as anyone about the legendary Dark Prince, the supposed historical basis of the vampire legends, but she knew this was not the time to show off her knowledge.
“He impaled thousands, burned whole villages, and the women, by god, he made slaves of them all. Would you like to have been one of his victims, doctor? Raped and stretched on the rack, caged and abused for the pleasure of a mad man? Your neck encircled in iron, your back forever burning with fresh welts?”
Merritt’s breasts strained against the satin cups of her bra. It was the underwire type with a rigid line under both of her generous mounds. As best she could, she hid these signs of her femininity. In the academic world, a woman with a shapely body and blonde hair was considered a tasty treat for after hours, not a serious colleague. With her groundbreaking work on Belok, she hoped to shatter that myth along with the ones about the man having been a blood-sucking ghoul. 
Merritt moved to rise. “I think I’ve heard enough…history. May I go now, or must I begin screaming for help?”
The little torturer was completely calm again, as though nothing had happened. “I have no wish to detain you. Although there is something I wish to show you first.” He reached into his pocket, retrieving a small coin, which he laid upon the table.
Merritt recognized it instantly as a gold ducat, minted by the prince’s own treasury. Its value was beyond comprehension. “There are only two of these known to exist,” she gasped in awe.
“Go on, pick it up. You will find it is more than a mere relic.”
Merritt’s fingers trembled as she retrieved the hammered gold piece emblazoned with the profile of the Dark Prince. How many times had it traded hands? What adventures could it speak of if it had a voice?
“Do not be shy, doctor.” The little man leaned forward, clenching her hand in his.
“It’s hot,” she protested as he pressed the coin into her palm.
“For some, yes.”
A fire was burning into her skin and racing up her arm. Panic set in. She was choking. Her head was spinning. Like the time once as a girl she’d inhaled too much smoke at a campfire. Opening her mouth she tried to say something. Nothing was coming out. The little man’s image was blurring. She was going down, slipping into unconsciousness.
 
***
 
Merritt awoke in Belok’s world. She was wearing a long gown of green velvet. Her hair was done up elaborately on her head, with flakes of gold and delicate strands of ivy interwoven. Gold slippers were on her feet, finely woven. Soldiers were conveying her down a hallway of marble with huge arches of stone, ten, twelve feet high. Their boots tramped on the floor, leather decorated in chain link. These were not the modern paratroopers, but swordsmen, men with helmets and armor, their long weapons hanging from their thick belts, pressing against her feminine hips.
Merritt tried to move her hands, but they were behind her back, bound in chains, a thick, smooth set of links that bit into her flesh and dangled down her back.
“You’re hurting me,” she said, but they paid no heed, their mail gloved hands digging cruelly into the bare flesh of her upper arms.
Where are you taking me? she wanted to ask, but in her heart, she knew. There was no mistaking the sounds from the end of the great corridor. The cries of females in peril. The laughter of the males. The odd, sickening mix of reveling pipes and horns and the slicing hiss of leather, breaking through the air, impacting on helpless bodies.
It could only be the throne room of Belok. She was being conveyed to the dark lord himself, as if they were of the same time and place, as if she were some comely medieval maiden to be plucked from the vine for his pleasure.
“I am only hallucinating this,” she said for her own satisfaction.
“Silence, bitch,” snarled one of her captors, making her stop in front of the last pair of marble pillars. Merritt did not want to look beyond the vaulted entrance into the great room itself. Hands were on her cheeks, forcing her eyes forward. She cried out in protest, but they fixed the device on her face without regard for her own desires.
It was a leather gag, with a cone-like tube that fit into her mouth, holding it open and rendering her speechless. At the same time, because of the opening, she could not prevent anything being poured in. There were straps that fit under her chin and round her head. It was a fine joke, worthy of one such as Belok, to take a finely garbed lady and submit her to the trappings of slave bondage.
She tried to close her eyes, because already she could see too much. Girls being used and violated, their silhouettes in the distance. 
“Hold still,” snarled the guard who was trying now to put the harness over her torso.
“I’ll fix you, bitch.” The other yanked back her hair, rendering her more docile. 
Take pity on me, she cried out with her eyes when she realized it was a breast cage they were attaching. But the soldiers paid her no heed. Not bothering to strip her bosom, they fit it over the dress, the metal cups and clamps digging into the velvet, the ribbed metal cinching her narrow waist. In the annals of torture, the device was sometimes called a brasserie of pain. It was Belok’s own invention, one of many.
Unlike the ones she’d read about, however, this one was smooth, lacking the needles and nails that would ordinarily send the prisoner into orbital anguish. The only terrifying part was the built in nipple clamps. These were pinched onto her, again through the dress. The guards tightened them enough to make her wince, but not so much as to draw tears.
Merritt was grateful for this, and the guards in their turn grinned under their faceplates to see how docile and compliant she was. One of them took his hand and pushed it between her legs, pressing the velvet against her lace covered crotch. 
“Later, we will take the prince’s leftovers,” he smirked.
“Move,” roared the other, smacking her arse loudly with his metal covered hand. 
Merritt stumbled forward, fighting to keep her balance. She was completely confined now and humiliatingly bound, ready for abuse, for torture, whatever the prince might want. She’d never been more terrified…or more aroused. Her buttocks stinging, sweat collecting on her skin, she made her way forward to the throne itself, to the man she saw seated upon it.
To both sides, she saw stripped and writhing females. Some under the kiss of the whip, others laboring beneath enormous cocks, the slickly glistening and oiled members of Belok’s burly attendants, dark skinned Nubians, yellow skinned Asiatics and the dreaded, hairy beast-like men of the mountains who comprised his personal guard.
“Mercy,” begged a girl in Hungarian, a waif-like blonde, her hair wet and straggly, the impassioned plea doused as a penis thrust itself deep into her collared throat.
The man, a bearded Syrian, snarled, yanking her neck chain painfully so as to impale her mouth on his cock. “Here is your mercy. A fresh nourishing meal for you.”
This cannot possibly be, Merritt was telling herself. I will awaken and that will be that. I’ll be in the airport where I’m supposed to be.
“Can you be so sure, though, which is the dream and which is the reality?”
The man was not speaking out of his lips, but from somewhere out of his mind. The same mind he’d used to read her thoughts. Merritt turned about, desperate for escape as the prince rose from the throne to confront her. Men closed in on all sides, their stiff pricks like spears, keeping her at bay. Merritt shook her head. The drool was running down her chin. Swallowing was impossible in the gag, and she was soaking the front of her dress. The material was doing nothing to protect her breasts from the tight metal binding, the twin cages over each globe, imprisoning and squeezing her helpless mounds. And her poor nipples captured, a few turns of the screws away from a misery all their own.
“I won’t hurt you little one. As long as you obey me,” said Belok
The attendants set her on her knees and scampered away. Merritt beheld the figure approaching with the awe one might reserve for a god. Was this how the Dark Prince looked in his lifetime, or was this only a figment of her imagination?
“Both,” said the silver haired man, “and neither.”
Merritt felt a flooding between her legs. He was the most coldly beautiful man she’d ever seen. His hair was long and fine and hung down his back like the mane of a lion, composed of stardust. His eyes were a pale blue, lit by some inner energy that seemed to crackle and glow. His nose was regal, long and slender, but not overwhelmingly so. The jaw was perfectly squared, and he had high, noble cheekbones.
He was wearing a tunic of red velvet, the crest of his principality upon the breast. Muscles surged beneath the material and there was no mistaking the pure masculine power. At his waist, a jewel encrusted dagger hung insolently. The tunic measured to his thighs and was cinched by a massive belt of exquisitely worked metal and jewels in every color of the rainbow. His breeches were of smoothest calf hide, and the boots were soft brown leather, brand new.
“You have come to study me,” said the prince, looming over her as if he were alive and contemporary and not seven centuries in the dust. 
His hand was on her chin and she felt the arcing of electricity as he bent back her head. She dared not look in those eyes, and yet she could not avoid them either. Like a tiny bird, he held her will. “Behold, your first lesson,” he cooed, again without opening the pale, bloodless lips.
With a sweep of the black cloak broached about his thick neck, he turned to the open area beside her, striding imperiously. “Bring her here,” commanded the prince out loud, his voice reverberating to the high, gold domed ceiling, shaking the dozens of marble columns lining the throne room. 
The soldiers had a girl, naked and squirming. She was a red head, with thick curly hair, nineteen, maybe twenty. Judging by the fight in her, she’d not yet been subdued by the prince or his minions. The girl was a perfect specimen, her smooth convex belly a perfect compliment to proportioned meaty breasts. The flanks made the mouth water, while her bush was a fine sheen of red, soft and silky, the kind a man could lose himself in.
The lust of the hall full of men, the sheer predatory desire rose in waves, rippling about the girl’s flesh. Merritt trembled for her, but as the same time, she felt something strangely akin to jealousy.
“Leave me go,” she cried, her voice coming to Merritt’s ears as a form of old English, which she translated internally with minimal effort. “Or you shall all pay with your lives. My father is a mighty man and verily shall raise a great army against you!”
The laughter was diabolical begun at a gesture from Belok and just as quickly ended with another. In the court of the Dark Prince, a man’s life depended upon his ability to read the most subtle of gestures and inflections.
Belok turned back to the prisoner, his gaze mocking. “My dear, you frighten me so. I do not know whether to quake in my boots or piss my pants. Come here, little one and comfort me.” He snapped his fingers, and the slender girl was put easily to her knees at his feet. 
There was more laughter and then silence as the moment of truth arrived. 
“Little bird,” said the prince to his prisoner, continuing to lampoon her attempts to frighten him. “Will you not give bolster to my fading courage by delivering a kiss from your most worthy lips to my humble feet?”
The girl spit at them instead, barely missing the tips of the leather boots. There was a collected drawing of breath. The guards' swords were drawn from their sheaths, and it was clear that at a word the haughty English virgin would find herself bereft of her head.
Belok stayed them with his hand. “You disappoint me, Little Bird.” His voice was chillingly melodic, giving only the barest hint of the mayhem of which he was capable. “You may appease me, on your belly, cleaning with your tongue the stain you have made.”
“To the bowels of hell with you. You and your infernal minions with you!” She hissed.
Belok signaled for one of the attendants. The man was a giant, nearly seven feet tall, hairless, with dark brown skin. His body was oiled and he was thoroughly muscled. He was nude, save for a leather belt from which depended a hooked knife, a coil of rope and a whip.
It was this last device that he withdrew. The soldiers stepped back, amused at what they were about to witness. The whip had a thick black handle and was multi stranded. At the end of each cord, was a knot. The girl tried to get away from the giant, but it was child’s play for him to grab her hair and force her face down onto the marble.
She was still on her knees, her arse pushed high now into the air. Keeping one hand on the back of her neck, he left her no choice but to remain this way, her cheek to the floor. 
Turning over his shoulder, he called out for the bucket of water.
It was fetched by a naked, collared brunette. The girl had criss-crossed scars on her belly, breasts and backside, indicating she was no stranger to the whip herself. Running quickly, chest heaving, she set the bucket down and put her forehead to the floor beside it, waiting. Grinning, the giant pushed her aside with his foot, moving her out of his way. Still on her belly, she began to crawl backwards, her head lowered respectfully.
After several feet she was stopped, an attendant having to take advantage of the wriggling, inviting, abused buttocks. The girl lifted herself to him obediently as he took her by the narrower channel.
Merritt blocked out the moans, focusing instead on the girl about to be whipped. The big man was dipping the cat-o-nine tails into the water, soaking it so that it would do more damage. The helpless girl trembled and gave little cries as he dribbled the water from the whip down her spine and over her buttocks. Judging by the reaction, it must have been icy cold. 
He made a rude remark, splashing a wet handful over the crack of her arse. Merritt could see the red and swollen lips of her sex peeking out, the telltale glistening. The prisoner was aroused.
He struck her without mercy, delivering a slashing blow across her back. She cowered, at once yielding to the reality of her situation. The attendant took his time, working her twitching buttocks and also the back of her legs. The marks were angry red and Merritt could feel them as if the skin were hers. How could she not? Bound as she was, forced to drool on herself, her tits out on display, barely concealed and cruelly imprisoned, she felt like a slave herself for all her finery.
The little English prisoner was begging for mercy. She was a delight to behold, and every cock in the room was stiff for her. It was Belok, however, to whom she belonged. Body and soul.
“Enough,” commanded the prince, he who held the absolute obedience of every man, woman and child in his realm. “Let her see what she has learned.”
Merritt shivered at the word learned, it having been meant for her ears as well.
The English girl required no fresh instructions. Without a word, she put herself to her belly on the cool marble and began to wriggle towards her master. Lapping with her tiny little tongue, she removed the offensive spittle from his floor and long after that, continued to pay homage.
Belok allowed her to degrade herself further by licking his boots. This she did eagerly and without reservation.
“You will drink now,” he told her.
A shudder passed through her tiny, whipped body, but she knew what was expected. Rising to her knees, her amber eyes lowered, she waited, with parted lips. Belok worked at the fastening of his trousers. Merritt felt her insides churning, her belly burning with lust. He was going to force-feed her his cock. He was going to make her take it deep.
With horror and fascination, she saw the tiny female open her jaws wider to receive him. Her once feisty spirit broken, she was readying herself to be his vessel, her mouth an extension of her cunt. Merritt cried out, wanting to stop her from going too far, but the girl was already putting her hand between her own legs, signaling that her humiliation was also her pleasure. That she was truly ready to be Belok’s slave.
“No!” Merritt screamed out.
She woke up then, just missing the opportunity to see the unsheathed penis of the Dark Prince.
 
***
 
Merritt sputtered, old-fashioned smelling salts under her nose.
“Sit up slowly,” advised her interrogator.
She was still at the wooden table. The coin was gone.
“It is time for you to go to your hotel, doctor. I imagine you are quite fatigued.”
Merritt reached instinctively to touch her own face, searching for the cruel gag. It was gone and the breast cage as well. So, too, the velvet dress, the marble castle and the scene of exquisite torture she’d just witnessed. It had seemed so real. The prince, Belok, in the flesh had been everything she’d ever imagined and more, much more.
But what about the others? Who were they? The English girl, her mouth open, her knees spread apart as she prepared to take her master in her mouth. Like the little Italian girl and like Merritt herself in her own secret dreams, dreams too dark to admit, too terrifying to examine in the light of day. 
The man rose to his feet, bowing crisply. “The soldiers will come to escort you momentarily. Good day, Doctor Fisher.”
“But I still don’t know who you are,” she croaked, amazed at her own boldness.
“I am Colonel Ladislak. Of the Zuravian Intelligence Service.”
“The women,” she stopped him at the door. “I want to know what happened to them.”
He pursed his lips. “It isn’t so much. They were taken from here in trucks to the Central Prison. En route they were raped by the transport officers. Upon arrival at the prison, depending on their offense and how desirable they were, they were either given to the male prisoners or reserved for the guards. The most lovely were kept by the warden for his private brothel.”
Merritt remained expressionless, determined to cheat him of any possible reaction. “As you said, it was long ago.”
“Indeed, doctor. Indeed.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Two
 
 
The soldiers took Merritt to a black sedan. She was put in the back seat alone. The door was slammed shut and they were on the move, a police car in front of them clearing the way through the busy traffic of Vistya, the capital city of this small Eastern European country that had once been part of the Soviet empire.
Merritt, still in a daze, stared at the architecture. The buildings were stately, high columned and made of ornately carved stone. The walls were broken be long slivered windows and the roofs topped by rows of gargoyles, grinning down on scads of marvelous statues and glistening fountains in the various plazas. One could easily imagine being back in some earlier century such as the nineteenth or even the medieval period, when castles rose to the sky and peasants labored over the black, crusty earth, their lives nasty, brutish and short.
In some ways, Vistya was a dark place belonging to a world that had seen so much more pain than the modern era could comprehend. And yet, in the kindly glow of the late afternoon sun, there were pockets of color as well: decorated churches, inlaid in mosaic, gaily painted umbrellas and banners for the merchants in the marketplaces, arguing the virtues of their lusty fruits, pink and green and yellow. Edible treasures gathered from the fields of Europe and beyond to Africa and even Asia. 
The Zuravians were a ruddy people. Old women in scarves, apple-like cheeks, toothless grins, but also young lovers, strong of limb, flirting in the open air of newly found western democracy. It was a freedom Merritt grew up taking for granted and often did not appreciate. Personally, she’d despised the fact that people were able to speak as they wished in her home state of California, ridiculing her late father, hounding him for his interest in old legends and supernatural tales of horror like that of Belok. Roger Fisher had been a complex, lonely man, widowed at such a young age. Could anyone fault him his peradventures, his mysterious relationships with young women, affairs the authorities called sadistic and perverted?
As a little girl, she’d heard the sounds, whispers of pleasure and strife from behind the fortress-like walls of her father’s bedroom. And she’d looked at the books, too. Particularly the illustrated picture books about Belok. Late at night, in her nightgown, she would often tip toe in her bare feet to the library and pull one from the shelf. Sitting cross-legged in her father’s favorite chair, the smell of leather and tobacco filling her nostrils with delicious safety and familiarity, she would read about the infamous ruler, the prince whose habits and terrors had become the stuff of legend.
The real life Dracula he was called, although there was no evidence of his drinking blood or rising from the dead or any of the things that made for good Hollywood movies. He was a brutal dictator, nothing more. A human through and through. Rough even for his time, but also capable of incredibly wise leadership. Single-handedly, he kept the empires of both East and West at bay and, had he not died so young, he might have forged an empire of his own.
But growing old was not his fate. Nor was it her father’s. Like Merritt’s mother, Roger had died in a car crash before his time. Leaving her alone to pick up the pieces. So many ghosts, she thought, watching the passing museums and libraries. So many visions of strong men in her life and never once the reality. In truth, she feared men and didn’t trust herself even to date any. 
Perhaps they stemmed from the desires in her that were too strong to ignore. Were a man to tap into them, there was no telling what betrayals her body might yield. Colonel Ladislak, despicable as he was, seemed to have grasped this about her. He was a dangerous man, no doubt about it. She had her suspicions that it wasn’t only under the defunct communist regime that he’d played his little games with females. He might only have been trying to frighten her, but she suspected he wasn’t bluffing.
Should it prove to his advantage, and should she cross him in any way, she knew he would not hesitate to bring her back to the dismal little room or some similar one where her rights, her citizenship and her virginity itself would mean nothing. Had he sensed that, she wondered. Did he comprehend that she had never known the intimate caress of a man?
Again, these were not thoughts she dared entertain. What she needed to do as soon as she got to the hotel was to speak to Dr. Karisvan, the head of the Institute and her sponsor for the trip. Surely he’d be able to make sense of the strange events befalling her. No doubt he would be forthcoming with the apology she deserved, as well, on his Institute’s behalf as well as that of his government.
The Hotel Vistya was one of the finest in the city. A proud, nineteenth century structure of weathered stone and brick, it had the look of the Plaza in New York, only with a more European flair. The doormen wore red uniforms with brass buttons and high top hats. They were bone thin men with somber expressions more fitting for a morgue than a modern hotel.
Merritt declined to stay in her room, opting for a quick shower and change of clothes after which she went down to take a meal in the dining room. She had to leave a message for Dr. Karizvan with his secretary, a young woman with an English accent whose voice, for some reason, seemed hauntingly familiar. Merritt was beginning to doubt her own sanity. 
The waiter took very good care of her allowing her to sample a variety of native dishes, including a kind of braised veal and some sort of lamb soup called testroyek. There was also white wine, a tart little number similar to a Rhine wine. Merritt enjoyed two full glasses, which was, for her, half a year’s consumption at least. Given the jet lag, she had very little sense of it being nighttime. The grandfather clock in the lobby told her it was after ten by the time she was done with her meal. She decided to stay up a while, if only to defy the nasty Colonel Ladislak with his injunction to get plenty of rest for morning.
Merritt was a grown woman, a PhD, and no one was going to tell her what to do with her time or her body. If she wanted to go to the hotel bar, then that’s precisely what she would do. 
She had on a dress now, sleeveless, semi-formal black with matching heels. Her hair was back in a ponytail, and she was wearing the pearls her mother had left her. The black bra and panties were quite naughty for the conservative academic. She’d purchased them for the trip, having determined to take some chances and turn over a new leaf in a new country. The underwear made her feel wicked. The wine burned in her belly beneath the thin covering of the dress. Supposedly the world belonged to young, slim blondes like her, and as she walked through the glass door into the dimly lit establishment, Merritt decided to test the theory, giving a slight sway to her buttocks and hips.
“Scotch and water,” she told the bartender.
It was her father’s drink. The potion he took with his cigarettes in nightly doses to get him through until morning. Like a prescription. That and the women. Young and pliant, beautiful and willing to play the man’s games for a price.
“You speak English?”
Merritt woke from her reverie. There were two of them, Zuravians, in their early twenties, quite handsome. One was blonde with curly hair, the other dark haired like the boyfriend of the little Italian girl. 
“Yes. I’m an American. Traveling alone.”
Merritt recognized the mistake immediately. She should have lied, told them she had a huge boyfriend or a jealous, three hundred pound bodybuilding husband nearby. 
“We will fix that. From now on, you are with us,” the second Zuravian said, setting his drink next to hers on the worn wooden surface of the bar, his close proximity making a mockery of her personal space.
The dark haired one followed suit from the other side, making a sandwich of her slender body.
“Nice pearls,” he offered huskily, reaching out to touch Merritt’s neck.
She jolted at the contact, but before she could break it, she felt a rush of sense memory, enervating and arousing. She was back in the throne room, the terrible gag in her mouth, strapped round her head, watching as Belok slid his cock deeply, satisfyingly into the captured girl’s throat.
“They aren’t real,” Merritt whispered, trance-like, angling her face towards the man, her chest thrust out subtly. This was the point she knew she should be rebuffing them before they began taking familiarities, and yet for some reason she was inviting them on.
“Nice arse, too,” added the blonde man, clamping the cheeks hard enough to make her think of yet another dominated girl, the little Italian who’d been taught today to obey her boyfriend.
Merritt began to breathe faster, her nipples peaking under the bra and dress. 
“You’re making me hard as a fucking rock,” the black haired man was turning her sideways, letting her feel his erection against her pelvis. It was dark in the bar, and there were few people about. She prayed no one would see what was happening. 
“Hey,” said the blonde sharply, having pushed his own inflated crotch into her freshly exposed backside. “We’re giving you compliments. Don’t you know to say thank you?”
“T—thank you,” she mouthed even as the man began dry humping her, his mouth insolent on her neck, wet and suckling
“We’re going to take you somewhere, so you can show us a good time,” the dark haired man told her, his thumb flicking over her engorged nipples through the dress.
“Please don’t, I’m a virgin,” she said weakly, her objections carrying little conviction.
The blonde snorted. “All American girls are sluts. You spread for men all the time."
"Maybe we won’t even take you to a room,” the dark haired one pushed harder against her chest. “Maybe we’ll fuck you in the alley behind the hotel.”
The blonde man was sliding his hands up the back of her legs under her dress. Merritt feared they might fuck her right here at the bar. 
“Please, we can go to my room. It’s more…comfortable up there,” she yielded.
The dark haired one pulled up the hem of her dress clear to the waistband of her panties. When she tried to fix it with her hands, he forced them down to her side. “We call the shots now. From here on in, you do what we tell you. Got it?”
Merritt thought of the Italian girl. Her sudden loss of liberty and the accompanying look of passion in her eyes, the ready response of her body as the boyfriend had taken charge of her, subjecting her to his discipline. 
“Yes,” she nodded, her underwear exposed front and rear both.
“Put your hands on my waist,” said the dark haired young man.
She did so, giving him full access to her body. Anyone looking now, she realized with shame, would think she really was the worst kind of slut. But what about the bartender? Why had he disappeared when the two came in and why was no one trying to help her? Merritt felt a rush of panic as it occurred to her that these men might be part of the powerful mafia that had sprung up like mushrooms all over this country following the fall of the old, Soviet style police state.
“Why don’t you have a husband or boyfriend?” the blonde wanted to know, running his hand over her silk panties, massaging her tingling buttocks. “You should belong to a man.”
She pressed herself helplessly against him. “I’m afraid of men.”
The dark haired one put his finger to Merritt’s lips for her to suck. “Well, now you have us. Do we scare you?”
She opened for him, taking the digit between her teeth, caressing him. They are going to have me, she thought. These men are going to take my virginity, and I am going to let them have it.
“Beg us to fuck you. Beg us to take you up to your room and screw the daylights out of you,” the blonde thrust his tongue in her ear. 
Merritt knew she must fight back or run away, straight to the ladies room or somewhere else they could never follow. But whether it was the fatigue or the odd effect of her first day in Zuravia, she found herself unable to do anything but surrender.
“Yes,” she moaned from the back of her throat, the words surging from some long repressed place in her heart. “I do beg you…take me, please…up to my room…make a woman of me…”
The blonde pushed aside the elastic of Merritt’s panties, snaking a finger between her buttock cheeks. “Tell us what a good little lay you’ll be. Tell us how you’ll perform like a little fuck toy.”
She drew a ragged breath, her body rigid and at attention on his finger in her ass. “I —I’ll try. I’ll try to be…pleasing.”
“A good lay and a hot little fuck toy,” he corrected, thrusting the finger up another inch. 
Merritt shivered, impaled on his finger. Her soul skewered, like the victims of Belok, lined in rows, their bodies pierced upon sharpened stakes, left in sun and rain to die. 
It was said that one of Belok’s favorite pastimes was to rape the wives of his enemies right under the noses of their suffering husbands. A woman would do anything, Merritt imagined, to spare her loved one pain. Did they climax for the Dark Prince? Did they suck like whores, further shaming their fallen houses?
“I’ll…be…a good lay…your little fuck toy,” she breathed.
I’m a professor, she wanted to scream, a scholar, and a virgin to boot. The protest dissolved in her throat; it was like she was still gagged with the horrid tube and could say nothing. Nor could she hear anything of what the men were saying now to her. The only thing in her head was the hellish laughter of Belok, his lips unmoving, the sound emanating directly from his mind in response to her current ordeal. 
This was not possible, of course. The prince was a mortal man, long dead, dissolved in the ashes of history. She’d only dreamed the encounter in his throne room, an amalgam of her father’s old superstitions, the bizarre practices and ideas of his spiritualist friends. And what she heard now, this was simply her own mind playing tricks.
Prince Belok was long dead.
“Hey,” the bartender grumbled. “Take the little whore outside. We’re a clean establishment here.”
Merritt flushed all over. So that was it. The bartender thought her a hooker. The kind of girl who took money to be treated like this.
The dark haired man smoothed her hair; his own finger snaked up inside the front of her panties into her wet sex. “Sorry, uncle,” he winked, using the Zuravian term of politeness for an elder. “We’ve gotten a bit carried away.”
Both holes filled, she could do naught but lean against her tormentors, these young strangers who had announced themselves as the ones who would take from her what was most precious. What in Belok’s day was considered the sacredness of maidenhood.
“Would you like to be fucked in a nice bed?” asked the dark haired one, running the tip of his glistening finger over her lips. “You think you deserve more than to spread your legs in a filthy alley on the ground like a ten zurav whore?”
Merritt blanched at the amount he’d quoted. It was under five dollars.
“I—I would like a bed,” she gasped, turning her head from the indignity of what he was trying to do to her.
The dark haired man seized her face in his other hand, forcing it straight. “My finger has your whore juice all over it. You will clean it for me now, or you will lay for us in the filthy alley.”
“Yes,” she gasped, opening her mouth to receive the taste of herself, striving desperately to make up for the emptiness she now felt in her sex.
The blonde man withdrew his finger from her ass, leaving her doubly empty and alone. “I say we screw her on the motorway, “ he switched to Zuravian. “Just rip her clothes off and fuck the shit out of her. Let her walk back here naked, so the whole city will know she is an American whore.”
“Don’t talk that way, Timor. Have you forgotten the Mother of our city? Would you disgrace her that way?”
The two men eyed each other. Merritt was aware that for many Zuravians, their capital was still a sacred place. A place named for and bearing the spirit of their one-time princess, Vistya, the wife of Belok. His only love.
The blonde spit on the floor of the nearly empty bar. “You think I am a disgrace? What about the pimps who crawl the streets now like spiders peddling the flesh of our women? What about the American exploiters with their drugs and poisons? And the lackeys who sit in the halls of government, defiling the memory of our true socialist rulers? Wake up, Vonya and see the black dawn if you can stand it!”
Vonya pulled down Merritt’s dress for her. She hadn’t realized until this point just how drunk the pair was. 
“Hush, Timor, we are looking for a piece of ass, not a one way ticket to prison.”
Timor spat. “Bah! Democracy! Nothing but a joke! I want my cock satisfied in a capitalist hole. That is my vote. Take us to your room, American whore, so we can spread those healthy American legs.”
He thrust her forward, punctuating the remark with a humiliating smack on her behind. I’m going to have sex, Merritt thought as she walked to the elevator. I’m going to be fucked by two strangers who are openly hostile and regard me as little more than a convenient lay. Had she left all her senses back home? Had she really gone off the deep end as Lena had warned? Or was it the aftereffects of her harrowing day, the strange encounter with the colonel, and the hallucination or dream or whatever it was that had been induced by holding the colonel’s coin?
 “Now we begin the fun,” grinned the curly haired Timor as soon as the elevator doors slid shut.
“Why are you still standing? Get on your knees!” demanded the dark haired Vonya, his voice suddenly vicious. 
He slapped her across the face when she hesitated. Stung, hurt and shocked, the slender historian slipped down to the carpeted floor.
Timor sneered, hitting the stop button. “Oops. I think we have an emergency.”
The emergency was in Vonya’s pants. Gripping a handful of her hair, he made her unbuckle his belt and unzip the fly. 
“Be quick about it, slut, or we will give you a taste of Vonya’s belt,” warned Timor.
Merritt tremored, the very thought of being subject to such abuse sending tingles up and down her soft body.
“The slut wants it.” chuckled Vonya, noting the keen response. “She wants to be beaten.”
“Upstairs,” Timor promised her, “you will get all you want…American whore.”
Vonya pulled his cock from the cotton underwear. The smell of him nearly made her gag. She’d heard that some European men did not shower as often as Americans and, in this case, it certainly seemed to be true.
“You like it, huh?” Vonya forced his cock over her face, across her lips and up and down her cheeks. “This makes you good and wet, no?”
She looked at him pleadingly, the answer, the shame written on her face. Only once before had the virginal Merritt come this close to an exposed penis. It had been in college after a night out with one of her professors. The twenty-year old blonde beauty had ended up with her head on his lap in the front seat of his car, the better part of four Irish whiskies turning her belly to fire. 
If it hadn’t been for the sudden need to vomit, she’d have sucked the man off and likely given him her cunt as well. As it was, he’d ended up with a hellacious mess all over the interior of his imported roadster. Merritt had thought it funny afterwards. It was a good lesson, and she never put herself in such a position again although she did still masturbate many a night thinking of the handsome older man.
Vonya was larger than her professor. He pushed his large cock deep into her mouth. Merritt thought she might throw up, but Timor was hovering over her, warning her of dire consequences if she didn’t take the penis properly like the whore and slut she obviously was.
“You will swallow him! You will drink his manly Zuravian juice!” Timor thundered.
Merritt felt her heart sink. According to Lena, a thrice-divorced art historian and vegetarian, a woman must never do such a thing if she wanted to maintain her self-respect. 
“If a guy knows you’ll take that from him, there’s no limit to what he’ll expect. He’ll run all over you, treat you like a possession,” she’d lectured time and again.
The cock made Merritt’s jaws ache, like one of those very large lollipops you sometimes try as a kid on a dare. Only this was salty and seamy and very, very dirty. A living, pulsing thing in her mouth, a dragon that wanted to be in her, poking, prodding. Later, she told herself, trying to wrap her mind round the idea even as she wrapped her lips, this same organ will be between my legs.
She felt a stab at the thought of it. It was pain and pleasure both. Anticipation, lust and fear. How would she ever stretch so far? What if she were too small? Would the men punish her with their belts?
“Make her swallow. Show her you are the boss,” Timor coached.
“Shut the fuck up. I’m trying to concentrate.” Vonya was breathing rapidly, pumping himself, hips thrusting in and out of her captive mouth. She must please this man. She must drink his semen, and then take the other one on as well. And after that, she would lead them to her room where they would do whatever they wanted to her on her bed.
“Swallow him slut. Take it down your capitalistic, exploiting American hole or I will rip off all your clothes right here and make you go down the hall naked!” Timor growled.
Naked, she thought. Like the girl being dragged before Belok, the proud, hopelessly naïve little beauty so in need of discipline, so in need of learning her place before the master. The Dark Prince. A wave of lust overcame Merritt as she imagined for the first time that it might have been her serving the dread ruler. The Lord of Zuravia, the terror of the 14th century.
For all her life, as long as she could remember, she’d thought of Belok. Studying the pictures and carvings, the deceptively angelic face, the noble brow and chin, the sheer force of the eyes that seemed to belong to some later century, her own even.
And now she’d seen him in the flesh, or at least met her own fantasies face to face. A foolish little stab of jealousy penetrated Merritt’s mind as she thought of how he’d used the red haired English girl and not her. Was her own skin not soft enough, worthy to be whipped? Was she not worth taming and shaping as his complete and utter slave?
“Leave the socialist bullshit alone, Timor, for Christ’s sake. I don’t want to make a political statement. I want hot sex.”
“Don’t be a sucker, Vonya. Everything is politics.”
“Ah, fuck the whole thing,” he snorted.
Merritt opened her eyes, the reverie breaking as Vonya pulled himself out of her proffered mouth. She looked to him, her expression a mix of relief, pain and a confused longing.
“You see, you straight arrow republican,” Timor accused, “the little whore wants to swallow. Don’t you, American whore?”
She couldn’t answer. She prayed they would not make her.
“Bully for her and you both, you Soviet throwback! Now you see what I, Vonya, the decadent Westerner wants.” The man repositioned himself, emboldened no doubt by her complete passivity. “Hold still, bitch. I’m going to come all over your face.”
“Bravo,” howled Timor slapping his knee. “That is just as good, maybe better.”
Vonya's teeth were clenched. His hand moved slowly up and down, squeezing, the strokes powerful, designed to bring about the deepest milking of his passions. Merritt had no choice but to watch, beholding the monster that would soon erupt.
“Tell Vonya to come on your face, whore. Beg for it.”
“Please, I beg you to come on my face,” she replied almost shyly.
Vonya threw back his head, her words apparently pushing him over the top. Merritt braced herself as the first of it pelted her. The sperm shot out in white-hot jets, splashing her cheeks, lips and nose, bathing her face in the fluid she herself had coaxed to daylight.
“That’s it, soak her completely!” Timor roared.
Vonya continued to pump himself, the supply of jism seeming to be endless. It was in Merritt’s hair now and on her chin. Gobs of it sticking to her skin.
“Her tits —get her tits!”
The last drop of it bathed her exposed cleavage and the dress, too. The material was ruined now, but she had no say and no power to object or resist.
“By Blessed Vistya,” the expended man exclaimed. “Look. I’ve nearly drowned her!”
Timor snorted. “You call that a load of come, you superstitious twit? Maybe in that shit hole of a village you come from, but where I come from, that’s a rooster’s load.”
“Prove me wrong, you son of an atheist whore!”
“Upstairs,” he promised. “I will show you how to properly humble an American slut.”
Merritt cowered at the look he gave her. “May I clean myself?” the come-soaked girl appealed to the whistling Vonya, who was wiping the sweat off with a handkerchief.
“No,” Timor answered for his friend. “Leave it where it is. Let it be a reminder of what we are going to do to you, and how you will let us do it all.”
She lowered her eyes, not even daring to ask if she could stand. As the elevator ascended, Merritt Fisher stayed on her knees, head down, sperm dripping down her face, her mind filled with nothing but images of the humiliation yet in store for her. And yet, for all her revulsion, Merritt was excited, too, sexually on the brink of release such as she had only ever dreamed about. If either of these men were to touch her now, even to slap or punish her, she was certain she would come for them.
In fact, if it took much longer to get up to her room where she could find release, she might begin begging. Something she’d never thought possible, and which, when this horrible incident was over, she was sure would fill her with the deepest self-loathing imaginable. But for now, tonight, her body belonged to the insolent youths and to her own dark desires.
“Get up,” Timor commanded as they reached the top floor. “It’s time to earn your right to be in our country.”
“I suppose that makes us ambassadors,” mused Vonya, shoving her down the darkened hall. 
Merritt struggled to keep her balance.
Timor seized her purse at the door, rifling the contents for the key. “Give me that. You start getting naked.”
“Out here? Are you sure?” she swallowed, fearing one of the other doors might open, revealing the goings on between her and the men.
Vonya yanked back her head. “Take the dress off, slut, or I’ll tear it from your cringing body.”
Her cringing body. The very words the colonel had used. “I’ll do it,” she acquiesced. “Don’t hurt me.”
Timor turned the key in the lock, forcing the knob to yield. Pushing it wide open, he pulled Merritt inside by the wrist. “Never mind undressing, I’ll fuck you as you are, right on the fucking floor. Vonya, lock the door behind you.”
“I shouldn’t bother with that, gentlemen,” called a voice, clipped and decidedly British in accent. “The two of you shan't be staying.”
“What the —?!” Timor was the first to react, the sight of the seated man in the middle of the room catching all three of them entirely off guard.
It was Vonya who had the presence of mind to grab the bedraggled Merritt, wrapping his arm around her throat from behind. “Whoever you are, if you don’t leave us be I’ll snap the girl’s neck.”
The room was lit only by the patch of moonlight coming through the glass doors leading to the balcony. Merritt could make out nothing of his face except the smile, wry and tight, seemingly nonplussed. “I wouldn’t advise that, unless you want to draw the last breath of your miserable little life right where you’re standing.”
“Fuck you!” shouted the tempestuous Timor, charging the man head on. The shadow barely twitched, the drunken Zuravian hitting an invisible brick wall. He went down hard, a sickening sound coming from deep in his gullet.
“I’m holding a blow dart,” the man said calmly to Vonya. “Tipped with a quite extraordinary poison, the tiniest dose of which will arrest your central nervous system and render you instantly paralyzed. The seizures will begin approximately ten seconds after you land on the floor. It won’t be pretty, though the whole process shouldn’t be more than five minutes in length. You’ll soil yourself, and the pain will be excruciating. Then you’ll die. Although you’ll be happy to know it isn’t actually possible to swallow your tongue. That’s an old maid’s tale.”
“This is fucked up!” Vonya exclaimed, releasing the girl. “I’m getting the hell out of here!”
“Wait for me,” groaned Timor, rising painfully to his feet. 
The groggy Timor stumbled out after the already departed Vonya, which left Merritt alone with her mysterious rescuer.
“Thank you. You saved me from something…very terrible.”
The man’s laugh cut through her like a knife, as cold as anything she’d ever heard. “Spare me the damsel in distress speech. We both know you brought this on yourself.”
Merritt’s thankful relief was quickly replaced by anger. “You don’t know me, sir, and I’ll thank you not to judge me.”
“And I’ll thank you not to test my patience. Put the lights on, girl.”
Merritt did as she was told, though not without retort. “I’m not a girl, I’m a woman.”
A split second later, her new protector came into view. He was facing her, his hands resting on his lap as he slumped arrogantly in the luxuriously upholstered armchair. He was wearing an open trench coat over a non-descript blue suit, open necked shirt, and no tie. His hair was sandy brown, short, and he had the most penetrating green eyes Merritt had ever seen. She took him to be about forty, though he had the kind of looks that made his age hard to peg. There was a tinge of gray at the temples and tiny character lines. No doubt the man would become more handsome with each passing year.
“You’re not Zuravian,” she said, attempting to keep the upper hand, though at the moment her heart was fluttering uncontrollably.
“How perceptive, professor.”
Sarcastic bastard.
“If you’ll excuse me. I am very fatigued. If you would like to speak to me at breakfast, I’m sure we could—”
“Take off your clothes, Doctor Fisher.”
“Excuse me?”
“We are both native speakers of English. I think you took my meaning quite clearly.”
Merritt squared her shoulders, determined to keep her dignity despite her flushed cheeks, aroused body and come-stained face. “Am I to assume you intend to have your way with me?”
The man’s snort deflated her like a balloon. “You flatter yourself entirely too much. Actually, I intend to paddle your behind, but I should like you cleaned up a bit first. Before you shower, I would very much like a martini from the wet bar. Feel free to stir it as opposed to shaking. I prefer not to resemble too closely a certain literary character.”
Merritt glared at him. “You must be joking.”
“I’ve never been more serious in my life, doctor. Starting now, you have exactly ten minutes to comply with my wishes.”
“And if I don’t?”
His smile seared her heart like a brand. “Try me, young lady, and you’ll find out.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Three
 
 
Merritt cleaned her body as if it belonged to someone else. It was her second shower in the tiny bathroom stall today, but the first might as well have been a week or even a year ago. The soap was rough, and it was difficult to work up a good lather. Tears were springing to her eyes even as she scrubbed away Vonya’s emission from her cheeks and chin. A tiny bottle of shampoo, unscented, would have to suffice for her hair.
Was there to be no end to the indignities she must suffer in this country? Was there not one man here with anything on his mind save her degradation and humiliation? Merritt gave a frustrated little sigh, high pitched as she drew the hard, foreign soap down her smooth, well-toned belly.
She was still juicing between her thighs. The more the water washed it away it seemed, the more was waiting, glistening, bubbling at her untouched lips. It was like her mind had been buzzing ever since the airport. If she didn’t know better, she’d say the nasty little colonel was in her head, making her feel things not to mention orchestrating the events around her.
But this last fellow, he took the cake. The nerve of him breaking into her room and ordering her to the shower like she was a common servant. It couldn’t get any worse than this or anymore ridiculous. Merritt cleaned her vagina gingerly, sucking in her breath. She was so horny she could scream. And mad, too. She had rights. She was an American citizen.
Tentatively she ran her hand over her butt, trying to ignore for the moment how swollen her nipples had become. She could feel where Timor had touched her, mauled her. The sensation reminded her of what was to come according to the mad man in her armchair. Merritt Fisher, only child of Roger Fisher, the debonair, melancholic ghost hunter and writer, was to be paddled. Like a wayward slut.
She turned the water off with a furious motion. It made her sick, the look on the man’s face, the way he’d made her fetch him a drink. It had taken all the restraint in the world not to throw the martini in his face. As it was, she couldn’t even look him in the eye.
Like a king, he’d lounged, watching her strip herself naked so she could go to the shower and clean herself for punishment. Well, he was going to get his comeuppance soon enough. Whoever this man’s bosses were, she’d find them and make sure he had as terrible a day tomorrow as she was having right now.
The towels. Where were the damned towels? They were here when she came in a moment ago. Merritt clenched her fists in rage. This was his doing. He’d taken them away while she was in the shower and now she would have to go to him, wet and nude. For punishment, no less.
“I won’t let you touch me,” she called out, opening the door a crack. “Do you hear me? I’ll stay in here all night if I have to.”
“Very well. I’ll go and call your friends back. I’m sure they won’t be so squeamish about breaking down a door.”
Merritt stormed into the main room finding him exactly where she’d left him in the chair. “You are not a gentleman,” she told him, covering her nude body as best she could with her hands. “And if you don’t give me back the towels, I will—“
“A refill. If you please,” he cut her off holding out his glass.
“You know what you can do with that?” She fumed.
“With every defiance, your sentence increases. Ever been paddled, my dear? It’s hardly a whipping, but it can have a cumulative effect.”
She snatched the glass from his hand. “Who are you, anyway? Some sort of spy?”
“I work for an organization you wouldn’t have heard of.”
“What? MI5 or six or whatever it is?
“Neither. We exist outside the normal government structures. Our concerns are not of the natural order, but of the supernatural.”
“Humph,” she snorted, thrusting the refilled glass at him as insolently as she dared. 
The man moved so swiftly, she had no time to react. Taking the glass in one hand, he grasped her wrist with the other and brought her to her knees between his legs.
Wet and humbled, his total prisoner, the naked, kneeling Merritt resorted to the oldest female trick known to man. Feminine wiles.
“You’re hurting me,” she whined.
“You think this uncomfortable, girl? I assure you, those two brutes you latched onto at the bar would have done far worse. But maybe you don’t realize the power you’re playing with. Perhaps a demonstration is in order.” 
He raised her arm over her head, forcing her to arch her back. “Arm down,” he commanded when she tried to free her wrist with her other hand.
Merritt obeyed, giving him control and an unimpeded view of her proffered breasts. She wanted to look him in the face to shame him, but the green eyes were far too intense. After a few seconds, she lowered her gaze towards her dripping cunt. She made another protest, humbler and softer. “I don’t want to be paddled. Please.”
He released her. “It’s time for introductions. My name is Simon Rutledge. You may call me Simon, though our relationship will not be one of equals.”
She held her smarting wrist. “Does this mean you changed your mind about punishment?”
“No, sorry. You will take that towel over there, dry yourself off and lie down on my lap.”
Merritt complied, seething. It wasn’t fair. She hadn’t done anything wrong. It was the men who’d done things to her, made her feel things.
“Now what?” She demanded.
“You will put your head and feet on the floor, making yourself into a bridge with your cunt here.” Simon Rutledge pointed to his crotch where she was expected to place her own bare sex. 
“Not yet. Put the towel down first,” he stopped her initial awkward motions. “I don’t want you juicing all over my pants. Reimbursement for my dry cleaning takes forever these days.”
Merritt stung with humiliation. How she hated this man. Arrogant and cruel, treating her like a little girl, a pet to be dominated and abused. She cringed when she saw the paddle sitting on the table. He must have been planning this all along. 
“You are a monster. I would rather have been raped by those other two than be treated this way by you!”
“I am doing this for a reason, doctor. This is a hostile country. Whether you believe it or not, I am your best and only hope against the real dangers you face here.”
“Then tell me who you are, at least. Give me some reason to trust you before you…before you beat me like a child.” The words stuck in her throat. She still couldn’t believe he was going to follow through on this ridiculous idea.
“I am a hunter,” he replied. “I track and destroy creatures you cannot possibly imagine. Creatures of the night. Enemies of humanity.”
Her heart skipped a beat. Her father had been such a hunter, too, though his weapon was the pen and not the sword.
She hid her newfound sympathy. “If you want me to fall at your feet in awe, sorry. I’m not won over so easily.”
“I expect nothing. You asked a question, and I am answering it.”
Ooh, this man was infuriating. 
“But why do you do what you do? Something must have turned you towards an occupation most would think insane.”
His features darkened almost imperceptibly. “When I was five years old my father was killed. He was mauled by what they said was a wolf. The police report conveniently overlooked the fact that his head had been ripped clean off. Instead, my mother was given a generous sum of money by the local landowners to move the family to another county and ask no more questions. The body was hidden away. From that moment on, I vowed never to rely on anyone, to trust nothing but my own wits, and to never, ever turn my back on any creature.”
Merritt felt the deep pain behind his voice. “Did you ever learn how your father died?”
“Let’s just say there are some things no one should ever have to face. I won my revenge. That is all you need to know.”
“My father, too, searched for things few others saw.”
Simon nodded. “I knew him. He was a good man.”
Merritt felt a wave of warmth, a million questions rising in her soul.
“Enough for now,” he cut her off. “It is time for your punishment.”
She opened her mouth to argue, but thought better of it.
Laying the towel over his lap as ordered, she stole glances at the instrument of her impending discipline. It was made of dark brown wood, sanded and varnished. The handle was wrapped in leather, finely grained and reddish in color. The paddle itself was surprisingly small, barely five inches in diameter. Surely he couldn’t do much damage with it?
“Down, girl,” he chastised, “that’s enough gawking.”
Struck with fresh embarrassment, Merritt was content to place herself below the radar of his hawk-like glare. Her body tremored in anticipation as she made the first contact, her belly touched the terrycloth material. She sighed inwardly as her tits were momentarily squashed on his thigh. Then she slid herself forward into place, feeling like a sleek little animal, clean and wet, ready and submissive.
Her head touched the floor, and she braced herself with her palms. Resting her legs on the balls of her feet and balancing her weight, she did her best to keep her midsection up in the air. If she could manage not to feel anything down there, she might come through things unscathed.
Simon must have sensed what she was doing. With a single finger, he touched her sex, instantly draining her strength. Merritt collapsed in a heated moan on his crotch, feeling like a cornered, possessed bitch.
“It’s no use resisting me. I have considerable experience in these matters, and I am fanatically and notoriously patient when it comes to breaking recalcitrant females.”
“Why are you doing this to me?” she asked, her voice a hot whisper. 
Simon removed his finger and struck her a single blow with the paddle. Merritt howled at the sudden, intense invasion of her nervous system.
“If you scream again,” he warned, reclaiming her sex, this time with two fingers, “I shall be forced to gag you. Is that understood?”
Her inverted head swam as she thought of the gag in her dream, her nightmare of captivity at the hand of the silvery Belok. “Yes. I understand.”
“You will address me as Simon at all times. Coming from you, my Christian name shall be a term of respect, a mutually understood sign of our proper relationship.”
“Yes, Simon.” she corrected herself.
“This is for your own good,” he struck her again. “It is the discipline I instill in you that will save your life one of these days.”
Merritt bit her lip, gulping down the sensations. “Simon,” she whimpered, using the name in a way they both knew was the equivalent of ‘sir.’ “I can’t stand the pain.”
He struck her thrice more then buried his fingers back inside her, the tip of one smoothing her clitoris. “Actually, I rather think it turns you on, young lady. Isn’t that so?”
“Yesss,” she gasped, finding no quarter from his probing touch. “I don’t know why, but it does.”
“You’re wired that way. It’s nothing to be ashamed of.”
Merritt thrust her arse up against his hand, begging more. “Oh, Simon, you don’t know how I’ve felt all day. There was this girl at the airport. She was with her boyfriend. I think she was his slave. He spanked her arse to make her obey and I got so wet watching. And then the colonel…he told me things…”
“Do not come yet. I forbid it.”
Merritt stilled herself, a chastised female. “Yes, Simon.”
How scandalous to be obeying a man, to be letting him dominate my body, she thought. Scandalous, but sexy as hell. Like being held on the edge of a razor, her pleasure sensors being slit open. She couldn’t endure much more of this, he had to know that.
Simon patted her sore posterior, casually, possessively, ignoring for the moment the raging fire he’d created between her legs. “On your knees, girl.”
Merritt slid to the floor, intensely aware of her own nakedness. Her every nerve fiber intensely alive she looked up at him, awaiting his next command. She could feel herself slipping into another world, a world of pleasure-giving where strong men took all a woman had to give and then some. It was Colonel Ladislak's world. And Belok’s world. In such a world, women waited for the privilege of climaxing.
“Come closer.”
Merritt slid till her kneecaps touched the toes of his shoes.
Simon reached for her nipple. “Powerful forces will vie for possession of you, Merritt. You must be prepared.”
She moaned as he rolled the tiny pink nub between thumb and forefinger. “Simon, please, I need you. Inside me.”
“I want you to get out your suitcase and empty the contents on the bed.”
Merritt’s crotch flared at the personal violation he was proposing. “But those are my private things.”
Simon turned her moans to instant whimpers with an expert tightening of his grip. “When I tell you to do something, girl, you will not question me, is that clear?”
“Yes, Simon,” she winced, the pain tearing through her languid body, sending fresh ripples of desire radiating out from her tortured nipple. 
The pain focused her thoughts. She remembered the nipple clamps on the breast cage. It was said Belok’s prisoners wore them for weeks at a time as they languished naked and chained in his dungeon. So merciless was he that even Vistya herself had spent time in the dark bowels of his castle.
“Go,” he released her.
Her tit throbbing, her buttocks stinging from the fresh blow, Merritt retrieved her small suitcase. She’d intended to bring more for her trip, but it had struck her as a recklessly wild and wonderful idea to buy her clothes here, whatever struck her fancy. If she liked, she’d leave it all behind when she left, too.
Her hands trembled as she unzipped it, knowing that among the contents were things that would reduce her in Simon Rutledge’s eyes to something lower that what she already was.
“Be quick about it, girl. I haven’t all night.”
His displeasure lashed at Merritt like the cords of a whip. It chilled her to the bone, because she realized that she could not bear to disappoint such a man as this, ever. “It’s just that I have a few sensitive things…intimate things.”
“Turn the bag over, Merritt, empty it completely.”
She did so. The ten-inch dildo and handcuffs landed near the top of the pile, along with the tiny vibrator. She’d bought both items on a whim at a sex shop on her way to the airport. She’d been early for her flight and had extra time. She wasn’t sure why she’d gone in, but she knew that it thrilled her the way the men looked at her when she did. The way they must have thought of her as a dirty little whore who needed fake cocks and who wanted to be chained up and fucked.
“I—I’ve never even used them,” she explained.
“Separate out all of the items by category,” he ignored. “Clothing, under garments, toiletries. Identify each item as you encounter it.”
“Panties,” she began, her mouth and hands numb. “Red silk, and a matching bra.”
Simon made her inventory the lot, including the sex toys. He made no particular comment over these, except to ask whether she had batteries for the vibrator. She told him she did, her face bright crimson. For a split second she imagined him humiliating her further, forcing her to use it on herself in his presence, in order to show what a whore she was. Maybe he’d have her cuff her hands together in front, so she could fuck herself while in bondage.
When she was done, he ordered her to come back to him on her hands and knees.
She did so, her cunt throbbing with renewed need. There was mistaking the relationship now. This was submissive behavior. Slave behavior.
“You say you bought the sexual items just before taking this trip?” 
Her pussy was dripping wet. “Yes,” she whispered, feeling like a naked pet, ready to be collared and leashed.
“And that you’d never before had a notion to do such a thing?”
Merritt nodded.
“You’ve had dreams as well, haven’t you? Dreams of Belok?”
There was no way she could get away with a lie. Not as much as he’d exposed her. “When I was a teenager. It was from the books, my father’s books, I suppose. There were women in them, on the rack, being sexually abused. It gave me nightmares.”
“But more recently, as well. Today, in fact.” 
Not waiting for an answer he ordered her to kneel up, legs spread, hands behind her neck. Merritt obeyed. The position was exquisite torture, making her feel completely vulnerable, needy and hornier than she’d ever been in her life. If she’d thought it would do any good, she would be at his feet begging him to end her virginity.
Simon regarded her for several moments before speaking. “The resemblance is uncanny. You could be her double.”
“Whose double?” she blurted.
“Silence, girl. Enough questions.”
“Yes, Simon,” Merritt said meekly, tiny ripples of submissive joy passing through her chastised soul. 
The Italian girl, she thought. I am responding just as she did when her lover became harsh and domineering. Where was the sexy little creature now, Merritt wondered, and what was she doing? Was the dark haired boy loving her softly or was he taking her hard, giving her a mix of pleasure and pain to suit her obviously submissive nature?
“There are no surviving portraits of Vistya,” Simon was saying, seemingly oblivious to the fact that his captive was arching her back, subtly offering herself to be used. “Belok ordered every image of his bride destroyed. He was quite thorough in such matters.”
Merritt knew this, of course. Along with the legend that he drained all the blood from her body, having first made a pact with the devil. By drinking the life fluid of his own wife, he was to have achieved immortality. The bargain seemed to have run out prematurely, as Belok was killed just three years into his reign of terror, having been assaulted on all sides by a combined army made up of a dozen surrounding kingdoms and fiefdoms.
Thirty-eight months of impaling, burning at the stake and enslavement of young females was more, it seemed, than even the bloodthirsty medievals could stand.
“You could be Vistya's twin,” he told her, his fingers gripping the armrest of the chair. How strange, she thought, that the man had not yet removed the open trench coat. She longed to see him in the flesh. With his sinewy neck and powerful moves, he was obviously well muscled and lean of form.
Merritt licked her lips. If he were to command it, she would lie on the floor, her legs open to receive him. As it was, everything she had to offer was visible to the eye, her delicate, pink lips as ill concealed beneath the fine yellow fleece, as were her throbbing nipples. Sucking her lower lip, wondering why he wasn’t taking the opportunity to make love to her, she waited. She was curious, wanting her questions answered, but he’d forbidden her to speak unless spoken to.
“She loved him unconditionally, of course. Though he sported with dozens of slaves, she never lost her devotion. Nor did she complain when, out of jealousy, he kept her confined to her room, her ankle tethered by a golden shackle and chain to the bed. For the last six months of her life, she never left that room.”
But how? she wanted to know. How could he know things not in the history books or any of the records? How could he have the foggiest idea what the prince’s bride had looked like?
His next words ripped through her like a hot knife. “Belok is coming for you. He has been cultivating you a long while…your whole life, probably. Who knows, perhaps, you are her reincarnation. Shame on us for not seeing this sooner. Now we must deal with the end game.”
Merritt read the dread determination, and behind it desire.
“Simon?” she whispered, seeking to engage him.
“Touch yourself for me,” he commanded. His voice was dry and brittle, as if carrying on some desert wind across the desert. “Pinch your nipples.”
Merritt obeyed, pinching the tiny nubs for him. Arching her back still further, she begged his rough attention. More than anything she wanted to be thrown to the floor and had.
Simon’s eyes swirled. There were worlds in those emerald depths, uncharted, terrifying ones. “Touch your pussy. Play with yourself,” he ordered, his voice an irresistible force. 
Merritt’s breathing was quick and heavy. Her fingers found their way between moistened lips, the wetness thick and warm over her hand. She was beside herself, raw, burning to the point of explosion. Seeing him so close and not being able to touch. “Simon, let me—“
He grabbed her by the hair. She’d been about to open his zipper. Her precipitous action had broken the spell. Gone was the faraway look in his eyes. The promise of something transcendent. 
He’d nearly succumbed, but something had held him back. Duty, perhaps? Or guilt? Would she ever hope to understand a man such as this, whose life work was born of such deep childhood pain?
“Go to bed,” he rose to his feet. “Lay under the covers and sleep. Get plenty of rest because you’ll need it. In the morning they will send a car for you from the Institute. Go and do what you came for, but remember my warnings. Trust no one, reveal nothing and guard your every thought from intruders. Obey me in all things and when you are done for the day, you’ll come straight back here, is that clear?”
She lay at his feet, shattered, sweat covered, her body betraying itself, her sex fragrant and ripe, her flesh screaming out to be raped. “Yes,” she offered piteously. 
 
***
 
Merritt curled beneath the covers, the air conditioner at full blast. She was both hot and cold, shivering with unspeakable need. Her poor, tiny body felt spurned, utterly defeated and given over to the terrors of loneliness. It was the one thing she’d structured her life to avoid. Ever since she was a little girl and had begun to sense that her father kept girls for himself, playthings helpless to his games, she had determined she would never need a man, never rely on anyone.
That was what her research was for. Her carefully ordered academic life. How quickly it had come to ruin. Just one day—one long and endless twenty-four hour period, from her trip to the Sex Emporium all the way to her aborted sexual surrender to Simon Rutledge—that was all it had taken. Her head swam with the possibilities, the confusions. Men’s faces, their leers and wicked intents filling her fevered brain. Vonya and Timor, their animal-like lust and enthusiasm nearly ending her virginity. The colonel, with his surreal threats and stories of enslaved females, writhing behind bars in chains, serving the lusts of guards and prisoners alike.
And Simon. Enigmatic and infuriating Simon.
Sleep, she craved sleep. She wondered what time was it back home in sunny California where she lectured her classes, binding her breasts in sports bras, relying on loose tops and skirts to confine the lush sexuality with which nature had cursed her. How she hated to see the leers, the dilated pupils, knowing that no matter how hard she tried to keep her lectures focused on the subject matter, the young men were seeing only her body and its latent possibilities.
She could read it in their eyes. The well-hung, muscled jocks longing to come after their sexy little teacher, forcing her up onto her desk, shoving their hands inside her clothes and into her waiting orifices. Many a night she lay awake in terror, fearing that they would one day see in her own eyes that she was more than ready. Her nipples swelling at the sight of their biceps and lean stomachs, her knees weakening as she thought of what was between their legs and how they could so easily make her a slave to their most base desires. 
It was no help that her job was to recreate in their minds that faraway time when men ruled with iron and leather and females cringed, their bodies mere property. What a pity it was that these strapping youths, heroes of the gridiron and the baseball diamonds were deprived of the essence of their manhood. Modern society forced their restraint, stuffing down their throats an ethic of hypocritical equality between the sexes. 
Just once she wished there could be some modicum of honesty. That some young buck could come up to her after one of her lectures and say, “Professor Fisher, you’ve given a me a raging hard on today. The way your arse moves under that skirt, the way your tits swell against your blouse. You’ve made me horny as hell. Now what do you intend to do about it?”
“I’ll do whatever you tell me to,” she’d reply. “I only await your orders…sir.”
She’d wait for the information to process in the lad’s mind, for the initial shock to wear off. “All right, then. Let’s get your mouth down here on my prick for starters, and we’ll take it from there.”
Merritt would slip from her shoes and go to him, barefoot, sinking to her knees. “I am yours. Use me as you wish, my lord.”
One hand in her hair, making her wince, the other at his fly, he’d make her the promise she craved to hear. “I shall, slave, I shall.” 
Merritt knew her dreams were dirty, unnatural and quite probably would one day get her fired. Once and for all, she hoped this trip would cleanse her system. The dildo was on the nightstand and so were the handcuffs. Simon had said nothing about not using them. So what about masturbating? Had he forgotten to forbid it? He’d seemed so suddenly beside himself at the end, all his earlier cool shattered. Perhaps it was an oversight. What secrets, she wondered, was he hiding and why didn’t he just make love to her the way they both wanted? Merritt clenched her small fists, willing her body not to move, willing it not to feel and not to need.
A futile exercise at best.
“Yes, entirely futile,” came the confirmation, the voice, the thought not her own. 
Something cold gripped at Merritt’s insides, but when she strained to reach it, to feel it with her own sensory apparatus, she registered only searing, agonizing heat. “Who is there?” she called out into the empty darkness. “I warn you, I have a gun,” she grabbed the dildo, “and I’m not afraid to use it.”
The voice chuckled, showing that for a medieval ghost, he was well enough versed on the twenty-first. “Is that what you call it, my dear?”
“You keep away!” She sat up, gathering the blankets about her naked body like a cloak. “I’ll scream for the police.”
Not that she had much confidence in them, either.
“Hush,” soothed Belok. “Why do you struggle, my little Vistya? I have come to rescue you. Let me in, and we will fly away together.”
Vistya. He was addressing her in the name of his dead wife. The murdered princess, long ago transformed to the saintly mother of her people.
“No more fighting, little one,” he hissed like a slow, enchanting reptile. “You know what it is you must do for me.”
Merritt reached for the metal bracelets. What the voice wanted her to do next was sheer insanity. How would she escape afterwards? How would she—
The lash of Belok’s mind cut short her protests. Through the blanket without physical contact, he cut at her skin, whipping and beating her like a cur.
She squealed, twisting her naked body on the mattress, finding no relief in any position. “I will obey. I accept your will and sovereignty over my body and soul.”
It was a formulaic saying, the wording unlike anything that would ever have occurred to Merritt’s own mind. Fevered, confused, limbs trembling, she put herself into the required bondage, cuffing her wrists to the center bar of the brass head rails. Moaning, she pulled at her hands. She’d chained herself to her own bed and now there was no escape.
“What have I done?” she squirmed on the bed, turning herself about to pull irrationally at the links. 
“Nothing that is not meant to be. Do you think it an accident you purchased these items for your trip? It was I. I was there. As I have always been. From the beginning.”
“No! It’s not possible! I refuse to believe!”
“Silence, female!” Roared the voice of the dead prince. “On your back, lie still, open your legs to me and bind tight your incessant mouth.”
Merritt ceased all resistance, the force of his mind like a hand, covering the whole of her body. The fingers were tendrils that sought her sex, entering, conquering and possessing. The pressure radiated everywhere, beginning with a tickling, nagging at the fringes of her frayed nerves. All too quickly, however, it began to spike. 
“My lord,” she gasped, her eyes wide with wonder, “are you…?”
“Am I inside of you? Not yet, my little slave. For now you must settle for the vibrations of my unseen fingers. But soon, soon, little bird, you will be mine. I shall fill you and come inside you and when I do, we will be one…I will be reborn and we will rule together…forever.”
A low groan issued as she slipped immediately into the first of many orgasms to come.
“You will be mine, Vistya,” Belok breathed onto her neck, the unreal air scorching her skin. “I shall rebirth you in pleasure and pain…mine now and forever.”
Merritt, she tried to argue, I am Merritt.
But the whip was back, the subtle invisible tendrils, searing her skin, invading her pores and every orifice, leaving no marks, but doing damage all the same.
“Forgive me, Lord Belok! I beg to be put back into my place. I am your wife, my lord, and your slave. I am Vistya. Beat me and fuck me into submission. Vistya begs her master to be brutal with her.”
“Come, step into my mind,” he whispered.
Merritt found herself on a velvet couch in a bedroom of red marble, her cuffs of steel replaced by gold. Above her loomed the man, eyes like burning blue sky, and hair of silver. So very beautiful. And so very deadly. 
His voice was the hiss of a snake. “No more Simon Rutledge. You obey me and no other. I shall speak to you through my minions, and you will do what you are told. I wait for you, little slut, do not disappoint me.”
“No, never.” she choked. 
“Remember well this lesson. Even the air you breathe is at my whim.”
“Yes…I understand…my lord.”
Satisfied, he delivered a single kiss to her cheek, causing himself and the surroundings to vanish. “We will rule together. You and I, over the whole of the world…forever.”
For an instant, then, she saw through his eyes the kingdom he sought. Apocalypse. War upon war, a slaughtering such as the world has never seen. And in the midst of it all, a merciless black hand clenched into a fist.
“Sleep tight,” Belok whispered. “My queen.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Four
 
 
Merritt awoke before dawn, the handcuffs biting into her wrists. She tugged at the bracelets in a blind panic. So she hadn’t dreamed it. Belok, or someone claiming to be Belok, had convinced her to attach herself to the headboard. And she’d done it, the key a million miles away on the nightstand.
Along with the dildo. Had she used that on herself? It didn’t seem possible, but something had filled her and gotten her off, something very real and un-ghostly. She shook her head. She must have been drunk, imagining things again. Only she hadn’t any hangover now. Just the sharp adrenaline rush of knowing she was in the worst predicament of her life. Who would get her out of it? Someone would find her, but that might be more embarrassing than laying here, her life ticking away.
She was supposed to go to the Institute. Dr. Karisvan would be waiting. They were sending a car and when she didn’t show up downstairs they’d ring her room and she wouldn’t be able to answer.
The telephone on the nightstand! That was her way out. If she could reach with her feet, maneuvering herself just so, she could knock it off the hook and maybe get the front desk. Manipulating her bound body, Merritt planted her feet, sliding herself across the bed. The first swing of her leg was a miss. Likewise, the second. The third, however, did the trick. The old-fashioned gray rotary dial phone was on the floor, wailing its protest in methodical beeps. Like the sound of the police car that had escorted her here the day before.
Just one day ago and not a million years the way if felt.
Someone would investigate now, she was sure of it. The noise alone would rouse the neighbors. How had the sheets gotten so wet? she wondered. Was it all perspiration? It was sticky under her back and buttocks. She’d had an orgasm or two. That was it. Her cunt and tits had been untouched by human hands but stimulated nonetheless.
By someone. Or something.
All at once the familiar tingle started in all over again as she realized how helpless she was. Anyone could come in and do anything he or she wanted with her. All it would take was a gag—her own panties or a washcloth would do in a pinch—along with a quick wrenching apart of the legs and she would be good to go for any and all takers. It wouldn’t be true rape, either, because she was throbbing and moist, growing wetter by the second in anticipation of a lover. 
Any lover.
No longer Merritt the scholar and teacher, she was Merritt the slut, a hot piece of arse, blonde above and below, waiting for a man. A hard dick in her mouth, backside or else in her virgin pussy. The one that Belok had told her was his. Just a little while, he’d said, and he’d be strong enough to take her. Somehow she was helping him, allowing him to remember, to reconnect with the world. Merritt looked down at herself, wondering about the whipping. She could swear he’d been punishing her severely, lacing her skin with welts and incisions but by light of day she could see nothing at all, not a mark. Another illusion, she supposed.
She was afraid now. He’d told her so much, things she couldn’t repeat to anyone. Things about obedience and about how she would be like Vistya—no, she would become Vistya, that’s what he’d said. And if he failed her, she would pay a terrible price. But it must be more hallucination, the product of her overwrought mind. There was, after all, no confirmation of any of this, least of all the bizarre visions at the end of a new world order, an unspeakable violence like a blanket of doom over the whole earth. A doctor is what she needed. A psychiatrist even, if that’s what it took to clear her head.
There were demons in the family. Her father ran from them all his life. She was just thirteen when she’d discovered the bottles of liquor and the metal links on his bed by which he attached his women. So many of them, sweet and young, giving Merritt little kisses on their way in or out. Some were whores who took money. Others were free spirits living what her father called the “lifestyle” of bondage and submission.
Once she’d stolen a length of his silk ropes and used them on herself. Never had she felt so alive as when her limbs were restrained with her sex splayed, and she had no choice but to give in to the feelings her hands could produce. But that hadn’t been nearly as kinky as the vibrator or the handcuffs. These were new. Signs of her decadence, of her going over the edge.
When the word came about Roger’s accident, she was in her first semester of college in an algebra class. She’d refused the dean’s entreaties to leave, opting to stick out the lesson just as he would have done. It was only later at the graveside that the tears came. For days after, they didn’t stop.
Merritt started as she heard the noise at the door. Someone was knocking and calling out her name.
“Miss Fisher, are you in there? Are you all right?”
She was tempted to call out, but what would she say? Help, I’m naked, covered in my own dried juices and I’ve chained myself to the bed at the behest of a seven hundred year old spirit and could you get me some room service, I’m starved?
“I’m here,” she replied dimly, anticipating the shame about to rain down on her head. “I—I can’t come to the door.”
“Miss Fisher, is that you?”
“Yes…I’m…trapped.” She was louder this time.
“Trapped? I should come in, then?”
“Yes, please.”
Metal plunged into metal, the tiny key scraping and tripping the tumblers of the lock. As the knob yielded, Merritt’s heart seized up. She was about to make the most difficult introduction of her life. Desperately, she tried to burrow under the covers. If anyone saw her like this, they would rape her, she was sure of it.
“Miss Fisher?” The bellhop was young, no more than twenty. He had broad shoulders, dark eyes and a long, Roman nose. The mouth had little laugh lines, and he seemed more boy than man. 
Merritt confirmed the fact, feeling as though it were a confession, an admission that it was indeed she herself, the holder of this year’s Richtman Prize for outstanding medieval research, who had fallen to this level, like a sinner of Sodom and Gomorrah exposed to light of day.
His eyes took in the situation, drawing the obvious, brutal conclusion. “You were raped?”
Merritt choked on the words. “No. I wasn’t.”
“Someone did it because you wanted them to?
She shook her head.
The implications took a moment to sink in. “You did this to yourself?” 
Christ, did he have to keep dragging this out?
“Yes, I handcuffed myself and fucked myself because I enjoy it. Now if your curiosity is satisfied, there is a key on the nightstand, if you wouldn’t mind.”
“Yes, of course,” he shifted himself, attempting to hide the raging erection. Merritt’s original hope based on his youth and apparent guileless expression began to fade. She could see the conflict in his eyes. On the one hand he should be gallant. On the other, here was a once in a lifetime opportunity, a nude, helpless older woman, ripe and sexy and very much at his mercy.
Would he stay a boy or turn into a man, right before her eyes?
“Look, I really need your help. As you can see, I’m quite stuck like this. It’s been all night, and I need to pee.”
He licked his lip, a quick darting motion. “You need to pee…Miss Fisher?”
She squeezed her thighs. “Please, I don’t want to go in the bed.”
His eyes lit up. It was beginning to dawn on him exactly how much power he had over her at this moment. “I’ve never seen such a sexy woman. My girlfriend, she is not so, how do you Americans say—hot to trot?”
“Yes, I understand, but can you let me up?”
He looked thoughtful. “I think I would like to handcuff my girlfriend like this, too, so that she can serve me for sex. What is your first name, Miss Fisher?”
“Merritt.”
His hand moved to his crotch, rubbing. “And your middle name?” 
“Anne,” she offered, her voice reflecting the heartsick realization that she was a very long way from obtaining her freedom.
“Annie. I shall call you Annie. Pretty Annie. I am Petrok Ungul, Annie. Will you pretend to be my girlfriend?”
Merritt stifled her whirling emotions in favor of total pragmatism. “I would be honored, Petrok, now can you get the key?”
He beamed, caught up in his own game already. “We will pretend that you have handcuffed yourself like this to surprise me, Annie. To let me know that you want to belong to me.”
“I do, Petrok. I am very hot for you. But, please, may I go to the toilet? I promise afterward, you may do as you wish to me.”
Like hell, she thought, calculating the time it would take to run out the door.
He smiled. “You’re trying to trick me, Annie. Now how about if you show me your body instead. Lift your hips. Go up on your heels like you’re fucking the air. Is your little pussy wet, Annie?”
“Yes,” she grunted, making a total slut of herself. It was a painful position, especially with her hands chained down, but she did her best, offering him the pleasures of her flesh.
Petrok came over to slap her taut up-thrust belly, tight as a drum, the flesh stretched over her ribs. “Would you like to be fucked by me in this particular bondage position, Annie?”
The oddly formal phrasing of his English caught her ear off guard. “I’m a virgin, Petrok. I’m sorry I can’t…”
His hand caressed her sex, the movements large and naïve, but all too effective in her current state of arousal. “You have never been taken by a man?” 
“Never.”
He appeared to reconsider her status for a moment. “But you have done other things?” 
“Yes,” she swallowed, the effect of his fingering taking its toll on her pussy.
“Tell me about them.”
Merritt’s breathing quickened. “Yesterday. I sucked a man in an elevator.”
“You took a penis in your mouth?”
“I did, Petrok. On my knees.”
Petrok slapped her thigh twice. “You’re a bad girl, Annie.”
 “Petrok, I need to pee very badly…please?”
“You’ll go all right,” he announced, his voice low now and menacing as he retrieved the elusive key. “But it’ll be as the slut you are.”
Merritt’s freedom as he undid the left cuff was short lived. She’d barely had time to sit up and rub her sore wrist when he was reattaching the cuffs between her back. “Petrok, what are you doing?”
“I’m taking you to the toilet.” Pulling at her arm, he compelled her onto her feet. Merritt’s steps on the floor were shaky. It felt like years since she’d navigated herself on her own two legs.
“But my hands,” she protested as he dragged her into the tiled bathroom. 
“You won’t need them,” he pushed her into the shower. “You can squat over the drain.”
Merritt tried to climb back out. “This game has gone far enough. Let me go!”
Petrok opened his buckle and slid his belt from the loops. “No, Annie. Now I must punish you for disobeying me.”
His pass was awkward, but it caught her full on the front of the thighs. She looked down at the wide red streak, scarcely comprehending the pain, the reality. He was rearing back for a second blow when she lowered herself over the drain, conceding his victory.
“I’ll do as you say! Don’t hit me again!”
Petrok restrained himself, his attention refocused on the shamed, squatting girl.
“Look at me,” he told her.
She did, her chained hands useless as the first little bit came trickling out of her. The tiny rivulets widened as they ran over her thighs. Soon it was a gush, hot and yellow, completely uncontrolled. The dark eyes held her, driving home the basic point. She was his to do with as he pleased, little more than an animal, pissing in plain view, her cunt and tits exposed, ready for any abuse she might be called upon to suffer.
Merritt’s body burned with her release. It was almost sexual and as the urine flow began to wane, she felt a pulsing and throbbing. Was this the moment, she wondered when she would finally lose her virginity? Would this young man be the one, this Petrok with his playful imagination and sad brown eyes?
Petrok wrinkled his nose. “You stink of your own piss. Stand up and spread your legs. Hands over your head.”
She did so in time to feel the blast of ice-cold water. Petrok had turned the spray all the way to the “F”, short for frisag, a derivative of the English word frigid. Merritt leaped backwards, but there was no quarter from the stinging needles. She had no choice but to let it pelt her breasts and vulva, raising goose bumps everywhere on her skin. Teeth chattering, miserable and subjugated, Merritt endured the torture, too miserable to complain and too overwhelmed to resist.
“You may thank me for cleaning your slutty little body,” he turned it back off.
“Thank you,” she shivered. 
“You are grateful for my kindness, are you not?”
“I am.”
She was only partially humoring him now. Another part of her was meaning every word she said.
He unzipped his red uniform pants. “Then show me with your mouth.”
Merritt went to him, kneeling without hesitation on the tile. Dripping wet, still shaking, she took his member between her lips, soaking up the delicious warmth, not to mention the feeling of being able to serve a man. Unequivocally. Moving her head eagerly, her wet head shaking out like a rat’s, she took as much as she could manage. Petrok was smaller and thicker than Vonya and he was fresher, too, the glow of youth still about his skin. 
It was odd, because this one wasn’t but a few years younger than Vonya and Timor and yet the latter pair had seemed so much older, worn out, somehow. Perhaps it was life in this country that did it to a man, forcing him to live with the weight of so much history. It was no wonder they rebelled, like the boy at the airport who’d refused to let his girl defy him.
“That’s it,” he groaned, feeling his way into the maturity of a much older man, “suck me good…suck me like my girlfriend should.”
Merritt slurped greedily, needing the contact, the feeling of being filled and controlled. It was getting to be like a drug, this submission. All a male need do now to win her over was to stake his claim, to enforce his right to all the cruelty he pleased on her person. No roses, no candles, just the sheer leverage of power. 
How she wished she’d been able to do this for Simon, to show him how he’d affected her and how he’d gotten inside her head. At the same time, though, she hated him, most of all for his arrogance, for his toying with her and leaving her so charged up. What kind of a man teases a girl like that? Some protector he’d turned out to be. He hadn’t prevented this scene, had he? Left to her own devices, she was a pure mess. No wonder she had crazy dreams and shackled herself to the bed.
It was for this reason she’d never wanted a boyfriend. You become dependant on them, and then they leave you high and dry. Lena was always complaining about the men in her life. Yet she had the nerve to try and fix Merritt up on dates and get her steady partners. The world of books and ideas is where she belonged, in history, working for her tenor, well on her way to hard-earned old maid status.
“I’m going to come,” Petrok announced, his hips beginning to tremor.
Merritt felt a wave of panic. Penises were still new to her and their power frightened her.
“No!” he declared with surprising firmness when she tried to free her mouth, “You must take me like a whore. You must swallow like the whores in the Pristiene District. Have you seen them, Annie? The old uncles tell us there was nothing like them in the communist days, with their thin dresses, tits hanging out, their bodies eager and available for only a few coins. Faces pretty and sweet, ready to do what you tell them to. On their backs, on their knees, bent over the hood of your car if you have one. I save my money. I will buy a new motorcar, then I drive to Pristiene like a rich man and I will pick out all the whores I want. And my girlfriend will sit in the car and watch, and she will learn her place. She is a woman. I am a man.”
Petrok's speech was punctuated with measured thrusts as he used Merritt’s mouth for a pleasure vessel. Was it a national trait, she wondered, to mix sex and political speeches? Certainly to a man, they all seemed to want their women subjugated. In America, she called all the shots and if a man stepped too close she could scream sexual harassment. Not here. Here it was dangerous, unpredictable and…free.
“I am going to fill you, Annie. You must swallow hard.” 
The cock was swelling in her mouth. Drawing a deep breath, Merritt impaled herself, taking him to the hilt. His hairy, ripened testicles pulsed against her chin. Wantonly, she rubbed her tits, the rock hard nipples tight against the legs of his trousers. He hadn’t even bothered to take them down. He was fucking her mouth through the hole in his fly. She felt so weak in comparison to him, like he was her superior in some tangible way.
Petrok threw back his head, his pelvis rigid against her. The moment of truth, she thought. The semen came like a spray, like a river. Again and again she made room, gulping down the warm deposits. He was letting loose with a low, guttural cry, exercising his manhood in the fullest way. What greater pleasure could there be for a male of the species than to completely subjugate the female, to reduce her utterly to an object of his satisfaction?
“Annie,” he blubbered, dissolving in the final squirts. And for a split second she felt the thrill and terror of thinking that he really was her boyfriend. Was this what the Italian girl felt when her man’s hand first crashed upon her skin and stayed there, the look in his eyes telling her he was staking claim, laying dominion to her body?
“Clean off my stiff cock with your tongue,” commanded Petrok.
Merritt shuddered. A tiny line of drool ran from the corner of her mouth as she applied herself. Her jaw was slack. A delicious weakness pervaded her body. She wanted more, much more. If only Petrok were still intact. Then he could throw her down to the floor and make her open her legs. He’d fill her with that stiff cock and make her come over and over again. It would be her first time and she wouldn’t care. She’d be taken on the cold tile floor. Like one of Belok’s slaves whose bodies were his literal and absolute property.
She pictured the little English redhead. What had she been made to do after her master had come in her mouth? She would have cleaned him, of course, but after that? Would she go back to the dungeon, to lay in chains on the damp stones, in the darkness, the eyes of rats upon her, the straw her only covering? How grateful would such a girl be to continue to lie instead upon cushions, to even see the light of day? Happily would she suck and spread for even the lowest of his soldiers, even for his male slaves. Yes, there was no end to the possibilities, to the mind-blowing delight and cruelty.
“Annie, that is enough,” he offered, more softly now as she continued to lick and lap and serve, his balls in her mouth, his prick pressing the cartilage of her nose.
He made her rise to her feet and then wrapped her in a thick towel. “You are cold, let me warm you.”
Merritt could not keep herself upright. She had no balance without her hands and she was as weak as a kitten. Petrok had to catch her and scoop her up in his strong arms. Though barely into his second decade, he had a man’s broad shoulders and a man’s ability to comfort. He was a natural at dominating, and she could almost succumb to the role of Annie, if it were not for the fact that she already had a life. One that did not include being the man’s play toy.”
“Petrok, put me down, I must get ready to go to the Institute.”
 “Pretty Annie,” he whispered, eyes faraway.
“Petrok, enough. I’m not a doll. I’m a grown woman.”
He set her down. She could see the little pout in his lip and at once she despised him for his weakness. If he’d intended to stake a claim with the two males already ahead of him in line, he would have had to show a lot more maxi. 
Good grief, had she said two? Was she thinking of Belok as a real man?
“I hope you have a very nice day,” said Petrok, fitting the tiny key in the lock of the cuffs. “I shall never forget our time together.”
Merritt ignored his sudden kindness. The last thing she could afford now was to fall in love. “I will want breakfast. Coffee, toast, no butter. And one egg. Over easy. Can you remember?”
He bowed stiffly. “Yes, ma'am.”
“Good. And please phone me if anyone comes to fetch me from the Institute. I will come down as quickly as I can, though they may have to wait for me.”
He bowed once more, clicking his heels smartly like Ladislak. “Your wish is my command.”
If there was any irony in his voice over the command stuff, she missed it. He was way too young, she concluded, sorting through clothes for the right outfit. She needed someone older. Like her father. Or Simon. When she thought of Belok, she laughed.
“Seven hundred years,” she said out loud, selecting a pink silk blouse and black skirt. “Now there would be one whopper of an age difference.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Five
 
 
The limousine wound its way through the narrow, cobblestone streets of Vistya, Zuravia’s crowning jewel and seat of her governance, past and present. Named for a woman who Simon said could have been her twin, though not a single picture had survived her death in the seven centuries ago. Vistya. The very same name the ghost had called her in the middle of the night. A ghost answering to the name of Belok, who somehow had influenced her thousands of miles away to go against every grain in her practical character and buy handcuffs with which to bind herself under his orders. 
Just a few of the mysteries, Merritt mused, in a land brimming with them.
If only she could trust her mind to ponder all the things it needed to. As it was, she was fighting feelings, irrational impulses telling her to be not a scholar but a woman. A female, ready to catch the eye of every passing male, to attract their attention with the curves of her body, the turn of her hip, the pout of her lips, the scent of her skin.
These were dangerous feelings and potentially destructive. Who knew what a man, or men, might do reading such signals? What was it exactly she was begging for anyway, in her subconscious, against her higher will? Did she want to be chained to another bed, open and hot to any and all takers? Put over the lap of some brute or bullied in another interrogation room, taunted with tales of female abuse till she creamed in her panties like a traitorous little slut?
Lady Vistya, she intoned, following the formula of age-old entreaty. Help me. Keep me safe from my enemies. 
And, she added for good measure, from myself.
Whoever it is I turn out to be.
Merritt redirected herself for the moment to sightseeing. They were in the old district now, the portion originally built during Belok’s reign. A half dozen major fires had raged through in the centuries since then along with floods and the tide of too many wars to count. For the simple working people, the descendants of the peasants, their troubles dated to the death of the Dark Prince. In his day, Zuravia was a power in its own right, and there was no nation that did not give the prince his due. Though his reign was short, he had done much to balance the might of East and West, allowing for the eventual rise of many stable nations out of areas that had once been battle zones or outposts for faraway potentates.
Belok had made enemies, to be sure, but he also amassed friends. When he heard of a certain noble cheating his serfs out of their portion of the crops, Belok had marched on the man’s castle and laid siege. Upon surrender, the guilty party was stripped of rank and all his wealth. Naked, tethered by the neck to the prince’s horse, he was marched out to meet the offended serfs. They were allowed to kick and spit at him to their hearts content and then, afterwards, to assume power over him as slave to the village.
It was a rare act of mercy on Belok’s part to let the greedy baron live. More often than not his enemies were impaled or burnt alive. As it was, the baron’s family was dealt with harshly and both the man’s wife and his two adult daughters were given to the male serfs to be raped. Afterwards, Belok allowed them to choose one amongst the three to receive recompense for the rapes, whilst the other two would receive nothing.
The mother insisted upon being the one to receive the reward, since she was oldest and had given birth to the daughters. Belok smiled upon the woman. “I had thought as much,” he nodded, whereupon he had the mother impaled and gave the daughters a hundred ducats of gold apiece.
“Behold the reward of greed,” he told them by way of a lesson. 
As in all of Belok’s lessons, what it taught most fundamentally was fear. Blind terror and obedience to his dread person and his dread laws. Still, there was in his regime, according to the annals, virtually no crime and little in the way of fraud or deception. So total was his power that at the beginning of his reign he had had a golden goblet placed unguarded in the middle of the main square of the city filled with precious stones. The day of his death, the chalice was removed, intact, not a jewel missing. 
It was no wonder there was a faction even now looking for a return to such a pristine notion of law and order operating under a brutal dictator. Merritt thought of the colonel, and how vehement he had become, losing his cool and pounding the table as he warned her of the danger. She was not so much a fool as to think that she, a mere academic, might not become a pawn in such a high stakes game of politics.
For now, she watched the faces in the windows, the wash hung on the line, strung between centuries old streets, winding narrow ways, the tall stone buildings once home to cobblers and black smiths, wood workers and stitchers of whole cloth. It was odd she’d never seen a picture of the Institute. All she really knew was the enthusiasm of Dr. Karisvan, his exuberant e-mails and impassioned accounts of his people’s history. He’d courted Merritt for months, having seen her most recent journal article on the social fabric of Zuravia during Belok’s rule. He thought her a genius and had promised her access to records and artifacts unknown to the rest of the world.
Her appetite had been whetted. Against the advice of her colleagues, especially Lena, she’d agreed to spend her sabbatical here, cataloguing and reviewing the Institute’s rare collection. It was to have been a dry, intellectual endeavor, but now she feared it was opening channels to her emotions as well, not to mention her loins.
The limo driver, a man just three feet tall with a beaming smile and adorable blue eyes, was working hard to negotiate the hairpin turns. More than once she thought the vehicle would get stuck in the narrow streets, which were made for horses and carts not autos. But each time he squeaked through onto the next challenge. When at last they reached a main thoroughfare, Merritt was surprised to see looming ahead a massive structure of steel and stone like a walled fortress surrounding a dismal compound. 
This was hardly the academic-looking campus she’d expected. 
When the limo failed to turn before the main gate, Merritt leaned forward. “Have we made a wrong turn?” she inquired of Piko, the nickname her driver had given her by way of introduction in the hotel lobby.
“No, ma’am,” he answered, his high-pitched voice full of solemnity. “We’ve arrived at the Institute.”
“But this looks more like a prison.”
The uniformed guard at the gate gave the car a looking over and peered into the back seat where Merritt was sitting. Feeling slightly uncomfortable under his gaze, she tugged at the hem of her skirt. 
“Oh, it was a prison,” Piko replied, easing the car through in response to the guard’s stiff wave. “Years ago when the Soviets were here. This was the Central Prison. A very bad place, ma’am, I promise you.”
Merritt felt the blood drain from her face. “Did you say the Central Prison?”
“People were tortured here,” he swung the car hard to the left, passing under rows of rusty barbed wire strung like Christmas lights between two unoccupied guardhouses. “A sad part of our history. They say it was very hard on the women.”
Merritt looked compulsively out the rear window. The gate had been shut, the heavy woven steel frame rolled back across the opening. For all intents and purposes, she was trapped here just like the females Ladislak had told her about. The ones transported in trucks, their clothes torn off, their bodies abused. Piko drove them into the main courtyard, stopping in front of a stone entranceway leading, Merritt could only assume, to the inner recesses of the prison. There was a portcullis raised, and beyond this, nothing but darkness.
Piko ran round to open the door for her. Merritt’s head was down, between her knees. She was dizzy and sick to her stomach, thinking about the poor girls, how they’d been forced from the truck nude, under thousands of lust-filled, criminal eyes.
“Ma’am, are you all right? Can I help you with anything?”
“Of course you can’t, you diminutive imbecile,” snapped a female voice, crisp and cold. “You’re of no use to anyone, yourself included.”
“Ileana.” Piko’s gossamer voice filled with sudden dread. “I didn’t hear you coming.”
“No? Well perhaps you’ll hear better if I box your ears. Now run along to the armory, the halberds need polishing.”
“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.” With that he was off, like a nervous little rabbit or gerbil. 
“I am Ileana,” the woman extended her black gloved hand to a wide-eyed and suddenly alert Merritt. “I work here with Dr. Karisvan.”
Merritt took Ileana's hand, allowing the woman to help her out. Ileana was several inches taller than her, the effect of her height multiplied by the spike heeled black boots. The handshake was feminine enough, but the slender, three-inch nail fingers sent little jolts of electricity through Merritt’s body. Ileana’s hair was black as a raven’s wing, and she wore it in a topknot. Her long legs were covered in black leather pants and boots. She wore a white blouse with loose sleeves and a leather vest. She was slender, but there was a sinewy strength about her, a coiled power like that of a cat. Merritt thought her beautiful with her black eyes and high cheekbones, but there was a cruelty about the jaw that made her uneasy.
The rapier at her waist did little to reassure on that score.
“I trust you’ve had an interesting journey so far?” Ileana’s eyebrow was up and she wasn’t letting go of Merritt’s hand. From the tone, Merritt had the distinct impression the woman already knew something of what had happened to her.
Merritt forced a smile. “Just the usual. Getting acclimated to the time change and all.”
“The time change, yes, of course,” she replied coolly.
Unless the professor missed her guest, she was being trifled with like a tiny mouse in the clutches of a cat. “I should like to meet Dr. Karisvan. I’ve been waiting so long, you understand.”
 The woman’s lips curled, bloodless. “Not as long as we’ve been waiting for you, my dear. Won’t you follow me?”
This last remark sent a definite chill down Merritt’s spine. Silently, she fell in behind the tall, stately beauty, her buttocks insolently but subtly swaying as she walked through the archway. Merritt felt instant claustrophobia as she left behind the sun and sky. The jagged stone corridor was rather like a storm drain, semi-circular with small, caged bulbs on the ceiling, and shadows that hung heavy in the air.
“We have found this facility to be ideally suited for our needs,” Ileana explained, punching a code into a box beside a windowless steel door midway down. “The climate can be controlled perfectly, and there is no concern for security. The relics, you understand must be protected at all costs.”
Relics. Like the colonel’s coin that transported the holder back in time?
“Of course.” Merritt’s heart quickened as the door gave way, creaking loudly. It was in her mind still a prison, a place where human beings were abused and humiliated, and how anyone could forget that was beyond her.
The door opened into a cellblock, huge and empty, framed with steel and iron and leftover misery
“This was the women’s section,” Ileana pointed to the long rows of bars rising on both sides of them, two stories high with a narrow connecting catwalk of rusted iron. “The girls were often housed four or five to a cell. They were kept in irons, their only clothing a short smock and a bandana for their hair. Shoes were a privilege. Most of them went barefoot, and there was no underwear allowed under any circumstances.”
Merritt fought to keep her objectivity. The very idea of a population of females, deprived of the most basic human rights, even of decent clothing was more than she could bear. It enraged her and yet she had to know more. 
“The girls were often violated, were they not?”
Ileana’s ravenous smile crept up the sides of her chiseled cheekbones. “You see the cell bars?” she gestured overhead. “At any given time you would have seen three, maybe four girls chained to the outside of them, facing front or back, naked and spread eagled for the use of anyone passing by. The guards, the trustees, even some of the male prisoners. They were also available for the whip or cane.”
Merritt felt the mounting heat between her legs, familiar yet deeply troubling. “As punishment, I assume?”
“Sometimes. Then again, the guards often did these things just because they could. Things were not so liberal under the communists.”
Merritt noted the nostalgic tone, the sense of loss, not unlike what she’d heard in Colonel Ladislak’s voice. 
“We can be thankful we live in more enlightened times,” Merritt said pointedly.
“Enlightenment, yes.” Ileana eyed her, the gaze making her squirm. “Come,” she took her hand. “I will show you something else before we met Dr. Karisvan.”
She felt like a school child being led conspiratorially. There was no mistaking, however, the commanding presence of the woman, the way she was pulling Merritt without regard for her wishes. “Here,” she stopped in front of a tiny rectangular door about three feet high. “Behind this was special detention.”
Merritt shook her head. “I don’t see how anyone could get in or out.”
Ileana bent and opened the latch. “Go inside, you’ll see everything you need to.”
She laughed, concealing her terror as she looked into the pitch black hole. “I couldn’t possibly fit.”
“On all fours. That is how it’s done.”
The blood was pounding in her head. Ileana couldn’t be serious, could she? Admittedly she was curious, but this was too much.
Merritt cried out at the feel of the cold, encircling steel on her neck.
“For demonstration purposes,” Ileana informed her, snapping the metal collar in place. Ileana was behind her where Merritt couldn’t see. “There’s a stun device built-in. To avoid the shocks, the girls were required to be absolutely obedient. Observe.”
The sudden charge burned into the back of Merritt’s neck and down her spine. “Stop it!” she cried.
“Just get on your knees and it’ll stop,” Ileana offered casually, as though this were some abstract lecture. 
Merritt dropped onto the cold, hard prison floor.
“Good. Now get on all fours and crawl. Go on, have a look. You can’t tell anything from out here.”
It was hot inside, cloying and uncomfortably cramped. Right above her head, pressing the knot of her pony tail she could feel the steel mesh. It was the same at her hips and under her knees. “Ileana, I’m frightened,” she called out, hating her own weakness.
Ileana closed the metal door and bolted it. The next time she heard Ileana, it was through a speaker overhead. “I want you to have the full effect. Give me a minute, I’ll turn on the lights.”
The fluorescents were blinding. Like night to day in a single flash. When she finally adjusted her eyes, she nearly died from what she saw. Merritt had been locked inside a tiny crawlspace lined with cages, each barely large enough for a full sized dog.
“Go to number six. That is how it was worked. Each girl had an assigned box.”
“I don’t want to. Let me out, Ileana.”
Merritt screamed as Ileana treated her to a second shock, larger than the first. She could almost taste the electricity now, eating at her flesh, welling up into her throat. “I’ll do as you say. Please, don’t hurt me anymore.”
“The numbers are up above. You’ll have to back into it,” said Ileana, shutting off the juice.
Merritt found the right one. But not before losing both her pumps and tearing her stockings to shreds. With shameful eagerness born of a determination to avoid any more pain, she shuffled past then reversed herself, arse first. Her nose had barely cleared the opening when the balls of her feet met the back wall.
“The girls would have to say when they were in. Repeat the words, 'Female special detention prisoner six ready for lock up.'”
“Female special detention prisoner six ready for lockup,” she managed from her dry, scratchy throat.
“Clear,” announced Ileana. There was a flash of red light from the end of the crawl way and then the cage door began to slide down from somewhere above the mesh. Its motion was smooth and rhythmic, obviously motorized.
“Prisoner six,” Ileana announced crisply. “Confirm lockup.”
“Prisoner six,” Merritt fell into the cadence, her world reduced to a small cube of interlacing metal rods, “is now locked up.”
Her own words made it real. She was confined like an animal, at Ileana’s mercy.
“Prisoners were left here days at a time. You can see it’s impossible to stand or squat or even stretch out. The best thing is to lie on one’s side. To piss, you have to just stay on all fours over the grate right in the middle.
She cringed at the thought of being reduced to such a state.
“Doctor Fisher, are you still with us?”
“Yes,” she whispered, barely able to find her voice. “I’m here.”
“There were dishes for water and food. Obviously, the actual prisoners were naked, except for their chains. I know you’re curious as a historian about punishment which is why I’m telling you all this. The place was nicknamed the kennel, and a girl would do anything to avoid it. Anything at all, Doctor Fisher. You can’t tell, but behind you there are openings for devices to be inserted. Any sort of stick or object could be shoved through the front as well. If the guards were feeling particularly cruel, they might force a prisoner to impale her mouth, cunt, or arse in order to avoid the shock of the collar. Another game was to feed them endless amounts of water through a tube, then punish them for pissing.”
“I—I’d like to get out now.” She was trying to keep her panic at bay to no effect. “Please?” Tearing at the collar, she choked back the tears. If the doors didn’t open soon, she was going to be screaming or begging.
 “Belok would have appreciated our modern technology, no?”
“Enough,” Merritt whimpered, grabbing at the bars, the sounds and smells and tastes of suffering girls filling her senses. “I can’t stand it any longer.”
Ileana turned on the juice, hard enough to make her scream just for a second. “It’s only a demonstration. Surely you’re not ready to quit? How else do you expect to learn about the prince’s world? This is a luxury hotel compared to Belok’s dungeon. Here there’s sanitation, good light, clean water, and not a single rat. Can you imagine what his female slaves would have done to avoid being cast into his pit of darkness?”
“Anything,” Merritt breathed, the terror blending in her mind with the profoundly helpless arousal manifest in her breasts and loins and belly.
“Touch yourself, Merritt. Tear at your panties and tell me how wet you are. And don’t lie. I’ve a camera trained on you right now.”
Merritt pulled mindlessly at the confining stockings and underwear. She was consumed with the need to plunge into herself, to feel the juices, to announce the reality to the cool, dispassionate eye of authority above her. “Oh God, I’m drenched,” she groaned, feeling the seeping moisture, the swollen lips. 
Ileana activated the collar. “No masturbating, Merritt. That was not permitted the prisoners.”
Merritt writhed, the renewed pain melding in her mind with the sexual hunger. She was kicking out at the cage’s confines, her clothes stuck to her with sweat, the sex juice dribbling from her into the grate, the way her piss would have to if she were confined too long. She wanted desperately to touch herself, and tried, but each time the pain cranked higher. Spikes, up and down, slicing her open, leaving her a confused, melted down mass of flesh. And somewhere in the middle, the orgasms came, though she wasn’t sure if it was by manual stimulation, shock or both.
On and on it went, until the world dissolved and Merritt began to feel a womb-like comfort, a sense of secret self fulfillment, knowing she could feel these things safely in her very own cage and that a woman, by voice alone and electronic link could bring her to such a place of bliss, a place from which she did not wish to return. But all such experiences must come to an end and eventually the cage door whirred back open. Merritt shuffled obediently out, her keeper’s voice alone doing the trick now, the girl having been conditioned to respond to it as to the electricity.
“Excellent, you have real stamina,” Ileana praised as Merritt’s head popped out of the kennel and into the sterile, institutional cavern of the main prison. 
Merritt wanted to say something nasty, but the experience had rendered her passive and despite her best intentions, she felt a sense of joy at having pleased this harsh, complicated woman. “Thank you,” she said meekly.
Ileana helped her to her feet. “Look at you, all covered in sweat. We can’t have you meet the director like this, can we?”
Merritt got a good look at her bare foot self. There was a tear in her panties, the stockings were ruined and her blouse was plastered to her bra-covered breast, the sweat thick on her skin. A wriggle of her toes reminded her the shoes were still in the crawl space. “My new pumps,” she lamented with a strange detachment, almost like being drunk “I just bought those at the mall. Do you know when the salesman put his fingers on my feet, massaging them before he put those shoes on? I got so hot I wanted him to fuck me. It was like there was this little invisible cord running up my leg from his fingers to my crotch.”
Ileana removed the collar and took her arm like they were best school chums. “Listen to you, all silly and flirty. Come on, dear, let’s get you something different to wear.”
Merritt’s surreal glow lasted the whole way to the director’s office. Ileana was filling her in the whole way about facets of the Institute’s varied work. Merritt tried to pay attention, at least, to the things pertaining to Belok and the priceless collection housed in the horrible old prison, but it was difficult in her current state of mind. She did notice the suits of armor in the corridor leading to the old warden’s office and some of the paintings on the wall.
The scenes were out of Belok’s life: various depictions of carnage, crucifixions, and, of course his favorite torture, impalement. There were also images of women, young and old, being stripped and beaten and tortured. In each one, despite the obvious mayhem, there was on the female’s face an expression of total bliss as if they were beholding some angelic vision instead of submitting to outrageous violation and sexual subjugation.
“Watch your step,” Ileana chimed, helping her round the last turn. It was a very long corridor, or at least it seemed that way. The red carpet and museum-like décor of this section of the interior seemed out of place for a prison, but probably it had all been remodeled. Merritt continued to engage herself in various practical thoughts of this sort all the way to the warden’s outer office.
“The director is occupied for the moment,” Ileana told her, “but the secretary will be of help.”
The door was open and when they looked in, they saw a slim young redhead with her bare feet on the reception desk, filing her nails. The first thing Merritt noted was that the girl was like a doll and that her long hair was very beautiful.
“Becca, I do hope you’re comfortable,” said Ileana, her pleasant veneer masking ominous undertones.
The girl, already pale, turned white as any ghost. Dropping the nail file, she leaped from the chair and ran around to the front of the desk, smoothing her pleated black skirt. “Ileana, I didn’t know you were coming.”
She’s acting just like Piko the driver, thought Merritt. Not that she could blame her after the little demonstration in the cellblock.
“Well now you do. Becca, have you finished watering the plants?”
“I—I didn’t know I was supposed to,” she stammered, a look of doom descending across her pretty features. 
Familiar, thought Merritt. And that voice.
“We’ll deal with that later, Becca. For now, I’d like you to greet our guest. Becca, this is Merritt. Merritt, this is Dr. Karisvan's new secretary, Rebecca Gray.”
“It’s a pleasure,” beamed the lithe, very feminine woman, her voice chipper and quite British.
Merritt took the girl’s hand. “Likewise.”
“Becca, why don’t you run back to the wardrobe and look for something in Miss Fisher’s size.”
“Doctor Fisher,” Merritt corrected, the girl’s upbeat presence helping her to feel normal again.
Becca gave a quick darting glance between the two, her wide eyes obviously shocked that someone was questioning the stalwart Ileana.
“You’re making it worse on yourself,” said Ileana to Becca, “with every second you delay.”
Becca lowered her eyes. “Yes, Ileana. I’ll be right back, I swear.”
“It would be best if we keep what’s happening here to ourselves. Don’t you agree?” said Ileana while the woman was gone.
“Yes, I think so, too,” she agreed quickly, though she had to wonder, was the woman afraid of what the director might say or do if he knew about her little stunt with the collar and the cage? Did the man have some hold over this seemingly invincible woman? And for that matter, did Merritt herself now have that same hold?
Becca returned a moment later with a sleeveless blue dress. “These might do.”
“What about underwear?” She wanted to know.
“We haven’t any,” said Ileana. 
“Actually, we do,” Becca countered, trying to be helpful.
Ileana snapped her fingers. “Assume the position.”
The chastised red head opened her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Merritt was treated at once to a gorgeous view of her sweetly nestled crotch, the skin smoothly shaven round her thick nether lips. She went for the blouse next, ignoring the shoes, stockings and garters. It was only when Merritt saw the creamy tits and sculpted belly that she remembered.
She had seen this girl and heard her voice, too. For this Rebecca Gray, the young 21st century woman was exactly the same, detail for detail as the English girl, the feisty prisoner tamed by Belok’s whip. Somehow she’d gotten into Merritt’s dream.
Becca bent face down over the desk hugging it. Her narrow waist pressed the edge, while the top surface was squashing her tits flat. For maximum exposure, she had her legs wide apart.
Ileana pulled the cane from a round, brass stand near the woman’s left leg. There were numerous welts and bruises on Becca's buttocks and the back of her thighs indicating she’d been punished this way before. 
.“It pleases me to break you, Becca.” Ileana struck her, a horizontal blow, dead center on her arse with the thin, bamboo rod. “But not too fast. Do you think it’s any accident you can still defy me as you do?” She hit her again, much harder. “It’s intentional, I assure you. I allow you to retain little scraps of will so I can enjoy taking them from you later on. And take them, I will. Till there’s nothing left of you but a crawling, cringing little pet.”
 The third blow was more savage still, inducing Becca to moan, her lips glued to the desk, her hair a corona of disarray about her head. “Mercy, mistress.”
Twice more the secretary was struck. The groans grew deeper. Something in her was changing. Instead of recoiling, she was lifting herself, almost dancing in her prone position, the arse twitching, rising and falling as if under its own power. From deep in her throat, the cries took on a cadence, a pattern, almost musical. 
“You beat me, mistress, but you don’t command me. Another holds my soul and owns my body.”
“Silence!” shrieked Ileana. “Or I’ll flay the skin from your arse, you stupid little slut.”
Turning to Merritt, she ordered her out of the room. Merritt took a step backward, clutching the dress to her chest.
“Do it,” Ileana threatened. “Leave us alone, or else.”
Merritt backed into the door, reaching behind for the knob. Ileana had already forgotten her as she leaned over the helpless, nude girl, taunting her.
“I’ll show you who owns you, cunt. You’ll take the cane up your arse and you’ll come for me, as many times as I tell you to, understand?”
Becca laughed, the sound eerie and unearthly. “Yes, ma’am,” she mocked, speaking from some other place, faraway, yet dangerously close at the same time. Merritt could hear her crying out her strangely ironic surrender as the closed the door, the dress still in her trembling hands.
“Psst,” whispered a small voice, “would you like me to show you where to clean up and change?”
She was never so glad to see another human being as she was to see the beaming midget. “Piko. You’re a life saver.”
He flushed deeply, puffing out his chest. “For you, pretty lady. I’d do anything.”
She bent to kiss his cheek. “I may hold you to that one day.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Six
 
 
Dr. Karisvan was a portly man, his large moon cheeks practically swallowing the wire spectacles. In all of Zuravia, he was the first man of real girth she’d seen.
“Doctor Fisher, I can scarcely believe it’s true. You are here at last,” he exuded, greeting her at the entrance to his office, the sweat drops appearing before her very eyes above his upper lip and along the line of his receding auburn hair.
Her hand was swallowed in his, balloon-like. “It is a joy for me, as well.”
Karisvan wiped the back of his neck with a cloth, dabbing at the roll of skin just above his starched white collar. Like Colonel Ladislak, he wore a suit that could easily have passed as 1960’s Politburo. “There is so much to show you and so much to talk about, Dr. Fisher.”
“Ileana gave me a brief tour,” she probed to see what his response might be.
The director’s eyes flitted left, then right as if someone might be listening. “A tour, yes. So much to see.”
Merritt tried to gauge from the dilation of his pupils what sort of drug the man might be on. He hardly seemed drunk, but there was something off base about him. She couldn't put her finger on it. “I wonder if I could see a few of the prize pieces. The swords, for instance. Or the Chalice of Hrabon.”
“The Chalice.” He licked his lips, the eyes faraway as though contemplating something delicious to eat but altogether untouchable. “Certainly, we must see it first before anything else. You will follow me, then?”
She did her best to keep up. For a large man, he moved fast, though she could swear he was gliding more than actually walking. She kept her focus straight ahead, not trusting herself to look to either side. Especially when they passed the women’s cells again and the infamous door into the kennel.
“I trust you’ve been well taken care of?” he inquired, stopping at a set of thick iron doors with a keypad on the wall.
Merritt flushed red, not wanting him to know that his assistant had locked her in a punishment cage, making her come all over herself like a little bitch in heat. “Thank you, yes. Ileana explained something to me of the history of the facility. Quite unusual, wouldn’t you say. A museum and institute housed in a notorious prison?”
He looked at his oxfords, a nervous smile playing at his lips. “Notorious, yes. That it is.” 
There was a beeping sound, and Merritt saw now it was an elevator they were waiting for. 
“After you,” he waved her in with a puffy, pink hand, the sleeve of his jacket shrinking back half way to his elbow.
She watched him push the button marked “T”, the first initial of the Zuravian word for basement. “Ileana is more than just your assistant, isn’t she?” Merritt asked on a whim.
The doctor flashed her a pained expression, returning his gaze quickly to his shoes as though at any moment they might do something untoward. “Ileana, yes, a quite important person here,” he mumbled, sounding more like an idiot savant than the curator of the most important Belok collection in the world. 
The elevator opened into a narrow, dank passageway.
“Follow me,” he instructed, as if she had a choice. 
Merritt enjoyed this underground level even less than the cell blocks upstairs. She felt like she was choking this far down. Like some of the pedestrian tunnels in the really deep tube stations she’d seen in the London underground, the ones with areas still cordoned off from damage during Hitler’s Blitz. She hadn’t been able to imagine how people could get used to those tunnels every day. But this was like being buried alive.
In an effort to suppress her fears, Merritt tried to calculate the age of the place. The architecture was a mishmash of styles, the walls made of ancient stone adorned with both medieval torch holders and modern, caged incandescent bulbs. At one point, she spotted a carved gargoyle that appeared to be staring at an aerial bombardment warning on the opposite wall.
“You will find down here many of the devices preferred by Belok,” the director explained as he waddled down the vaulted corridor. “For use in his…inquiries.”
Merritt was left to fill in the blanks. He was obviously referring to torture devices, though the man seemed to enjoy speaking elliptically and obliquely. 
“I'm surprised they didn’t just tear the place down,” she vented, hugging herself against the damp chill in the air.
“This is history, doctor. The great, great uncle of The Prince was the first to burrow down here in times of trouble. In the Second World War, it was occupied by the Nazis, then finally the communists.”
Merritt’s breath caught in her chest as it occurred to her that this had been his place, too. The Dark One. Had he walked this very corridor, throwing some prisoner in a cell or visiting mayhem on some female?
“Belok is often misjudged,” the director was saying now, as if carrying on some dialogue in his head. “When it comes to brutality, what can compare with the records of the world’s largest companies today? All the pollution, the environmental destruction, the abuse of the workers and the elderly.”
He fished in his pocket for a set of keys. The iron door was rusty with a grate-like opening towards the bottom. Merritt felt a wave of panic. The scraping of the key in the lock was cutting her open, baring her heart and soul. What was on the other side? Who had been here before? Clenching her fists, she had an almost irresistible urge to throw herself on the man’s mercy, begging him to let her go or else to tear the dress from her body and throw her to the floor. She pictured him as the jailer and her, the naked prisoner, desperate to avoid her punishment. She would do anything just like Ileana said. Cringing while licking the man’s body, her sandpaper tongue cleaning the sweat from him inch-by-inch, over his face and back, his heavy balls, his hanging penis, even his huge arse if he were to command it.
On her knees before him, obsequious, shivering in her chains and collar, not a stitch of clothing to protect her skin. Her own body, her tiny tongue, her surrender to her pain the only bargaining mechanism. And yet knowing she has nothing to give that does not already belong to him, to the prison, to the state. She is property, and she must lick well if she is to have any hope of escaping torture. 
“Are you quite well, Doctor Fisher?”
She snapped from her reverie, forcing a business-like smile. “Quite well. Just anxious to get on with my research.”
“Of course. I think you shall find the answers in here. Maybe not just the professional ones, but your personal, ones, too.”
Merritt stiffened. Was this a promise of mayhem or just another riddle? Her mind flashed with an image of Simon, and for a split second she wished for her aloof, cruel protector. Over his knee, she told herself, was an infinitely better place to be than this cold darkness.
“Belok did not invent the notion of justice through physical correction,” the director’s voice echoed in the sterile darkness. “But he was perhaps the most creative practitioner of the art.”
The overhead lights clicked on dramatically and Merritt beheld the gray stone room, gray and dismal. The only other color was the floor, which was painted bright red. It was perhaps thirty feet by thirty feet and along every wall were machines, medieval contraptions of metal and wood, intended to cause excruciating pain to victims, most of whom had been female and naked.
“The so-called iron maiden was popular throughout all of Europe,” he gestured to the mummy-shaped cage of metal with inward facing spikes. “Though to our knowledge, only Belok added the feature of sexual mayhem.”
Merritt regarded the prongs, crotch level, mounted on swinging brackets. With these, a female could be violated fore and aft the whole time of her torture.
“The wooden dowels on this otherwise garden variety rack serve the same purpose. And here is one of my favorites,” he waddled down the line like some sort of toy wind-up doll. “A prisoner could be suspended upside down with her head in a small cage at the same time.”
Merritt felt the room begin to spin. On every side were things to hurt and subjugate, things to make a woman crawl and beg and long for the simple pleasure of being raped by a man, of kneeling in a well-lighted throne room sucking her prince in front of an enthusiastic audience.
For support, she gripped the heavy armrest of a punishment chair, complete with leather straps and a wedge to splay the thighs. If she didn’t steady herself now, she’d wind up fainting again like at the airport. And she couldn’t afford that, not now, not here. Seeking her discipline, she focused on the stern face of Simon, his statue-like presence in her hotel room chair, legs casually spread, arms relaxed, eyes and voice fearsome and dictatorial. 
Strip and shower, fix me a drink, girl, and lie across my la; your cunt here, and your arse there. 
How angry he’d made her then. And how angry she was now. He’d told her to be intent on obeying him. So where was he now to guide her? Why was he allowing her to be exposed to such obvious danger? And what kind of academic institution established itself in a former totalitarian prison? And what sort of director had assistants who caged visitors, collared and electrocuted them and then, in full witness of these guests, caned the arse of his naked secretary?
“Doctor Fisher, are you in need of some water?”
The voice was coming out of the end of an auditory tunnel. She could feel his fleshy fingers on her bare arm, but she couldn’t make her body respond. Dimly, she knew she was leaning forward across the machine and that it was holding her up.
“No,” she said, thinking of the bowls from which the special detention prisoners drank, with little more dignity than dogs. “That won’t be necessary.”
A jolt of the collar was what she needed. Irrationally, she felt for it, confirming its absence on her neck. Did the prisoners come to treasure that kind of control; that sure sign from the brutalizing males around them that they were worth possessing and intimately dominating? 
“The Chalice,” Merritt straightened bravely, refusing to abase herself before yet another male. “I should like to see the Chalice of Hrabon now.”
The director, his huge frame flanked by a reclining spiked table and a display of whips and metal scourges, pinched his face, bending towards her in what nearly passed for intimate concern. “The Chalice,” he agreed, his thoughts flitting off again like a butterfly. “The secret of Belok’s power, no? If one puts stock in such…stories.”
There were many stories. Some said he’d forged the cup from armor stolen from a demon horde, others that he had bargained with the devil himself, trading his soul for uncanny powers, and perhaps even immortality. In all the stories was a common denominator. The Chalice required blood to work. Drops of it, spilt one by one from the bodies of his slave girls while incantations were spoken. Vistya’s blood, too, was said to have been taken in great quantities by the man.
“The air is so damp. Is the Chalice down here? I should be concerned with its preservation,” she said.
Karisvan licked his lips, a quick dart of tongue. Merritt imagined the drops of sweat were something sweet to him like lemonade or a bit of root beer. “It is hermetically sealed. Utterly protected from all enemies, natural and artificial. Even a modern army, Doctor Fisher, would find this place impregnable. Our chairman has spared no expense.”
“You mean Count Rochescu? The Head of the Institute Board?”
She knew of him, of course. He was a powerful man in Zuravia, patriarch of one of the oldest land owning families and the leaded of the ultra nationalist party. Already twice during the campaign he had come under fire from liberals for remarks seeming to praise aspects of the law and order prevalent under Belok’s reign. It didn’t take a world class detective to figure out he was one of the ones Colonel Ladislak had been talking about. Maybe even the ringleader.
Was this who Simon was after, too?
The director appeared to be screening an invisible movie once again, somewhere over her shoulder. “The count, yes. Such a complicated title.”
“I guess it fits for an old country, though, doesn’t it?” 
The director nodded, his face scrunching into a pained smile, though the gesture appeared to have nothing to do with her question. “We should go, doctor.”
As he closed and meticulously locked the door it occurred to Merritt for the first time that this so-called defunct prison with all its museum pieces could quite easily be made functional once again. In one sense it was to the extent the cages had held her and would have continued to hold her forever if Ileana had willed it.
The thought also crossed her mind that Belok’s terror equipment seemed remarkably well preserved. The ropes were fresh, the metal free from rust and oiled. The floor was conveniently painted blood red with grates opening beneath.
“I'm amazed that you have been able to preserve the Cup all these centuries,” Merritt remarked, forcing the casual tone even as she hustled to catch up with the fast walking director, putting as much distance between her and the torture room.
“Yes, quite a story, in itself,” he huffed, the exertion of the corridor walk taking its toll. “At the time of the Desecration, it was nearly lost to the invaders. A foot soldier, loyal to the Prince found it amidst the rubble and preserved it. It passed through the ranks of his descendants, one of whom eventually donated it to us.”
Merritt was quite familiar with this Desecration. Elsewhere in Europe it was referred to as the Liberation, a monumental battle in which the forces of ten surrounding kingdoms finally succeeded in destroying Belok’s army and sacking his castle. 
“A piece of history,” he continued. “And yet there are those who say the Chalice will be brought to life once more and the Prince will return to make Zuravia strong again.”
“Old superstitions die hard.”
The director laughed, his voice hollow and tinny. “Quite so, doctor.” 
Was it her imagination, or was there a tinge of irony in his tone?
The Chalice of Hrabon was located in an old solitary confinement cell at the other end of the passageway. It was a high tech affair with laser trip lights, a state of the art humidification system and a bulletproof glass chamber. 
The man’s voice lowered to a near whisper as they beheld it together in all its brilliance “Some say that the cup Belok placed in the city square was a double of this one.”
“No one touched it for the entire period of his reign,” Merritt recited the famous tale.
“Would you like to touch this one?” The director’s face was suddenly animated. Before she could even respond, his thick fingers were working the buttons on the faceplate of the glass chamber. A few seconds later, there was a mechanical whir and a portion of the glass slid aside. The man’s tongue was thrust through his lips as he reached for it, his eyes reflecting the red of the encrusted rubies, the pink of his flesh vibrating against the brilliant gold as he clenched the stem of the ancient goblet lifting and pulling it towards her.
“I couldn’t,” said Merritt, but it was too late, she was already cradling it, feeling its weight against her breast. It was heavy and took two hands to hold. “It’s so cold.”
“The blood of Vistya,” the director was repeating under his breath, almost like a chant.
She looked down into the black depths of the bowl. The thing was so heavy and ponderous. Where it touched her was like frostbite. But she couldn’t let go. She had to see for herself. Had the blood of Belok’s wife really spilled into this chalice? Had he used it to collect her life force to perpetuate some devil’s bargain?
Merritt felt herself collapsing. Her energy being sapped where her fingers touched the metal, the edge of the gold, the rim almost rubbing on her nipples. The director was chanting, and she felt so very sexy, so totally horny. From left to right, she slid the object, punishing her breasts, flattening them. She wanted to be naked, wanted it to be on her bare flesh. Here at her bosom and lower down. 
Yes, Merritt wanted to be taken. To bathe in the wine of this cup, the juice of her submission, the red blood of the pierced virgin. Cold, cruel metal hammered upon the anvil of the gods into the shape of male superiority. Chains for her to wear, shackles, anklets and a collar, smooth permanent fixtures, marks of her possession. And then the red-hot iron, itself kissing her flesh. Branding her with the master’s mark. Then and only then will she be ready for what she craves. Complete and utter sexual vanquishment. On the floor, at his feet, writhing under his whip, succumbing to his cock in her every orifice.
“Now?” she asks, not sure if she is speaking the words or merely thinking them.
“Not yet,” comes the reply, and she is not sure if it is the director speaking or someone else. 
A chasm opens beneath her, and for a moment she is drawn down, along with everything else in the world, beginning with the prison, its machines new and old, its blood soaked walls, its scream choked cells, and beyond this, the city herself, Lady Vistya’s city with its whores and pimps and Western style drug dealers and punk rockers and bitter, plotting old communists and the ghosts of the courtiers and rapier wielders and the armor wearers all the way back to the men in skins of animals who ran over these plains evading the great beasts. 
And before this, Creation Herself.
“I am Lord,” the voice of Belok rips the sky like lightning, tearing the tender flesh between her legs. “Of all things.”
Soon…very soon…
Merritt opened her eyes. The director was putting the goblet back in the case, locking the door as though nothing at all had happened. She touched her breast, to feel what was real. Where were these dreams coming from and why were they becoming more difficult to distinguish from reality? In one way, this should comfort her, that it was more than likely all a figment of her own rich storehouse of Belok knowledge, but in another way it terrified her, because what if she, of her own accord, were symbolically crawling right now into a tiny cage which would be locked and from which she would never leave or even want to leave.
“Forgive me, doctor. I am somewhat fatigued. I wonder if I could go back to my hotel now,” Merritt addressed her host, taking what for her was an unusual risk of appearing rude. 
He showed no visible emotion. “I will have Piko tend to it at once. In the morning I should like you to examine the manuscripts.”
Her heart tripped over the man’s reference to the priceless works of the Institute, chief among them the original copy of the Journal of Night, penned in Belok’s own hand, poured from Belok’s own mind and written, according to legend, in the blood of a hundred virgins.
“The dream of my life,” she smiled weakly, “has been to see the original Journal of Night.”
Except now there was a new ambivalence, a combination of world-weariness and futility mixed with a rekindled adolescence. Merritt wanted to run away from this place and from her heavy, onerous life of study. She wanted to run free in a meadow. Better still, into the arms of some wicked young lover. As the elevator took her back to the surface, she felt almost giddy. Giddy and drunk and also deliciously jealous. Jealous of the little Italian girl who’d found the perfect bliss of loving control, a boy who would make her a woman. Flirtatious and silly, like Ileana had said.
Piko was waiting for her in the courtyard, holding the car door open for her. Merritt was so filled with joy at that moment, she could not resist the impulse to bend down and kiss him on the cheek. She wanted to do more but sensed his reticence.
“You don’t have to do that,” he mumbled, clearly distraught. “I don’t deserve it.”
That was nothing, she thought, imagining herself down on all fours, taking the man’s penis in her mouth. Good heavens, there was a wicked thought. What was getting into her? 
“Do you think a woman can be changed by a new country, Pico? Overnight, I mean?”
.“I couldn’t say ma’am. I’m only a little boy.”
She reached down discretely to brush his hard on. “Don’t be ridiculous, Piko. You’re a man.”
The little chauffer leaped backwards like she’d touched him with fire. “I must take you back to the hotel. That is what I must do.”
The ride back was silent. Merritt was still confronting the audacity of her own behavior, while she sensed the tiny man with the lion’s heart was wrestling with something deeper. She wanted to tell him to fight, to stand up for who he was inside. It was obvious enough that Ileana terrorized him the way she did the willowy, submissive Rebecca. Black haired Ileana, long and lean like a spider, beautiful and dangerous.
The part Merritt could not figure out was her connection to the Institute. The director seemed wary of her, and yet she’d been very anxious that Merritt not speak to him of their extracurricular activities. She certainly didn’t act like a scholar nor would she, by virtue of her gender, fit into the traditionalist ideas of Rochescu about male supremacy.
She was like a piece that didn’t fit. 
Then again, what two pieces of this enormous, headache-inducing puzzle did fit? The only common denominator to all of it was her own surging lust, the nearly overwhelming feelings and needs she was having. By the hour it grew worse as her normally rational thoughts were being pushed to the limit by her sex drive. A rising river. Dammed, but only for the moment.
The idea of recruiting Petrok popped into her consciousness seemingly from nowhere. At once she fell in love with the idea, knowing she must pursue it or else the rest of her life would make no sense. She could be practical and somber tomorrow. Today, she would play. Giving the ecstatic little Piko a soft, warm kiss on the lips, she ran from the limo into the lobby of her hotel.
“I need to speak with the bellhop, Petrok,” she said to the desk clerk without preamble, no longer feeling the least bit fatigued.
The desk clerk eyed her curiously, judgment written all over his face. Merritt didn’t care. In fact, she welcomed it as an excellent warm-up to what would follow. 
“I want you to take me to the District of Pristiene,” she told Petrok as soon as she saw him. “I want you to treat me like a whore, the way you would your girlfriend if she’d let you.”
Petrok frowned. “You’ve interrupted me at work. I will be in trouble with my manager.”
“I—I’m sorry,” she offered sincerely.
He took her arm, steering her toward her toward a storage closet. “Inside,” he thrust her forward, hand on her arse. By the time she was able to turn and face him he was locking the door behind him.
Merritt’s natural sense of guilt began to mix with fear. “Petrok, I truly didn’t mean to cause you any difficulty.”
“Take off your dress, Annie.”
There was something new in his eyes. A sense of resolve. Had he been through some change since this morning, or had she merely become more obviously submissive?
“You have no underwear,” he observed as she stood before him, the garment in her hand.
“I had to change. At the Institute.”
He stepped towards her. “You are wet,” he seized her nether opening.
“Yes,” she breathed. 
“But you are still a virgin?”
She nodded.
“Turn and face the wall. Brace yourself with your palms.”
The first she knew of her impending whipping, she was hearing the belt, sailing through the air. A long whimper escaped her throat as her nipples, belly and pussy pressed against the cinderblock. She was flowing now, copiously, even as he continued to tan her hide.
It was only five blows, though it felt like a hundred. Afterwards, he ordered her to her knees. She serviced him, a naked, beaten woman, eagerly sucking the cock of her dominator.
He held the back of her head as his orgasm approached. “Swallow it, Annie.”
She took the sperm down, every last drop. Without another word, he zipped himself up. Merritt remained kneeling, not daring to rise without permission. Petrok’s cock had made her jaws ache and her arse stung badly, but she was happy, horny and ready for more.
“I finish in an hour,” he told her. “Get dressed and wait for me. We will have to shop for you. You need a whore’s dress.”
“Yes, Petrok,” she whispered. 
Five minutes later, pussy sopping, still in the Institute dress, she was at the entrance. A belly full of come and a smile on her face.




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Seven
 
 
The dress barely covered her thighs. It was made of shiny latex with oval shaped openings in front and back. Merritt’s belly was revealed by it, as was the area between her shoulder blades and tender buttocks. Petrok picked out white leather boots to match.
“White for a virgin,” he laughed, running his hands over her tightly contained hips.
Merritt shuddered. She’d never worn such a thing in her life. A bra was out of the question given how the dress wanted to hug her breasts and how it betrayed their sanctity, the neck dipping well into her cleavage.
“I feel like a prostitute,” she breathed, standing just outside the dressing room in front of the full-length mirrors.
“You look like one, too,” he grinned, the capable hands moving to cup her buttocks.
“People are watching,” she said weakly, her head resting upon his shoulder, unable to sustain its own weight.
“So? You’re mine, Annie. What can anyone say?”
The words turned her innards to jelly. “Petrok, please, take me somewhere and make love to me.”
“No, I am buying you the dress to sell you in. I don’t want to waste my money.”
“But, I want you, Petrok. Only you.”
“And you shall have your wish. Your virginity I keep for now, but your mouth, on the I will use to recoup the Euros I am spending on this ridiculous little dress.”
Her knees were weak. What had started as her own impulse was now turning into something out of her control. “You’re going to…make me?”
He brushed his hand over her cheek. “You will suck cock, Annie. Just as you wanted.”
The juice was like a flood between her legs. “What if I run away?” 
She was testing his resolve, for as much as she was scared to go forward in this relationship, she wanted and needed him to break her will, to take command of her completely. Even to the point of pain.
Petrok clamped her sore arse. “Then you will be caught. And punished.”
Her eyes lit up. “Yes, Petrok.”
He took her hand, escorting her down the busy street. Merritt was anxious, a little afraid and very aroused.Just how far did Petrok intend to go to humiliate her? Had Vistya been down this road long ago? Had she known whoredom at Belok’s hand, under his reign, through his bizarre influences?
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw an ice cream store. Suddenly, she felt like a child, with her daddy.
“Ooh, Petrok, can we stop here?” 
“Too expensive,” he shook his head.
“I have my own money,” she pointed out.
He took her purse away. “Not any longer.”
Merritt’s pulse raced. He had everything now, including her passport.
Seeing her distress, he comforted her with a kiss, deep and hot. It left her burning, ready to lay for him right there on the sidewalk. 
“On second thought, I think we will have ice cream after all,” he announced.
The woman behind the counter was quite wrinkled and seemed as though she hadn’t smiled in fifty years. “What flavor?” She demanded.
“I’ll have chocolate,” said Petrok.
“And you?”
“She is a whore,” Petrok answered for her. “She’ll take what I give. A small lemon sorbet would be good to cleanse her palate. She will be sucking quite a large number of cocks today.”
Merritt flushed red under the woman’s withering gaze.
Unleashing a string of expletives, she threw them both out.
Dragging her to the nearest alley, he got her good and worked up, his finger in and out of her hot, waiting hole. “Are you ready, my little whore?” He whispered in her ear.
 “I will do what you tell me to, Petrok. Anything.”
Anything. Like the girls on their way to special detention. The modern equivalents of Belok’s playthings, his sexual toys.
“So tell me,” he asked as they set off down the street once more. “Exactly what goes on in that Institute?”
She stiffened. “What do you mean, Petrok?”
“They say that young women disappear there, taken in trucks, late at night.”
Merritt’s belly quaked at the mention of the trucks. The colonel’s, perhaps?
“Sometimes screams are heard. There are old men who say the place is haunted,” Petrok added.
“I don’t believe in ghosts,” she laughed, and that was the end of the conversation. After that the only sound was the clicking of their shoes on the sidewalk.
It was dark by the time they reached the Plaza Pristienya, center of the haphazard Pristiene District. Women were already gathering at the old fountain, the water shimmering under the pale blue street lights. The smell of cheap perfume, old liquor and tangy street food filled the air. The plaza was like the hub of a many-spoked, pulsing wheel. Seven streets converged here, the thoroughfares themselves being divided by wedge shaped buildings hundreds of years old. Most of these were either abandoned now or converted to fly-by-night businesses and get rich quick schemes that had popped up all over with the birth of a free market economy. At this time of day the business men were home, the street lights were up and the neon was lighting the darkened sky, announcing bars and taverns, American style fast food and other, more nefarious establishments.
In the shadows, meanwhile, beside statues of long dead rulers and generals, the wolves were gathering, the pimps and runners, the ones who owned the flesh of the girls for sale. They came in all sizes, these yistgazay, the dispossessed, as hookers were called in the picturesque Zuravian language. A few looked to be little more than children, slender, barely eighteen.
Others were closer to forty, their thinly covered bodies showing the wear and tear of age. One woman had on a leather cap, hot pants and a pink, frilly blouse. She was busty and had a large, quivering arse. The woman next to her was slim and pretty, looking scared but eager.
Then there were the customers. Men of every shape and size, hands thrust in pockets, casting furtive glances, making choices, weighing their options. 
“Hey, you need a date?” the grinning woman in the leather cap asked a bowler hatted business type with a handlebar mustache who was deciding between her and a bikini topped teenager with hair that hung to the waistband of her low slung, American jeans.
“No, thanks.” The man had just seen Merritt and was making a beeline for her.
Petrok, his hand hard on her arm steered her right, moving them out of range. They were cutting a diagonal across the square and as the crowd thickened about them, Merritt felt stray hands on her arse and hips.
“They’re touching me,” she protested.
“They’re supposed to. What else do you expect in a place like this?”
“Are you going to find me a man now?” she asked, having to stumble to keep up with his gargantuan footsteps. 
“Of course I am. But I must be careful. You are a virgin, after all.”
“He won’t find you anything. He’s a little boy,” countered the voice in her head. “Let him run home to mama.”
“Leave me be,” she hissed.
Of all times for Belok to show up.
“He won’t go through with it,” said the disembodied prince. “He hasn’t the courage.”
“Leave me alone!”
“Annie, what is wrong?” Petrok put his arm on her shoulder, his eyes full of concern.
His kindness only proved Belok’s point. “You see? He is soft. He will not make you suffer the way you need. He will fall in love, and that will be the end of his cruelty.”
“No, I won’t listen,” she cried, breaking free.
Merritt headed for the densest part of the crowd. Wading through a sea of people, she sought to find some refuge, some escape from the plaguing voice of the ghost.
I am coming for you…soon.
Faces blending, mocking, and limbs pressed. She smelled sweat, tasted the hopelessness and fear. Then, in the midst of it, she saw the girl. The Italian. What were the odds! Merritt followed, calling after her, eventually catching up with her in front of an American style bar.
It was her, all right. Leaning against the plate glass window, her hands behind her back, the tight, low-cut red dress hiked up on her thighs. She was flexing her left calf, extending the leg as a tidbit, the ball of her bare foot on the concrete. 
“I remember you,” Merritt exclaimed excitedly in Italian. “We came in together, through customs. I was right behind you in line.”
The girl regarded her uncertainly. “Oh, yes,” she nodded at last, her voice lackluster. “You were the one they took away. We saw the commotion and came back to see. But why aren’t you in jail?”
“A misunderstanding. I need to talk to you, though. You’ve been on my mind almost constantly. Is there somewhere we can go?”
She shook her head. “No, I’m sorry. Marco told me to stand here.”
“Marco—he’s your boyfriend, isn’t he?”
“Yes. What of it?”
Merritt tried to curb her enthusiasm, lest the girl think her a lunatic. “I mean you no harm. It’s just that…I saw what happened in line between the two of you.”
The girl smiled shyly, lowering her eyes. Merritt could see the glow in her cheeks, the obvious love and devotion. “Sometimes I am willful. Marco must put his foot down.”
“You didn’t want to stay in the youth hostel,” Merritt reminded her, as though they were old friends catching up.
“I wanted a hotel. Now I’ve got one, but Marco is making me earn the money to pay for it.”
Merritt bit her lip. She could have guessed this, but still, it was quite another thing to hear it. “You mean you earn it here on the street?”
“Si,” the girl said softly. “Marco is in the bar with some men he met. I must collect a hundred zuravs, or else I cannot go back in. If he finishes first and I am not ready, he has promised to drag me into the nearest alley.”
“He will punish you?”
She ran her toes over the concrete, half little girl, half seasoned pro. “He will use his belt on my arse. Then he will find the nearest wino and let him fuck me. After that, in the hotel, I will have to sleep on the floor. He’s bought handcuffs and a collar and a leash. He will chain me naked to the foot of the bed.”
“How horrible. You must want to escape very badly.”
The girl looked at her as if she were the most stupid woman on the face of the earth. “Americans,” she laughed.
“Hey, little nieces, how’s it going?” The gravelly voice over Merritt’s shoulder belonged to a man in a fedora with a long pearl gray coat stretched like a cape over a wide shouldered purple suit. “You look lonely. I feel bad. Maybe your old uncle will take care of you, no?”
“We aren’t alone,” Merritt lied to the pimp in Zuravian.
“What is he saying?” the Italian girl whispered. “I can’t understand the language very well.”
“He’s a peddler of women,” she whispered. “We have to get out of here. I think he means us harm.”
“I should get Marco. It’s worth a beating for me to go in, don’t you think?”
Merritt nodded nervously. Where was Petrok? She hadn’t run that far away. Had he given up so easily and gone home?
“Hey,” the pimp blocked the girl’s escape. “Where are you going? We were just getting to know each other. Tell me your name.”
“He wants to know your name,” Merritt translated, watching helplessly as the man confined the woman in his huge arms.
“I am Mariana. Please tell him to let me go.”
“She’s called Mariana, and she has a boyfriend inside. A big one.”
“I’m not interested in any boyfriend,” he pulled the dress up over her bare arse. “Now tell Mariana to stop fighting me or she’s going to get hurt. Doesn’t she know who I am?”
“She’s never seen you before. And she is telling you to let her go.”
The big man turned long enough to slap Merritt across the face. “I don’t like you. You have a big mouth. Good for cock sucking, not for speaking.”
“Where I come from, sir, a gentleman does not strike a lady outside the bedroom, and only then with consent.”
“Simon!” Merritt exclaimed in joy. “How did you find me?”
Rutledge cast her a chilling glance. “The less out of you, girl, the better. Go over to that lamp post and wait for me.”
“I don’t know who you are,” the pimp thundered, pulling out a gleaming switchblade. “But you’ve just given me all the excuse I need to slit you open and eat your gizzards!”
Simon disarmed the man with frightening ease, knocking him to the ground in the process. “I’d have that looked at if I were you.”
The pimp looked up at him from his knees, the shock registering on his face as he held his broken wrist.
“You,” said Simon to Mariana in passable Italian. “You have somewhere to be?”
“My boyfriend, sir. He’s inside the bar…but he said if I go in without a hundred zuravs, he’ll beat me.”
Simon scowled, pulling a pair of hundreds from a billfold along with a business card. “Give him this, tell him if he ever wants a man’s job to look me up. He’s got decent taste in women, I’ll give him that much.”
Mariana put her hands round his neck, offering herself. “Thank you, signore. You have bought me for the night.”
“Sorry,” he shook his head. “My dance card’s filled with the little vixen here. Do give my remembrances to Rome, however. It’s been too long.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eight
 
 
He put the Do Not Disturb sign on the door before locking it.
The small but significant gesture was more than a little unnerving for the already frazzled and horny Dr. Fisher.
“Don’t make yourself comfortable. You’re not staying,” she informed the stone-faced agent. 
He was ignoring her just as he had been since loading her into his compact rental car and shuttling her back over here to her hotel. She was pretty nervous—not to mention titillated over what he might do to punish her for disobeying his orders—but she wasn’t going to let on.
“I trust you know what is expected of you next?” Simon turned to her grimly, breaking his self-imposed vow of silence.
Merritt crossed her arms defensively over her chest, hiding her erect nipples. He was going to have to fight her, because as much as the dress shamed her, she was not about to take it off. 
“You’re not going to do that to me tonight, Simon. I know you’re mad at me for leaving the hotel again without waiting for you, and I’m sure you’re all set to lecture me on how dangerous it was to go out dressed like this, but I won’t be bullied. Do you hear me? I won’t be treated like a child anymore!”
Simon removed his trench coat and put it on a hanger. He could easily point out at this juncture how she’d certainly acted like one in the car ride over, first pleading and whining, then throwing a tantrum as he refused to listen to her half baked explanations as to why she’d done something so stupid in the first place.
“For your information, young lady, the things I intend to do to you are hardly appropriate for children.”
She watched mesmerized as he took off the suit jacket, gray pinstripes today, and rolled up the sleeves of his blue polyester shirt. “Oh, really? And what do you call an over-the-knee spanking, then? Something grownup?”
Simon laughed dryly as he bent to unzip the long black pool cue case he’d brought up from the car. “We’re quite a bit past the point of spankings, my dear.”
Merritt turned suddenly pale as he produced the long, thin stick. It was bamboo, almost exactly like the device Ileana had used on the subjugated Becca. “And what exactly do you intend to do with that, may I ask?”
Simon took a tentative swipe in the air. The whistling sound cut through Merritt’s already brittle nerves. “I intend to beat you with it,” he said non-chalantly. “Quite severely, in fact.”
“Oh, I don’t think so. Not by a long shot. I’m drawing a line, here, Simon. Either get out now, or I’m going to phone the police.”
“There’s a splendid idea. Why don’t you begin with your good friend Colonel Ladislak?” He proceeded to unzip the black gym bag, pulling out a set of long leather straps complete with buckles and cuffs. One by one he laid the nasty looking things on the desk. “He’s already given me a full report on you, trust me.”
“I hate you,” cried Merritt, lifting the lamp off the nightstand to throw it at him. 
“That’s your choice, Merritt.” He was looking her square in the eye, dangling a tiny black harness with a red rubber ball in the middle. “Now how about if we get down to business? This is a ball gag to stifle the screams. It tends to cause drooling and the taste is a little on the bitter side, but I’m afraid it’s not negotiable.”
“You come near me,” she threatened, waving the lamp, “and I will clobber you with this.”
He took a step forward, holding out the noisome gag. “You can try. But it wouldn’t do you any good. It’s going to happen, Merritt, just the way I intend. One way or the other, the dress and underwear come off, and you go into naked bondage. While you are in that bondage, you will be caned without mercy. You will fight it with every fiber of your being, but you will lose. Afterwards, with tears in your eyes, you will beg my forgiveness.”
Merritt felt her eyes watering already. As angry as she was, he was confusing her, his stern looks and words discomfiting her more than she cared to admit. “You have no right,” she defied.
He took the lamp from her hand and set it down on the floor at her feet. “Open your mouth for me, Merritt. It’s time for you to taste the ball.”
She stamped her foot impotently. “You can’t make me, Simon.”
His gaze narrowed. “Open your mouth,” he repeated. “Wide.”
 Merritt obeyed, though the protest was registered all over her face. Rutledge popped the foul little thing between her lips. It was dry and tasted like dirty cotton. 
“Turn around,” he commanded. 
Merritt rotated, allowing him to buckle the straps behind her head. He made no effort to free her hair, but cinched the device right over her lovely locks. At once, she felt a line of spittle running down the corner of her mouth. It was impossible to swallow just like he’d said.
“Hands on your head, girl, and legs apart."
He tore the tiny silk panties from her hips, having first slid the tight dress up to her waist. Merritt felt hot chills up and down her spine as he ran his hand over her quivering cheeks. “This will change you,” he warned her with rare gentleness. “Punishment always does.”
There was no answering him now, no resisting as he took the edge of a switchblade and began cutting a line down the seam of her dress from under her armpit down to her thigh. It wasn’t like she’d ever wear this again, she stiffened, but still, a woman had rights.
Merritt moaned into her gag as she felt the tickle of the knife blade. If he wished, he could cut her. Repeating the action on the other side, he turned the dress into two non-attached panels, both of which fell away to the floor.
“Is this what you wanted?” he whispered, his breath burning her earlobe. “Is that what you dreamed of when you went out tonight? Having a man take complete control of you? Don’t try to hide it—it’s written all over your body.”
She drew a ragged breath as his hands began to play over her. She wanted to resist, wanted to respond, but she could do neither.
“You’ve a beautiful body, Merritt. It’s a shame no one owns you.”
Thrusting back her head, she offered herself, back arched, nipples pointing skyward, dripping, gleaming cunt throbbing with silent need. With teasing, needling little fingers, he worked his way over her belly, making her writhe. It was like torture, every few seconds a new sensation, combined with the steady dripping of her saliva onto her tits, a steady stream.
“Are you ready?” he nibbled at her neck. “To be beaten?”
He had to hold her up because she was shaking, conveying to him the paradox, the terror and need, the craving for his power having reached a mind blowing crescendo. Simon was ready for this, and he laid her out over the varnished desk chair. Using the straps and cuffs, he secured her ankles to two of the legs, then bent her at the waist over the back of the chair, securing her hands to the other two legs.
Merritt’s breasts were crudely squashed on the back of the varnished wooden seat. Her hair hung down unceremoniously, and the blood was rushing to her head. Worst of all, her throbbing cunt was poking straight up at the bastard, as were her defenseless arse cheeks.
“Pain by itself,” he lectured, squeezing her ready cheek, “is nothing compared to the mixture of pain and pleasure together.”
Merritt bucked against the chair. She did not want his fingers inside her. Not now, not when he was about to abuse her this way. In just a few seconds, however, he had her straining for his touch, responding like a trained slut.
“Good girl,” he murmured, massaging her arse even as he made her other cheeks crimson with shame. “Now if only we could instill this kind of obedience in you the rest of the time.”
He left her, seconds passing like knife blades. Her ears strained to hear, dependent on him now for everything. Was he gone? Would he leave her like this?
She called his name, just another meaningless whimper from a bound and gagged girl.
“Miss me,” he teased.
He was sliding the cane feather light up the back of her leg. She closed her eyes. The bastard was really going to make her need this, wasn’t he? When he got to her second leg, she was a wreck. It was cruel, really, because all he wanted was to break her defenses down and leave her wide open.
“This is going to hurt you, worse than it will me.”
Bamboo cracked on skin, merciless, like fire, exploding in a central place and pouring itself out in all directions. If not for his hand on her back centering her, she might have lost herself to the sensations entirely. As it was, she was still fighting not only the world of hurt he’d just put her in, but also her own desires, a lust all too easily fueled by the knowledge that she was in submission, having willingly surrendered to corporal punishment again.
“You will orgasm at my touch. Then I will strike you again.”
She shook her head violently, but Simon paid her no heed. With cruel precision, he stroked her clitoris, overriding her body’s refusal mechanisms, sending her in under the radar to a body-rocking climax. The undeniable evidence of her acquiescence pained her worse than the cane. How could she ever face the man as anything close to an equal after this?
“As I told you before, discipline instilled now could save your life later. You’re in over your head, little girl. Way over your head.”
The cane whistled once more through the air, finding its target with merciless accuracy. Merritt felt as if her flesh were ripping open, and yet she knew there was no real break in her skin. Welts, yes, and bruises. She’d seen as much on the arse of the hapless Becca. 
Simon followed up with another pass at her cunt with his wicked fingers. “Some women were born to be slaves. Do you believe that, Doctor Fisher? Do you think there are females who are not content unless their bodies are under lock and key, at the beck and call of strong men? I ask you as a student of history. You know what it was like in Belok’s day, and what it’s like now.”
The magic fingers withdrew, leaving Merritt at the edge of a precipice. Uselessly, she wailed into her gag, begging completion.
“You’d like to come again, Doctor Fisher? Show me then. Let me see what an eager little slut you are.”
Merritt worked her body as best she could against her bonds. Pushing up on her well-exercised stomach, she raised her arse and cunt as high as she could. It was not the action of a lady, and she knew it. A slut, the kind of woman who got turned on when a man tied her down and beat her.
If only she could touch herself, even for a moment, she could finish herself off, but Simon wouldn’t hear of it. He wanted frustration and tears, he’d told her as much. And he would get them.
Merritt jerked in her cuffs as he caned her yet again. It was a cruel blow, delivered low to the back of her thighs. She was breaking out in a cold sweat now, a sharp contrast to the warm sex juices trickling down her inner thighs.
How she wished she could beg him or strike a bargain. What Ileana had said of their sex was obviously true. When faced with punishment or torture, the instinct of woman is to sexually submit, offering up her favors to appease and promise. It is not only the male’s lust that drives her, but her own innate needs as well.
The more brutal the man, the more thorough and unreserved is the female’s willingness, for it is her instinct to yield, her greatest single desire to be at the feet of one strong enough to keep her there. Simon hit her twice more, than paused to observe the results of his work.
“There is nothing more beautiful on a woman, Merritt,” he ran his hands over the vicious welts, “than the marks of her capitulation.”
She bit down on the ball, attempting as best she could to externalize the pain. 
He stroked her glistening lips. “A pity you’re off limits. You’d give a man a fine ride.”
Merritt shook her head. She didn’t understand. Why off limits? Why would a man who’d mastered her so thoroughly deny himself anything where she was concerned? It wasn’t as if she could resist him even if she wanted to. She would welcome him into her cunt, wet and eager, her desire beckoning him into her very soul at the same time he took her captive body.
“Unfortunately,” he continued, wiping his come soaked hands on her back. “We need you pure to serve as bait.”
Bait? What sort of game was the man playing at now? If only she could dislodge this oral plug, lift herself upright and give the man a piece of her mind.
Simon slapped her arse, sending her into orbit, making her forget her momentary resolve. “I’m going to let you up now, Merritt. You will kindly go to the bed and assume a position on all fours facing the headboard, thereby affording yourself the opportunity to show me what a good girl you’re going to be from now on. Otherwise, it’ll be back over here for another round.”
Merritt was too weak to stand. He had to help her up off the chair. Gratefully, feeling infinitely more comfortable this way, she let him lower her to the floor on her hands and knees. Across the carpet she went, inflamed ass throbbing and hurting, the bed a million miles away. What could possibly be waiting for her on the bed but more of the same suffering and dark torture? Show him, she’d said. That sounded like sex, but he’d just gotten through saying he wasn’t allowed to use her.
What did he mean then?
A wave of indignation flashed through her as she crawled up onto her own bed. How dare he? Why should she prove anything? To the center she went, palms and knees statically charged, rubbed to high alert by the soft material of the bedspread. What a sight she must make for him. Her tiny body in the middle of the huge mattress, helplessly exploited and ready for more.
“You are a natural, Merritt.” His hand was at the back of her knee. He might as well have struck her with the cane for the explosiveness of her response. 
“Steady, girl,” he sought to control her writhing. “I want to remove the gag.”
The gag. A line of drool running from her jaw to the bed. Her mouth aching, holding the form dictated by the cruel ball, her speech, her very right to swallow having been stolen. Reduced to little more than an animal, communicating in grunts. Trading off the pain of the stick for the pleasure of sex stimulation.
“You’re a little wildcat, aren’t you?” he worked the straps at the back of the head harness. “I’ll bet your little friend from customs is, too.”
Merritt stiffened. How did he know about that? He’d had some kind of contact with Colonel Ladislak, that much was clear, but what was the relationship, and whom did he work for really? Was he a protector or just another enemy, someone watching her stumble and fall, not preventing anything, only intervening for his own jollies?
“For the rest of our session you will refer to me as master.” Simon informed her, popping the ball from between her lips.”
“Fuck you,” sputtered Merritt Fisher, surprising herself with the vehemence of her initial reaction. “Master.”
“Ah,” sighed Simon, seeming not entirely displeased as he reached for her sweat soaked, limp hair. “So we have uncovered a layer of true resistance, have we?” 
Merritt’s head was drawn back painfully. He could at this moment kill her all too easily. The slightest motion of his wrist being all it would take to snap her neck clean. 
“The conventional thing to do would be to continue with a fresh beating,” he mused. “Personally, I enjoy being a little more creative.”
Creative. Wasn’t that how Karisvan characterized the torture methods of Belok?
Merritt’s heart quickened as she felt the man’s weight behind her. She could hear the sound of his zipper. Was he going to fuck her after all? Had she goaded him into forcing her true submission through vaginal penetration after all?
“You’ve gotten quiet again. Don’t you intend to berate me anymore,” he touched her cunt with his hand, scooping a full measure of the thick juice moistening her legs.
“No, master,” she shuddered. 
“I meant what I said, girl. I won’t possess you this way. But there is another option open to me.”
He released her hair and pressed his palm on the small or her back. Oh, God, he was working his fingers into her anus, using her own juice to lubricate the tiny, puckered hole.
“You’ll do best to relax entirely, Merritt. Don’t think about it too much, or you’re liable to panic.”
He was going to fuck her in the arse. 
“Simon…master, I can’t…”
“You can and you will.”
The erection poised at the juncture of her buttocks was enormous. Thick and proud and pulsing, exactly as she’d imagined the man to be. But she mustn’t want him, mustn’t crave the sensation of being filled and violated. This man was untrustworthy. He intended to use her as bait, and he’d already humiliated her at every turn, punishing and wounding her pride. So much for his supposed protection.
Yet there was a bond between her and Simon. They were both foreigners here, both from English speaking countries, outsiders to the strange ways of Zuravia.
“But I’m afraid. It’s so big.”
He eased his way forward, hands on her hips. “Don’t appeal to my mercy. This is supposed to be punishment.”
Punishment. An imposed taking. The invasion of reddened, exploding buttocks. Here he’d just caned her and now she was sidling up, attempting to make it easier for her own penetration.
“So…big,” she echoed her own words.
He snaked a finger into her sex. “You’ll take me all the way, and I’ll be coming inside you, so it will get rough.”
“Yes, master,” she hissed, conspiratorially. 
Merritt thought of the other girls she’d encountered recently. Mariana would take a penis like this. Marco’s or that of any man to whom he gave her. She would have done this for Simon, too, had he asked. And Becca, surely there were men who used her in the arse? What about Dr. Karisvan? Did he make such use of his pretty, efficient little secretary? 
And who was Rebecca, exactly? Could she really have been the girl from Merritt’s dream? Quite an odd coincidence. Unless she’d somehow seen her before and worked the memory into her vision of Belok’s court. Or was there another, more sinister explanation? Could it be that Becca had been imprisoned in the dream just as she had? That would mean that Belok was more than a ghost. He would have to have powers, a reality apart from her memory.
How often she’d stared at the pictures of the Dark Prince in her father’s old book. He’d been real to her. Strangely drawing her towards him at a young age. As a teenager, when her own sexuality had come to fruition, she’d dreamed of the Prince. In fact—and this was something she’d never told anyone—it was Belok who filled her thoughts the first time she masturbated. With his dark features, lean muscles and the blue eyes like the sky and sea, but so very pale.
A color unto themselves. Merritt recalled her father telling her quite young that the Greeks had a word for a color unknown to modern men. It was somewhere between green and blue, roughly the color of a robin’s egg. It was a living hue for them, a carved portion of the spectrum unique to their experience. That’s how she saw Belok’s eyes, only with him it was not a life force, but the very opposite.
She’d thought long and hard about those eyes, and the truth is, she’d been terrified but also attracted to them. Like a small child fascinated by something scary. Like a teenage girl drawn to a horror movie, so she can cling to her boyfriend and scream into his shoulder. Was Simon the boyfriend in her analogy? Or Petrok? Maybe Ladislak. Certainly he seemed to be no friend either of Belok or his modern day cultists.
“All the way,” Simon grunted.
Merritt felt as if she would split wide. The cock was swelling inside her. His hands were bruising her hips, he was pushing her forward, forcing her to lock her muscles to stay upright. There was no resisting, nowhere to go forward or back. Merritt was being taken, and that was that.
“I want us to come at the same time,” he rubbed her swollen clit.
She dug her nails into the comforter. Why, oh why was she still a virgin? Had there ever been a greater fiction? She was more of a slut now than Mariana or any other woman she’d ever known. “Fuck me,” she moaned. “Fuck me hard…oh, master, make me your slut.”
He grunted darkly, running fingers clawing her hair. “Not my slut. Belok’s slut.”
“Belok’s slut,” she repeated, not comprehending the meaning, knowing only that the mysterious label was pregnant with erotic possibility as well as profound danger. 
Simon’s balls crashed against her wounded behind. She was stuffed full, the cock meat nearly piercing her belly. The walls of her anus throbbed and her pussy was in continuous spasm. Expertly with sadistic delight, Simon held her and himself at the brink. He waited for her moans, the thrashing head and for the begging.
“Please…master.”
“A little longer,” he exhaled through clenched teeth. 
Truly, thought Merritt, a man could not be closer to a woman than in loving her after beating her. Could there be a better, more inevitable combination in all of human biology?
A little longer. He was delaying gratification. Or was it simply torture? A keen and clever substitute for beating her into submission yet again. Truth be told, after a few more stripes of the cane, she’d have been coming. A good girl would never do that. A good girl required romance and flowers. She knew how to make a man wait, how to keep him weak and in need. This was the game that led to marriage. And inevitable human unhappiness.
Merritt was anything but a good girl. She was a whore. Worse than a whore, because she collected no fees, dictated no terms for her exploitation. She was simply available for whoever wished to stake a claim. By day or night, unable to say no to anyone. Her master of the moment was this man, and as he gave in to his own building explosion, she held herself back, knowing that her climax, as much as any other part of her, belonged to him.
“Now,” he grunted, and she let herself go, like a tidal wave crashing over the boundaries of propriety, signaling and telegraphing sexual satiation and promising bliss for whomever wished to corral and control her next time out. 
“Oh, Simon,” she cried.
“No,” came the voice of the other. “It is not Simon.”
She opened her mouth to scream, but he silenced her, putting his formless, fleshless finger to his lips, the bloodless line of them slightly curled, the eyes dancing with mischief and power and other things darker than she dared behold.
“No!” she was wanted to protest but Belok, who had replaced Simon behind her and inside her, did not budge. Like a blinding moonbeam, he filled her vision, filled her body, his flesh on hers, cold and beautiful as marble, the long silver hair blowing in some unknown breeze.
Some time later, she lay in Simon’s arms, her head on his chest, her sore, smarting buttocks pointing skyward. He was on his back, his breathing soft and strong. She did not wish him to leave, but she knew he was going to shortly. Merritt did not know how she could bear to be alone, especially if he was coming back, the smirking Prince. 
“Simon,” she whispered. “Tell me what’s really going on. I have a right to know.”
 “I know, sweetheart. But you have to be patient.” He stroked her hair, the murmured words softening her jolted insides, making her feel, perhaps, that she might end up loving this man if she kept on trying to hate him.
“Just tell me I’m not crazy. Please?” She grabbed at his strong chest, needing the feel of it, the sound of pure masculine heartbeat. 
“Far from it, my dear.” 
Sucking him off was an act of pure impulse. He raised little objection as she kissed her way to his crotch, trying to find in the journey some sense of normalcy, or at least what had come to pass as such in this strange, paradoxical land.
Simon came with soft moans, his cock swelled pleasantly within her cheeks. She drank him down willingly, then continued to lick, stretching the moment, trying to live in it forever. Not wanting the clock to continue, cursing time, cursing life itself, its heart beating contradictions, its pains. At length, he laid her on her back, head on the pillow.
 “Courage, little one. Dawn comes quick enough.”
She’d wanted to ask if it was Simon telling her that or Belok, but a finger had touched her lips and she was gone, slipping into something deeper than sleep, but shallower than death. A twilight world, somewhere in-between.




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Nine
 
 
Merritt squirmed uncomfortably in the carved mahogany seat, throne-like, hundreds of years old and saved from a monastery burned to the ground in 1671. The heavy table was a match though only a replica. She could swear this prison library was as dank as that old place must have been.
At present, she was perusing a history of Zuravia from the seventeenth century containing precious and unique footnotes concerning Belok’s origins. Any scholar would give a vital organ to study such a work, but Merritt was having great difficulty focusing this morning. For one thing, there was her throbbing behind. The freshness of her wounds having given way to heavy welts and sores. But there was also the growing legion of feelings and strange thoughts crowding her mind. Not to mention the growing questions and the nagging doubts.
She had no complaint for lack of sleep. After Simon left, she’d fallen into slumber so deep it had taken a near explosion to wake her back up. It was Petrok to whom she’d opened her eyes. His coloring was sallow, his attitude cold. Dropping off her purse, which he’d carried back for her from the plaza the night before, he’d informed her there was a man from the Institute to pick her up.
It hadn’t been her intention to make him jealous or hurt his feelings. Simon was more of a man. That was all there was to it.
She’d rushed to the shower, then thrown on underwear, a pair of jeans and a sweater, stuffed her bare feet into sneakers and gone down to meet Piko in the lobby, wet hair and all. Ileana had looked askance at her casual attire but hadn’t said a word nor had she attempted to intervene as Karisvan led her to the library.
And here she sat, trying to figure it all out. What was real and what was a dream? She’d not seen Belok overnight, and Simon was as good as a ghost himself, having made no contact since beating and screwing her. Petrok was changed, too, acting as if they’d never shared more than a cool, professional association. 
Merritt slipped her chin into her palm. Truthfully, this was a boring book, not what she needed right now at all. The Journal of Night was what she wanted. The infamous work of torture, philosophy, black magic and mayhem that had been banned more often even than the works of the Marquis De Sade. Merritt herself had only ever seen photo static copies and not even of the entire work at that.
Idly, she wondered where Becca was this morning. Sliding into daydream, she tried to picture what a girl like her went through on a daily basis and what she suffered. Where did she sleep? In Karisvan’s office? In a hotel? Merritt felt a wicked delight as she imagined the girl in one of the cages by night. Crawling on all fours through the entrance, nude and collared, ready to take her supper from a bowl, her water from a dish and her pain and loneliness by electronic injection. 
Mariana had never been caged, but she was learning submission. With the two hundred zuravs given her by Simon, she had likely bought a night of bliss. Would Marco have been kind to her? Would he have bought her supper and coffee, strolling hand in hand with her in the plaza afterward until they were both weary, returning to the room to make love? He would use her in the bed and then, as a privilege and not a right, she would have been allowed to sleep on the mattress, her head on pillows, her nude body covered in the tangled, sweaty sheets.
Awakened in the morning by sweet, little kisses. Her eyes opening with a smile as she beholds her love. Who turns her over, smacks her arse, cold and hard and tells her to be ready. She must earn more money today with her cunt and arse and pretty mouth. No sass, no insolence.
“Yes, Marco,” she says, the word on her all her lips with all the reverence of lord or master.
“Doctor, would you like a cup of coffee?”
Merritt awoke from her reverie, embarrassed to find her hand lingering on the inside of her thigh, the flesh warm through the fabric of her jeans. She’d been on the verge of masturbating. “Becca, I didn’t hear you come in.”
The redhead lowered her eyes. “I’m not supposed to make any noise today. Unless it’s to scream.”
Merritt let the outrageous comment go. “Thank you,” she accepted the proffered mug. “Won’t you join me?”
Becca’s eyes were moist and fraught with secret meaning. “I’m not allowed.”
Merritt fought the unwanted image from her mind: Becca on all fours, sipping water from the bowl in her cage, her long, silky hair over her face, spilling onto the wire mesh floor. “Rebecca, where do you live?” she asked compulsively, needing to wash the absurd idea from her mind that the girl was a prisoner, the last one perhaps of the old Central Prison.
Or was she the first inhabitant of some new prison?
“Do you mean my home?” she shook out her long free hair. The girl was beautiful with her long, thin fingers, the starched white blouse, high necked and brocaded and the long, simple skirt.
“Yes, Becca. Your home.”
“I’m from Lancashire. My father is wealthy. I fought his wishes and ran away with my boyfriend to the continent. Eventually, we stopped here.” She shrugged. “Things happen.”
Merritt sipped from the white ceramic cup. “This is quite good. Sweet, just the way I like it.”
“I took a chance. You might have taken it black. Or wanted only one sugar. Or three.”
Merritt eyed her pretty face, strangely aged. Again, there were words unspoken, lines imbedded in lines. 
“Doctor Fisher, would you read the book to me?”
Merritt felt her heart skip a beat. “The Journal of Night,” she whispered, knowing immediately what the girl had meant.
Becca nodded solemnly. Not waiting for a response, she went to the shelves, pushing the sliding ladder to the appropriate section. There were over a thousand books stacked fifteen feet high up to the top of the flat gray, institutional ceiling. At one point, before being converted to a Marxist library by the communists, it had been a refectory. There was still a catwalk around the perimeter where the guards stood, armed with shotguns, watching the prisoners eat their simple, tasteless meals.
According to Karisvan, who had shared snippets while escorting her here earlier, this was the men’s refectory, though on occasion a female prisoner would be dragged in and left to fend for herself. The guards would take bets on which of the men would claim her first. There were rival gangs, and blood was frequently shed in such matters. To make things more interesting, the female would be sent in a state of extreme hunger, making her extraordinarily pliable.
It would be almost comical to see what a girl would do for even the smallest, most unappetizing portion of prison fare. Guards would howl and prisoners cheer as a beauty on all fours, nibbling a bit of slimy meat or lumpy mashed potato off the floor, would hold herself perfectly still for an invading cock slammed into her tender sex from behind. Or else on her knees, nude under the table, gaining her nourishment from off the end of a penis, licking at smeared peanut butter or grease, cleaning a man’s rod for him as he builds himself towards an emission which she must also swallow under penalty of a severe beating.
Karisvan had deadpanned his account sideways out of his mouth, interspersed with tidbits about the Institute and rare Belok findings she would soon be reviewing. It was odd and obscene conversational fodder, but compared to yesterday, downright normal.
Merritt watched as Becca stretched herself, rising on tiptoes to pull from the shelf a sealed volume boxed in an acid free container. There was no other book on this particular shelf, a further testament to the uniqueness of the work. As the girl descended the ladder, Merritt could not help but think of her being thrown into that refectory, naked, into the clutches of the dangerous, sadistic men collected by the communists for punishment.
Such an anomaly, a wealthy English girl on the run from her father, fallen into the clutches of this bizarre Institute. Had her boyfriend fought for her and lost, or did he betray her? And did her wealthy father know where she was? If so, would he rescue her? 
Merritt heard an echo now from the girl in the dream.
“My father the duke will save me. He will come with a powerful army.”
Becca’s father could easily be a noble. In fact, her carefully guarded words practically screamed such a possibility.
“Are you unable to read if by yourself?” Merritt wanted to know as Becca set the sealed volume in front of her.
“I don’t know the language. I can barely read a newspaper here let alone an old book like this. But I know something about it…a lot of the things in there have already been done to me.”
Merritt felt warm moisture between her thighs.
“Will you read it to me now?” Becca slipped to her knees beside Merritt. “Please?”
“I—I’d rather you sat.”
“I can’t,” she shook her head. “And I don’t want to either.”
Merritt let the girl rest her head on her denim-covered lap. If only she could get Becca to answer more questions, to share her heart, this wouldn’t seem so scary, Merritt thought. 
The book was in an acid free case. She lifted the top, setting it beside her on the table. The book itself was brown leather with the title embossed in gold. There was no authorial reference. The leather had a strong scent of age about it, rich but not musty. Potent, making her think of strong tight bonds on soft flesh, the reigns of powerful war horses and the slash of a mighty whip. Her pulse quickened a little as she pulled it gently, reverently from the box with her small hands. 
Delicately she placed it before her. It was thick, and the edge was sealed with a gold clasp. There was no lock, and the metal yielded with a precise pinging click. She felt a little chill down her spine, thinking this time of Belok’s chains and the forged metal terrors of his dungeon. The thick cover opened smoothly to the title page, which again had only the name of the book and no author.
Merritt flipped to the next page. The text was tightly woven, the ink sharp and dark. DNA analysis had revealed it was not blood, though there was an unknown element in it that still defied scientific analysis. 
Along the margins were tiny illustrations, miniature tableaus of exquisitely rendered agony. A female, her body stretched on a rack, her mouth opened in pain as a demon sodomized her. Another bent at the waist, a phallus inserted deep inside her sex, the end of which was attached to a booted male figure with the head of a fox.
Merritt cleared her throat. “’This being an account of the ways of the Black Cross,” she began, translating from medieval Zuravian, “as taught to one who is both student and teacher. Know ye that this account be both wholly accurate and without omission, either by accident or intent and that whomsoever blasphemes, distorts or adds unto these words shall be visited with the most horrible sufferings imaginable.’”
She skipped a little lower down the page. “’If man be man must he not partake of woman, as strength consumes weakness; do not her tears belong to him as much or more than her laughter? Let her therefore dance upon his strings and writhe upon the end of his cock as though it be a sword…’”
Becca had lifted Merritt’s sweater and now she was delivering kisses to her bare belly. “Don’t stop,” she murmured. 
“…sharp as hell’s point, pinnacle of life, pain indistinguishable from pleasure…”
“Mmm,” breathed Becca, greedily unbuttoning Merritt’s jeans. “That’s so hot.”
“Rebecca, that’s enough.”
“All right,” cooed Becca, lifting herself to plant a kiss on the woman’s mouth. “I’ll stop.”
Merritt stiffened but found herself unable to resist. Becca’s lips were soft and inviting, her full breasts pressing, her submissive body yielding against Merritt’s thumping chest. She’d never even fantasized about being with a female before, but there was no denying the heat of flesh, the sudden, overpowering desire to get under the girl’s clothes, to have the girl under hers. “Becca, I don’t know if this is right,” she pushed her back.
“Make it right, then.” Becca’s eyes were liquid heat, challenging. “Force me to do what you want. There’s a dildo I could get. You could fuck me with it.”
“No, I don’t think that will happen,” Ileana announced, her hip resting against the doorframe, her arms folded casually over her breasts.
“Mistress,” croaked Becca, putting her head instantly to the floor and facing the cruelly smiling woman.
Merritt worked at the fastenings to her pants. God, her nipples were sticking straight out. “It wasn’t anything,” she told Ileana. “Just a momentary…lapse.”
Ileana, wearing riding britches and high black boots, strode towards them, her long legs striking terror in both females. “Oh, I think it was something, all right. Don’t you, Rebecca?”
Becca placed her lips on the toe of one of Ileana’s shiny boots. “I beg to be punished, mistress.”
“What about you, Dr. Fisher? Would you like to be punished as well?”
Merritt’s cheeks brightened. She shifted on the chair, feeling anew the swing of Simon’s cane, the whistling, crashing agony mixed with the deviltry of his fingers, coaxing orgasms from amidst the screams. “Really I think I should be going.”
“No, Doctor Fisher, you’ll continue your reading. Unless you’d like it to be on your head when your little fellow lesbian slut here is put under for the next twenty-four hours straight.”
The humbled, servile Becca trembled visibly as she continued her licking. “Please, mistress. Not that.”
“I don’t understand,” Merritt interjected. “What do you mean, 'put under'?”
“Becca can tell you.”
“Becca begs mistress to punish her,” the girl grabbed at the legs of Ileana's trousers. “Please?” she whimpered, looking up into the woman’s cold gray eyes.
Ileana laughed. “You are a pathetic little thing. Take off your clothes and stand in the center of the room. Doctor Fisher, we’re waiting on you.”
Merritt glared at the page. She could not focus on the words. Becca was taking off the skirt, stripping her body nude. Her motions were methodical and graceful, those of a woman resigned to her place.
Ileana had gone to a glass display case on the wall containing various whips and scourging devices. Merritt had assumed it to be historical and decorative only but now she saw it had another, more practical purpose.
“’From the instant a woman is claimed,’” Merritt picked back up further down the page. “’She must know fear and terror, desire and lust. She must love you as only a woman can, in cringing submission, cunt and breasts, belly and backside constantly offered and ready.’”
Ileana swung the short riding crop she’d selected through the air. “Now find another place to read. Choose a page at random.”
Merritt stole a glance at Becca, standing with legs apart, hands behind her head, pretty breasts thrust outward. She was naked and barefoot, stoically prepared. 
“’On the ornamentation and abuse of the female breast,’” Merritt read the header at the top of page 135. In the margin, a woman with outrageously large breasts, her hands tied behind her back, was crying out as a man with the head of a bear was coming towards her, his jaws poised to swallow her white mounds whole. “’That the female is born to be savaged is in no way greater way evidenced than in the fact of those fleshy bowls which depend from her torso, rendering her both desirable and helpless as a source of milk and amusement, fascination and mayhem.”
Ileana flicked the whip over the tips of Becca’s nipples. “Go on.”
Merritt tried to concentrate. “’To break a female, one may tie her down over a barrel, ankle to wrist. Keep her blindfolded and deprive her of food. Work the sex, keeping her at the brink of orgasm. Alternate stimulation and deprivation. Manipulate sensation over the breasts, utilizing flagellation and fire or wounds by knife according to whim. Nipples in particular may be pinched and the mouth clamped for convenience of torturer. Eventually, the female will be made to ejaculate from the whipping of the breasts alone. Pleasure will be unobtainable for her without pain. Beware of limits of mortality. Excess breeds death and spoils a man’s joy every time.’”
The air sizzled with the crack of Ileana’s nasty little whip. Becca drew a sharp breath, but she neither moved nor screamed. Merritt tore her eyes from the page in time to see the angry red line cut across the pretty flesh just above Becca’s pert little nipples.
“Another page,” demanded Ileana, delivering a slice across Becca’s quivering, undefended belly. The girl sucked in her breath, stifling a pained whimper.
“’P—page 213,’” she announced, her sweaty fingers having slid over the gilded edges, parting the contents half way through. “’On the virtues of orgasm engines being a mechanized means of keeping the female in a state of perpetual sexual subjugation and usage.’”
“So-called rape machines,” Ileana translated, circling the helpless prisoner. “Though it can hardly be rape when slaves beg to be put on them and weep to be taken off, can it, little slut?”
“No, ma’am,” answered Becca, the whip rubbing between her legs from behind. Merritt could feel the girl’s heat, her building need. She wanted to be scourged and fucked as well.
“Tell me, doctor. Why did you choose to study the history of Belok?”
“To set the record straight. To put the man’s name in correct historical perspective and—”
Ileana lashed at Becca’s arse, viciously, unexpectedly. “Liar. Now tell me the real reason.”
“I…I have always dreamed of Belok,” she unleashed, the words never before having been spoken aloud. “Since I first became…sexual.”
Ileana shoved Becca’s head forward, bending her at the waist. “Belok is your natural master. That is why you’ve never had a man. Nor will you until he possesses you himself.”
Becca tried to hold herself up. 
Ileana had taken the whip handle and was thrusting it deep in her sex. “Come, you insolent little bitch. Show Doctor Fisher what a pathetic slut you are.”
Becca's body shook, orgasming on the whip handle. Her grunts were deep and shameless, the release of a girl who climaxes on command, who knows her body and all its properties are owned.
“Now look what you’ve done. You’ve dripped on my floor,” Ileana shoved her down. “Clean it up.”
Becca lapped with her tongue, removing the evidence of her submission.
“Now it’s your turn, Doctor Fisher.” Ileana’s glare was cold, the lips curled into a look of pure evil.
“I—I won’t let you do anything to me,” Merritt told her without much conviction.
“No?” She mocked. “And yesterday, crawling into the kennel, was that nothing, too?”
“I’ll tell Dr. Karisvan,” she threatened, not at all certain what good that would do.
Ileana pressed the heel of her boot to Becca’s back, forcing the girl to her belly. “Karisvan serves his purposes, but make no mistake who is in charge here.”
“You, I suppose?” Merritt spat the question, concealing her fear with contempt.
Ileana laughed, the sound cutting at Merritt’s tender insides. “Look at the last page,” she challenged, “and then tell me.”
Her fingers hovered, quaking over the pages. The end was easy enough to find. What she saw, however, was anything but straightforward.
“There is some mistake. Some kind of joke.”
“It’s the original manuscript. What mistake could there be?” Ileana shrugged, moving her boot to the girl’s neck to make her whimper. 
“I want to go home,” she slammed the cover. “I want you to let me out of this nuthouse right this instant.”
“And if I refuse?”
Defiance welled in Merritt. Linked with her suddenly unleashed self-preservation instinct, it was a powerful combination. “Then I’ll go, anyway. I’ll fight my way out if I have to. I know karate. I’m a black belt.”
Actually, she’d never even seen a karate movie, but this seemed a reasonable time to lie.
“I’d no idea you were such a force to be reckoned with,” said Ileana.
Merritt did not bother to respond to the woman’s sarcasm. She was already on the move, fists clenched, her breathing steady, instincts on guard. To her surprise, Ileana did nothing as she passed, already in a half sprint as she reached the doorway.
If she were being rational, it would have occurred to her they could stop her at will. It was a prison albeit defunct and there were guards here, though they kept a very low profile. Merritt saw them occasionally in the shadows, black shirts and pants, gun belts and clubs with leather straps across their chests, Sam Brown style. They seemed casual enough, but Merritt had seen the looks in their eyes, and she didn’t want to cross them.
Yet there was no one here now, not even a locked door to block her way as she ran down the long, silent corridor, past Karisvan’s office, under the watchful, unmoving eyes of the portraits, pictures of Belok, his top officers, and also of his victims. The suits of armor, likewise, made no objections to her progress. 
Even the courtyard was vacant. No limousine, no smiling, fawning Piko to spirit her away. Which meant she’d have to run to the gate. Could she make it? She’d have to try. Halfway across, she heard a whistle blow. There were footsteps behind her, the sounds of heavy boots on the stone. What would they do if they caught her? Had she committed any crime under Zuravian law? Was changing one’s mind about a sabbatical a crime in this country?
Let me wake up in my bed, she thought. Let me wake to the sound of the telephone, Lena at the other end, waiting to tell me about the latest dating disaster in her life. Some new married man having deceived her or some young hot body having dumped her after a quick, humiliating screw in the back seat of her car or in the darkened corner of a biker bar. For a prestigious professor, Lena had a dark side, a life that would get her in trouble one day.
Trouble like this.
Merritt threw herself against the iron bars. The portcullis was closed, and no amount of female grunting and pulling would get it open again.
“Annie, over here.”
She couldn’t believe her ears. “Petrok?”
The youth grinned at her from the top of the high, stonewall. He was lying flat on his stomach, dangling a rope to the ground at her feet. “Use this to pull yourself up.”
Merritt scrambled for the rope, treating it as an exercise from her aerobics class. In her current state, she needed little incentive to run straight up the wall, the bottoms of her sneakers pounding the irregular stones. Petrok was helping, pulling hard. 
In just a few moments, he had her on the back of his scooter. Merritt grabbed his waist eagerly, pressing her face to his strong back. He smelled of sweat and musk and was just about the dearest boy in the whole world as far as she was concerned.
It was a good five minutes before she dared look back. They were on a main street now, and she saw no sign of anyone following her. Had they given up that easily or was there another game afoot? She wouldn't put it past them after what she’d seen so far. 
Petrok took them to a small café overlooking a marketplace near the river, that long, winding black snake of a body known in Zuravian as Frenaul Klestin, the old bloodline. In ancient times, the river demarcated the border between Roman held territory and that of the barbarians. Throughout the ages, empires had risen and fallen along this line. Until the Soviet victory in the Second World War, only Belok had succeeded in holding and maintaining a city and a state on both sides of the river.
“So you saw a book,” Petrok tried to comprehend from her breathless, disjointed story. “And something in it frightened you. But what?”
Merritt clutched the mug, gulping the warm, rich Zuravian coffee spiked with brandy. For some reason, she was freezing cold despite the warm sun. “I’ll tell you, Petrok, but first you must answer something. How did you come to be at the Institute? I’m not a big believer in coincidence, so don’t tell me you just happened by with a hundred feet of rope to rescue me.”
Petrok smirked. “Ghroulsh,” he evaded for the moment, offering her the native toast and gulping from his own mug. 
“Tell me,” she teased, her fears oddly forgotten as she ran her foot along the inside of his denim-clad leg. “Or I won’t play with you ever again.”
He licked his lips, the brown of his nipples showing through his white, sweat soaked T-shirt, “Actually, your friend Simon tipped me off. He’s taken a shine to me and has made me his junior agent.”
She pulled her foot warily back. “What do you mean, ‘junior agent’?”
“It means, my sweet Annie,” the grin widening to unbearable dimensions, “that you have been given to me for the afternoon.”
Merritt pushed at the walls of her own mind. Should she laugh or cry? Out of the frying pan and into the fire…wasn’t that the saying? She thought for a moment about her airline ticket. It was a fixed return date but for a small penalty, maybe seventy-five dollars, she could be on her way home this very evening. 
“They could have doctored that picture,” she said, not realizing she’d spoken the words out loud.
“The book,” he leaned forward, eager to bond. “The thing that frightened you, you mean?”
Merritt swallowed the rest of the coffee, mainly for the effects of the alcohol. “I’d like another, please.”
“Earn it, then.” 
Earn it…oh, god, she’d left her purse back at the Institute. 
“I’m not in the mood,” she said grimly, weighing her options for getting it back. “I’m just letting you do the ordering so you can feel more like a man. I want a coffee, and I’ll have it with or without your permission.”
Petrok reached with his long arm and slapped her across the cheek. Merritt held her face, her eyes wide. 
“Take off your bra, Annie. Put it here on the table.”
She looked about for help, but no one seemed to be taking notice. “But—but we’re outside, in broad daylight.”
“You’ll have to manage. Or would you prefer I drag you to the men’s room and do it?”
“Surely you couldn’t get away with that,” she snorted.
“These are liberal times, Annie, and you’re a foreigner. Maybe in the Institute you’re a big shot, but out here you’re just another whore.”
Her heart thundered. Was this part of the game? And how had she gotten away so easily really? And the Book…the Book…
“I’m waiting, Annie.”
Merritt obeyed. It was a tricky affair, reaching behind her under her sweater for the clasp. She gave a little gasp as the material gave way. She prayed no one was watching as gingerly, one arm at a time, she lifted the shoulder strap up and over her arms, the sweater tented over her. At last she was able to pull the red silk item through and lay it on the table.
Red…the color she’d picked in such haste this morning, never realizing where she and it would end up.
“You’ll hide that. Won’t you?” She asked nervously
He reached for it, setting it prominently on top of the small napkin dispenser. “Waiter, more coffee please,” he signaled.
Merritt was flush with shame. She hunched her shoulders, desperate to hide the swollen nipples, the obvious arousal.
“Sit straight. Arch your back,” he chided.
She did so, her nipples chafing the sweater. It was a V-neck and without the bra she felt painfully exposed.
“I fucked my girlfriend last night, Annie. Don’t you want to know all about it?”
Merritt blinked, a deer in front of headlights.
“I went to her apartment. It was very late and her roommate Tatia said she was sleeping. I told Tatia to wake her up, so she could get her arse out here. When Tatia hesitated, I slapped her breasts. They are very full. Tatia is a blonde with a big chest. She had only a nightgown on with nothing underneath. She was very frightened, and she ran to tell my girlfriend that there was a mad man here who looked like Petrok but couldn’t possibly be him. But it was me, of course, happily changed after having had a few drinks and a very interesting night in the Pristiene. You do remember running away from me there, don’t you?”
“I—I didn’t mean to run away. I’m sorry, Petrok.”
“Pinch your nipples through your sweater, Annie. Show me how hard you can make them.”
She looked left and right. “Not here," she begged.
He raised his hand to her, the mere threat enough this time. “Harder,” he commanded once she’d begun.
Merritt winced under her own torture. 
“My girlfriend wanted to phone the police, but I was ready for that. When your friend, Simon, found me looking for you, he asked me if I had a woman. I told him yes, and he said I should go and do what I secretly wanted to her. Can you imagine such a thing? And then he gave me a card with the name of some colonel from Zuravian Intelligence on it. 
“’Don’t let her give you any guff,’ he told me. ’Show her this card; let her know she has no recourse. And afterwards, for heaven’s sake, don’t be a cad. Buy her a nice meal.' Can you imagine such a thing?”
Merritt grimaced, trying to redistribute the self imposed pain. “Actually. Knowing Simon as I do, I can imagine it just fine.”
The waiter returned, setting the cups down noisily. Merritt could not see the expression on his face.
“So there was my girlfriend screaming at me about what I’d done to Tatia and how I was practically breaking into their apartment in the dead of night. Then I showed her the card and said that no one would want to listen to her, that powerful people would back whatever I said. That was the first time I saw fear in her eyes. It strengthened me considerably. I slapped her as I had Tatia, then I made both girls take off their nightclothes and kneel on the hard wooden floor.
“’I’m going to fuck you both,’ I told them, ‘and if there’s any trouble, I’ll beat your arses with my belt.’ I made Tatia fetch me some vodka. I like to watch her run because of how her tits bounce. And her hair is so silky. My girlfriend has floppy tits, and her skin is blotched. But I fucked them both, good and hard. One after another, side by side, their arses pointed nicely while they knelt on all fours.”
Petrok was observing Merritt, insuring she was pinching her nipples the whole time. “Does my story turn you on, Annie? Should I make you take your top off and show me?”
“Please, don’t,” she shook her head, no longer sure just how far he might go.
“What about your pants, Annie. Should we have you skin down your tight jeans and show your arse? I bet it looks very pretty. Simon told me what he was going to do. Tell it to me, Annie, say what he did to you.”
“He…he caned me,” she whispered, her arousal flooding onto the material of her silk panties. “And then…he took me…anally.”
“Did you orgasm?”
She squirmed forward. “Many times.”
“Is his cock very big?”
“I…I think so. I have no comparison.”
“Maybe we could help you today. What do you think?”
“Simon wouldn’t like it.”
Petrok laughed. “Who do you think gave me the idea?”
Merritt swallowed. “But he says I’ve been chosen for something…special.”
The actual word 'bait' stuck in Merritt’s throat, unable to release itself.
He placed the mug into her hands. “Only your cunt is sacred, Annie. The rest is fair game. Now drink up.”
The fresh cup of coffee cleared a path for itself down her gullet, filling her insides with hot need, hot ideas. She had a pretty good idea what Petrok was talking about, but she preferred not to say the words.
“Let’s go,” he said rising abruptly to his feet. “Leave it,” he snapped when she tried to take the bra from the table. “Where we’re going, you won’t need it.”
The dark chill returned, only partially anesthetized by the brandy. She thought again of the Book and the picture at the very end, concluding that inhumane tale of degradation and domination.
“The Eternal Bride,” the caption had read. The dress was suitably medieval, flowing silk trimmed with lace and ruffles, but the face was anything but lost and forgotten. In fact, had there been a mirror in its place, the page could not have been more revealing.
For all intents and purposes, the girl sketched into Belok’s dark book was her. So that’s why Belok was after her. Simon had been right. She was Vistya’s double. Born again.
 
***
 
Merritt lost track of the number of cocks. Petrok took her to the University District, where it was nothing to peddle flesh even in broad daylight. All Merritt had to do was lean against the scooter, looking as sexy as possible. Petrok handled the negotiations, collecting five zuravs apiece for the right to use the American girl’s mouth, an extra two for the privilege of feeling up her tits. They were parked beside a covered walkway near a large pillar. More than enough space to hide a woman on her knees, head bobbing up and down on a customer.
Most were students at the University of Vistya, young and unshaven, their lean bodies thick with the scent of perspiration, cigarette smoke and coffee. A couple of them were teachers, and there were even a few business types. Merritt’s jaws ached painfully and she felt oddly full, the collected emissions of two-dozen males having settled into the bottom of her stomach.
The only thing she was thankful for was that there’d been no opportunity to prostitute her arse out here.
“Where did you get the idea to come here instead of the Pristiene?” Merritt wondered.
Again, the young man grinned. “Simon’s suggestion. He said this is a much safer place to play with you.”
“Whore,” spat a middle-aged woman, leaving a large gob of saliva on her cheek as she walked by.
“Lick it off,” said Petrok, shaming both women at once.
Merritt complied without question. She was too tired to care and too sexually frustrated. She wanted them all to fuck her by now, even the ugliest. How easy it would be from her standpoint to lie on the concrete and open her legs, having first shed the skin of pants and underwear.
“Should I cut you in for a portion of the profits?” he thumbed through the crumpled fistful of bills. 
Merritt looked at them and felt a tiny rush. Each one represented a submission of herself to a demeaning, disgusting act. And yet, if he told her to, she would do it again. “Petrok, can we go somewhere now…just the two of us?”
 He removed her hands from his neck. “You are tempting me, Annie, but I am an agent now for a super secret agency. I can’t just do as I please.”
The statement struck her as absurd, inducing her to laugh out loud.
He scowled a little, insulted perhaps, and took her back to the hotel.
She smiled the whole way. For the first time on this entire blasted trip, she’d actually gotten the better of a man.




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Ten
 
 
The flowers were waiting for her in her room. White and purple and red Zuravian roses mixed with various other types whose names she didn’t even know. The aroma was as sweet as honey mixed with lilac. Closing her eyes put her right back in the fields behind her grandparent’s farm the few times her father had actually allowed her to visit his religiously conservative parents.
The card was beside the vase on the desk, the royal blue envelope embossed with her name elegantly handwritten in silver. Far and away, this was the most touching gift she’d ever received. With a trembling hand, she opened the finely milled paper and pulled out the card.
 
To one whose beauty shames native Zuravia. With admiration and devotion, your faithful servant, Andre, Count Rochescu.
 
Merritt sat heavily upon her bed, nearly squashing the silver garment bag. Where had that come from? Tentatively, she tugged down the zipper. There was a gown inside, emerald green and sequined. She didn’t bother to remove it quite yet but moved to the large silver box next to it, topped with a blue bow. 
Eagerly like a small child, she opened it to see what was inside.
Shoes. Emerald green with wispy straps and high, elegant heels, and a handbag to match. All with sequins, the perfect compliment to the dress. Another item at the bottom under tissue paper was black and familiar: her purse, with an envelope taped to the outside. Inside she found the following invitation:
 
You are cordially invited to dinner this evening by invitation of His Excellency, Andre, Count Rochescu, Knight of the Fellowship of the Cup of Hrabon.
 
So, the great Rochescu was revealing himself at last. But what was this Fellowship associated with Belok’s supposedly unholy chalice, the one that had chilled her to the bone at its very touch? She skimmed to a handwritten note at the bottom, penned presumably by the cagey noble himself.
 
My dear Doctor Fisher: I would be honored by your presence at Castle Vistalaya tonight. I shall send a car for you promptly at seven.
 
Vistalaya. Named by the Prince for his wife, their royal seat as well as the scene of his final days under siege. The very center of the man’s power, a place haunted by dread spirits, screaming their anguish into the night skies.
Merritt knew she should run straight to the airport. Forget changing her ticket, she should take the next flight anywhere. And where the hell was Simon Rutledge? Why was he never around when she needed him? You could be sure he’d be back to beat her or fuck her again if she made another wrong move tonight.
Maybe Petrok could help her when he was done spending the money earned from her giving blowjobs all day. There was another man to count on in a pinch. Okay, he’d rescued her, and so had Simon, but why did she feel like a little white mouse in a house full of cats?
Speaking of which, wasn’t she a tiny bit curious herself? She’d seen Rochescu’s picture. He was a rugged playboy, dark haired, insolent, and the castle he’d invited her to was Belok’s own. Closed to the public, never to her knowledge seen by a historian from the West.
Why shouldn’t she be the first, and have a little fun in the process?
 Insolently, she fingered the green material, so sparkly, so sheer. How much did it cost, she wondered. 
It stunned Merritt how easily she could change roles now. From shy wallflower to eager victim and willing complicitor in the dark unknown. Carefully she laid out the dress, the most beautiful she’d ever seen. No doubt it would be a perfect fit, as these Zuravian men seemed to know everything about her. But what they did not know was that Americans, particularly women, were not merely capable of naiveté or gross improprieties abroad. They were also cunning, seemingly innocent as doves yet wise as serpents.
Yes, she held the dress up against herself, feeling the liquid heat in her loins. Tonight she would make every man there burn with need. She’d play her part to the hilt, queen of the ball. Soon-to-be Bride of Belok.
“Why not?” she whispered, suppressing a girlish giggle. “It’s all a game. There’s no such thing as ghosts.”
The clap of thunder outside her window went ignored, as did the sudden gust of wind. Merritt was a woman on a mission, and she had much work to do before seven.
 
***
 
Her driver was Piko, which suited her splendidly. The little man’s eyes bugged out when he saw her. 
“Ma'am,” the little fellow sputtered, “you are so pretty.”
The quite ordinary word, coming as it did from the awestruck lips of the most sincere man she’d ever met next to her father was a higher compliment than the little man could have realized.
“You’re a dear,” she squeezed his hand. “And I do hope you’ll allow me the first dance tonight…they do dance at the castle don’t they?”
Piko grew pale. “I—I don’t think—”
“Never mind,” she spared him, hating to see the fear in his eyes. 
He smiled thinly, and she followed him from the lobby. Judging by the eyes on her, she was doing Rochescu's clothes justice. She’d chosen to put her hair up, wrapping it high on her head. She went light on the makeup, relying on her natural color to complement the gown. The color choice, though not one she would have made on her own, seemed a good one. This Rochescu had taste.
She giggled thinking what they would say back home. Merritt never dared to dress sexy at faculty parties or department events. On one occasion, she’d worn a tight sweater and skirt and had received glowering looks from the women all night and leers from the men. Finally, the dean had taken her aside and told her she needed to show more propriety in the future.
He hadn’t succeeded in hiding his hard on, the presence of which, Merritt felt, diminished the potency of his statement. It was a fact that nearly every man who saw her thought of her as a warm body to be used. It was a reality she’d lived with since puberty. Her father had sat her down when she was fifteen and explained about Sonia, her mother, and how she’d been the same way, turning heads, driving men wild.
“A man sees a woman like that and he wants her for his own,” he clutched the photo of the vivacious, smiling blonde who was Merritt’s mother.
Merritt did not yet understand the dark storms in his eyes as he’d spoken, but now she did. Her father wanted women as slaves, as did most if not all men. Perhaps her mother had been that for him, but now he was alone, and though other women gave or sold their bodies short term, he never again found what he had with her: loving submission.
A part of her wanted that, too, which is why she hated Simon. He was the one man who could command her heart and not just her body. But he had no interest and apparently no honor, either. She’d as soon trust Belok’s ghost or Colonel Ladislak as the slippery Rutledge—her protector one minute and a tormentor the next.
The gown was much sexier than anything Merritt would have picked out on her own. Seating herself in the back of the car, she was still astounded by it. With slits up both legs clear to her thighs as well as spaghetti straps, it left little to the imagination. Then there was the plunging neckline and the back, both of which bared much of her healthy, California skin.
Thank God she’d stayed on her diet.
And the shoes. When she’d put them on, little shivers ran up her legs. The tiny straps round her ankles felt like bindings. The sort of thing a girl might have to wear if she was a prisoner or slave. Mariana would look good in a dress like this, or Becca. Would she see Becca tonight? If she did, it would be very hard not to kiss her.
Merritt trailed her fingertips over her sequined thighs as they drove off. She was imagining Becca's lips on hers, and the way their bodies had fit together. Becca’s body would show her wounds now, welts and slashes from the whipping Ileana had given her. Leaning back against the leather seat, she touched her nipples. 
They sprang back, raw and electric. Three times she’d made herself come in the shower before getting dressed and still she needed more. Her hand couldn’t do it. Not like a cock. Would she ever get fucked in this country or walk around a sacred virgin the rest of her life?
The castle was outside the city on the eastern side of the river. There were few cars, and the overhead lights all but disappeared. It was so much easier out here to imagine the land as it used to be. When horses galloped on winding roads of stone and dirt. When knights clashed with swords and trumpets blared, signaling the heavy tromp of iron feet, the coming of armies and banners and siege engines ready to lay waste to the enemy’s castles, the prize of every battle with their splendid ramparts, flags snapping in the breeze. And lovely maidens, their fair bodies booty every bit as much as the golden candelabras or chests full of diamonds and rubies hoarded away by their kings and lords.
Vistya had been such a prize for Belok. The only daughter of the King of Rulania, she had been ceded in exchange for the survival of that kingdom. The king himself had ridden with her as far as the front lines where Belok waited with his cavalry. There she dismounted and symbolically removed her shoes. She would walk barefoot to Belok’s horse to be tethered to his saddle, making the journey back to his castle at his side in submission.
It was a common practice in that day. One said to arouse the captive females greatly. Chests heaving, covered in sweat and dust, they must have made quite a fetching sight. More than a few failed to make it as far as their captor’s bed but were taken in the dirt on their backs. If they were lucky, it was their new sovereign alone who used them. Otherwise, it might be his entire guard or household cavalry tasting the fruits of her initial conquest.
Merritt was moist as they climbed the last hill to the darkened stone structure—a perpetual state on her part of late. The castle was enormous, one of the largest in Central Europe. Above the jutting, jagged ramparts she could make out the silhouette of the moon. Just a day or two shy of full. Back home she seldom noticed such things. Here, everything caught her eye.
Piko spoke up as they approached the drawbridge. “The car isn’t allowed across. You’ll have to go on alone, ma’am. I’m sorry.”
“Don’t worry, Piko. I’ll be fine.” She had no idea if she would, but the idea of worrying the little man anymore than necessary bothered her tremendously.
The wooden drawbridge creaked under her feet. Was it as flimsy as it felt? A wind was picking up at her back. Over the castle walls, black fingers of ancient trees reached up to the star specked sky. Clouds were just beginning to collect, nibbling at the edge of the moon. The first nip of fall was in the air and with it the smell of wood stoves. 
I should have brought a jacket, she thought.
With each step, the castle loomed larger. She’d read once how it had been restored using authentic stone and wood by Rochescu at the cost of millions of zuravs. 
Men were waiting for her on the other side of the bridge. Huddled like shadows, bearing torches. For a split second, she imagined they were Belok’s men, hooded assassins and soldiers with orders to seize and strip her, dragging her before the Prince for enslavement. 
Looking back, she saw that Piko was long gone. Somewhere in the distance, an owl screeched.
“Doctor Fisher, we are honored.” The voice was a deep bass. The large man clicked his heels and bowed stiffly. She looked about her. The party with the torches wore tuxedos, not mailed armor or hooded capes. As ancient as this castle was, it was inhabited by modern men.
The man lifted her damp hand to his lips. “I am Rochescu. On behalf of the Society of the Chalice, we bid you welcome.”
The men bowed, clicking their heels. If the gesture was designed to put her at ease, it was having quite the opposite effect.
“Have you no electric lights?” She blurted irritably. “It’s black as Hades.”
Rochescu, his square jaw, neat mustache, jet-black hair and ruddy cheeks framed in dancing orange-red light, bowed once again. “Forgive us, Doctor Fisher. We are given to authenticity here. To one such as you, we must appear hopelessly primitive.”
She thought she picked up a hint of something in his voice. Something that suggested his humility was less than sincere. “I do thank you for the dress, count, and the shoes. They are lovely,” she said, trying to recover something of her forgotten manners.
“The pleasure is all mine. Won’t you come with me?” 
Merritt let him take her arm, leading her through the main archway into the central courtyard. It was as still as the grave, though she thought she could feel eyes on her from up on the ramparts. Once or twice she looked up, but there was nothing there. Rochescu’s men, tall and muscular, fell in behind them with the lock step of soldiers. Light poured from the doorway ahead, warm and glowing. Merritt stepped warily across the threshold, hoping for the best.
The interior of the main hall was enormous, rising several stories high with massive support beams. Torches lined the walls, and there were candles set in brass holders five or six feet tall. Rochescu continued to lead her forward until they were at the far wall staring at a set of steel doors.
“We beg your further indulgence,” he offered, punching the button on the panel. 
An elevator, perhaps, like in the Institute?
“I’d no idea you could put something like this inside a castle,” she noted as the doors hummed cleanly open revealing not the interior of an elevator car, but a brightly lit tunnel tiled from floor to ceiling in marble and lined with stately columns.
“One can do anything, Doctor Fisher, when the will is strong.”
The others did not accompany them any further. Rochescu smiled deferentially along the way making comments on the particularities of construction. 
All of this seemed very familiar to Merritt. It wasn’t until they reached the end, however, that she recognized the throne room from her dream.
“This is a reproduction of Belok’s inner sanctum,” Rochescu explained. “The original, of course, was sacked.”
Merritt marveled at the sight. The dimensions, decoration and architecture were exactly what she remembered. Even down to the ornately armed throne except there was no evidence of the Prince or his medieval terrors. Only a line of serving girls in simple floor-length velvet dresses flanked the back end of a long dining table.
“Funny,” she remarked, a bit more boldly than warranted by propriety, “that you have reproduced something for which there is no record.”
He steered he sharply, the touch of his hand searing her naked back. “We have sources. Unknown to the rest of the world.”
The whip-like tone of his voice was a sharp reminder. She was a woman; he was a man and though he might allow her insolence, he might also deny it. Or punish it.
There were a dozen men at the table, all dressed in old-fashioned long-tailed coats. Without exception, they stood at her approach in a show of chivalry. There were also three women who did not stand but remained in their seats, faces expressionless. The females were in their late teens or early twenties, all quite lovely as were the serving girls whom Merritt noted now were wearing thick gold chokers around their necks and anklets decorated with bells above their bare feet.
“Gentlemen, may I present Miss Fisher, from the United States.”
She scanned the faces, recognizing none of them. “I am actually a doctor,” Merritt corrected.
He smiled very thinly as he held the high backed chair for her. “We have four doctors with us, actually. Along with a judge and a cabinet minister.”
“Andre,” said a gray bearded man with a gold medallion around his neck, “will you honor us with the toast?”
“Here, here,” called several others, raising their glasses. As if on cue, barefoot serving girls moved behind the chair of each man, taking up a position of rigid attention. None of the girls, Merritt noticed, went to stand behind the women, all three of whom were bereft of glasses with which to toast.
Andre moved solemnly to his place at the head of the table. “To reclaiming our destiny,” he called, lifting the glass high.
“To destiny,” the men repeated.
At the entrance, two guards in immaculate blue uniforms drew their swords with white-gloved hands, touching them to the tips of their noses, their bodies at rigid attention.
“To reclaiming our property,” Rochescu continued.
The girls lowered their eyes.
“To property,” the men mouthed.
“And to the reclaiming of victory.”
“To victory,” they recited.
Andre seated himself now, signaling for the main doors to be closed. At the last possible second, a man slipped through, calling out his apologies for tardiness. Merritt’s heart did a somersault as Simon Rutledge claimed for himself an empty place several seats to the host’s right. 
Simon. The last man on earth she’d expected to see here, wearing a tuxedo and looking delicious enough to eat. 
“Forgive me, Andre,” he offered the host.
“Not at all,” Rochescu snapped his fingers at a barefoot, buxom blonde who’d been standing against the far wall in reserve. The girl came instantly to the table, taking up her place of service behind Simon’s chair. Merritt felt a twinge of jealousy as she noticed the girl's tousled hair, pink cheeks and bouncing breasts, the nipples of which stuck prominently through the thin material of the dress.
Merritt had no doubt the big-breasted slut would be more than happy to serve him up her body in addition to whatever else might be on the menu. Fortunately, Simon seemed to be indifferent, even as she leaned unnecessarily far forward, brushing her bosom against the back of the man’s head.
Merritt was ready to scratch the woman’s eyes out, especially when a few moments later she began attending to him, kneeling to place his napkin in his lap and arranging his silverware for easier access. The other girls were doing the same for their men, and it was obvious by now these were no ordinary serving girls.
“We will begin with a most excellent consommé,” Andre announced to the assembled.
“I haven’t any silverware,” Merritt spoke up as the bowl was placed in front of her by a lovely brunette. 
The man to her left with wavy black hair and a mustache eyed her curiously before returning to a conversation regarding the economy.
“You have to be fed,” whispered the raven-haired woman seated to her right, “by a man.”
“Excuse me?” laughed Merritt loudly enough to draw the attention of half of the table.
“Is there a problem?” the man on the other side of the woman wanted to know. He was a thin man with large ears and a German accent. 
The female wearing an off the shoulder black gown and pearls bowed her head. “No, sir,” she replied quickly to the hawkish man, her eyes addressing the bowl of soup.
The man frowned, his brow furrowing. “Serving woman, remove this woman’s bowl." 
Promptly the raven-haired woman’s soup was whisked away by one of the serving girls.
“I’m sorry, I had no idea you’d get in trouble,” Merritt whispered to her neighbor.
“Just hush,” she whispered fiercely. “You’ll make it worse.”
“Miss Fisher, did you have something to say?” asked the mustachioed man.
Merritt looked to the women for guidance. Her neighbor to the right had gone stoic like a punished child. The second, a short haired blonde in a spaghetti strap dress that revealed the better part of her lush cleavage, already had her mouth open to receive a spoonful from the man next to her. Her eyes were soft and indicated gratefulness. She sipped prettily, waiting patiently for another. The man, a portly fellow with pink cheeks and wire rim glasses was grinning eagerly and licking his lips, clearly enjoying both her beauty and her servility.
The third girl, a curly headed brunette in a low cut red dress, was trying to draw the attention of her date—if indeed, this was the correct term—by facing him, her chest thrust out, the stalk of her neck arched invitingly. The man to whom she was directing herself, the one with the gold medallion and the pointed beard ignored her as he alternated feeding himself and waving the spoon at a blonde man with a long pony tail who was failing to appreciate his point about the need for a stronger Zuravian military commitment to NATO.
“No,” she decided not to get anyone in trouble. “I didn’t.”
He nodded. “Very well.”
“Try to get a little meat you can slip to me,” the girl whispered now. “They don’t feed us all day. They like to see us beg.”
Just then the shorthaired blonde put out her tongue, panting. She was rewarded with a tousle of her hair and a sip of wine as the man next to her held the glass to her thirsting lips.
“What is your name?” Merritt asked, deciding to gain all the female camaraderie she could.
“We don’t have names. My current user calls me Honey, because my juices are sweet.”
Merritt felt a tugging at her belly. What this sweet, lovely Zuravian girl was telling her was that for all intents and purposes she had no identity outside of men. Not even the right to a name or the right to feed herself.
“But that’s impossible,” Merritt shot back, a little too loudly.
The thin man beside Honey, her so-called user, turned his attention once more to the lovely dark-haired girl. This time he appeared angry, there being a distinct pinch to his long and bony nose. “This is the second time I’ve had to speak with you, and I promise you there won’t be a third.”
The girl’s eyes faced straight ahead, her face suddenly pale. Merritt could feel the fear rolling off of her, sweet and seething, darkly seductive.
“Breasts,” the man barked by way of command, the word rolling from his lips with chilling Germanic precision.
Honey did not have to be told twice. Reaching behind herself for the zipper, she opened the back of her dress, pulling the bodice down over her full, healthy tits. She had no bra on and to Merritt’s astonishment, she had a gold ring through each nipple. Sitting bolt upright, hands in her lap, her torso utterly naked, she waited.
“Clamps,” he ordered, his voice rising above the conglomeration of male conversation.
“Here, too,” indicated the rotund user of the slender short-haired blonde who immediately pulled down her own top to reveal a pair of small, high, pointed nipples pierced with rings of silver.
“Consommé?” asked the curly-haired man sitting beside Merritt and holding the spoon in the direction of her lips. Not daring to refuse, she sipped the contents, warm and salty on her tongue, smelling nicely of onion and parsley.
“How long will you be in our country?” he asked pleasantly.
The metal spoon clicked on her teeth as he withdrew it.
“Three months,” she croaked, the tangy taste of the soup having awoken her hunger. “I’m completing a research project on The Prince.”
He smiled indulgently. “Another sip?”
“Yes, thank you,” she replied softly, her lips open and waiting. How long had it been since she’d eaten?
“You there, American female,” called Honey’s user, his bent out ears bristling very slightly in anticipation. “You should watch. You’ll find it quite illuminating.”
Unable to resist, Merritt turned to Honey, who was sitting with her hands laced behind her head, her tits pointing straight out.
“They’re lovely, aren’t they?” The thin man cupped a breast. “Go on, feel one yourself before I put these on.”
He was dangling the pair of nasty looking clips he’d just been handed that were connected by a fine silver chain.
“I couldn’t,” she shook her head. 
“You will,” he countered, the brow compressing into a tight V, “or I’ll have Honey’s tits whipped till they bleed.”
Merritt cast a desperate glance at Simon. He looked back at her coldly like she was some form of insect. Tears welling in the corner of her eyes, Merritt surrendered to the inevitable and touched the dangling globe of her helpless sister. “I’m so sorry,” she muttered to the girl.
“Caress it, make her hot,” ordered the German.
Merritt complied, trying her hardest to remain detached from the sensuality of the act. Honey’s breathing had quickened by now, and Merritt could feel the nipple swelling under her probing hand. 
“The heart of pleasure,” the man gloated, stroking the other breast of the completely passive girl, “is pain. Honey, are you wet for a cock, my little slut?”
“Yes, sir,” she exhaled, her buttocks squirming on the chair in anticipation.
“You can’t have a cock, Honey.” He took away the hand, signaling for Merritt to do the same thing. “What else could we give you?”
A drop of sweat trailed down the girl’s neck, splashing onto her swollen breast. “Anything, sir. I’ll take anything.”
“Nipple clamps?”
“Yes,” she hissed, her voice an unearthly wail. “Please…clamp me.”
“You see,” said the man to Merritt. “The worst thing for a female is to be ignored. Any form of abuse is preferable. In fact, women crave abuse, don’t they, Honey?”
“Yes, sir.”
The clamp was gold with screws to pinch the soft flesh. He applied it expertly to the left breast, turning it three times clockwise. Honey jerked to attention, a low moan emitting from deep in her throat. Merritt gaped at the sight of the red-hot nub so cruelly contained. 
“Why don’t you do the other one?” the German handed Merritt the second clamp.
The serving girls were removing the soup bowls now, replacing them with plates of spiced meats that were pierced with toothpicks and decorated with colorful, skewered vegetables.
Merritt looked at the device he was offering her. So small and delicate, and yet capable of inflicting so much misery. Honey was moaning louder now, seemingly transported. Her belly was undulating so prettily. There was an energy about her. Merritt could sense the men’s desire for her even if they were seemingly otherwise engaged.
“Just a little bit,” she heard herself say, feeling seduced herself by the girl’s masochistic surrender. “Only a little pain; not too tight.”
Honey’s nipple felt damned good in her hand. It seemed made for the clamp and when she turned the screw and felt the first jolts, the fresh spasms of submission, she knew she must feel a little bit more. Just one more whimper, one more twist of her finger.
“Enough,” the man finally stopped her.
Merritt blinked. She’d lost track of herself. The clamp under her finger was now tighter than the other. “I’m sorry,” she quickly exclaimed.
“No matter,” he shrugged, turning to his plate of spiced meat. “A fresh toast,” he raised his glass, the sparkling white wine glimmering in the candlelight.
“To Belok,” he called.
“To Belok,” the men’s voices boomed, echoing the name that already hung unspoken and thick in the air like the scent of the girl’s pussy and the burning of the candles.
Honey was left to suffer at this point, her pain and sexual need of no consequence to the men. The blonde was in a similar predicament, though in her case the imprisoning clamps were connected to chains from which hung a series of small lead weights. In between ravenous bites of his appetizer, the soft skinned, portly man would add more of the sinkers to the string, making her nipples dip painfully lower with each addition. 
The third woman, the one who’d been seeking the attention of the gold-medallioned man, had been rewarded with drops of wine in the middle of her plate, which she was lapping at now with her tongue.
Merritt clenched her small damp fists. Her own breasts were burning, her nipples and crotch crying out in piteous need. She felt violated, trapped. It was like her nightmare. In fact in many ways it was worse, because she was in that very same throne room only this time it was real. Or was she dreaming all this, too?
“Meat?” the man at her elbow purred, inducing her to open her mouth and take the dainty bit of flesh between her pearl white teeth.
“Andre tells us,” the medallioned man addressed Merritt now, “that you are an expert on the his highness.”
His highness. As though Belok were a reigning sovereign.
“I know a bit,” she tried to smile, her attention wickedly divided by the sight of the obviously starved Honey attempting to nip a bit of meat held between her user’s fingers. The man was teasing her, allowing her only the tiniest taste on her lips before jerking it high over her head. A tear trickled from her eye, down onto her throbbing, inflamed nipple.
“Only a bit?” the man looked to his fellows, inviting them to laugh. “Humility in a free female. What a rarity.”
“Tell us, then, Miss Fisher,” he egged her on, even as he spilled out a tiny bit more wine for the brunette to lap off her plate. “Are you familiar with the story of Belok and the Hagrenian merchant; the one who lost a hundred ducats of gold?”
“The ducats weren’t lost,” Merritt replied, watching out of the corner of her eye as Honey’s user freed her long dark tresses and began to toy with her earlobes, “They were stolen. The merchant went to Belok and told him what had happened and the Prince immediately surrounded the town with his army and threatened to kill every man, woman and child if the guilty party did not surrender himself for impalement.”
“Yes,” nodded the German, impatiently taking the helpless Honey by the back of the hair and pushing her head down onto his lap. “But what did Belok do for the merchant first?”
Merritt eyed him warily. His eyes were small and cold and there was a look of distinct satisfaction on his face from having forced the lovely, passive young woman into so obvious a position of sexual subjugation. “Belok made good on the hundred ducats and sent the man on his way. A short time later, the merchant returned, indicating he had been overpaid by one ducat. Belok told him it had been a test and that he was very fortunate to have acknowledged the overpayment as he would have had the man impaled along with the thief had he tried to cheat the prince of the extra gold coin.”
“Bravo,” called the man with the blonde ponytail in the wake of the sudden silence, the fellow being apparently drunker and more easy going than the others. “Who says her sex can’t be taught?”
The German snorted at the man, though his own attention was on Honey, who was working feverishly to lower his zipper with her teeth, her hands still behind her head. Merritt could not imagine how painful the breast pincers would feel now that the girl’s bosom was so piteously pressed against the man’s thigh.
 “Torvald is right,” Andre rose to the blonde man’s defense. “We must give credit where credit is due. Miss Fisher is a worthy and learned scholar. A credit to her gender. Gentleman, I give you our servant from America.”
André’s glass was held aloft once more, joined by a silent, tense clicking from the others. Merritt wondered which of these men knew the deeper secret. That she was not merely a student of Belok, but a dead ringer for his wife as well. And if Simon and Ileana were right, she was on her way to filling that role for a reborn Belok. Permanently.
Honey made a gurgling noise. Merritt looked down and saw that she had succeeded in unfurling her user’s penis and was now eagerly bobbing her head, swallowing him to the hilt with each thrust. 
“See,” the portly man with the spectacles cried in a clear dig against Merritt’s claim to expertise. “Honey is also excellent with her orals. Perhaps she can complete her doctoral work as well.” Laughter rang out to the vaulted ceiling. Meanwhile, he had the blonde girl bent backward, a glass of wine at her lips. She was trying to swallow, but he was pouring it out too fast. Rivulets of it ran down her neck and over her tortured breasts. 
A number of the men were pounding the table, which encouraged him to go further, taking an entire bottle and pouring it out over her head. Andre, who was laughing with the rest, signaled two of the serving wenches. Without hesitation, the women removed their velvet dresses, revealing lean, fit bodies. Lowering themselves to all fours, they began to lick at the puddles on the marble, slurping the spilt wine down their pretty throats.
“Those two will feel no pain later with so much wine in their bellies.” Torvasch, shouted out. 
“Nor will you,” the medallion man countered.
“By Vistya, yes. Let us feast!” proclaimed Torvasch, his blue eyes dancing gaily. “The last wench with her clothes on is a frigid bitch.”
“Strip!” commanded Andre.
The serving girls lifted their dresses over their heads in a single, choreographed motion. Merritt could not believe how beautiful they were and how subjugated. There was not one who did not bear welts and scars, the signs of ready abuse. Many also bore tattoos and other intricate marks on their arses, breasts and hips. A few she recognized as symbols relating to Belok, others were unknown. She had no doubt, however, that all were signs of the girls' slavery.
“Don’t forget them,” someone pointed to the brunette and the pixie-haired blonde, who, unlike Honey, had no valid reason to be sitting at the table any longer.
 The sopping wet blonde was the first to be dragged from her seat. The dress fell from her hips. Still clamped, she was put to her knees by the guards, her head shoved down to the portly man’s shoes. The trembling girl began to pay obeisance at once. The brunette, meanwhile was pinned in place on the floor on her belly, stripped and given a dozen stinging lashes from a horsewhip.
“Submit,” demanded her user, requiring her to slither to him on her belly, her body wracked with pain.
Merritt felt the terror now of her isolation. Other than Honey, who was sucking the German’s cock, she was the only one still sitting, still clothed. 
“Submit,” the medallioned man echoed, this time speaking to the entire group of females.
Their response was rapid, lovely and servile. How she hated these sluts, licking and laying, blatantly spreading, especially the busty blonde with the way she writhed on her back, lifting herself for Simon. So far, however, the treacherous agent was like stone, polite, distant and seemingly oblivious to the sexy slave, her body right there for the taking.
Merritt cast him a questioning glance, giving him a chance to say or do something reassuring, but he just sat there, staring right through her like she wasn’t even there. More riddles, she thought with disgust, more useless, half-hearted efforts by him at guardianship that inevitably resulted in her compromising and humiliating herself.
The show of submission was quickly turning into an orgy. Several of the men had succumbed to oral embraces already. A few others had gotten off their chairs to take advantage of the nearest wet and ready hole. It was like a feeding frenzy.
“I presume you are mine,” the curly man drawled, pulling his jacket off his shoulders.
“You presume wrong.”
 “Where do you think you are going?” he laughed, easily restraining her by the arm. “Be a nice girl, won’t you, and take off your clothes. I promise not to hurt you much.”
“You already are,” she squirmed.
“All the more reason for you to give me what I want. Come on, you know it’s what all you females want. It’s why you have holes down there in the first place.”
Merritt saw Simon rise to his fate. Finally, she thought to herself, barely containing her glee. The man was going to rescue her. It was about bloody time, too. To her horror, however, Simon was not coming for her. Instead, after bowing briefly to his host, he headed for the door, walking off down the corridor and leaving no reason to believe he’d ever return to the place for her or anyone else.
She knew it was probably a compromise of their secret relationship, but Merritt couldn’t help screaming out his name. She was so vociferous, her mouth practically foaming with vehemence, that the mustachioed man hesitated in forcing himself any further on her.
“Leave her to me,” said Andre, his hand suddenly on the man’s shoulder. “I will get what we need out of her.”
“Gladly,” the fellow spat scornfully. “The bitch is obviously frigid.”
No, thought Merritt, not frigid. Simply cursed with too much independence to surrender like a little puppet. 
“Shall we, Miss Fisher?” he gestured to the door.
As if she’d go ever anywhere willingly with this man!
“No,” she said emphatically. “We shan’t.”
“Think again,” he growled lifting her off her feet and slinging her effortlessly over his shoulder. “I have someone who’s just dying to meet you…or should I say, he’s already dead.”
 
***
 
Merritt tried to wriggle her way out of Rochescu’s grip. He was carrying her down a circular staircase deep into the earth. The smell was rank like rotting earth and sweat, the decay of centuries.
“Let me go,” she cried, trying to claw at his back.
“Stupid cunt,” he growled. “I’ll throw you down the rest of the way. How would you like that?”
Merritt had already lost her shoes. Her hair was ruined and there was a tear in the back of her dress. This Rochescu was an animal, and if she had the chance she’d get back at him no matter what it took. “You’ll pay for this, I swear!” she squealed.
He reached for her breast, twisting hard. “No one will make me pay, you little bitch! I am Rochescu! I rule this country with an iron fist!”
Merritt stored the information. Would Belok be in agreement with the man’s grandiose plans? “All right,” Merritt grimaced, her tits mauled, “I’ll stop fighting you, just let go.”
Rochescu set her down roughly against the circular stone of the stairwell. “Too late,” he grinned, an eerie light in his eyes. “You made me mad. Now you will pay the price.”
The top of Merritt’s dress shredded in his hands. In seconds flat, he’d stripped her to her waist, destroying the very gift he’d given her. Savagely now, with short stabbing blows he punished her tits with the backs of his hands.
“You’re insane,” she wailed.
“Hands down,” he warned, “or it’ll go worse for you.”
Merritt whimpered, turning her palms against the stone. She had no choice but to let the man have his way with her. 
“That’s better,” he leered, continuing to batter at her breasts until the flesh was red and inflamed. “Are you ready to be a good girl, hmm? A good little slut?”
“Yes,” she cried, “ I promise.”
“Look at me, slut, and say it again.”
Merritt’s eyes were moist and pleading, the fight vanished for good. “I’ll be a good girl, please believe me.”
Rochescu seized her by the hair, pulling her the rest of the way down the stairs. “I’ll believe it when my dick is between your legs and you’re begging for the honor of having your worthless hole filled with the sperm of the future president of Zuravia and the whole of Europe to boot.”
“But I am pledged to Belok!”
Rochescu threw her to the floor at the bottom of the stairs. “Sorry, lover,” he chimed in imitation of an answering machine. “Belok’s not here to take your call. Now get the rest of that dress off, slave, and get on your back, legs spread wide.”
Merritt stood up, shimmying the ruined material down over her hips. “But doesn’t he need me…my virginity that is to return to the flesh?”
Rochescu was salivating over her. “Of course he does, you stupid slut. That’s why I’m going to pump you full first. Once you’re carrying my seed, he’ll have no choice but to stay in the spirit world. Which will make my victory complete. Belok will serve me, making me the most powerful ruler of all.” 
Merritt skinned down her panties and stockings, exposing herself to the dank air. “And what of me?” she asked meekly.
Rochescu reared back his head in ghastly laughter. “Use your imagination, my fair-haired beauty. You’ll live a life of great privilege. The privilege of being my personal property, that is. The world will know you as my wife, but you will eagerly take your place under my thumb and beneath the heel of my boot. You will honor and obey me as a god, crawling to me each and every day of your life, begging to be abused and ruled and overpowered. Your life will be suffering and obedience, writhing in chains, cringing beneath the whip, serving my hard cock. 
“That is your life, Merritt Fisher and it begins now. Lie down at my feet and spread your legs before me; prepare to receive my godhead.”
Merritt lowered herself nude to the cold, damp stone, icy and unforgiving on her tender flesh, her buttocks, the backs of her thighs and above all her spine. “Sir,” she shivered, hands palm up over her head, “be merciful, I am a virgin.”
Rochescu grinned, his cock poking through the opening in his underwear. Wasn't he even going to take off his clothes before fucking her?
“I am well aware of what you are,” he pulled the bullwhip from the rack on the wall, “but tonight your body will dance for me as a whore. Prepare to be beaten, slave.”
“Yes,” Merritt arched her back, lost in the moment, “master.”
The whip snapped in the air, slithering like a snake. Merritt gasped as it popped a millimeter above her skin.
“An instrument like this requires consummate skill,” he bragged. “In the hands of a fool, a victim could be marked for life. Hold your breasts for me. Hold them up high.”
Merritt obeyed, cradling the sensitive mounds. Rochescu grinned, an unearthly look in his eyes. “Yes,” he hissed, “that’s it.”
He reared back his arm, delivering a fresh swing. This time the brutal tip painfully flicked at her left nipple. “Master,” she cried, her eyes wide with the mix of sensations. “What are you doing to me?”
“Whatever I wish,” he repeated the swing, this time striking her right nipple. "If I chose to, I could aim for your clitoris, giving you an orgasm as I whip you.”
“Please, sir, I submit!”
He sliced at her belly, leaving a welt. “I reject your submission. When I take you, it shall be by force.”
“But I have no force to use against you.”
The whip singed her thighs, leaving a red line at the top of both. “Than I shall compel you to resist. Turn over, slave, on your back.”
Merritt rolled piteously, putting her breasts and cunt to the dungeon floor. Her arse was a tempting target, especially with the marks from Simon’s cane still very much in evidence.
“What is this?” he proclaimed, pressing his foot down on the marks. “Has someone already laid claim to you, slave?”
Merritt said nothing. She did not wish to reveal Simon’s identity, especially if he was an ally of Rochescu.
He pushed the tip of his shoe into her opening. “Speak, slut, or you will enter a dimension of pain you cannot even imagine.”
“I—I don’t know him, really,” she cried. “Please, don’t make me—”
Rochescu growled. “On all fours, bitch. I’ll make you talk.”
Merritt raised herself, her body a mass of anguish.
“Time to meet your master.”
She gasped as the thick, swollen head of his cock touched the furrow of her womanhood. He was behind her, preparing to mount. 
“You belong to me,” he hissed. “You will obey my command and reveal the name to me.”
“Simon,” she whispered, too frightened to hold out. “Simon Rutledge.”
“Interesting,” Rochescu said, his voice neutral. “But irrelevant. And now it is time,” he moved into thrusting position. "Time to insure my immortality.”
“Yes…master.” She was as anxious to be had now as he was to have her. Her virginity was—as it had been since her arrival in this god-forsaken country—a complete sham. The sooner she was reduced to the level of a sex toy, an object for male pleasure, the better. What she did not want, however, but which she was powerless to prevent, was pregnancy. To bear sons to this monster, to spend her life as his cow, making babies, and subject to every abuse, without rights and hopeless like Honey and the other girls.
Merritt tried to imagine now what was happening to the others. Were they being happily fucked, earning small treats for themselves? Or were they being tortured again, their breasts and cunts manipulated for male pleasure?
“You will orgasm upon command,” Rochescu instructed. “If you do so prematurely or if you fail to respond to my cue, I shall give you to my bodyguards for the rest of the night. Do you understand?”
Merritt gathered this must be a particularly brutal fate to endure. “Yes,” she replied, “master.”
He rubbed himself over her entrance, still taunting. “This is mine now. If you touch it yourself or if another does so without my permission, I will have you executed.”
“Yes, master.”
Never in her wildest dreams had Merritt ever thought a man would take from her the very right to please herself. The prospect overwhelmed her with terror and yet, at the same time, it put her on the brink of climax.
“I—I’m afraid,” she dug her nails into the grooves between the stones, “that I won’t be able to hold back.”
“You should be. I am irresistible to women. Punishment, I’m afraid, is going to be inevitable, my sweet little slave.”
“You are cruel, master,” she cried, her breathing coming in stabs of anticipation. 
“Ah, the anticipation,” Rochescu was saying, his voice moving into a low, seductive reverie. “I will have what I have waited for. I will impregnate you—the reincarnation of Vistya. And when you give birth, it will begin my era, not his.” His hands circled round to her quivering belly. “The seed you take will be from a line of kings. We shall use the old spells and magic, Merritt Fisher, and we will rule the world. I, a god, and you the captive female at my feet. Be proud Merritt, you will be the model for all womanhood. Universal female slavery.”
Merritt began to orgasm as soon as the tip of his penis grazed her clitoris. “Forgive me,” she wailed.
“No,” he groaned, “not yet!” He was trying to shove himself deeper when all at once he went rigid, a deep gasp coming from the back of his throat. Merritt thought perhaps he was ejaculating prematurely himself, but then she heard the gasping and choking. 
“Forget something, did we?” she heard Ileana saying, her voice a low, sinister rush. “Like maybe the one to whom you owe your allegiance?”
Rochescu was on his knees, his hands at his throat. Ileana stood behind him, the thin wire wrapped round the big man’s neck. He shook awhile, rearing back his head, then slumped to the side, his body dead weight. Merritt screamed as his lifeless body hit the floor.
Ileana snapped her fingers. “That’s enough nonsense. Pull yourself together. I’m taking you back to your hotel.”
Merritt did not remember the drive, nor did she recall how she ended up in her bed. Presumably, Ileana had put her there with help. She vaguely remembered them spreading something over her nude body afterwards, a cream or lotion of some kind, and there’d been the smell of smoke. Incense. And chanting. Archaic Zuravian, some dialect with which she wasn’t familiar, but it was most certainly medieval, even older than Belok.
Following that, there’d been sleep, bone soothing and deep, a collapsing into nothingness. A place too deep for dreams, too profound for sense impressions. Were Merritt a religious person, she would call this God. As it was, she was merely thankful. What she did in this interval—what occurred in the synapses of her brain—she couldn’t be sure, though she had a sense of being in contact with her father. At one point he was taking her hand and leading her to where her mother was.
She felt little again, safe and secure in the man’s protection. She’d never had a feeling like that since. In that way, every man had been a disappointment.
“You have to stay outside,” she heard her father saying when they stopped them at the gate, the doorway to where her mother was. “I can’t take you in yet. A little while longer, all right pumpkin?”
Her heart warmed at the pet name he’d always used. “It’s okay, Daddy,” she looked up at him. “I can wait.” 
But when she looked up, it was not longhaired, sinewy blue-eyed Roger Fisher holding her hand, but the other. The creature of silver. And of night. And of pain.
“What’s the matter?” smiled Belok. “Have you seen a ghost?”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Eleven
 
 
Merritt awoke to pounding on the door accompanied by the shouts of angry men.
“Polichka!” 
The Zuravian word for police.
They weren’t waiting for her to get up and open the door. Once, twice, the door was struck with a battering ram and then it gave way, locks shearing, wood splintering.
Merritt barely had time to pull the sheet over her naked body before she was surrounded by a dozen of them. Gray uniformed, steel eyed, automatic weapons trained on her trembling, aching body.
“You’ll have to forgive the dramatic entrance,” said Colonel Ladislak, his hands tucked into the pockets of his trench coat. “Standard operating procedure in such cases, I’m afraid.”
“What sort of cases, colonel?” she challenged, shaking out her matted hair, feeling like the underside of the man’s shoe. “The ones where you harass innocent guests of your country?”
Ladislak regarded her slim form outlined beneath the sheet, the points of her nipples and hair of her vagina all too obvious in her unclothed state. 
“Sergeant,” he called to an officer behind him. “Kindly find something of Doctor Fisher’s for her to wear. We wouldn’t want any diplomatic incidents now, would we?”
Several of the officers chuckled as the sergeant rifled through her belongings. A few moments later he tossed her a spaghetti strap dress of light cotton.
She glared up at him.
“What is the problem, doctor?” the colonel wanted to know.
Merritt flushed. Did she have to spell it out?
“Underwear, damn it. I need underwear.”
“We’re on a tight schedule, Doctor Fisher.”
“Can’t I at least get dressed in the bathroom?”
The colonel pursed his lips. “Perhaps you fail to appreciate that you are no longer in America. By the laws of this country I have the authority to remove you from this room precisely as you are. My advice to you would be to put the dress on. Now.”
Merritt blushed. “Very well," she said defiantly, throwing the sheet over her head. “I will make my own privacy.”
She came up for air a few minutes later, her hair a mess. “I need shoes.”
The colonel snapped his fingers, inducing the sergeant to fetch her flip-flops, the ones that looked like Mariana’s. 
Merritt’s pussy burned as she slid her legs over the edge of the bed and put the shoes on. She was utterly helpless. These men could imprison her, torture her, even rape her. 
This last prospect not only frightened but excited her, though she’d be damned if she’d let them know that.
“Stand up, Doctor Fisher. Hands behind your back.”
She drew a sharp breath as they locked the manacles round her wrists. They were not the slim variety used in the States, but thicker and much heavier. Like Belok’s chains, she thought. The ones she’d seen hanging from the ceiling in the old dungeon where Rochescu had nearly raped her. 
“Is this really necessary?” she blurted as they slipped the chain round her waist, cinching the links over her belly.
“The state has the right to protect itself from dangerous criminals.”
An officer was at her ankles placing shackles. Merritt watched in horror, panic filling her throat. Handcuffs were one thing, but they were binding her like an animal. There were even connecting chains between the one on her belly and the ankle cuffs. With so little slack, she doubted she could walk much less run away.
“Prisoner ready, colonel,” said the sergeant.
“Gag her as well.”
 “You’ll pay for this,” she defied. “Everything you do to me will go in my statement.”
The leather gag was shoved hard between her lips. It was larger than what Simon had used, and these men had little regard for the pain it caused.
“In that case,” Ladislak smiled as they strapped it tight round the back of her head and neck, “I shall be sure not to take one.”
Some of the men stayed behind to rifle through her belongings while the rest hustled her downstairs to a waiting van. Every eye in the lobby was on her with her revealing outfit and heavy bondage. Her cheeks stung with shame, but she felt heat, too, as they thrust her through the windowless doors, seating her on one of the stainless steel benches.
The metal was cold on her bare thighs. An officer bent over her, running an extra line of chain from her belly to a ring on the floor, thus securing her in place.
Her heart was beating fast. One policeman was sitting to her left and one to her right. They were slamming shut the door. She thought of the trucks in the old days when Ladislak’s men would rape the girls on their way to prison.
She squeezed her tender thighs together. What a whore she felt like with no underwear on. Could these men smell it on her? What if they wanted to fuck her? Were they allowed?
“Out,” commanded an officer in Zuravian when the van came to a stop sometime later at the police station.
Merritt was unshackled and hustled out the back door. They were in some kind of underground parking garage. 
The policemen took her as far as a metal door without windows. A gray uniformed guard opened it from the inside.
A few words were exchanged regarding the transfer and Merritt was officially turned over.
“Shoes,” commanded the guard, compelling Merritt to remove her flip-flops. The floor inside was cold on her bare feet. It was difficult to walk down the cold, narrow corridor with her ankles shackled, but the man had little patience with her. Twice he shoved her forward, the third time sending her sprawling.
He dragged her the rest of the way to the interrogation room. Removing the shackles, he ordered her to sit at the table in one of the two wooden chairs. The table was metal, painted gray like the cinderblock walls. Had any girls ever been raped on it?
Merritt was locked in the room and made to wait for hours it seemed as she ran through the possibilities in her mind of what the man might do to her. What he might make her do to him. Being unchained yet so thinly clothed made it worse. In one way she was free, in another she was completely enslaved. Lowering her eyes, she did her best to avoid the female in the large mirror mounted on the wall.
That was a passive girl, a submissive girl. Not her at all. Or was it?
“Do you know why you are here?” asked Ladislak when he arrived to sit down across from her. 
She noted the two men with him standing at attention at the door. They were soldiers like the ones at the airport.
“No,” she whispered, the sound of her own voice startling her.
He exhaled in a humorless imitation of laughter. “You Americans never cease to amaze me. With your endless meddling, always thinking you can jump into anyone else’s lives and fix things up. In for breakfast, home in time for prime time on the telly, and all the while you haven’t a clue about the messes you make.”
Merritt said nothing.
“Equipment,” Ladislak ordered.
The soldiers placed a pair of metal cases on the table. Inside the first was a console and wires attached to clamps. Some kind of electrocution device, she imagined. The second had more mundane, if not less terrifying, items. Scissors, sharp knives, a pair of pliers and some dental instruments.
He allowed her a moment to contemplate her torture.
“Do you remember our conversation at the airport, doctor?”
She nodded very faintly.
“And you recall what I said was the prerequisite for questioning?”
Merritt’s head could barely make the motion this time. Yes, she remembered.
The colonel leaned back in his chair. “I’m waiting, doctor.”
Merritt rose very slowly, shakily. She must go to the corner and take off her dress. He would question her naked.
With trembling hands, she lifted the hem of the garment. Appealing to the eyes of the handsome young soldiers for mercy or at least for protection of her modesty, she received none. They were watching, cold and hard.
The dress fluttered to the floor.
Her hands moved to shield her nudity but then she recalled the rest.
Girls like her with good tits and legs were questioned naked. Hands on their heads, not covering the tits or thatch.
Merritt raised her arms, putting her hands in place on her damp, blonde curls.
“Very good, doctor. I’m impressed.”
Her cheeks burned. What must the soldiers think of a woman who volunteers to abase herself? Were they disgusted? Aroused? Did they have girlfriends or wives to go home to and fuck afterward? Or whores? Then again, maybe they’d be fucking her in the line of duty.
“Tell me something, doctor. I’m curious. The whole time you were in here you never even tried to see if the door was open. Why is that?”
“I—I’m not sure.”
“Care to hear my theory?”
It was a rhetorical question.
“I think you didn’t want to escape. I think this is the treatment and the life you enjoy.”
Of all the times for Merritt’s nipples to betray her, she thought.
“Have you any idea how badly I can hurt you, doctor?” he shifted topics yet again.
She shook her head, this time no.
“Good answer. You don’t. You’ve no idea, growing up in your fat, greedy country, stealing from everyone else. We can’t afford your civil rights. We aspire to a lower, albeit more practical form of justice. We settle for what is possible. And that is what you must do from here on in.” 
He lifted one of the scalpels. “What would you do to avoid torture, I wonder?”
“A-anything,” she replied honestly.
“Another good answer. You learn quickly, I can see. It’s true, you would throw yourself at me, my men, at anyone at all…even a ghost if you thought it would spare you bloodshed.”
She shivered at the mention of ghosts. Did he mean Belok?
“I’m not going to touch you, doctor,” he told her. “You’ll be happy to know.”
Relief flooded her body. She was so damn open, so vulnerable like this.
“I’m going to do something worse. I’m going to make you watch.”
One of the soldiers turned the empty chair towards the mirror on the wall.
“Sit, doctor.”
Warily, hands still on her head she returned to her seat.
“You will kindly keep your legs apart,” he instructed. “Wide apart.”
Merritt placed her crotch on the wood. As hot and wet as she was, she expected to be staining it soon enough.
The soldier took her hands now, cuffing them behind her back. The constriction had the effect of thrusting her aching breasts even further outward. For an instant she thought of Belok’s breast cage. What had happened to his ghost, anyway? Had the events of last night scared him off?
“Observe, doctor.”
The mirror lit up, revealing a room on the other side. The lights had just been turned on and a young woman was being led in. Merritt held her breath when she saw who it was.
“But I don’t understand,” Mariana was saying to the pair of plainclothes officers. “What have I done wrong?”
The taller one, a buzz cut blonde, inclined his head to the second, a stocky dark haired man with broad shoulders. The smaller man went to lock the door while the taller one slapped Mariana hard across the face, knocking her to the floor.
“Get up,” he said, his voice hard as steel.
Mariana did so, fear in her eyes as she held her stung cheek.
“You’ll speak only when spoken to, now take off your dress.”
Pretty Mariana bit her lip, reaching for the hem of her short blue dress. Both cops were watching intently, the outline of their cocks clearly visible. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to see what they wanted from the young woman with the pageboy hair cut and the curvy little body.
Just as Merritt feared, the girl had no bra on underneath.
“Legs apart, whore,” the detective barked. “And show us those pretty tits, too.”
Mariana cupped them, offering herself. She was breathing fast, her gently convex belly beckoning the eye lower still, to the sheer, light blue panties so blatantly advertising the dark thatch of pubic hair between her obscenely spread legs.
“Take off the shoes, too.”
Mariana stepped out of the black mules, placing her delicate, bare feet on the rough concrete. Her toenails were painted pink to match her fingernails, still pressed dutifully against her thrusting breasts. Her lips were also pink. At present they were opened just slightly, a look of soft surrender on her angelic face.
The captured girl was delicious. Well nigh irresistible to any man, her voluptuous, well proportioned body practically begging to be exploited and pillaged.
“We could charge her with soliciting sex acts,” Ladislak explained to the rapidly perspiring Merritt, “but under current laws, pitiful as they are, we’d do better to have picked her up for littering. What will really hurt her, though, is the cocaine we picked up on the boyfriend, Marco. That can be stretched into trafficking and dealing with a little creativity on our part. We can even charge her with conspiracy to distribute.”
“Do you masturbate, Mariana?” the blonde cop was asking, his voice coming through on the speaker built into the wall below the two-way mirror.
“No, sir,” the girl shook her head solemnly. “My boyfriend does not allow that anymore. He says my pussy belongs to him.” Mariana’s expression changed suddenly as if she’d just realized something. “Oh, forgive me, officer, can I say that word in here?”
“Pussy? Sure why not. Milos, say ‘pussy’ for the prisoner.”
The other cop licked his lips. “Pussy,” he growled, giving a good indication of what he intended to be doing with the girl soon.
“Your turn,” the blonde officer told her. “Put your hand down your pants and say pussy.”
“Sir, please, I can’t!”
“Because of Marco? Fuck Marco. You know where he is now? In the men’s detention. Any idea what we found on him?” He tossed the bag of cocaine onto the table. “Coke. Pure grade.”
Mariana looked genuinely shocked. “I had no idea…”
“You’re doing it again,” the blonde pointed out, “talking without permission. You’re also ignoring an order I gave you a moment ago.”
The stocky cop took a menacing step forward. 
“Please, wait!” Mariana’s hand slipped under the waistband of the sheer panties, the fingers eagerly seeking out the required target. In a matter of seconds, the coercion gave way to desire. The swell was visible in her nipples as was the flush of passion on her cheeks.
“You like obeying men, don’t you, Mariana? You enjoy being treated like a little sex toy.”
“I—I love Marco.”
“But Marco doesn’t call the shots now, does he? Marco is under our control, and depending on how you cooperate, a lot of bad things could happen to him.”
“B-bad things?”
“Did I say to stop touching yourself?”
“N—no, sir.”
The blonde waited till Mariana had begun to writhe on her own hand. “He’ll go to prison. A nice little foreigner, a pretty boy like that, he’ll take it hard. Up the arse. Down the throat, too.”
“Marco,” she breathed, her chest rising and falling with her passion. “He’s a good boy; please don’t let that happen.
“I don’t know,” he shrugged, “are you prepared to help him?”
“Anything, sir. I’ll do anything.”
“I’ve helped people such as you before, but the girls, they were very good lays.”
“I am a good lay,” enthused the sultry Mariana. “I know how to use my body to please men.”
“That’s not enough,” interjected the stocky cop. “The girls he’s talking about, they give it their all. They submit not only to pleasure, but to pain, too.”
“I can do that, sir! When Marco punishes me, I climax for him. Sometimes I am deliberately naughty so that he will have to punish me.”
The stocky cop slammed his palm on the table. “Christ, I’m sick of hearing about you and your little lover boy!”
“Do you think this is some little game?” the blonde wanted to know. “Is that what you think? Hmm?
Mariana cowered. “Please, I meant no—”
“Take that hand out of your cunt!” The blonde seized her wrist, forcing her to suck her own fingers. “Taste what a slut you are.”
“Little whore!” barked the stocky one suddenly, reaching for her panties. “Do you think you deserve to wear clothes in our presence?”
The thin material shredded in his hand. “This,” he held the fragrant scrap of silk to her face, “is what you are.”
The blonde moved behind her, taking her arms. Using the cuffs, he secured her hands effortlessly behind her back.
The stocky one, meanwhile, ordered her to open up so he could stuff her mouth with her own ruined panties. “Do you know what it is we’re looking for?” he grabbed her tit, closing it in a vise-grip. “A pet slut to service our whole division. We will keep her locked up in a special cell where anyone can get at her night and day.”
“No clothes, Mariana, no furniture,” the blonde said. “You sleep shackled on the floor—when you’re allowed sleep, that is. Otherwise, you fuck. Fuck and suck and whatever anyone else wants to do with you.”
“Our last mascot had to retire,” the other explained. “She lost her youthful appeal.”
“Head down,” ordered the blonde. “Palms on the floor.”
The girl obeyed, making a bridge of herself. The blonde unzipped himself and entered her from behind.
“If you become our mascot,” the stocky one looked down on the subjugated little female. “We might consider letting Marco off the hook.”
The girl moaned enthusiastically into her saliva soaked underwear.
“Oh, yeah,” the blonde cop groaned, slapping her arse, “give it to me good. I’m gonna fill you up to your eyeballs with sperm, you filthy little cunt.”
Ladislak was behind the helpless Merritt. “Jealous?” the man leaned down, taking her swollen breasts in his hands. “Would you like them to give you a dose as well?”
Merritt bit her lip, hating the betrayal of her own body.
“I believe you would, but you’re concerned for Mariana, aren’t you? You’d like her to go free. You’re concerned she won’t last, being fucked like an animal night and day. All the sexual pleasure in the world, but no one to love her, a single master to covet her submissive soul.”
“What do you want?” Merritt thrust back her head with a sigh. “I’ll do whatever you say…tell you anything you want to know…just let her and the boy go…you don’t want them, anyway.”
“Bright girl,” the colonel crooned approvingly. “You’ve correctly deduced that the only reason the Zuravian National Intelligence Service is interested in the little slut and her idiot of a boyfriend is because of you.”
“But I still don’t know,” she whimpered, his hands twisting her nipples mercilessly, “what it is you want from me.”
“Everything,” said a new voice, belonging to Simon Rutledge. “We want everything.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Twelve
 
 
Clumsy girl!” snapped Merritt at the redhead quite out of character.
“Forgive, me, doctor,” said Becca throatily, immediately throwing a napkin over the spilled coffee.
“Rebecca, honestly,” she sighed, exasperated, “what if I’d been working on one of the original manuscripts?”
Becca dabbed at the edges of the soiled legal pad, a sinister smile curling at the edge of her lips. “I’m a bad girl, doctor. I deserve to be punished.” 
“You’re trying to goad me, aren’t you? You spilled that on purpose. Well it’s not going to work. I am a professional researcher with a book to write, not a sadist here to entertain your sick fantasies, and if you don’t mind,” her voice rose to a point of uncomfortable tension. “I should like to be left alone.”
Becca's eyes had a strange glint. “No,” she defied.
“Out!” Merritt pointed with a trembling finger to the door of the library. “Now!”
It was all getting to be too much. Two days back at the Institute undercover for Ladislak and Rutledge, pretending to do her work while waiting for the so-called Society of the Cup to make its move. A move that could well bring about the end of the world as they knew it.
The slap caught Merritt off guard. Becca hit her hard, stinging her cheek just below the pocket under her eye. Merritt’s response was just as automatic. Grabbing the girl’s arms, she wrestled her over the table, pinning both wrists over her head.
Rebecca struggled but was unable to free herself. “You see? You have to punish me,” she repeated, the relief and anticipation dancing in her eyes. “Because you’re stronger.”
Merritt wanted to let go but couldn’t. At that moment, her head and loins were pounding, surging with an unknown energy. It was like an adrenaline rush only keenly sexual. 
“Punish me,” Becca said again, her tits straining at the cream colored blouse. She had no bra on, of course, and in her current excitement, her chest heaving, the nipples were clearly outlined. “Please, mistress?” Her voice trailed to a sensuous whisper, her stocking clad foot rubbing Merritt’s leg. 
Merritt fought for control of her own mind. It was all catching up to her—the incredible, bizarre events of the last few days. She should have known when she arrived at the airport. As soon as she laid eyes on that thin lipped, ice cold smile of Colonel Ladislak, she should have turned around and gotten back on the plane. How could she have sat still for that treatment in the white room and then gone on to tolerate the bizarre encounters with Karisvan and Ileana and Rutledge and Petrok and the horrible trip to Rochescu's castle,
Plus the ghost of a seven-hundred-year-old prince who, according to the colonel and Simon both, really did possess the power to return from the grave. Which is why she was here now as a spy, still pretending to finish her infernal book on social strata in medieval Zuravia. 
Correction. Make that bait, to snuff out the prince, to make him expose himself so that when he attempted to rape her—and let’s not forget that the ghost was after her because she was supposed to be the reincarnation of his equally dead wife—Simon’s shadowy spirit hunting organization could zap him once and for all into oblivion.
“What are you waiting for?” Becca hissed, her pussycat demeanor changing back to she-beast.
“Ow!” squealed Merritt, recoiling from the scratch to her face. “You little bitch,” she exclaimed, examining the blood where her hand had been. “You could have put out my eye.”
Becca shoved her backwards. “I changed my mind. You’re a weak, stupid, fat—“
Merritt silenced her with a single blow, a fist to the side of the girl’s face. Rebecca’s head went hard left allowing her attacker to spin her about, thrusting her midsection against the edge of the table.
“Mercy,” she cried, her arm jammed high up her back.
“Palms on the table. Legs apart.” Merritt yanked the short skirt up over the girl’s arse. It was well marked under the sheer white panties, the smooth globes a road map of corrections, recent and not so recent. “I am beginning to see,” Merritt pulled down the knickers to the girl’s quivering knees, “why you get beat so often.”
“I am lonely,” confessed the lovely submissive, her cheek resting on the stained legal pad. “Rochescu is gone. Ileana won’t touch me, and Doctor Karizvan hides in his office. I sleep alone in my room. I try to tie myself, but I need more. Please, mistress.”
The tempting behind was straining in her direction. Becca was literally begging with her body. “Why won’t Ileana touch you?”
“She’s changed, mistress. It’s like she’s living in her head somewhere.”
It was true. From the moment of Merritt’s return to the Institute, the woman had been cold and distant, barely showing her face. It made no sense. If anything, eliminating Rochescu should have improved her own position in the organization, the secret society that Simon had told her was behind this Institute, plotting to use the old rituals of magic to bring Belok back with the crucial help of the long awaited incarnation of Vistya. 
Everything was way too quiet as far as Merritt was concerned. Even the dreams had stopped. It felt like ages since she’d seen the silver haired Belok or heard his haunting, deceivingly soothing voice. 
A mystery is what this was, and Merritt needed more clues to solve it. Beginning with the girl at hand, the one who’d somehow found her way into Belok’s throne room in her dream. “I want you to tell me your story, Becca. How you came to be here, everything.”
“Mistress, spank me first,” Becca purred. Curious, Merritt inserted two fingers into the girl’s opening. Becca moaned as Merritt slid herself easily into the lubricated hole.
“You’re a sopping wet slut,” said Merritt, smacking her glistening hand down on Becca’s arse.
“Yesss,” the girl hissed, like an addict receiving the first influx of a badly needed drug. “Only a slut.”
Merritt punished her hard, experimenting with various swings and angles of her palm. She discovered it was especially pleasant to cup her hand so she could hear the compression of the air even as the trembling flesh yielded like a pond to a skipping stone. Over and over she struck the girl, each time being rewarded with a submissive pleasure filled sigh.
“Strip,” ordered Merritt when her hand grew tired, the powerful aroma of domination filling her nostrils seductively. “I want you naked and kneeling on the floor at my feet. You’ll tell me your story with your fingers in your cunt, dripping like a little whore.”
Becca complied without hesitation, the arousal keenly obvious on her face and body. She wanted sex, she wanted abuse, but above all she wanted to be subjugated, made to set aside her own will in favor of another’s—the more compromising and humiliating the position, the better.
How beautiful the girl looked, clothes and rights and self stripped away. On her knees, legs painfully wide, both hands at her hungry cunt lips. Rousing herself and reducing herself further to the state of an animal, a female slave.
“You can’t come,” Merritt told her, overcome with a sudden wave of petty jealousy. It wasn’t fair, the girl could surrender like this, safe and secure in the knowledge of her ownership, assured that no matter what, her future will be guided by steel and leather, by pain and orgasmic bliss, walking the razor’s edge of ecstasy and death.
Merritt took up the legal pad and a pen. “You’ll tell me everything, Rebecca, and if you lie or try to conceal anything, I’ll know it, and you’ll be punished, very badly…I can do what I want with you,” she bluffed. “Take you back to America, make you my own personal slave.”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“We’ll start with your early life. Your first sexual experiences.”
Becca trembled. She was dutifully masturbating, and Merritt could see she wanted to come already. “My father was very rich. I hardly saw him. Governesses raised me. The only time he ever came to me was when I’d been naughty. He would order me over his lap, raise my skirt and spank me. It was the only time I ever saw emotion in him. His hand would get so warm, there’d be a little trembling. At first he’d just growl at me, lecturing me on my sins, but then he’d get softer, and sometimes he would even cry. I’d want to hug him, but he’d send me away.
“”You’re a good girl,’ he’d say, closing himself in the study. I would do bad things just so he would relate to me this way, warming my little bottom, showing me how he felt and that he cared. But then I got older, and he said it was no longer appropriate. I was becoming a woman and he couldn’t be that way anymore. I wept and wept, though I was careful not to let anyone see. Not the servants, not my teachers. In my mind, I resolved quite firmly to replace him with another. I had no idea what this meant, only that I must find a young man, to love me and hurt me.”
Merritt rubbed her thighs together. It was impossible, she found, to listen and not participate. “Go on,” she said, abandoning her note pad and heading to the cabinet where the whips were kept.
“It was not as easy as I thought. When I made the boys angry, they ignored me. I think I scared them. Not one of them understood that I wanted him to take me over his knee and discipline me. I dropped hints. I slipped books to them I had found, but it was not until I was away at college that anyone responded. Reggie was my first lover. An upper class man. He punished my freshman arse hard. Nightly as a matter of fact.”
Merritt chose a riding crop, sleek and black. Tentatively, she slapped it against her own thigh. A moment later she was poking Becca’s tits with the tip of it, rubbing the device over her smooth, vulnerable globes. “And he fucked you, as well.”
Becca bit her lip. She wanted the whip, bad. “Yes, ma’am, but I was disappointed. He was too gentle, not at all hard and strong like when he was spanking me.”
Merritt put the whip to the girl’s lips, which she parted readily to lick and suck it. “So you were too much of a slut for him?”
“Yes, mistress. I tried to provoke him in bed, scratching and so on, but it only made him laugh nervously. Then I tried another tack, refusing his advances, playing the cock tease. I wanted him to take a strong hand, forcing me to his pleasure, but he was too confused. Eventually, we broke up. I tried some of the clubs, the underground ones where they play games. I discovered the whip and the cane and suddenly I was getting off on a regular basis. A few of the men wanted to collar me, but they were dilettantes, weekend players. I wanted a real man. Someone with the guts to live his dreams. A man like Dimitri. He’s the one who brought me to Zuravia.”
“Put your hands on your head, no more touching yourself,” Merritt gave a swipe across the girl’s breasts.
Becca gave a low moan. “You’re a natural,” she grit her teeth, relishing the sensation.
Merritt admired her work, the angry raised line, the instant welt marring the girl’s soft skin. There was no doubt watching her subtly undulating hips and the drops at the fold of her sex that she was getting off on it. And the humiliation, too, of being forced to discuss her intimate life, kneeling nude, her come soaked fingers laced on her head, the juices matting her lovely red curls.
“Keep going, Becca, tell me about your Dimitri.”
“He’s the most handsome man I’ve ever seen,” she said unabashedly. “Dark hair and eyes, very tall with the lean muscles of a dancer. I met him at an underground S and M club. I asked him to dance and he said no. I said to him 'please' and he shoved me away. The rest of the night I followed him as he danced with all the others, submissive sluts on chains, kissing and licking his legs. He was about to go—it was nearly closing time—when I confronted him, angry.
“He looked at me, his face so hard and cold. Grabbing my arm he pulled me out the door. We fucked in the alley, my tits and belly pressed to a damp, brick wall. He took no care for my pleasure, but I came for him five times before he got off. He intended to leave me like this, but again, I followed him. Three weeks later, we were engaged and I was his total slave. My every move, the clothes on my back, even the food I ate completely dictated.”
Merritt disappeared behind her, enjoying the victim’s momentary apprehension. “And this is what you wanted?” she slashed her back, right between the shoulder blades.
Becca exhaled a sheer burst of pain. “It’s what I was born for,” she winced. “And Dimitri, too. He was Russian, an exchange student who’d grown up in an authoritarian house. My subservience to him was total. If he so much as saw me look at another man, he would beat me savagely. He had me move in with him where he kept me naked, a locked collar on my throat and leather wrist and ankle cuffs. I spent my days cleaning for him, scrubbing every surface of the small apartment until it shone like silver. When he came home, I served him supper, kneeling at his feet while he ate. Afterwards, I would either serve as his footstool while he watched TV or else amuse him with my mouth, keeping him hard for hours. He was capable of using me three, four times a night, and I was required to be in a constant state of arousal. Sometimes he would come home in the day and surprise me while I scrubbed the floor on hands and knees. I would be helpless as he took me from behind on all fours, the scrub brush still in my hand, the floor wet beneath me. After awhile, my knees would give way and he’d finish me off on my belly, tits pressed to the freshly mopped floor.”
Merritt struck her across the lower back. “Get on with it, slut. How did you end up here at the Institute?"
Becca was shaking, on the verge of orgasm. One little touch and she’d be over the top. “Dimitri heard about a summer program. He’d met this teacher whom he liked, a strong, passionate man like himself. They talked of their dreams of a male dominated society, and naturally the subject of Belok came up. Dimitri enrolled here at the Institute for courses. He was encouraged to bring me. The Institute would put me to use, they said. We arrived four months ago —four months tomorrow.”
The girl’s voice was showing emotional strain. They were getting at something important now. Merritt dropped impulsively to her knees in front of her. “Tell me the rest, Rebecca. What happened next?”
Becca blinked, the start of tears in the corners of her pretty, young eyes. “Dimitri was so excited at first. They gave us a room at the hotel. The same place you’re at. He made me stay in the room at first, tipping the staff heavily so as not to disturb me, chained to the bed while he went for his training. He told me it turned him on so much knowing I was waiting just for him, nude and spread eagled, completely available and helpless. 
Each night he’d talk my ear off about what he was learning, the things he was seeing. I didn’t understand a lot of it, but I knew it was important and that he was going to be important too, a leader in a new society built on the right principles of order and justice and male domination. The sex between us was incredible. It was like he was possessed. All night long he kept at me, never tiring. I became afraid actually, because he stopped sleeping all together. I begged him. Maybe he needed to go to a doctor. He got angry and slapped me down to the floor.
“’That,’ he pointed imperiously to the tips of his shoes, “is where your idle tongue belongs.’ And so I licked at his feet, trying to show him I loved him and wanted to be a good slave, but that only made him angrier. He stormed out and got drunk. For several more days it went on like this, and then he couldn’t touch me at all. If I would ask for his touch, he would grow furious and whip me hard. But no sex. And no sleep. Finally, one night he went out to some bar I thought, but I never saw him again.”
Merritt took Becca in her arms. “I’m so sorry, sweetie.”
“I try not to think about it,” she sobbed. “They came for me right after that and brought me here. Told me I was their secretary now and their slave. I do everything I’m told. I’m a good girl.”
Merritt let her break down, knowing she needed to let the emotions out for sake of her own healing. The first thought that crossed her mind was that Dimitri had been eliminated by Ileana perhaps, as yet another enemy or potential enemy of the new order. 
“Becca, I need for you to think very carefully and remember hard. Have you had any unusual dreams, anything at all supernatural?”
Rebecca stiffened in her arms. “Ma’am, we can’t talk about this.”
“Becca, we have to. Everything depends on it. Have you ever seen Belok? Have you been to his throne room in a dream? Or imagined yourself as someone else?”
Becca was trying to get away. Merritt slapped her, one side of the face then the other. Becca’s expression cleared, her eyes sliding closed, her spirit transported. “I have serviced him,” said Rebecca, her voice suddenly bold, softly proud. “On my knees, I have taken Belok’s manhood, not in flesh but spirit. One day he has promised I will be among his harem. The finest chosen females in all the world. First slaves of the new order.”
Merritt’s blood ran cold in her veins. “Becca, do you hear what you're saying? You can’t possibly mean this!”
Becca’s eyes reopened, the timid brown changed to glowing amber. “You,” she said, her voice taking on a new timber. “I know you. You are her...”
Merritt stepped back, scared. “Becca, get hold of yourself.” 
Though in truth, it was Merritt herself out of control. The room was closing in on her and if she didn’t get out soon, she would choke to death. Becca tackled her at the door. Her strength suddenly multiplied, the younger woman put the older one to her back.
“I’m going to fuck you,” Becca told her, straddling her hips. “With my fist.”
Merritt’s hands were of no use, her flailing counter attacks having no effect. Becca tore open her blouse and ripped apart the bra, tearing the tough connecting seam in her bare hands. The skirt was similarly disposed of.
“You can’t,” Merritt squealed. “I’m a virgin.”
Merritt’s protests dissolved in her throat as the hungry Becca fell onto her breast, her teeth and lips and tongue drawing and sucking. A line tugged at her, connecting her nipple and rapidly moistening cunt. Merritt was no lesbian, but there was no denying the pleasure, the thrill of the woman’s mouth on her body, commanding and taking whatever it wanted as she wriggled her arse wantonly on the Persian rug.
Things were going too far. She had to fight back, had to keep touch with something objective. She was on the floor in the study in a dangerous place, a place full of ghosts. Just because the dreams stopped, she couldn’t forget. She had to remember and to fight. Becca was not in her right mind. She didn’t know what she was doing and just because it felt so good, meant nothing.
“You like that…professor?”
Something in Becca’s voice made Merritt think the girl wasn’t speaking entirely on her own. Like when she’d so managed to so enrage Ileana that time she’d first met her outside Karizvan’s office.
“Rebecca, you have to get hold of yourself. Let me up, and we can—“
Rebecca’s nails rooted themselves in Merritt’s breasts. Two concentric circles of pricking points, painful now, but promising to be worse, much worse. “We can what?” the girl hissed. “Hmm? Tell me, teacher, what do you want?”
The eyes, Merritt had to keep from looking in her eyes.
“I…want…” Merritt thrashed her head, her flesh on the razor’s edge. Sensations surged through her, needs she could not name, a dozen men in her mind as many perilous situations fueling her fantasy, and with it, the sad truth that in the midst of the worst danger of her life she was allowing herself to be reduced to a mindless slut, willing to crawl and beg for the very terrors she ought to combat with every fiber of her being or else run from as fast as she could manage.
“More,” she finally confessed. “I want more.”
Becca laughed, taunting the woman’s nipples with pinching fingers. “Then you have to beg for it. Beg me to abuse you, Doctor Fisher. Beg to be my little pain slut.”
“Yes,” groaned Merritt, her sex straining to press itself to Becca’s, her body, flush and ready in the midst of her ruined clothes. “I beg you, please, Rebecca, use me…hurt me, make me your slut…a little pain slut.”
Becca increased the pressure of her fingertips. Would the girl draw blood? Would she fuck her soon? There was an irony. Her much vaunted virginity, coveted by every man it seemed, in this country, and yet here it was, about to be plucked by the most unlikely candidate of all, the submissive secretary of the Institute.
“Writhe for me, Doctor Fisher. Show me with your body what you want.”
Pride shattered, Merritt arched her back, grinding her hips against those of the woman intent on her deflowering. “Please, Becca, I need it so bad.”
“Well, well, what have we hear,” called a masculine voice from the doorway. 
Becca froze at once, her face returning to normal. Without waiting to be told she clamored off Merritt’s nude body and put herself face down on the floor.
“Get up,” said the man to Merritt, drawing his nightstick.
“The fault is mine,” Merritt offered bravely, covering her body as best she could with the remains of her blouse.
“Really?” he tapped Becca’s exposed rib with the club. “And what, I wonder will the other slut have to say?”
Becca knelt on command, hands behind her back, breasts thrust out.
“Miss Ileana said you were trouble,” the man lifted her chin with the tip of the black rod.
“You’ve no right to hurt Becca,” blurted Merritt. “She was only following my orders.”
“Good, now she’ll follow mine. Open,” the guard commanded, inducing Becca to take the nightstick between her lips.
“This isn’t…humane,” Merritt protested.
“Suck,” said the guard.
Becca took the fearsome thing deep in her mouth, caressing it as if it were the man’s phallus.
“This is what she’s good for,” the guard explained. “This is what you’re all good for.”
“Do it to me,” Merritt heard herself say. “Spare the girl and abuse me, instead.”
The man eyed her over the brim of his black-visored cap. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Here, why don’t you hold my stick for me?”
Merritt shrank back. The man laughed, an easy deep sound, the kind a man makes when he can do what he likes and there aren’t any bosses about.
“Make it good and wet, slut,” he was saying to Becca, “so it’ll fit in your arse better.”
“I demand to see Dr. Karisvan,” Merritt said, trying a different approach.
“The director is unavailable. I’m in charge today.”
“Ileana, then. Let me speak to Ileana.”
“Gone,” he grinned. “And all the others, too. Just us peons now. Time for some fun, don’t you think?”
Becca shuddered visibly.
“No,” Merritt argued. “It is not time for fun. You will kindly release us at once, or I will have no choice but to contact my embassy.”
The guard frowned, patting his black leather holster. “Any more out of you, lady, and you’ll be right here next to sweet Rebecca sucking the end of this gun.”
Merritt retreated behind the table, her bluff having been very firmly called. Desperately, she searched for options. If only she could overpower the man or at least get round him to the exit.
“All right, bitch, time to switch.”
Becca took his meaning immediately, placing herself on all fours, her arse pointing in the air. The guard held up the nightstick, shiny with Becca’s spittle. “Should have brought some lubricant,” he mused. “I’d coat it with pussy juice, but she’d enjoy that a little too much.”
Merritt watched in horror as he put one hand on her arse and positioned the stick with the other. Becca moaned, shifting her hips to accommodate as the guard pushed it forward, relentlessly into her anal opening.
“You’ll take an extra inch this time,” he informed her, “or it’ll be the cage for you tonight.”
“Yes, master.”
So they’d played before. Maybe Becca wasn’t as lonely as she’d let on.
“Get over here,” the guard snapped at Merritt. “You’re going to take over for me. Keep forcing it in, or I’ll do the same to you and worse.”
Merritt was numb all over as she took hold of the nightstick handle. How could she do something like this to another human being, a fellow female even if she was begging for it?
“Both hands,” the guard groused, smacking Merritt’s bare arse. “And put your fucking back into it.”
Becca shuddered as Merritt leveraged the invading prong deeper. Meanwhile, the guard went round to her front predictably to feed her his stiff cock. Becca opened obediently, taking the length of him in one gulp. She was pierced at both ends now, skewered. The only opening free was her pussy—the one canal she needed filled more than anything.
The girl slurped and groaned, her slick juices dribbling down her thighs, transmitting her submission, her shameful enjoyment of the debasing, forbidden acts.
“Mmm,” he crooned, grabbing her ears for handles, “that’s it, baby, suck me, you little slut. Milk it dry.”
Becca’s mouth and arse bobbed in unison, her lust wanton and unabashed. Merritt continued to move the stick in and out, simulating the motions of a dominant male. Of course she, too, was only a prisoner obeying orders. If she needed proof, there was the sting on her bare arse where the man had disciplined her. Merritt knew it could as easily be her on all fours, taking the dread device deep in her bowels.
The guard was getting himself ready. Becca would be drinking him down any second now.
“Don’t stop!” the man snarled at Merritt.
The second guard came up so quietly, Merritt never heard him till he was right on top of her. The hands clamping her waist were cold, harsh and proprietary. She nearly lost control of the stick as he pushed her forward, the end of it sliding up her sweaty palms. The man wanted to fuck her in her arse, and Merritt was in no position to stop him.
Thus was she reminded of her new and servile status. The slave doing the fucking was now being fucked herself, and there was no say so—not even a chance to see the face and body of the man taking from her the most intimate pleasures. 
“Let’s come at the same time,” said the newcomer, already settled comfortably in Merritt’s channel. “You ready?”
“Couldn’t stop it if I wanted,” the one in Becca’s mouth grinned.
They pumped furiously, matching their rhythms. Both girls were rewarded with a full, rich load, one down the gullet, the other in her entrails.
“Fuck, yea,” said the first, popping himself from Becca’s eager mouth. “That’s what I’m talking about.”
The second withdrew as well. “That’s enough,” he told Merritt, yanking back her hair until she released the nightstick. “You made the point.”
The long wooden rod clanked onto the floor. The guards occupied themselves fixing their uniforms while Becca stayed in place, her head down submissively. Merritt was very tempted to join her. Instead she stood, straight as a statue, feeling tense and out of place. 
Should she argue, object, run or fall to her knees begging their mastery? It was the third guard who solved the problem. “Anybody need one of these?” he quipped, waving a pair of the electric shock collars.
“Give me one.”
The new man tossed one to the first guard who secured it around Becca’s throat. “So who’s got the controller?”
“Me,” the second said, snapping one on Merritt’s throat. “But I got dibs on trying it out.”
He set the pain level to midrange. Becca cringed, the voltage leaping through her limbs. Merritt reached for her throat and felt her legs buckle beneath her.
“Hands and knees,” the man chided her as she collapsed to her belly. 
Merritt raised herself up in time to hear the new order. They were to crawl to the door and down the corridor. Neither girl needed to be told twice, though the first guard kept them moving, having retrieved the crop Merritt had dropped and using it to prod the naked flanks of the freshly collared girls.
The floor was rough and cold, stinging Merritt’s sensitive skin. Becca, on the other hand, crawled like a dream, her pretty arse swaying provocatively, her tiny, enslaved body begging to be violated by any man within pheromone range. They were less than ten yards down the hall in fact, when the third guard was overcome with the need to stick his penis inside the girl. 
She was docile as a lamb, allowing the man to mount her, slipping his thick, rock hard dick into her laughably easy hole. Becca was made for sex, made to be used by strong men, this much was obvious. But could the same be said of her? 
She’d fantasized, it was true. As much as she feared sex, feared attachment with any man who could never match up to her father, she still had the needs, the cold sweats in the middle of the night, and the secret ache that yearned to be fulfilled through the harsh command of a male.
At this point, the second guard, who was already half hard again, pushed himself against Merritt’s face. She opened her jaws and began to lick him back to health. The reward for her diligence was a throbbing member that she must satisfy.
The mouthful of sperm was her only nutrient for the day. Lifting both girls over their shoulders, they carried them straight to the kennel. Her belly empty and growling, Merritt was made to crawl through the tiny opening into the tunnel behind the obedient Becca. The collars guided them respectively to their correct cages. Merritt to number four and Becca to number three. There was no rhyme or reason to the placement that Merritt could see except that it was arbitrary, the will of the men who controlled their lives at this very moment.
As the doors slid closed and the light clicked off, Merritt contemplated the darkness along with her uncertain future. Would someone take pity on her and rescue her or must she stand this torture for as long as these men enjoyed playing with her? Part of her admitted to a certain pride that men had found her so attractive and worthy to keep caged up. Contrary to feminist logic, a man would not enslave a woman he did not cherish or find desirable, rather he would set her free, leaving her to fend for herself.
But to make her a property, this was an act of sheer devotion.
So far the only man to express such desires to her was a centuries old phantasm, a figment of her imagination, half heard, half concocted in the middle of the night. Perhaps she should have stayed home after all and found a man on campus. Or one of the divorced professors who was always hot on her tail.
“Your tail, as you so unpoetically put it,” came the voice of Belok, as shocking as it was unexpected, “is in need of a whipping. You will beg for one now, though no one will hear you save your caged sister. In futility you will cry out that you may feel what it is to be abandoned, left in your need.”
“Whip me!” Merritt shouted, her body pressing the bars of the tiny cage. “I beg to be whipped and taken.”
“Not taken,” Belok corrected, stilling her tongue. “That is my province…for that you must wait. In the meantime, my little Vistya, I command you to dream.”
“I am Merritt,” she tried to say, but her voice, so powerful a moment ago was suddenly lost, as lost as she herself now felt.
“Vistya,” she whispered instead. “I am Vistya.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Thirteen
 
 
Merritt awoke on the Road of Tears. Her feet were bare and her wrists were bound in front of her with heavy cord, the end of which was attached to the saddle of the Dark Prince, a man whom she did not know but whom she must wed. Terror and wonder filled her. She was herself and yet she knew the body she now occupied was shared with another, with the Vistya, wrested from her homeland, from her father, the high king of Rulania.
Once mighty, now humbled before the army of Belok. His black armored soldiers, their swords ever thirsty for blood, their eyes ever bent on mayhem. There was no one to stand against this Scourge from Zuravia, as evidenced clearly by the bodies lining the road. The sharpened stakes rising from the earth like a crop of evil, their razor sharp tips each sated with the skewered body of yet another victim, another fool or madman who’d dared oppose the new order.
Belok wanted Vistya for his own. This was the cause of the most recent war, the siege upon her father’s castle. The king had not wanted to give her up, but she had pleaded and begged, and eventually it was determined that, to save his people, he must sacrifice his only daughter.
“Do not despair, father,” she had offered bravely, wiping the tears from his eyes and forging a passable smile. “I shall remain a princess. And, if it is as they say it shall be with this conqueror, one day be an empress.”
Roulag's lips had trembled, his gray splashed beard hanging wearily on his face. What could it mean to be the wife of one such as Belok? Women to him were only property. Purportedly he had sold his own mother into slavery when she persisted in pestering him as to the running of his kingdom. Even now, he was pulling his new bride-to-be be, bound, stripped of footwear, humbled at the back end at the back end of his horse.
Flanking them on horses of black were Belok’s special guards, the most fearsome of his fighters. Cold-blooded killers of men and merciless conquerors of women.
“If the girl be not a virgin,” Belok had said to her father upon her transfer to his custody, “I shall feed your heart to the wolves of the forest.”
Vistya had nearly fainted on the spot. Her old life was over, her status, the privilege and protection of her station. From now on, how she lived and whether she lived at all was at the behest of a madman. Albeit an eerily handsome one. Indeed, the color of his hair, a fine silver not of age but strength, had surprised her. He was even more fair-haired than herself, a real rarity in this region. So, too, were his cruelly handsome features, the nose, long and noble, the eyes the most amazing shade of blue, almost too beautiful to behold.
Belok was also well muscled, not overbuilt, but proportioned, his long limbs thickened to perfection. The jaw was firm, the face ovaled, the brow exactly to scale. She could not imagine a prettier man or one more deadly. 
There were, as they approached the environs of his castle, no well wishers, no cheering throngs. The few persons on the road ahead of them scrambled hastily for cover. 
None dared interfere or draw undue attention to themselves. The castle itself bore an aura of foreboding, the very stone possessing an eerie darkness, as though it had been carved from the cold heart of a burnt out volcano. Vistya was overcome at the sight of it, filled with a desire to run, almost overpowering in its intensity. If she had to throw herself to the ground, chew through the ropes and disengage her own arms, than she would, because that seemed preferable to allowing herself to be locked within those silent, life-oppressing walls.
She could not even imagine a bird landing on those ramparts, or a single butterfly traversing the arc of that fortress. Any living thing would be repulsed, sickened and mortified. 
The entourage stopped at the drawbridge. A single vulture hovered overhead, circled them in the gray sky, sullen and cloudless, as if terrified itself to speak.
“Harosh,” called the gold armored Belok to one of his lieutenants, a black bearded man with a fearsome curved helmet topped with sharp blades, “you will summon the priest. We shall have the wedding here.”
The man looked at him questioningly, but sensing the cold resolve, he inclined his head and rode off, hard to the right. The priest, a small balding man was fetched by a troop of soldiers. His cassock hastily donned, he looked anything but thrilled to be in the prince’s presence.
“This is to be my bride,” he pointed to the tethered prisoner. “You will conduct the service.”
Beads of sweat formed on the forehead of the man now cowering before his mounted lord. “Sire, certain regularities must be—”
The drawing of Belok’s sword silenced his objections. “You shall conduct the service or I will fetch another, charging him with the additional task of conducting your funeral.”
The man’s face whitened. “As you say, sire,” he bowed, bending steeply.
Vistya was taken to a grassy area overlooking the moat. “What of the wedding gown?” asked Harosh, in whose custody she now was.
“She shall marry me nude,” the prince dismounted, his booted foot stepping upon the back of a waiting slave.
The rope was removed and the clothing torn from the young woman’s body, baring her pinkened, splendid flesh. Her nipples were peaked in the cold air, her skin flush from her exertions. 
“Down,” Belok snapped his fingers, indicating she was to kneel in the dirt for the ceremony. “Fetch witnesses,” said the prince to others of his retinue. “And also the hostages.”
“Hostages?” spoke Vistya, these being the first words out of her mouth to her future husband and master.
Belok cuffed his fiancée to the ground, then commanded her back to her knees. There was blood at the corner of her mouth. “Never question me again,” he said simply.
“The hostages, lord,” called an officer.
Vistya nearly died of anguish when she saw the men being led to the ceremony. It was all she could do to keep from crying out, flinging herself at the prince. Well did she know these tethered men, neck-to-neck, hands behind their backs. There was her teacher and mentor, the king’s advisor Gregor, and also the chamberlain and the General of the Army. It was only once she saw her father, last in line, his head hung low in shame that she could restrain herself no longer.
“Liar!” she screamed at the prince. “Double crossing worm! You promised no harm to my family!”
Harosh’s metal-gloved hand on her shoulder held her firm. “Shall I kill her, sire?” inquired the man, his dagger at Vistya's throat.
“The outburst is forgiven,” Belok waved his hand. “She shall have plenty else to be sorry for soon enough.”
The prince called several men to him, giving his final instructions. The hostages, including the red-eyed, slump shouldered king, were lined up behind the priest, facing the nude girl, and beside her the tall, proud prince in his gleaming, invincible armor, not real gold, which would be soft, but heavy iron, painted and decorated with the fearsome symbols of his realm. The angled black cross, the double headed raven, and the Cup.
“Get on with it,” said Belok impatiently.
The priest opened his Bible and grasped it with trembling hands. “Dearly beloved,” he began, his voice cracking.
Belok scowled. “You will skip that portion and move to the part about obedience.”
“C-certainly,” he stammered, “your highness.” The priest swallowed hard. “If you would kindly tell me your bride’s name.”
Belok put the tip of his sword to the priest’s throat. “She is my property. That’s all you need to know. Refer to her as 'wench' if you like or not at all, just get on with it!”
Thus did Vistya proclaim in front of witnesses to love, honor and obey her master. Belok, in turn, promised simply to keep her and enjoy her for his pleasure as long as it suited him. The priest nearly fainted and had to be held up when Belok announced afterwards the marriage would be consummated right here and now on the ground under the eyes of heaven.
“Pay him one hundred ducats,” Belok concluded, remounting his horse. “Send a messenger to tell me when it is over.”
“But, sire,” the priest could not resist asking. “I do not understand. If you are to consummate, how can you leave?”
Belok smiled magnanimously. “That is why I am lord, and you are not. You see, my good friend, I am a generous man, the superior of any other ruler in the world. Where other princes selfishly claim first right of intercourse with the brides of their subjects, I, in direct contrast, graciously yield the first fruit of my bride to my inferiors. My new bride, my dear man, will be fucked by my guards. And quite thoroughly,” he added, casting an ominous glance to his stoic soldiers. “If I hear otherwise, then I shall have the lazy parties themselves buggered at length.”
“Sire,” saluted Harosh on behalf of the company.
“In the name of all that is holy!” wailed King Roulag.
“Gag him,” Belok pointed, “and bring him within spitting distance. Under no circumstances allow him to look away or close his eyes. And you,” the prince added, addressing his bride directly. “You will give exquisite pleasure. My men will be satisfied and they will have from you their due. You are to come like a whore for each of them, or I promise you, your first night in my chambers will not be a pleasant one.”
His final command was to Harosh alone. “Certify her virginity in advance, the priest will witness. If Roulag’s heart is not delivered to me shortly as fodder for the wolves, I will assume she has passed the test.”
Belok rode off then, a look of serene satisfaction upon his face. He had barely disappeared within the arch of the castle when Harosh, who was to be first, had unbuckled his armor and revealed his fleshy spear.
“On your back,” he commanded his new princess. “Legs wide apart.”
The priest was dragged forward, foaming at the mouth. The bearded dark eyed Harosh was surprisingly gentle, kneeling on one leg, inserting a single finger to the correct depth. Vistya, lying in the dirt, remained passive. As terrible as this was, it was nothing compared with what was yet to come.
“It is true,” confirmed the soldier, reaching the sheer, invisible boundary of her breeching. “The woman has not been had by man. She is virgin. Let it be so recorded. Send the priest home,” said Harosh to two of the men. “He need not witness the rest.”
The man was weeping as they escorted him back to his horse. Harosh removed his armor.
“I shall go slow,” he said, pulling his naked sex out from under his breeches, “that you may have time to orgasm.”
Vistya braced herself as the man lowered his body on top of hers. He stank of sweat, though she knew he was not an unkind fellow. If I must be had, she thought, I am grateful he is first.
“I seek,” said Vistya, speaking softly so only he would hear, “to please you.”
The man seemed surprised, but he did not alter his motions. The princess was wet to receive him, the debasement she’d suffered so far seeming somehow to ready her. The truth was, she’d been aroused since Belok had bound her. His insolence, his very blasphemy fascinated her. She feared she may already have fallen in love with the man. What that would mean for her already difficult life, she did not know. To be the man’s prisoner, subject to his physical power, her body mere property was one thing, but if he should take possession of her very heart and soul, there would be no end to his tyranny over her.
Vistya orgasmed for Harosh, giving herself to him on only his fourth stroke, a deep plunge that buried him to the hilt in her softness. The man followed suit, his sperm spilling into her, overflowing and trickling onto the dirt with her own blood.
“We go by rank,” said Harosh, indicating who was to take her next. A sinewy, longhaired man with a hooknose and small green eyes was next. He was lean and wiry, his cock long and thin. He never once made eye contact, his gaze penetrating the clumps of dirt above her head. A line of drool ran from his mouth continuously between his intensely clenched teeth.
The spittle landed upon her breasts, causing Vistya to arch her back. She sizzled with need and she was starting to wish the men would be to her as lovers, taking her nipples in their mouths, opening her further with kisses, taking from her the much deeper things of which she knew herself capable. Would Belok do these things to her? Would he find in her the full measure of her dawning slavery?
Obediently, bucking her hips like a whore, shamed on the dirt in front of her new husband’s castle and the eyes of her tormented father, the Princess Vistya of Zuravia orgasmed for her second user. Their coming was simultaneous, the man crying out loudly, his head pointed to the gray, somber skies. Vistya was still spasming as he left her. 
She reached up for her third lover, a mustachioed man with a barrel chest who rode her hard, punishing her body, forcing her arse to imprint deeply in the ground. Twice she surrendered before he finally expelled himself, his hands roughly mauling her breasts, leaving deep hand shaped imprints on those tender globes.
The fourth was a sadist who demanded tears with her submission. As he pummeled her, he kept his hands continually upon her, either pinching her nipples or pulling savagely at her hair. He made her orgasm from the pain, slowing his own thrusts so as to stretch it out all the longer. Neither Harosh nor any of the others said a word against him, though there were vehement protests from her own countrymen.
Her father had to be revived with a bucket of water as he had fainted from the horror of seeing his daughter suffer. 
“The cunt is frigid,” the man complained, halting himself midstroke. “I’d sooner fuck a tree stump.”
“I wouldn’t wish such a thing on a tree stump,” quipped one of his fellows.
The double joke against the man and Vistya both drew a round of deep laughter. The laughter of warriors. Men who killed for a living, and who were compelled to serve a madman.
“Just be done with it, Jarob,” Harosh told him, indicating his own distaste for their current assignment, “and we will all go home.”
“Home? I’ll be at the tavern, sporting with wenches. Want to join me, your highness?” Jarob enthused.
Vistya winced as he kissed her, extending his tongue to lick her face, the sandpaper surface and foul breath adding indignity to her already substantial woes.
“Others are waiting, Jarob!” shouted another.
“The little bitch hasn’t orgasmed yet.”
“Like hell, she hasn’t! The whore’s come three times for you if she has at all.”
Jarob shook his head. “I need more. Let me beat her arse for inspiration. Someone hand me a whip.”
Harosh shook his head. “No whipping. The prince will not take kindly to us breaking his new bride’s skin. If you must use something, let it be your sword belt.”
“Or the flat of my sword itself,” he looked down on the girl, winking.
Vistya closed her eyes, denying him the victory of seeing her blind terror. Nonetheless she was made to go on all fours, digging her toes and fingers into the dirt so he could lash at her mercilessly with the thick, nasty piece of leather. Vistya’s virgin arse was heated royally, the external temperature of her skin now matching that of her throbbing sex. 
Impatient now and seeing their opportunity, the rest of the men went for her two at a time, Jarob filling her cunt while another opted for the soft warm flesh on the inside of her mouth. Vistya had never dreamed of tasting a man’s sex. She had heard it was a thing done to slaves, but never in her wildest dreams had she assumed it could be demanded of a free woman.
But Vistya was no longer free herself. She belonged to Belok, and if her current plight were any testament, she would live a life as low as that of any slave in Europe. Vistya shuddered as Jarob grabbed her waist, pounding his pelvis against her tender opening. The man at her face was orgasming at the same time. Desperately she swallowed, fearing to lose a single drop. 
Slaves were beaten for such things, she knew. And Belok would demand a full report of her performance. He’d promised her a night of misery if she did not please these men, the ones to whom she had been given.
“Bah,” snorted Jarob, smacking her arse as he dismounted. “Hardly worth the effort, I say.”
“That’s because you put her to sleep with your tiny pecker,” said his replacement, taking the vacant spot left between Vistya’s legs. Another was at her lips, and soon she was again in the throes of helpless, inevitable bliss. After that, they placed her on her back again, the ground pressing her punished buttocks.
Vistya looked up with tortured, passion filled eyes. How many more were yet to come? Would they be enough to slake the fire in her belly? She felt as though she could take on his whole army now. One man at a time, or more than one. Sex was what she craved and pain. Humiliation, abuse and the slash of the whip. Vistya had seen the whipping of slaves even in her own castle. Ever since she was a little girl she’d been fascinated and revolted, unable to turn away from the sight. 
What would it feel like on her skin, hot and dirty, her body bearing the mark of the men even as it beckoned for the next comer?
“Whip me,” she begged, crying out piteously. 
Within Vistya’s brain, Merritt heard the echo of her own thoughts, her own begging within the cage. Another man fell on the princess, and Merritt felt herself separating out, returning to her own consciousness, her own reality.
 
***
 
Ileana was waiting for the girls in the corridor. Merritt was first, her limbs quaking as she crawled out of the kennel. The cellblock outside was an assault on her senses. Already disoriented, she nearly collapsed under the light and heat and sounds. The dream had been as real as anything she’d ever experienced in her life. As real as when she’d been to Belok’s throne to witness the beating of Becca, or the girl who was Becca’s twin.
Had she been playing the part of Vistya then, too? Belok had not addressed her as such, and yet she had the uncanny feeling the woman’s spirit had been with her all along. Perhaps in some way, they were one and the same. Reincarnations, as Simon had speculated. If that was so then Belok must have been preparing all this time, waiting centuries for her to be born as Merritt Fisher. 
Perhaps he had even cultivated her father’s interests and personality, seeing to it that he would raise a daughter in the right environment, inculcating in her a need to return to his homeland to make herself susceptible and available.
“Sleep well, my little darlings?” Ileana wore thigh high leather boots, a short leather skirt and a black blouse buttoned to her neck. She was tapping her foot, her arms crossed over the peak of her breasts.
Becca immediately put her lips to the woman’s foot, showing obeisance. Merritt with her head down opted to wait for the next command. It was not long in coming.
“Kneel, both of you, wrists crossed in front of you. Prepare to be shackled.”
Merritt saw the faces of the guards now. There were four of them, the ones from last night and two others. They looked sorely disappointed at Ileana’s return, obviously preferring to have the two female slaves for themselves.
“Ankles as well,” Ileana instructed as the girls’ limbs were encased in thick iron bands with interlinking metal chains between. “You’re both very privileged. You are to be honored above every woman of your age. Belok has chosen you both, though you, Doctor Fisher, hold the place of highest honor.”
Merritt’s sex thrummed. She could still feel the men inside her, Belok’s soldiers carrying out his cruel order, raping his own wife on her honeymoon. In the end, though, how could it be considered rape when she had orgasmed each time and when her body had craved all of it from start to finish?
The guards yanked the females to their feet. Shackled as they were, hand and foot they could barely walk.
“Carry them,” Ileana decided, not wanting to waste the time for them to shuffle down the corridor.
“They are filthy,” complained one of the men, the one who’d operated the remote control device.
“I’ll see to it you get a nice little bonus for Christmas,” Ileana spat sarcastically.
They hauled the women like sacks of potatoes to the prisoner showers. Back on all fours, the chained girls crawled beneath the nozzles, the water pounding at them from above. It felt like a fresh whipping to Merritt, each drop reverberating waves of heat through her skin. If only she could touch herself and relieve some of the pressure.
One of the guards with rubber boots and gloves was given the job of scrubbing them clean. The brush was harsh on their tits and cunts but also arousing. Becca and Merritt both orgasmed during their cleaning. As a finishing touch, the guards poked fingers deeply into their rectums and applying some kind of soap that made them sting and spasm.
Denied towels, they were herded back to the corridor where they crawled the short distance to an emergency exit. A paneled truck was waiting. They were loaded into the rear side by side on their backs. 
A half hour later they arrived at Castle Vistalya.
The very castle where Merritt had dined with Rochescu. And where she’d been in her vision in the body of Vistya.
“Now,” announced Ileana, flinging open the van doors, “the real fun begins.” 
No fancy dining today, the girls were taken immediately to the dungeon, to the very place Rochescu had wanted to rape and impregnate her in his aborted plan to seed his own conquest of the world.
“Put them on the racks,” ordered Ileana, who, unlike the count, was a team player.
The racks were quite ancient but effective. 
“My job is to prepare you,” she explained, turning the crank to stretch their bound limbs past the point of tolerance.
The girls were horizontal, side by side, their backs and buttocks pricked by the splinters of the rough, antique wood. Spread-eagled as they were, they were available for any punishment and also for sex. They were dry now, though coated in a fine layer of dust from the van. Both females had erect nipples, and Merritt could smell her own arousal and Becca’s, too, a heady combination when mixed with centuries of decay, mildew and long distilled fear. 
The fact that she wanted to be fucked should have shamed Merritt, but at this point there was hardly any pride worth preserving.
“You are little cunts,” Ileana told them, swatting the bottoms of their feet with a leather flogger. “You beg to be toyed with. Isn’t that, true?”
“Yes, ma’am,” said both girls.
“You don’t deserve freedom or rights.”
“No, ma’am.”
Ileana lifted the flogger above their pussies, teasing them for a moment, before snapping the broad flat end against the raised sex of Becca. “You had a boyfriend, didn’t you? Dimitri, right?”
“Yes, ma’am,” she offered weakly
Ileana smacked her cunt harder. “Dimitri told us you were his slave. Were you?”
“In every important way, I was.”
“What is an important way? Either you were or you weren’t.”
“I belonged to him, ma’am.”
“Did he brand you?”
“No, ma’am.”
“Any tattoos?”
Becca’s eyes began to water. “No, ma’am.”
She snorted. “And he just dumped you here, didn’t he? Ran away like a coward?”
“I—I don’t know,” she sniffed.
“Boo hoo,” Ileana thwacked her breasts, reddening the swelling flesh. “You’re a baby, not a slave. You weren’t worth the trouble for Dimitri to train, and you haven’t been for us, either. You know why we kept you?”
“No, ma’am.”
“Because Rochescu liked your arse,” she replied, twisting the girl’s nipple savagely. “And now he’s dead. Which leaves you nowhere.”
Becca’s ribs quaked, echoing with bizarre laughter. She was changed again from the persona of helpless damsel to demonic pain eater. “Whatever you say…ma’am.”
Thwarted again, Ileana turned to her second victim. “You,” she prodded Merritt’s chin, “you’re thinking something. What? Tell me, or you’ll both be an inch taller by nightfall.”
Ileana’s hand was on the crank, ready to twist it further.
“I’m thinking that you’re not telling us the whole truth,” Merritt blurted, too afraid to lie. “You already told us Belok chose us. So we are worth something.”
Ileana flogged Merritt’s pussy, five times in rapid succession. “What a smart little girl. Now let’s see if you have as many smart answers about your own life. You’re a California girl, aren’t you?”
“Yes, ma’am.”
“And your father was a laughingstock. A drunk, a ghost chaser, a pervert.”
“He—he wasn’t a pervert, ma’am.”
Ileana tightened the winches, making both girls wince in pain. “But I thought he liked to fuck girls in your backyard, making them wear dog collars and bark for treats? And there was the pony phase, too, wasn’t there? Five-hundred-dollar-an-hour whores greased up and prancing in the ring with saddles on and little tails poking out the ends of their arse holes. Didn’t he get drunk and ride them, in fact? Becca, you should be listening—this is right up your alley.”
Merritt blinked back the tears. Ileana was so good at hurting her. “My father was a good man, he loved me.”
Ileana scoffed. “He loved sex, Merritt, that’s all. You know he fucked Tina, don’t you? That little cheerleader girlfriend of yours in college?”
“No,” Merritt cried, wishing she could stop her ears. “This isn’t true. How would you know, anyway?”
Ileana bent to take Merritt’s nipple in her mouth. For an agonizing, soul shattering moment, she chewed. “Don’t be naïve, Merritt. Do you think Belok doesn’t have eyes everywhere? The grave couldn’t hold him, why should an ocean?”
“I won’t…I won’t accept this…”
“It was during Christmas break,” Ileana cooed, ignoring her protests as she ran the flogger up and down her shivering, pain wracked belly. “He got you both drunk that one night, remember? Only he’d put something extra in yours so you’d be out cold. Tina was in the bathroom, trying to take off her makeup. Your father came up behind her, told her how beautiful she was. Made her put her hands down so her could cup her breasts in his hands. He had her look at their reflections together in the mirror. 
“’Do what I want you to’, he told her, ‘and I’ll make your body sing.’“
“Lies,” moaned Merritt. “All lies.”
“Really? But didn’t Tina distance herself from you after that? She never did come home with you again, did she? She wanted to tell you, but she was ashamed. Mostly because she liked it. Your father whipped her, Merritt. He made her submit to him. She came over and over again while tied down on the bed. He had her so out of her mind she was orgasming from the riding crop alone.
“He used her until dawn, then made her crawl back to your room to her little sleeping bag. Once more, in the morning, she sucked him off while you were downstairs making breakfast.”
“I hate you!” Merritt blubbered, her composure broken, her body unable to endure anymore.
“Is that the truth?” Ileana massaged her clit.
“No, ma’am,” her teeth chattered, the sweat pouring from her fever wracked body. “I don’t…hate you.” 
“Beg for it,” the woman whispered maliciously.
“I need an orgasm. I beg to come, on your hand,” she gasped.
“Permission denied.” She turned back to Becca. “You’re awfully quiet, slut. Nothing to say for yourself?”
Becca shook her head, that strange light in her eyes as she smiled to her own private joke. 
“The cunt next to you called me a liar. Do you think that’s what I am? Do you think I was lying when I said your boyfriend dumped you here because you’re too stupid and ugly to be a decent slave?” 
Ileana’s fingernail was on Becca’s clit. Just a little pressure and she’d be in hell. “No,” she replied. “I don’t think you’re a liar.”
“No? So if I said that I knew in college you used to fantasize about licking your physical education teacher’s arse and groveling at his feet, that would be the truth?”
“Yes,” agreed, her voice hollow. “It would.”
“Come for me,” Ileana commanded. “Slave.”
Becca threw herself into orgasm, her body straining against the cruel bonds like a mad, moon soaked cat threatening to rip itself limb from limb. Once again, Merritt was left with the distinct impression this girl was more than she seemed.
 When at last she subsided, Ileana removed her finger and made Becca lick it clean.
“Jealous, are we?” Ileana taunted Merritt. “Would you like me to pay attention to you, too? What secrets do you have for us? How about that big strapping secret agent? What is his name again?”
“Simon?”
“Yes,” Ileana tweaked Merritt’s nipples, leaving the other girl to her afterglow. “Simon. You would like him to be your master, wouldn’t you? You would like him to collar you and treat you like the little slut you are.”
“Never!” she cried, as if she’d been struck by a cane to her soul. “I hate that man! He could never mean a thing to me!”
“Don’t lie to me, or you’ll be sorry.”
“I don’t want him hurt,” she wept, her emotions overcoming her. “I don’t want anyone hurt.”
“And?”
Her heart thundered in her chest. Here it was, the moment of truth as she looked back over it all. Simon Rutledge and that infuriating little smile, the cocky attitude, that patch of hair that never quite set right, his lean muscles, the way he was half boy and half man. The way he knew how to abuse her and touch her and…
Merritt’s eyes widened as she considered the possibility. “No,” she shook her head. “It’s not possible.”
Ileana stroked her hair like some demented version of a mother. “Don’t fight it, darling. You’re falling love with him. You’ll see.”
Terror gripped her heart as she tried to guess what Belok might do to the man if he found out.
“Fear not,” Ileana read her mind. “I will protect your dashing lover for you. Belok and I have an understanding. Your virginity is his. Everything else belongs to me.”
“Yes,” she groaned, her cunt stretched under Ileana’s probing fingers. “Ma’am.”
Merritt shivered. For the first time in her incredible journey, it was occurring to her that she might not make it home. Was love making her feel so vulnerable all of a sudden? Could that brute Simon be making her this vulnerable, this desperate?
Closing her eyes, she sought her solace, her answers in escape, her mind slipping once more into the life of Vistya, her long ago counterpart and sister.




 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter Fourteen
 
 
Expect no sympathy,” said the Dark Prince to his bride, he who had once been denied the title of king by the surrounding rulers because of the smallness of his realm but who now refused it of his own accord, delighting to humiliate them by making them grovel to a supposed inferior. “Expect no mercy.”
Princess Vistya, now of Zuravia, hung her head, the evidence of her degradation writ on her flesh. The dirt stains and grass, the trail of dried blood on her inner thigh and the thick milky substance, the oozing semen of two dozen spurting cocks, their contents imperfectly held by her plundered canal. “I am filthy,” she said to her husband. “May I clean myself?”
“You will address me as lord or master,” he looked down at her from his throne.
“I am filthy,” she repeated. “Master.”
“It pleases me to look upon you this way.”
She shook out her matted hair, daring to look him in the eye. “But I fear you will not wish to touch me this way, my lord.”
His lips curled slightly at her charm, the self-effacing presence. If there were at this point anything human left in the man, it would be this woman who would bring it out. “Are you begging, my little princess, to be had?”
“As my lord wills,” she bowed her head.
“I will torture you,” he warned, “every day of your life. I will be impossible with you.”
Unbidden, Vistya dropped to her knees. “I am yours,” she declared.
The prince rose from his marble throne, the dust of the road still on his boots, the sword still at his side. He must have been sitting here, Vistya thought, the whole time she was being used. He had not, it seemed, made it to his chambers. She wondered if he ever did except to possess his slaves. It was rumored the man did not sleep, that he was tormented by demons that bit at his soul night and day.
“My slaves will prepare you,” he told her, descending the stairs to tower over her. “You will be brought to my bed. I shall erase from your mind all the memories of the others.”
Vistya muttered her thanks, not sure whether the words were meant to comfort or terrify her. Belok left her kneeling and alone in the throne room. The women did not come for her until an hour later. Alone she waited in that interval, trembling, confused. The isolation overwhelming her far worse than the punishment by the moat, the endless line of men with cocks to possess and torment her. Tears came now, not for herself, but for sake of her kingdom, and most especially her father, the proud and noble man who’d given everything to protect her and who had, in good faith, traded her to Belok for the sake of his people.
Now he’d been betrayed, forced to watch his own daughter’s violation, humiliating marriage and hellish descent into slavery. If only she could talk to him, even for a few minutes, so he could see that she was prepared, even eager to face her destiny. 
For this man was not merely her kidnapper, the thief of her body. He was also the holder of her heart. Had the prince seen this himself, catching in her visage the instant, inexplicable surrender the day they’d first laid eyes upon each other three months earlier at a meeting between him and her father?
It was submission and love at first sight. Was such a thing possible? Could she trust such emotions? Her father would survive, they all would. They had their politics, their traditions. But she was only a woman in need of a strong man, in need of the one thing her father could not give her: slavery.
The prince’s servants conveyed her to a large, sunken tub. There were three of them, beautiful, naked girls collared with anklets and metal wristbands. No words were spoken as they scrubbed clean her body, using thick sponges and delicate, perfumed soaps. Vistya felt the healing gels, the warm pervasiveness of the emollients, light like honeysuckle, so out of place in this masculine, somber environment. Somehow it made her feel all the more naked, vulnerable and feminine.
Vistya remained standing, the waters up to her waist while the girls worked her over, lavishing their tender cares as though she were some goddess to be adored.
Closing her eyes, she thought of her master who was waiting for. She wanted to be clean for him and ready to serve. Between her legs, they wiped away the fluids, running the sponge over her thighs, the water reverberating up into her well-used juncture. Her hair they saved for last, having first massaged her legs and belly and hips and sweet breasts, running rivulets of water down from her shoulders. Applying a fragrant shampoo, they removed the sweat, the dirt and the stains of her abuse.
There were several of the men, particularly on their second go round, who’d availed themselves of the opportunity to ejaculate directly onto Vistya’s body, covering her in semen. Several had done so in her hair, others on her face and breasts. When the last man had squeezed himself dry, she’d been forced to show herself to her horrified father, witnessing to him the supreme power of Belok over both of them.
Harosh had forbidden father and daughter to speak or touch but had dragged the woman away, ordering the soldiers to take the hostages to the dungeon. Vistya despaired at their sentence for none before had ever escaped the dungeons of Belok. She would do her best to prevail on her new master, seeking to sway him with her soft and pliant flesh, but there was no telling what influence if any she could muster. What would a submissive woman, no matter how eager, mean to a man like him? 
Especially with such lovely, graceful slaves about, each of them his total and complete property to be used and had at his discretion.
Leading her from the bath, they toweled her skin lovingly and applied sweet perfumes and lotions. Vistya was amazed at the glow of her skin, the lustrousness of her hair. Were there indeed magical properties to the water in this castle? In time she would learn the price to be paid for that magic and with whom Belok was dealing to obtain his mysterious, far flung powers. For now, she had still to experience her first kiss, the first touch of him, he who had chosen her, who had loved her enough to claim her for his own, denying her the freedom with which she might choose how and when and with whom to dispose of her body.
For clothing, the princess was provided a collar of steel hammered into place by the armorer so that it might never be removed. To the collar was affixed a leash by which she was led hands cuffed behind her back to the prince’s chamber. He greeted her in a long, velvet robe of red, his sinewed body naked beneath it.
“Leave us,” he commanded to the attendants.
“Are you pleased, my lord?” she whispered when they had left.
“On your belly,” he replied, his long hair a mane about him impossibly bright. “To my cock, wench.”
“Yes, master,” she blushed, hiding her smile. 
Belok’s powerful hands parted the halves of the robe, the velvet slipping over her shoulders. She gasped at the sight of him. He was more thoroughly muscled than she’d realized. His abdomen was like the armor of the ancients, sculpted and rock hard, tapering to a perfect waist. The thighs were muscular, his stance bearing the arrogant carriage of a horseman, his enigmatic eyes, those of a conqueror. A Caesar.
But it was the penis that most bewitched her. In its naked presence, she had no choice but to fall, to put herself in submission. As she crawled, the soreness of her muscles all but vanished. She was tingling with energy. It was his feet she encountered first, her breasts throbbing, nipples squashed against the cold floor, a trail of her own juice like that of a snail behind her from out of her open cunt. The first kiss nearly undid her. It was like lightning coursing through her veins. Desperately, she dabbed with her tongue, paying obeisance.
Following ancient rhythms, she ascended his legs, working her way up his powerful calves all the way to his thighs. So slow, so agonizingly slow. Her own anticipation was overwhelming, her mouth like a sex hole, thirsting, starving for subjugation. Each of his balls she took in her mouth in turn, suckling, paying homage. The testes were mighty like a bull and she could only imagine the life that surged within.
And then it struck her, unwanted this startling knowledge. It terrified her the revelation, and she could only hope he did not know that she knew. Sparing her, Belok grasped the back of her head, thrusting his mouth onto his thick erection, silencing her before she could give herself away.
Vistya shut her eyes, throwing herself forward, taking him in one thrust to the back of her throat. Her earlier exercises had helped her with the gagging. She was ready for her master, ready to be made his vessel. Her belly reached boiling. Soon she would swallow him this way, if it be his will or else in some other orifice. The choice, the power, was his. 
The power of a conqueror, irresistible.
And yet the truth remained, the terrible tragedy she had somehow intuited simply from the touch of those rough, hairy sacs hanging before her. It was a secret, naturally, that none was supposed to know. Belok, the Dark Prince, the scourge of Europe was sterile. There were to be no sons, no heirs. No lineage to pass along. At first she thought it a natural thing, a cruel stroke of fate, but as she worked her tongue over him, as she felt him breathing, sensed his movement within her, filling her, towering over her, she grasped a deeper meaning.
It was no accident, no deficiency. Belok had traded his vitality, his right to earthly sons for something else, something dark and unholy. A bargain is what he’d struck with another prince of darkness. But what had he been promised? No man lives forever, unless…
Vistya stiffened with the realization, but it had come too late.
Belok had his hands at her throat, preventing her escape. “Drink and be fulfilled.”
The semen was not like that of the others. It was copious, and it burned hot not with a physical temperature, but a heat of another kind. Like a brand being seared upon her belly from the inside. 
“We are one. Finally, we are one.” He held her until she collapsed, her mouth working even after her slip from consciousness. 
Almost immediately, he revived her, his cock still hard as a rock. “On your back, legs wide. And pray the test was right.”
“What is it you demand of me, my lord?” she thrashed her head.
“The Cup,” he whispered. “It must be fed.”
She screamed as he orgasmed more of the hot, lava-like semen, this time combined with teeth, sinking into her shoulder and drinking…drinking her blood.
“Blood,” he whispered, expelling himself. “Blood and semen.”
 
***
 
“Revive her,” Ileana commanded, signaling the guard to pour the bucket of water upon the catatonic prisoner. “It is time to prepare them for the ceremony.”
Merritt awoke to pain, the pain of her rack-stretched limbs, the pain of separation from Vistya.
Becca was released as well and both girls were allowed to lie a few moments at Ileana’s feet.
“The ceremony will be tonight,” she told them. “At midnight. The foreordained time for Belok’s return, for the sacred remarriage.”
Merritt trembled upon the stone floor, her body broken, her soul reconciled to total submission. Only her heart remained divided. One part of her, the part of her that was Vistya, loved Belok, but there was Simon, the cruel, mercurial agent, her most improbable lover. Which way would her mind turn? If she chose the agent, could she fight off Belok’s claim?
“The world will be remade. A new order will be born. Zuravia is only the beginning. You may kiss my feet, both of you.”
Becca and Merritt complied, touching the glossy leather with their parched lips. She let them linger, long enough to teach them their place. “Take them away,” she said at last. “I will not see them again until it is time.”
Merritt tried to adjust as they lifted her. She was woozy and so very weak. The dungeon walls, the ancient walls of Belok’s castle were spinning about her. It was too dangerous. They mustn’t make her stand. Mustn’t make her go. 
“I can’t,” she cried.
And then she was gone, back into the life of Vistya.
 
***
 
The time of consummation had long past. They were now fourteen months into their marriage, and less than a few hours from its end.
“Sire, she hasn’t enough strength left. Another bleeding and she’ll surely die,” pleaded the man as he stood over the bed of the waning princess.
“Liar!” thundered the Dark Lord, drawing his dagger to slaughter the balding little physician. “Traitor!”
“My lord, I cannot alter what is. Kill me if you wish.”
Belok held him by the collar, his fist clenching the man’s scarlet robe of office by the neck. “Would I could take your blood instead,” he growled, tossing the man to the floor. “Out!” he commanded. “Do not darken my door again!”
The physician rose and bowed, making a hasty retreat from Belok’s chambers.
His presence was replaced by that of the commander of the army. “My lord. We await your orders. The enemy closes on all sides.”
Belok clenched his fists, shaking them to the heavens. “I have been cheated!” Where is my miracle?”
“My lord, come to me,” whispered the princess.
Belok knelt beside the bed. It had taken more and more of her precious life fluid to sustain him, to maintain the expanding empire. All had hinged on him, his ability to locate and defeat enemy armies, to govern territories. He’d needed more and more mind power, more and more fuel for the Chalice. And only her blood would do. Not that of the hundreds of slaves he’d tried, not even the women of captured nobles. Not even two years together as man and wife, lord and slave, partners in blood and empire, him taking her blood and trickling it into the Chalice to sustain his power, and this was the result. Too little of the stuff in her veins to keep him alive.
Belok cursed himself now, and cursed their love. “Damn you, for stealing my heart!”
“It is my fault,” she agreed, her breaths numbered. “Before me, you could steal the life blood of anyone at all. The chalice would accept any offering from you.”
It must have been the passion between them. It had given her fluid a tastiness that the Chalice—and the dark force behind it—now demanded exclusively in exchange for their unearthly services.
“Love,” he drew the dagger from his belt, acknowledging his fatal weakness. “What greater curse can there be?”
She reached up to touch his fevered brow. The infinite worry etched beneath. So much worry borrowed, bought and stolen. “I would trade my life for yours, beloved.”
“We are both doomed,” he laughed with all the bitterness and bile of a tyrant who knows he has finally been thwarted, made impotent and reduced to a tantruming child by those stronger and fresher than he.
“Do not curse life, Belok…please.”
“I am damned,” he ripped open his tunic, pressing the blade to his breast. “What matters anything now?”
“No,” said the Princess Vistya. “There is another way.”
“What way?”
“Bleed me dry. Cast my carcass to everlasting night. Put us both to sleep.”
He shook his head. “No, that is too much.”
“Do it,” she seized his wrist with surprising strength. “Fill the cup. Fill it to overflow.”
“The world will end…”
“Yes,” she licked her lips, “and then be reborn.”
 
***
 
Merritt made a bizarre bride. In her dress of white, barefoot, naked beneath the sheer, curve hugging silk. She was shivering and her nipples were poking prominently through the material that might as well have been a nightie for all the protection it offered. 
The erect nipples were also the result of Becca having licked her over and over to the brink of orgasm as she dressed her and helped her with her hair, which was exquisitely combed, a thousand strokes with a camel’s hair brush and woven with flowers.
Naked Becca, jingling in chains had laughed over her work, licking and combing, combing and licking, lost for good now it seemed in her own little world. 
The masturbating was not Merritt’s choice but a requirement. The bride must be at the point of sexual climax according to the ritual but not over it.
The room itself—the chapel for all intents and purposes—was lit with candles. Lines of them along the stone walls like soldiers, silent guards upon stands of bronze, each rising to a height of five or more feet. They seemed perilously thin like icicles of white, the flames flickering and dancing in the black air, against the moss eaten stone. This particular chamber had not been opened in living memory. It had served once, according to the records, as a wine cellar. Deep underground, it was one of only two chambers not destroyed in the final attack upon Belok’s castle.
It had been a vicious assault, the culmination of a siege lasting months. The combined allied armies, those of the Ten Nations, had taken the field that night, sending out every man able to bear a sword or swing an axe. The various kings and princes had vied among themselves for the privilege of leading the final charge, clawing at the walls with bloodied fingers, pounding at the stone with battering rams.
It was Roulag who’d won the right by virtue of what was done to his daughter. Having been freed by Belok at Vistya’s entreaty, he had worked tirelessly for revenge ever since. Hundreds of his men fell beneath the defenders weapons that final hour, the arrows thick as locusts, the boiling oil, red hot in the darkness, like rivers of death cutting living swaths through the tightly packed ranks. Onward they pushed, assault after assault, until the main doors gave way and they swarmed over the castle.
“Light the fires,” had ordered the kings and princes of the Ten Nations, “burn all that may be burnt, melt all which can be melt, allow nothing to remain.”
For three days the fires raged as they cleansed and purified the land. The screams of victims, the cry of the blood raged in the warriors' ears. Many were said to go mad from the sound of it, the effect like combat only the foe was invisible, internal. 
The bodies were burned, too. Belok’s and Vistya’s said not to be among them. There were reports of a man flying from the ramparts, descending like a bat, arms spread, his body lit by an eerie blue flame, but this was only superstition.
Perhaps it was him, perhaps not. In truth, the body did not matter for the prince had sealed himself within the cup. The Cup of Hrabon, the only surviving piece from the castle. 
The very same cup the red-robed Ileana, the apparent priestess for the service, was now filling with a substance of red.
Merritt hoped it was wine.
“Bind the bride,” she ordered, resting the brimming goblet upon the end of the stone slab some eight feet long and fitted with leather straps for wrists and ankles.
Two hooded figures in red took Merritt by the arms and conveyed her forward. The altar was black marble, polished smooth as glass. Merritt looked into their hoods as they strapped her down but could see nothing in the shadows.
“Let the will of Belok be done,” declared Ileana as soon as the prisoner was rendered helpless. 
Helpless, indeed. Pretty and soft, barefoot, legs spread, the thinnest covering over her lightly trembling breasts and pulsing sex, a covering begging to be torn away by some brutal lover.
But who or what was coming for her?
“The will of Belok,” repeated the hooded initiates, their voices soft and feminine.
“Bring in the priests.”
The men wore robes of brown. They entered in single file between the lines of candles. When all were in the chamber, they lowered their hoods. Merritt recognized many of them from the dinner the other night. The portly man with the glasses, the hook nosed man with the prominent ears and…Simon.
She gasped at the sight of him. Was he here to finish her off, to finalize her betrayal, or did he intend yet to save her? She dared not reveal herself, dared not speak.
“Strip the prisoner,” said Ileana.
The initiates had knives of gold, the gleams of the blades brilliant in the reflected candlelight. Patterns of it danced off the walls as they applied the knives, cutting open the white dress of the prisoner. One knife would easily have done the trick, but this was more for art’s sake. Or terror’s sake. Merritt shuddered from the touch of the cold blades lightly pricking her skin, tracing lines and sharp enough to scratch, drawing tiny drops of blood that were quickly absorbed by the scraps of the decimated dress. 
Up and down they went, tracing patterns, possessing her like a many-clawed lover.
“Enough,” said Ileana. “Gag the bride.”
For some reason, this struck Merritt as funny.
One of the initiates took a piece of white cloth and swabbed Merritt’s cunt with the thirsty material. Merritt blushed as she saw how much liquid was collected. When the initiate was satisfied, she took the material, balled it up and held it in front of Merritt’s mouth.
She did not have to be told to open wide. The taste shamed her, but there was no hiding now. With a longer strip, they secured the gag, rendering her mute. The perfect victim. Merritt thought of Vistya, sacrificed in lust to Belok’s men, to the man himself and ultimately to his insane dreams of power. 
The men were crowding closer. They were here as men like this always were for the sex. One of them, the man who had worn the medallion the other night at dinner had taken a place beside Ileana. Opening a book that Merritt recognized as the Journal of Night, he began to read. The words were not ones she recalled. Perhaps the book was enchanted, its pages layered in several dimensions that allowed its contents to change for the occasion.
Should anything surprise her now after what she’d seen through Vistya’s long dead eyes? Indeed, there was nothing to frighten her now, not rape or torture or even death. How she pitied and admired Vistya—the sacrifice she had made, suspending herself possibly forever between the two realms of life and death so that he might have a chance to return one day. 
Hundreds of years of unspeakable loneliness and emptiness, all culminating here tonight.
“By black of night,” she heard the man saying now. “By sacred store of darkness, awaken ye minds and souls of men. Dread possibility, carnal opportunity, fated slaughter.”
The words were repeated by the others like some hellish congregation.
“Let no woman look upon these proceedings,” the man added. This was the signal to blindfold Merritt. The last thing she saw before her eyes were sealed by a length of black silk were the other initiates, bending down in front of the men, their backsides exposed, naked under their robes as they grasped their own ankles. It did not take a seer to see what would happen next. The groans alone gave it away. The men were fucking the women even as the priest continued his ritual chant.
Merritt was lulled by the words, exotic and high sounding. It was not until she felt the wax pouring over her breasts that she was brought back to her senses. She could not help but scream into the gag and squirm. Resistance, however, even of so futile a manner, was not allowed.
“Be still, bitch,” growled the priest.
Merritt felt the lash of a riding crop, hot on her belly, but not so quite as hot as the liquid wax. She did her best to lie still, contenting herself with grinding her teeth and clenching her feet and toes as they poured out more of the melted candles, little pools of it over her belly and cunt. More and more of them until she was coated with the stuff like a woman of plastic or porcelain.
Hands strayed over her body now. The sensation was strange, diminished through the wax, and yet potent in ways she’d never before imagined. Her flesh was hungry, yearning to touch, to feel, to be the center of the men’s power
“We call upon thee, oh Lord,” the man chanted, “with thy seed and thy potency. We are but your slaves, your arms and legs and cocks. Let the Cup be filled.”
She heard the men groaning. By instinct she knew they were jerking off in the Cup, filling it with sperm mixed with wine. She would drink it. And that would be the beginning.
“So now you know everything,” said the voice, long overdue.
“Enough to know you for what you really are,” her mind replied.
“She made the sacrifice willingly,” Belok reminded.
“If it makes you feel better to think that.”
“She is mine,” he hissed, reheating the wax, this time to boiling. “And so are you.”
She was split wide. “So take me,” she opted to fall between the cracks of her agony.
“Indeed…I shall.”
Belok descended to rape her. The chamber was filled with flashing light. The pathetic followers and so-called priests fell to their knees at the sight of it as such men always do.
“You can’t stop me,” he gnawed her breasts.
Merritt cradled the pain. “So what’s keeping you?”
She wasn’t sure herself. She was only bluffing. But something was delaying the matter for real.
A force like a hurricane pressed at her womb. In her mind’s eye she saw him and all his killing as much a part of him as the power and beauty of his penis. 
Belok the Proud. Belok the Unstoppable. And Unkillable.
But he wasn’t getting in. 
“Ileana!” he screamed, calling for his nearest minion. “What is the meaning of this?”
“I don’t know, my lord. We have performed all the ritual. It is no deficiency on our side.”
The Dark Prince blasted his rage to every mind in the room. “My Vistya. Where is my Vistya?”
Merritt was dangling from the edge of a cliff, but she was still Merritt. And Vistya…she was still a memory, a vision inside of her.
“Hold on, baby. Hold on.”
It was Simon.
That was it! Her love for him was keeping her alive.The Dark Prince hissed like a snake, a wolf. Teeth bared, he lunged. But Simon was there to protect her as he had been in the hotel room. All the events swirled in Merritt’s mind now, everything that had occurred from the airport to here. So much submission. So much lust.
They were wrestling. The agent and the wolf. Short black hair against long silver.
Simon was winning. “Not…this…time.”
A cold ripping followed. Shock in the eyes of Belok. The twenty-first was not his century either, it seemed.
“Back to hell,” Simon dispatched, throwing him over the abyss.
The one from which Merritt hung…holding the memory of Vistya.
“Simon!” she cried.
He had her by the wrist, pulling her up.
“Merritt,” he tore off the covering from her eyes and undid the straps, the fury of a madman behind him.
“Baby,” she croaked. “I love you.”
“I love you, too,” he said.
He didn’t want her to stand, but she did anyway. She wanted to, so she could give him a proper kiss. It was hot and deep just like she imagined it would be. “Is he really gone?” she whispered.
He nodded his head. “Uh huh.”
Then he went rigid. 
“Simon?”
Becca was behind him holding the knife handle, the blade freshly plunged into the man’s back. 
“Better luck next time,” she winked at Merritt. “Sweetheart.” 
“I don’t…understand,” she stammered.
“It’s called a double cross,” said Colonel Ladislak, slipping an arm round the nude, cat-like girl. “Rather ironic, don’t you think? The one most educated in the legend and least suspected of capitalizing on its power should be the one? Many years have I waited, Doctor Fisher, always in the wings, always toadying to the ones in power. But ever watching to see the mistakes, to learn the things I must know. Rochescu, you see, was fundamentally right. Whatever power the Chalice had, wherever it came from, however Belok got hold of it and whatever the words in that old book mean, it all comes down to you. The fulcrum between past and present. You must have an amazing mind, doctor, to draw an entity from so far away. To some extent Belok conceived you, but you, too, have conceived him. It goes back to Vistya. She captured his essence in her death, and you are somehow the link to her. Rochescu knew all that when he brought you here. Unfortunately for him, he was sloppy in his choice of allies.”
Merritt noted the sprawled body of the man’s killer, Ileana. The bearded priest lay next to her, one of the colonel’s paratroopers leaning over him with a wire garrote he’d used to kill them both. Around the room were other bodies and more of the black bereted soldiers. Many more.
“I’ve been a pawn,” she said.
“That is an accurate description,” conceded the little man, the woman at his side some five inches taller than him and kissing on his baldhead.
She looked at Simon, lying at her feet. “May I…may I go to him?”
“By all means.”
“Who was he?” she choked back her tears as she cradled the man’s lifeless body. “He never would tell me.”
“He was what he said,” shrugged the future president of the republic. “A representative of a super secret organization run by me.”
“He was a dupe, too.” Becca supplied.
“What about her?” Merritt inquired, refusing to speak to the girl directly. 
“I’m a gift, honey, from the gods…”
Merritt laughed coldly. She was sure now that if there was something otherworldly in all this, it traced its way to her. The common denominator in all the dreams and experiences she’d had. “Same ones that gave the world the Chalice, right?”
“Something like that.”
Merritt beheld them. The diminutive would be Napoleon and the she-demon.
“So, what happens now?” she wondered aloud.
“It’s quite simple, really,” he began to unzip his pants. “You make me a baby to take over the world.”




 
 
 
 
 
 
Epilogue
 
 
The former Professor Fisher shivered in the dank, alleyway. It was cold this time of year in the Pristiene, and she was ill equipped in her halter-top, miniskirt and boots.
“Give it to me,” Petrok snatched the handful of bills from out of her hand. The hooker who generally went by the name of bitch or slut these days, tried to cover the shortfall with excuses. “There’s hardly anyone out today with the national holiday and—“
“Shut the fuck up,” he backhanded her.
The whore hung her head. “Yes, sir,” she replied meekly.
“You stay out two extra hours now,” he informed her, stuffing the money into the pocket of his long camel’s hair jacket, bought with money from selling the girl’s cunt, mouth and arse.
“But Petrok, I’m so cold and I haven’t eaten all day!” she whined, risking another slap or worse.
The pimp sighed. He had a lot of girls now, he and his partner Marco both, so he could afford to be a little generous.
“Here,” he took a half-eaten candy bar from his pocket, tossing it to the ground.
The girl fell to all fours, being forbidden to ever use her hands. Using her mouth and face as best she could, she nibbled through the paper and foil to get at the sweet, succulent chocolate. The sight of the blonde American humiliating herself like this on the filthy cobblestones made Petrok hard and thick under his silk trousers.
He liked things under this new regime, he really did. President Ladislak was bringing respect to their country. Rumors were he’d soon be forging a key alliance with Russia and Germany and a powerful new army to boot. Money was rolling in, too, and profits were up. As for petty crime, the former colonel let things be so long as you made the right payoffs. 
Petrok could afford plenty. This American was a gold mine. Not for her cunt alone, but on account of the submissive smell of her like a super bitch in heat attracting other whores for him to dominate. In her own way, she’d actually become famous before hooking back up with him. Supposedly she’d been living in the presidential palace as Ladislak’s personal slut before he threw her out.
The little bitch would sometimes talk about having a baby she’d left back there that was going to be some kind of anti-Christ, but Petrok figured she was crazy by now. Always mumbling and praying to Vistya like one of the old women from the villages. Frankly, he’d done her a favor taking her in when she’d come to him in the middle of the night, naked, covered in all this weird fluid shit. Afterbirth, she claimed it was. Any sane man would have turned her over to the cops. But she did have the body, and thanks to her he’d long since quit that shit hotel job.
Christ, but she made him hard like this, her little arse twitching, her hair all over the dirty stone as she gnawed at his leftovers like an animal.
“That’s enough,” he grabbed a handful of yellow curls. “You’ll get fat.”
The girl whimpered at having to leave the chocolate unfinished.
Petrok opened the fly of his custom-made silk pants. “Stop complaining. I’ll give you something nice to eat.”
The girl took his dick obediently straight to the back of her throat. He didn’t fool around with things like that. If she weren’t good enough, if he got even one customer complaint, it would come out of her arse.
“Yea, that’s it,” he muttered, working her head.
It took him less than a minute to squirt down her throat. She continued to remain on her knees afterward, licking him clean.
“All right, that’s enough. Back to work. Coffee break’s over.” 
He was zipping himself back up when he pinched his finger, hard enough to break the skin. “Fuck it!”
Merritt sniffed out the wound, trying to suck it clean.
“Knock it off, crazy bitch.”
To his amazement, the little blonde cunt was laughing. 
“What the fuck’s so funny?” he demanded.
“Blood,” she laughed, a strange glint in her eyes. “Blood and semen.”
The End
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