






 The moon loomed over the ruined castle, basking it in an eerie, unnerving glow. The thick and forbidding woods crawling over the craggy hills surrounding it enveloped it in a protective cocoon, hiding and shielding it from the outside world. And on top one of those hills, alone, on foot, was a knight of the Inquisition: Dame Cordelia Sideem. She and her companion, Sir Nolan, had sworn their lives and their souls in the defense of the Outer Realms. Their armor was inscribed with holy writings to ward off dark magic, their weapons forged to withstand any magical force put on them. They were the enforcers and protectors of the fragile peace which held sway in the Outer Realms. And at that moment, that peace seemed very fragile indeed.



Cordelia's complexion was smooth and flawless, with the color of tawny caramel, and her loose clothing gave her more the look of a migrant wanderer than a knight. But there was no mistaking the steel in her eyes, or, for that matter, the steel in her scabbard. The moonlight stroked her glossy black hair and caressed her sun-kissed skin as she knelt above the ruins, watching for every movement and every detail revealed under the dim light of the moon and the stars.



The Inquisition had been summoned to investigate rumors of a powerful sorcerer abducting villagers and terrorizing the countryside. While she spoke with the local lord about the matter, Nolan had ridden off to scout the woods on his own. Some time after dusk, Cordelia realized her young companion wasn't coming back on his own. So she hunted him through the woods until she found his horse, tied to a tree alone. From there, two sets of footprints led along uneven trails and through overgrown patches, snaking through the wooded foothills at the base of the towering mountains to the east.



At last, she saw what was waiting for – human movement across the courtyard, leading into one of the darkened entrances of the castle. She pulled her hood up and pulled her kerchief over her mouth. A helmet would have been better, but a weak barrier between herself and the sorcerer's touch was better than none at all. She had had to abandon her armor on the craggy mountain trails to avoid falling to her death.



She slipped down the hill, as nimble and light as a cat. Every little outcropping she stepped on or held onto bent to her will perfectly – not a stone or a cloud of dust to betray her position, not a moment's worth of delay to slow her. Hitting the ground at the base of the hill, she laid a hand on her rapier and drew it as silent as she could. The blade flashed as it caught the moonlight, Cordelia covered it under the loose rags of her right arm, keeping it ready to strike at a moment's notice.



She traced her way to where the shadowy figure entered the castle – and found the entrance a simple, but well-kept wooden door. Taking furtive glances around her to quell the feeling that she was being watched, she cautiously extended her hand to the door's handle... and to her surprise, found it unbarred and unlocked. Slipping inside the ruins, gaudily colored carpets and oil lamps on either side of the pristine hallways gave the old tunnels a refined look Cordelia didn't expect. If she hadn't seen the crumbling towers and parapets outside, she could have mistaken it for the home of a respectable lord. The long hall led Cordelia to a single door at its end – no markings to tell her what it could lead to, and a sinking feeling settled like a fistful of lead in her stomach, but still she went forward and opened the door.



The bedroom that was revealed to her likewise had an elegance altogether incongruous with the ruined state of the exterior castle. Candles and lanterns burned bright to give life to the rich hues and precious metals that decorated the room. A dining table, engraved and inlaid with silver, dominated the middle of the room, filled with wines and appetizers as though someone were preparing for a feast. Cordelia glanced around, seeing no apparent owner or any guards. A doorway on the other side of the room was barred with a heavy wooden beam.



As Cordelia pawed through the minor effects of the room's inhabitant, looking for any hints as to their location at such a late hour, the door Cordelia came through slammed shut with a sudden burst of arcane energy. A husky voice echoed off the walls. "Tsk, tsk, tsk, coming into a stranger's home uninvited? And acting so rudely? I thought you better mannered than that." Cordelia whirled around, rapier drawn, to meet her foe face to face at last – and that's when she saw her.



Cordelia stopped dead in her tracks. "You... you're a woman!" Everyone in the town agreed on one thing – that they were tormented by a sorcerer. He was terrifying, they always said, he was malevolent, he ruined crops and stole children. But it was hard to miss the marks of the fairer sex on the magician she found in front of her. Her short hair was straightened and combed, giving her an almost androgynous look, but there was no mistaking the contours of her body; dress split up the side to give teasing little flashes of her bare, ivory legs as she walked. The shoulders of her dress looked as though they were held up only by the loose black straps resting on the angle of her elbows. The corset underneath revealed and emphasized so much that it made her look as though she would nearly pop it open with every breath and heave of her chest.



"Aren't I? And such a magnificent specimen, don't you think?" The sorceress smiled as she followed the path her subject's eyes took across her form. "Yes, I can see you certainly appreciate what an idol of femininity I am."



Cordelia shook her head and raised her rapier back to a fighting position. "You have the wrong idea. I'm just shocked at how much you dress like a high-class whore." On a logical level, she was wrong. She had no thoughts of ravishment or arousal when she first took note of the sorceress. And yet, and yet... something deep within her stirred when the form was given voice. Something magnetic and dominating called to her, commanded her, played the desires of her body like the strings of a violin.



"Oh, Cordelia, no need to be so rude." The knight drew back in alarm as the sorceress spoke her name. "What? Are you surprised I know your name?"



Eying her cautiously, the darker woman said "You do have me at a disadvantage."



"Mm. You can call me... Domina."



"Well, Domina, there are two ways this can go: either you can come with me quietly to face trial by the inquisition, or I can leave you for the carrion birds."



"You know, it's rude to make demands of your host. You don't have any room to offer terms or choices. Inside these walls, I'm obeyed without question. What's the saying? 'My house, my rules'?"



Cordelia scoffed. "We can take this outside if you prefer."



"I have a better solution." Domina laughed and turned towards the table to pour some wine. "You've given me two choices. Very rude. But I'll take them and offer you two choices in return: you can join your little boy-toy, or your boy-toy can join you."



"My..." Confusion turned to accusation and anger on her face. "you... you know where Nolan is?"



"Oh, of course I do. He's jerking himself silly in a cell about now. After all, I put him there. And I did tell him to have fun while I was gone."



A cold rage overtook Cordelia, and all thoughts of mercy and fairness fled her mind. "You're going to return Sir Nolan to me. Now."



"That's option number two. And, of course, I'll respect your decision." Domina turned from the table, a glass of wine in each hand. "… so long as you consider your other option." She proffered a glass to Cordelia.



"Considered. Refused. Now show me where Nolan is."



"Tch, weren't you listening? That's not how it works. You don't make demands." Domina sighed and put one of the glasses back down on the table. "You see, the little boy hangs off my every word now. It wasn't hard. Well, I mean,
 he
 was hard for a little while, until I had my fill."



Cordelia had known Nolan as a good knight, and a strong-willed man. She couldn't imagine him seduced by some two-bit backwoods witch with her tits jumping out of her dress. Cordelia wondered what dark magics had been inflicted upon his mind "I've made my choice. Bring him to me."



"Not until you consider the alternative. So your other choice is that you join him. Hang off my every word, like a slave
 ,
 licking her mistress' heels, stained red with her own blood, nothing but longing and a stupid, animalistic loyalty left in her once-bright eyes. Begging not for mercy, but
 more
 , more of her mistress' touch, more of the caress and the whip, without caring much which one she receives." Cordelia shifted her stance uncomfortably as lurid images danced through her head. "See? I knew you'd like the other option more."



"I'm done playing your games, witch!" Domina raised her hand and Cordelia's sword stopped in midair, as if held in an invisible vice. Trying to pull it loose or push it forward; Cordelia found she couldn't even release the rapier, her hand bound in a duellist's grip around the hilt.



Domina sighed. "Why do you inquisitors always insist on doing things the hard way?" Her rapier snapped in half with the slight movement of Domina's finger and the arcane force released the rapier from its grasp, sending Cordelia careening off-balance.



Sitting on the floor in shock, staring at her broken blade, holy etchings rendered meaningless in the face of the sorceress' power, Cordelia began to recognize that she was in over her head. She felt like a field mouse in front of a snake – and she had no desire to become the serpent's snack. Cordelia bolted for the door, hand outstretched, just needing to put a little distance between them...



The sorceress said, with halting affect: "Don't." There was something in her hard, icy tone that called to something primal in Cordelia, something that stopped her dead in her tracks, something that froze her in place like a statue. "Turn around." Reluctantly, shakily, she obeyed. "Certainly a refined woman like yourself knows that it's rude to leave your host's home so abruptly. Don't be shy. Come here." Like a marionette on puppet's strings, she danced along to the sorceress' twisted will, a prisoner in her own body. "Now, are you going to stop being such a pest, or are we going to have to play this game all night?"



Cordelia realized that her chances of success were nil – and she needed every little opportunity to extend her time as a free woman to escape. She grit her teeth, swallowed her pride, and said "Yes."



"Yes you'll... what?" Domina raised her eyebrows expectantly.



Smoldering, Cordelia gave her what she wanted. "Yes, I'll stop being a pest."



 "That's what I like to hear." she cooed as she circled Cordelia like a shark with too much to drink. If looks could kill, Cordelia's glaring would've killed not only the sorceress, but all her slaves by proxy. Instead, she had to settle for impotent rage. "Tsk. A ratty old cloak, and such frumpy clothes. How modest of you. Not very knightly." The sorceress pulled down Cordelia's hood and slipped the kerchief into her hand. Cordelia didn't even try to stop her that time. "Why would you hide such a pretty face?" Cordelia kept her face stoic and unreadable. She needed to think of a way to get her off guard... Domina's hand forced Cordelia's chin to the side to look her in the eyes and smiled, with a little condescension. "No hiding those eyes, though, is there? Especially when you're angry. Hard and cold, void of all human empathy." Domina let out an exaggerated shiver. "And I thought I was bad." She laughed. Cordelia didn't find it nearly as funny. Domina's amusement quickly turned sour. "So I tell you to quit being a pest and you choose to pout? That's not much better. Still attached to that idea that you're a knight of the Inquisition?"



 "I am a knight of the Inquisition!" Cordelia snapped, unable to restrain herself and cursing herself for the outburst internally. But the sorceress seemed unperturbed by it.



 "How about this: we'll play a game. If you win, I'll let you go. I'll let your boy-toy go. I'll release all of my slaves from my thrall, even. I'll disappear from this corner of the world, never to be seen again." With a flourish of her hand, as if to demonstrate, she turned a nightstand into a glowing outline which slowly faded away to realms unknown. "But if I win, you'll have what you desire most, and I don't mean your freedom."



"What?" She couldn't imagine the witch was talking about Nolan. Plenty of women found him attractive, but to Cordelia's eyes he always had a baby-face.



"Oh? You're still hiding it from yourself? It's really quite simple." Her breast brushed up against Cordelia's side as the sorceress slid up beside her, purring in her ear "You want to submit. You've never wanted anything else in your life. You pledge yourself to king after king, and you leave them all the same, because they aren't strong enough to command you." Cordelia shoved the witch's wandering hands away from the edge of her trousers. "You keep searching for a master, but no man can tame you. Because of that, you think that your will cannot be crushed by any means. The truth is... you've simply longed for a mistress."



Cordelia laughed derisively. "What a load of bullshit. Do you really expect me to believe that?"



"Before the night is over? Oh, yes, certainly." Domina said "If you still want to leave come sun's first light... the key to the door is all your's." She wiggled a little copper key not much larger than the final joint of her index finger on a keychain overflowing with keys of different shapes and sizes.



"And how do I know you'll keep your word?"



"Oh, I always keep my word. But I don't have anything to give you as a guarantee, and even if I did, I don't think I would. You'll just have to accept that I'm more powerful than you and that you must accept the choices I give you."



"Give me the key now, and I'll give it back if I don't want to leave."



"How cute. You still think this is a trick." Domina laughed. "As you wish. It'll be the last decision you make in a very long time,
 slave
 ." Domina punctuated that last word with a little flutter of her finger beneath Cordelia's chin.



All the breath went out of her like a blow to the gut. "I'm... not your slave."



"Not yet. But you will be." Domina slipped off her dress and corset with expert ease, exposing all of her body save her womanhood, covered only by a thin pair of black panties. "This world is mine to play with."



"You won't last. The Lord Inquisitor himself will come!"



"Oh, I'm sure he will." Domina said, packing the sentence with as much innuendo as possible. "He'll make a fine
 slave,
 don't you think, pet?" Slave... slave... something echoed through Cordelia's head like a bell in a tin pipe when she said that. She nearly couldn't stand at that word. Domina just sat on the bed, legs spread so her dress covered only her holy of holies, smirking and watching Cordelia.



The knight knelt on the fur rug in front of the fireplace, closed her eyes, and began to meditate. She didn't know exactly what persuasion Domina had in mind, but she was determined to endure it all in silence. What felt like hours passed, and for a time, Cordelia thought she would escape unharassed by the sorceress. That is, until Domina's voice, soft and husky, fluttered in her ear as her warm body drew tantalizingly close to the darker woman. A hand curled through her jet-black locks, with long, ivory fingers. "You have beautiful hair, you know."



She could have told her to fuck off, but for everything she stood for, for all of her fears, her goals, her duties, Cordelia was still a knight, and it wouldn't do to be uncivil. After a few brief moments of silence, she said a simple, curt "Thank you."



The sorceress' voice took on a lower, seductive tone as she pressed her bare breasts against Cordelia's back. "Let's make this game more interesting. A game within a game."



The clicking sound of dice inside a cup rattled next to her ear. "Of chance?" Cordelia said hopefully and opened her eyes to see the other woman in her periphery.



"Mm hm."



"And what rides on this?"



"You do." Domina winked. "It's very simple. We roll three dice, the highest total wins."



"If I win?"



"If you win, you go free, right here, right now. I lift the spell on the lock, on your boytoy, on my entire domain."



Cordelia regarded her suspiciously. "And if I lose, I stay here forever?"



"No. If you lose, the key goes around my neck. You'll still get it come morning... if you still want it."



"Again, how do I know I can trust you?"



Domina raised an eyebrow. "Again,
 slaves
 don't have a choice. And because I like a little risk in my life."



"I'm not your slave." Cordelia snapped.



"What makes you different from a
 slave
 , pet? I make all the decisions, and all you can do is... obey." Domina rolled the dice – two fours and a three – before putting them back in the cup and handing it to Cordelia. "Now roll." Cordelia took a deep breath and shook the cup, wishing on every concept of fate, fortune, or divine favor to give her her freedom with a roll of the dice. The disappointment on her face was clear when the dice settled between them. "Too bad." Domina took the key out of Cordelia's blouse and strung it around her own neck, the little copper key settling right in the middle of her chest. "Ooh, don't look so sad. We can play again."



"I don't have anything else to bet." Cordelia snarled.



"Bet your hands."



Cordelia drew back in shock. "What?"



"Your hands." the sorceress said again "If I win, your hands are mine."



"My hands against a key? No fucking way."



"Your hands against your freedom. You'll get the same prize as I offered before... if you win. Everything I hold, you included, goes free."



Cordelia bit her lower lip. It was a huge risk, but... the longer she lingered in the sorceress' lair, the less she felt escape was possible. At last, she said sullenly "Fine."



"I have your word?"



"So long as I have your promise that if I win I go free."



"Cross my heart." After a moment's hesitation, Cordelia snatched up the cup and rolled – two fives and a four. A victorious smile slowly spread across her face as those bright green eyes across from her glared at her. Three sixes.



"You cheated."



"I never cheat. Give me your hands." Cordelia regarded the other woman with fear. Was she really demanding her hands for losing a game of dice? "What kind of knight goes back on her word? Give me your hands!" Slowly, reluctantly, terror in her eyes, Cordelia outstretched her hands to the sorceress, muscles stiff and tense with the prospect of sudden pain. To her surprise, the sorceress shoved a silk length of cloth into her hands. "Good. Now tie your hands together." Cordelia looked at her stupidly for a moment and Domina narrowed her eyes in annoyance. "Your hands are mine now. If I say they tie themselves, they tie themselves. Understand?"



After recovering from her shocked stupor, Cordelia took on her previous, bitter, deviant tone. "Slavery piecemeal? Is that your game?" Cordelia asked, inwardly relieved, sulking as she tied her own hands together.



Domina's confident smile finally returned as she took Cordelia's hands in hers and brought them to her lips. "No, I just love your hands." She put Cordelia's index finger in her mouth, sensually lingering before sliding her lips down and off her finger. "Let's play again."



"I don't know what else I have to offer."



Domina forcefully kissed her, stunning her beyond words. "If you win, you cum."



After a moment to recover her bearing, breath still heavy, she asked "And if I lose?"



"If you lose you don't cum."



"There doesn't sound like anything I want to win or lose." Cordelia said coldly.



"Is that what you think?" Domina's smirk taunted the knight, but she knew she wasn't being asked for her opinion. Abruptly, she changed the subject. "You were Captain of the Red Company before the Temian War."



Cordelia gasped "What does this have to do with anything?"



"Why haven't you ever asked yourself why you've taken the path that you have? First you were free, able to do anything for any reason. Take coin to switch sides, leave when the odds turn against you. And then the Temian War happens, and you leave a great position to go run errands for some king or another as his vassal.



Then you find the Inquisition, and there you've had to do less thinking than ever before. You just repeat the chants, draw the runes, and kill who they tell you to kill. So much easier, isn't it? So much easier to have your agency stripped away, to just carry out the will of your
 betters
 ."



"No... it's not like that." Cordelia searched her mind desperately for why she served –
 served –
 the Inquisition. "The Inquisition frees us from people like... you!"



Domina motioned to Cordelia's bindings. "It doesn't look like it's working." She glared daggers at the sorceress, but Domina pretended not to notice. "You already crave the control of another. Even the smallest amount of freedom is such a huge burden to bear." She pressed herself against Cordelia harder, so close she could feel the moisture from her breath brush against her skin. "Wouldn't it be so much easier to be
 enslaved
 ? To no longer have to think, to lead, to be? Only a vessel for your mistress' commands and... desires." Domina's hand slipped under the knight's blouse to gently prod and tease a nipple, already hard despite all of her efforts to feign disinterest. "You want it, don't you? You want to be used... abused... tossed aside, like a dirty rag."



Cordelia closed her eyes and tried to block out the outside world. "Fuck you."



"You love this, don't you? You love the struggle. You're a big, strong girl... who wants to be driven into the floor to lick her mistress' heels. You love the struggle, the harder the better, because deep down, you want to lose. You want to break. You want to be bested, bettered. And then... reduced to nothing." Cordelia bit her lower lip, trying not to respond and encourage her. But Domina's playful hands massaging her breasts and sweet, sensual kisses up the side of her neck made it extraordinarily hard. "That's all you've ever wanted. You've played the game of politics, of love, of war, but none of them could give you want you were looking for:
 me.
 You can't hide it. You're already soaking your underclothes." The sorceress' hand slipped between her trousers and her undergarments. "Ooh, and they're not the chaste, plain panties I thought they'd be. Naughty, naughty. Maybe you've known what you've been looking for this entire time?"



Cordelia tried to straighten up, to tell Domina to fuck off, to get her goddamn hands out of her pants. But as she moved, she pressed inadvertently up against those long teasing digits, and let out a faint little gasp as they pushed the soft lace of her panties against her dripping wet pussy. As she instinctively arched her back, she felt Domina's warm breath move closer to her neck, felt her bare breasts against her skin, nipples hard, the heat of her body inviting her, promising her comfort, pleasure...



Cordelia gasped and pressed against Domina's wandering fingers, teasing and taunting her through a thin veneer of cloth. When Domina drew close to her face, Cordelia took a kiss with a mixture of aggression and desperation, wishing her hands were free to run across the sorceress' smooth, marble-white skin, to feel her breasts, her thighs, to prop herself up on her and grind herself stupid... And then Domina froze, still and unreacting as a statue. Slowly, deliberately, she inched next to Cordelia's ear and whispered "I can't let you have your prize before you win." Domina sashayed around to Cordelia's front and picked up the cup again, rolling a 4, a 3, and a 1. Sitting on the floor, the sorceress leaned over and took a glass of wine from the table. "Your move, pet."



Reluctantly, Cordelia picked up the cup again with her bound hands, holding it awkwardly between her palms as she shook it and tossed the dice out onto the floor. A 1, a 2, and a 6. When she saw that she'd won the roll, a wave of euphoria washed over her and she smiled triumphantly at Domina – and then she wondered why, as she'd won nothing she'd wanted. Arcane energy lifted her into the air and hung her bindings from a hook in the ceiling.



Cordelia wiggled helplessly as she dangled in the air. "You bitch! I won!"



"Oh, you certainly did. I never said you would get to choose how you came." Domina pretended to consider that for a moment. "I guess there isn't a whole lot of difference, win or lose." The sorceress grinned and ran a hand across her own combed-back hair before running her hands across the curves and contours of Cordelia's body. Cordelia dangled just an inch above the ground, letting the sorceress freely kiss and tease her, stripping her blouse and cloth binder from her chest, taking her nipple in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it, pressing her hot, full body against Cordelia,



"Oh... fffuck...." Cordelia's toes curled just above the ground as her entire body tensed, thighs pressing together desperately, trying to make sense of the overwhelming, primal urges drowning out her conscious mind. "Nnnot.... fair!"



The hook disappeared in a flash of magic and Cordelia collapsed onto the rug, knees turned to jelly and a distinct tingling feeling still lazily flowing through her body. Only the barest amount of self-control stopped her from touching herself, bound hands and all; only the barest remnant of her sense of self told her that giving in to her base urges was giving up.



"Not fair? What isn't fair? You won your orgasm fair and square." Her smile took on a mocking tone. "Or is it that you want to hang onto the illusion that you're a free woman? Fine." A gentle but firm hand wrapped around her jaw line and forced her to look into Domina's emerald eyes, all at once calm, but commanding. "How do you want it?"



Cordelia's head was spinning. She couldn't deny her arousal, but at the same time, still was reluctant to give in to the sorceress. How did she want it? Cordelia had hardly even thought about the prospect of being intimate with another woman before her mistress came into her life. "I... don't know..."



"You want me to decide?" Domina pulled her up her knees as she dropped to the same position behind her and kissed her neck. Her hand slid down Cordelia's light, lacy panties before she could respond, causing her to bite her lip and arch her back against Domina. "I'll take that as a yes." she purred. Her fingers teased the edges of her sex, careful to avoid directly stimulating her most sensitive areas. "Don't you want me to give you your reward?"



"Y... yes." Her anger had been fading, then, it turned to vulnerability and confusion. She was completely at the mercy of this strange woman... and she didn't know how to feel about it – about anything that had happened in the face of the primal urges rushing through her blood, begging for the curious carnal sensations Domina was all-too-eager to provide.



Domina lightly stroked the outer lips of her quivering pussy, middle and index fingers promising to enter her, but never fulfilling. Cordelia's little gasps and squirming only encouraged Domina's teasing. "That's it, pet. There's only one chant you'll need to learn to serve me." At last, her Mistress' fingers penetrated her last defence, and she moaned. "Good girl."



Domina explored Cordelia's sex with a slow, sensual expertise, ranging for the right pressure, the right rhythm, the right spot, by Cordelia's whimpers and moans. Her thumb brushed against her clit, lighting her nerves on fire. The knight pressed her right hand against Domina's and brought her left to play with her breasts. Domina grabbed her left hand and intertwined their fingers, reveling in the almost involuntary squeeze of her hand at each wave of pleasure shooting up her spine. Domina, already pressed against her, whispered in ear with confidence, "Now do you see why winning is so much better than losing?" Cordelia made little noises of agreement, though she never formed a coherent sentence. Domina let out a little half-laugh and pushed against her, beginning to move her body with the rhythm of Cordelia's. "Do you want to cum?"



Cordelia's answer bypassed her conscious mind and left her lips as a plaintive cry. "Yes!"



Domina stopped. Her fingers stopped, her hand released her's, she drew back from Cordelia's body and ceased to torment her with her hot, moist breath brushing against her ear She let the silence stretch uncomfortably long. "Do you?"



Cordelia felt like her brain was firing on all cylinders, tortuously aware of every little sensual aspect of her surroundings: the goosebumps on Domina's side facing away from the fire, her quickened breathing, the steady, expectant beat of her heart, the little smile on her face, all at once victorious and amused, the feeling of Domina's fingers tracing the outline of her lower lips, ever careful to avoid the vigorous strokes and patterns that drove her wild mere seconds ago...



She knew that this was what the sorceress wanted, but Cordelia needed release, or she'd lose her mind. And, she rationalized, she was definitely not walking out a free woman if she lost her mind. Even with enough time to filter her words through her conscious mind, Cordelia still said "Yes, please, let me cum!"



"Mm. I don't think you want it."



Cordelia squeaked out a shocked little sound of disappointment and horror as Domina took her hand out of Cordelia's panties



"Let me ask you again..." She leaned over in front of her, playing with one of her own nipples teasingly. "... is this... what you want?" Cordelia's eyes subconsciously flitted to the key, still hanging from a necklace string between Domina's breasts. "Tch." She stood and put a disapproving hand on her hip. "No more games. Clearly I can't trust you to make choices on your own."



"I... won..."



"'Won'? Are you still going on about that? What do you want to do, insist on playing games and playing the fool, or are you going to
 listen
 ?"



Cordelia whimpered, "I won the bet! You gave your word!" She felt humiliated that her greatest protestation was little more than a plea for sexual release, but the aching need between her legs was driving her out of her mind, with every sensation in the absence of her mistress' fingers buried deep in her pussy being tortuously light and teasing in comparison. The heat from the fire and the cold from the outside air seeping under the door made her burn, craving purpose on one side and warmth on the other. It was maddening. She couldn't imagine not cumming. But neither could she imagine cumming on her own, with nothing but her own (bound) hands and thighs to desperately rub and frig herself.



"Tch tch, that defiant tone. I thought I made it clear what your place was. I was going to be nice to you... but now I see you need some discipline." Domina pulled up and sat on the chair and pointed at her lap, motioning for Cordelia to come over to her.



At first she resisted. The taunting she could take. The humiliation of being defeated. But to willingly accept humiliation just to please her mistress' ego? She shook her head. That was too far. She had to retain some measure of her dignity, of her independence.



Domina motioned again, with less amusement in her eyes than before, to her lap. Cordelia's eyes traveled to those bare, ivory thighs and then up to her full-figured but still perky breasts. She had earned her goddamn orgasm! And if she was teased much longer, she was going to lose her mind! Cordelia remaining sitting on the rug and glared at Domina.



All traces of amusement were gone now. Domina's face was stern and cold as granite, and her tone matched with an icy impatience. "I won't tell you again." Cordelia's shoulders drooped. What choice did she have, really? Domina held all the power. Meekly, she half-crawled the few yards between them, her aching pussy crippling her ability to concentrate, to control herself, to think straight. She laid herself over her mistress' lap and anxiously awaited her punishment.



Each slap to Cordelia's cute little ass stung like the crack of a whip, carefully, mechanically timed, Domina waiting for the last sounds from Cordelia to die down before the next smack echoed off the stone walls. Each jolt of pain was accompanied by a subdued little squeak from its recipient. It stung, but each smack was also a rush of adrenaline, a little, painful token of life. After a long pause between spanks, she wiggled her hips hoping, against her better judgement, that her mistress would notice her moving and deliver another solid slap. She got it. Cordelia gasped; the smack was harder than any of the previous ones, and she liked it more for that very reason. Domina asked, "Who are you?"



Cordelia bit her lip and looked back at Domina out of the corner of her eye. "C-Cordelia, a knight of the Inquisition."



*smack*
 Cordelia yelped. "Who are you?"



A little flame of anger little up in her heart. "C... Cordelia, a knig-"



*smack*
 Domina was a sorceress. Of course flaunting her position as a knight of the Inquisition would make her angry. It was downright disrespectful. Anger turned to shame as the fresh sting began to fade into the general soreness of her bottom. Was that the kind of woman she was? Rude and obstinate, like a little child? "Tell me what you are,
 slave.
 "



Breathing heavy, she said, "I... I'm Cordelia, your... slave."



*smack*
 "What is your name?"



"Cordeli-
 ah!
 " She didn't even get to finish saying her name before Domina punished her again.



"What is your name?"



Cordelia was lost and confused. She had denied her identity and admitted her natural place in the world. What more could her mistress want? "I... I don't know."



*smack
 * Wrong answer. "
 Slaves
 don't have names." She repeated her question slowly and carefully, as though talking to a particularly thick student. "What is your name?"



"I... I don't have one."



"Good girl. What is my name?"



Cordelia hazarded, "I... don't know?"



*smack*
 "You know."



"Domina!"



*smack*
 "Who am I to
 you,
 slave?"



Who was she? What was her name? Everything Cordelia was asked... it was in relation to her. "My... mistress."



"Good girl." Domina pulled her upright and stood from the chair. "Walk over to the door." Cordelia didn't even bother to question her. "Stop. Turn around." Domina took the key ring from her string necklace and tossed it on the floor in front of Cordelia. "Pick it up with your mouth." Cordelia got on her belly and grasped the key ring between her teeth, keys all dangling and jingling just below her chin. "Good. Now bring it to me." Cordelia began to stand, but her mistress' voice stopped her. "No.
 Slaves
 do not have dignity. On your hands and knees, all the way over." She grinned evilly as she watched Cordelia hesitantly get on her hands and knees, key ring in mouth. "Good girl." Cordelia shuddered. Domina held out her hand beneath the key ring. "Now drop it."



Cordelia was at her breaking point. She couldn't take the torment anymore. She begged with a strange kind of ecstatic agony, "Please, please let me cum, I'll do anything! I'll do anything, mistress!"



"You know what you have to do,
 slave
 ." Her thighs quivered together again, begging the sweet release she'd been denied for so long. "Pledge yourself to me. Pledge your body, your mind, your soul. Give me your will, and I will make you mine."



"And then... you'll let me cum?"



She laughed. "Of course not! I don't make deals with my toys. Maybe you'll never know what an orgasm feels like again. I haven't decided yet. But... isn't being mine its own reward, pet?"



All she could do was throw herself at the mercy of her mistress and hope for her grace. "My will is your's, my soul is your's, you're my mistress; I'm your
 slave.
 " The word dazed her as they left her mouth in a jumbled, hurried mess, lingering in her conscience like a lover's kiss. "I'm your toy."



Domina condescended to give Cordelia a passionate, aggressive kiss on her lips. "You're my bitch." she hissed.



"I'm your bitch." she whimpered back.



She took the copper key from the ring and proffered it to Cordelia."Here's a treat for my little bitch." Domina pushed the key against the knight's tongue – a hard, copperish taste flooding her senses. "Now, pet, it's time for you to accept your position." Cordelia's deep, black eyes looked up at her mistress with a trusting kind of vulnerability. "Destroy your freedom. Swallow the key."



She was so eager to please, so craving the caress of her mistress' soft hands against her face, that she had nearly swallowed it before her mistress had even finished speaking.



Domina half-covered her mouth and began to laugh, a slow, building laugh from deep within her. "The door was never locked. You never even tried to escape!"



Cordelia vaguely remembered reaching for the door, but pushed it out of her head with the smooth, confident tone of her mistress' voice. Reality was what she made it. The world was her's to play with. Cordelia thrust herself forward, hungry for the touch of Domina's lips again, but found herself stopped by a hand wrapped around her face. "Slaves" her mistress hissed, "do not kiss their masters. Not there." She brought Cordelia's head down with a deliberate slowness. "Serve me." Lower and lower Domina pushed her, slowly but firmly bringing Cordelia to her knees in front of the sorceress. The thick scent of her mistress' arousal was intoxicating, alluring, and dominating. Cordelia felt punch-drunk and light-headed at the prospect of servicing – she shuddered – this woman who had defeated and humiliated her beyond anything Cordelia could think of in her life.



Cautiously, she pressed her tongue up against her mistress' sex, already dripping her sweet nectar for Cordelia to taste. It was vaguely sweet and salty, not a strong taste, but an appealing one. Cordelia closed her eyes and let her mistress guide her head as she discovered what her mistress liked, spurred on by husky, soft moans.



Cordelia was weak. She knew she was weak. Not only was she still wet, if anything, she was wetter than before, even when she had her mistress' fingers exploring the mysteries behind Cordelia's panties. She craved each little moan of approval as much as she craved the taste of Domina's pussy. If she was to get off, she would get off to the approval of her mistress, coaxing a brain-melting orgasm out of Domina's voice saying "Good slave, good pet." Out of everything, that would be the ultimate surrender, the final admission of her acceptance, her contentment, her joy in her new position. To pleasure herself to the pleasure of pleasuring her mistress.



Cordelia didn't care.



Her bound hands lodged themselves between her legs, desperately grinding against her own arms for the attentions her dripping womanhood demanded. Domina's hand grabbed her by the hair and forced the dark-eyed woman to look into the sorceress' eyes. "Stop." Her arms shot forward nearly of their own accord. "Slaves have no pleasure of their own. A slave's pleasure is the pleasure of her mistress. Understand?"



"Y-yes mistress." Reluctantly, she rested her hands against the floor, remembering that her mistress owned her hands. She did lose the bet.



Of course, in that context it all seemed silly. Betting ownership of her hands in a game of dice? Giving up knighthood for a position of servitude at a sorceress' feet? Ridiculous!



Cordelia was always a slave. She was never a knight. She was just waiting for her mistress to claim her, and her earlier resistance to her fate shamed and angered her. Who did she think she was? Why did she think she had any right to refuse such a powerful, commanding woman? But the taste of her wonderful mistress soon drove this musing out of Cordelia's head as she reveled in the simple pleasure of eating Domina out, looking up at her with big, black-irised eyes, utterly content where she was but ready, eager, even, to follow any command her mistress might have.



A ray of light shot through the sole window in the room, cutting through the flames of the lanterns and candles. "Look at that." Domina said. "The morning sun. I guess this means you're... as free as you want to be."



Cordelia's answer came almost reflexively. "I don't want to be free! I want to be your's!"



"Very well. You are mine, pet." Domina cooed, stroking Cordelia's short black hair. A simple motion of her fingers, and the ropes Cordelia herself tied around her hands untied themselves. "You haven't earned this, but I'm giving it to you. Don't make me regret it."



"Never!"



"Now answer me this, why do I have the right to keep you, slave?"



"Everything..." she whimpered.



"Everything... what about everything?"



"It's your's... it's your's, mistress. You have all the world in your hands. From the highest to the lowest, we all bow at your feet."



"Ooh, I like that." Cordelia felt a happy little rush through her body at her mistress' praise. Though she was terribly aroused, it was a deeper contentment which her mistress' words awoke in her. "Now, who do you worship?"



Cordelia answered automatically, without thinking. "You, mistress."



She lifted Cordelia's leg onto her shoulder, pressing her into the fur carpet on her side, and began to grind against her. "Then worship me."



"Yes, mistress!" Cordelia cried out.



She knew she had nothing on her mistress. She was a powerless, inexperienced slave, and her mistress was a goddess of carnality. She knew anything she could do would pale in comparison to what Domina did to her. And the thought of her mistress being so generous drove her to



A jolt of pleasure shot through her body as her mistress began teasing her clit. Both of her newly freed hands gripped the fur rug as Domina rode her into oblivion. Domina knew her body better than Cordelia herself did, continuously riding her to the edge and then denying her the one thing other than her mistress she craved. Hours had passed; a night not long past sunset to the dawn, spent teased and frustrated. Little else went through her mind, save the deep, primal urges which made her gyrate her hips and grind her aching womanhood against her mistress



Domina bit her lip and grinned at the woman writhing in agony beneath her. "You're lucky I'm such a-ah! Charitable and benevolent mistress." she said. "I really should m-mm, make you suffer for being so rude, barging into my home like that. But... I think I can forgive that. Your mistress commands you..." Domina rode over the top with the words, "... cum for me."



Cordelia's cry was one of complete surrender.
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