

SWEET SERVILITY

Ivie von Rittevond was not a slave. Ivie von Rittevond was a knight of Riva. She was tall, strong, proud; a warrior without equal and a beauty beyond measure. Platinum blonde with hair cut close to her head, sleek and athletic, with ice blue eyes, and skin white and pure as snow.

That she was captured by overwhelming force meant nothing. That she begged and pleaded and mewled so pathetically in the dungeons of her captor meant nothing. That she collapsed at the feet of the woman who tortured and... tantalized her meant nothing. That she was told she was free to go, and begged to be kept in chains anyway meant nothing.

Ivie von Rittevond was not a slave.

She told herself all sorts of lies like that while she fingered herself fruitlessly, unable to feel the slick, sweet feeling of arousal between her legs without thinking back to her captor's cruel, mocking voice, the sound of the whip cracking, that sharp pain shooting just across the surface of her skin before salving itself with trickles of her own scarlet red blood...

Her captor's cruel, mocking face flashed in her mind's eye. Her captor... her overlord. Her owner. Yara Janssir. A woman she would have regarded before her capture as a soft, decadent buffoon. Yet with whip and knife, with touch and tongue, she had reduced a proud, powerful knight into a toy for her amusement. Scarlet red hair cut fashionably short, arms slender and soft... belying a cruelty and strength of will far beyond what Ivie could even fathom.             

Ironic, that she was quartered in such comfort now, with soft sheets and a warm bed, that all she craved was the hard, cold stone of the dungeon floor. It hurt her. It hurt her pride, and it hurt her soul, with shame and suspicion at what dark cravings clawed at her mind.

It wasn't just the arousal that made her hurt. It was her own passivity in the face of her captor. When she was led to the dungeons, she went without complaint. When she was shackled, she made no protest. When whipped she... begged for more. And then, laying in a comfortable bed, no chains, no guards, and all she could do was desperately touch herself while thinking of her captor's every mocking laugh? She wished she could have honestly said that she'd considered escaping through one of the windows. She hadn't. Hadn't even considered it. It just didn't seem like a... a... pressing matter. Not like...

Ivie grabbed herself desperately, rubbing her firm pink nipples to try to reach that tantalizing, squirming need between her legs and pull it down to obliterate her senses, like Yara had done to her so certainly and effortlessly. Ivie had to be able to do it. She'd done it before (though she never would have admitted that out loud), even if it had been a while, so why not now? Why was it suddenly so damn hard to please herself? Why did it feel so much better when her pleasure was pleasing someone else? Ivie cursed under her breath, and cursed her captor doubly so.

She didn't even feel close to her goal.

She was interrupted by Yara barging in unannounced and without regard for Ivie's privacy to find her touching herself, legs spread wide open on the bed, leaving nothing to the imagination. Ivie yelped and jumped up, pulling the sheet with her to preserve some semblance of modesty.

Yara found her prisoner's inconsistent sense of propriety... amusing. "What's the matter? It's nothing I haven't seen before." Yara took a moment to admire her captive's sleek form and almost perfect ivory-white skin. The angle of her modesty-inspired stance and droop of the sheet she clung to her chest let Yara see the barest hint of her back, still raw and red from her lashing last week. It was almost a shame to mar her so. Almost. If only it were not so beautiful in its own right. "Drop the sheet." Yara said. Ivie hesitated, a reluctant look still on her face, so Yara lowered her tone menacingly. "I said drop it." Ivie reluctantly obeyed, letting go of the sheet, exposing her bare body to the late morning sunlight. She hated the way her body betrayed her, her sex getting wetter in a matter of seconds before Yara than it did for hours of Ivie touching herself. She told herself it was just because Yara was beautiful. She almost believed it.

Ivie didn't even bother questioning why she obeyed Yara's commands so readily.

While Ivie remained lost and confused since their first encounter, it had taken some time after that meeting in the dungeons for Yara to clear her own head. Time, and a couple of servants between her legs to help her focus. The knight's very existence was maddening, no doubt about that. Ivie von Rittevond... the child of the family that had taken everything from Yara's. A tool, a toy she was forbidden to destroy by order of her own king.

If Yara was forbidden from destroying her body, at least completely... Yara would have to destroy Ivie's very soul. Whip it, beat it, make it bleed, make it cry, make it quiver... make it beg. Beg to be recreated in Yara's image. Yara didn't even bother to try and stop the smile that spread over her face at that thought. The nervousness and uncertainty in Ivie's eyes spoke volumes as to how transparent it made Yara's sinister designs.

"You've been left to your own devices for too long, I see. I need to lay down the law for you, Rivan." Yara said. "First rule, you obey me, first and foremost. You do not question me. You do not obey any other. Not kings, not gods, no one. Just me.

Second rule, you are not to touch yourself unless I give you leave to. I own your body now. I decide who does what with it, whether that is by my hand or that of a thousand others.

Third-"

Ivie spoke up indignantly. "Wait a moment, I never agreed to any of these rules!"

"But you did. You did the moment you sold your soul to me swinging from those chains," Yara snaked behind her and touched her bare back ever so lightly, making her flinch with pain as her nerves lit aflame at the gentle irritation of her still sore wounds. "begging for the sting of my whip on your soft, supple skin."

Ivie's ears burned. "This is insane." Ivie whispered desperately, trying to summon some measure of resistance.

"It's not insane." Yara said. "It's your nature."

"Like hell!" Ivie's heart beat faster than she would have liked to admit at hearing that, for reasons she would have preferred to deny. "I'm not just a bitch to be ordered around! I-I had a moment of weakness; that's no reason to treat me like a slave!"

Yara rolled her eyes. "There's a horse saddled in the stables. Chestnut brown, the only one. You can't miss it." she said. "You can't be captive and captor, Rivan. You have to choose." If Yara had her way, there wouldn't have been a choice... but politics and peace are very different beasts than hate and war. "It doesn't matter which one you choose."

Ivie smirked at that. "Oh, really? Is that why you're so insistent on making me your's? Because you don't care?" Ivie cocked her head. "I think I have more power over you than you do over me." The little display of bravado didn't even convince herself.

"You really don't understand." Yara shook her head. Her voice was dull, almost monotone. She grabbed Ivie by her jaw and loomed over her. There was an empty, bored look in the endless black void of her eyes. "I don't care about you in the least bit. I don't care if you live or die. I do this because you mean nothing to me. You are nothing to me. I only cared what I could get out of you – how I could make your family hurt through you. And now that you're going back, I have no use for you anymore." Yara spit in Ivie's open mouth, to Ivie's surprise and consternation. Yara continued talking as if nothing unusual had happened. "You're worthless. Beyond notice. So flutter away in the breeze, little leaf. Go back to your peasant land and your peasant family and scratch dirt for a living. I. Don't. Care."

Looking into her eyes... Ivie believed it. She didn't know what to say. If she should say anything at all. She just stared back, dumb and scared and so very, very enraptured by Yara's voice, her eyes, her will. Yara roughly pushed her face away and turned around. "So long as you amuse me, you can stay, if you want, since His Majesty has given me no choice but to give you your freedom. And the moment you stop amusing me and become an irritant... I will cast you out myself." Yara looked back at Ivie. "So do what you want, little leaf. Flutter away, or crunch beneath my boot. I don't care."

That destroyed her. And being destroyed was the first step in being remade... in Yara's image.

-----

Step by step, she stumbled onwards, towards the stables. Ivie was free. Technically, she'd been free for a week, but going through miles upon miles of (until recently) enemy territory to her kingdom on foot without provisions wasn't really an option. But now, she had everything she needed. A horse, supplies, even a map to guide her home.

She could restore her honor. Restore her freedom. Forget the whole horrible period of captivity ever happened. The sun had cleared the sky of clouds; the day was warm and mild. There was nothing stopping her from leaving. Though she had a map, it was a fairly straight (if long) path to one of the border fortresses owned by Riva. Leaving should have been easy.

Ivie looked at the horse. True enough, it was the only one in the stables ready to ride. There was no mistaking it. She put her hand firmly on the saddle. All she had to do was step in the stirrup, mount up, and ride for home. Her home, her country, her loving family.

She didn't understand why she couldn't.


-----

Ivie walked down the hallway, head hanging in shame. She couldn't meet Yara's smug gaze. Without looking at her, she dropped to her knees, dejected. "I... I don't know what you've done to me. What witchcraft you've used. It's powerful. I want to go, but I... I also don't. I don't want to even more than I want to." Ivie took a few breaths before finishing her confession. "I need you. I need... need to be... owned by you." The words were heavy in the light of day, away from the dark dungeons that sealed her secrets away from the world. Away from the chains and walls that made those words so light. Her mouth went dry with need. All she could do was gasp weakly, "Please... own me, my lady."

Yara covered her mouth to hide the brief twitch of a smile of satisfaction forcing its way to her lips. She would smile on her own terms. Then, mirth in her eyes but none in her mouth, she looked down at the pathetic creature before her and said simply, "No."

Panic shot through Ivie's heart. "Please!" she cried.

"No. Not until you admit the truth."

"The truth?"

"The truth is that it's not witchcraft. It's that I am meant to rule, and you are meant to obey. It's your nature. It's in your blood. It's in my blood. You are weak, and I am strong. It is the nature of the world." Yara tilted Ivie's chin upward to look up at her, savoring the little moment of manipulation. "Admit that it's who you are, and I might take you back. And punish you as a runaway."

"But I-... I came back! Of my own accord!"

"You also almost left of your own accord." Yara said. "Clearly, you're lacking discipline. Especially since you're still mouthing off to me."

That shut her up quick. Only a few moments of trepidation followed as Ivie averted her eyes and summoned the will to announce her state of being. "I... it's who I am." she said quietly.

Yara scoffed. "I'm not convinced."

"What do I have to do to..." Ivie choked down her defiant tone and stilled her tongue for a moment, considering her words carefully. After a pause, she asked meekly, "... what do you want me to say, my lady?"

It took Yara a moment to realize that was an offer and not a snide rhetorical question couched in tones of humility and servility. What did she want her to say? An interesting thought. She started simple. "Tell me you're weak."

That much was easy. Ivie had cursed her weakness countless times over the past week. "I'm weak, my lady. I'm weak, and you're strong."

"Tell me your family is born in the dirt, that they're all peasants."

Her heart was heavy with hesitation. But the need that bubbled up inside of her drowned all else in its desirous deluge. At last, she said, "My family is... born in the dirt." Yara fixed her with a stern look. Reluctantly, Ivie said the other half of the statement. "... and... we're all... peasants."

"Tell me you are a nation of slaves." Ivie hesitated again, sapping Yara's already limited patience. "If you can't even say this much, then how would you ever do the hard things I'd demand of you as my slave?" Ivie's heart nearly popped. Yara waved her hand dismissively. "You can g-"

Panic overtook Ivie. Words came rushing out of her mouth like a torrent, without stopping by her mind to be measured and filtered. "We're a nation of slaves, every last one of us!" Ivie cried out. "And I'm the most servile of all of them in my heart! Please, let me serve you! I know I'm not worthy, I know I'm a screw-up, I know I'm wild and untamed and unruly; please, my lady, please, take pity on me! I'm weak and soft, and I deserve nothing! All my life I've been searching for your command without even knowing it! I can only beg you, my lady, make me obedient! Make me who I'm meant to be, who I want to be!" She looked down at the floor in shock at her own outburst. Those last sentiments echoed on her lips, "Make me who I want to be..." It chilled her to the bone.

The idea had always fascinated Yara. No matter her efforts, breaking down servants and peasants always seemed to yield an obedience of fear, not a deconstruction, a reconstruction of their being. Yara had given up on the idea of becoming nearly a god, and nearly a devil, creator and destroyer, long ago. But here was a fresh opportunity, literally begging her to try one more time. Yara bent over to whisper in her ear, caressing her face gently. "You know how to tell a girl what she wants to hear. That's a good start." Her tone took on a frightening, eager edge. "Now we just have to make you believe it." Little did Yara realize that of everything Ivie had said, that was the most true; an outburst that came from the darkest, most intimate corners of her soul. Her true self, her true feelings, unsullied by the demands of community and family.

Yara had been waiting for the right moment to reveal the new toy she had had made for her... new toy. She took out a metal collar, firm and solid all the way around save for a single joint near the latch, and gently wrapped the cold steel around Ivie's neck. "This is who you are now. The moment this locks around your neck, you are my toy. And I will do whatever I want to you." That soft click was louder than any battle Ivie had ever been in, any raucous revelry. That was the sound of ownership.

Ivie tried to dig a finger under the collar. It was a little uncomfortable. She suddenly sympathized much more with the dogs who had to wear collars every day. She fiddled with the latch, noting how it wasn't locked, but simply clicked into place. "And if I take it off?"

"... by His Majesty's command, I cannot keep you against your will." she said bitterly. "So I'll throw you out into the dirt, where, truthfully, you belong anyway, and you can make your way back to that dung heap you call a country."

Ivie let her hands fall from the collar to her side as she knelt and bowed her head obediently. "I'm your's, my lady." For the briefest of moments, Ivie imagined she was part of something shining and magical; a knight chivalrously bound to her lady by love and honor. Something her heart could bear the burden of, a reconciliation between her increasingly apparent need to have her very soul commanded and her honor as a knight and a woman.

But only for the briefest of moments. "Strip." came Yara's harsh voice, shattering Ivie's momentary daydream. "Everything. Here and now."

Ivie looked up at Yara in shock, but there was no room for mercy in her eyes. Ivie's gaze shot back down, chest heaving, breaths heavy and quick. She took a deep breath. In the middle of the hall, in the middle of the day... stripping naked. Testing her pride; much more sensitive than her soul.

Her hand went to her neck, and for a moment, Yara thought she had lost her. She could almost hear the dreaded click of her prize getting away and prying off the collar, and all because of her liege, damn him. But Ivie surprised her. She untied her collar first, working her way down her body, stripping herself one by one of her knightly garments of blue and white. Her vest, her tunic, even the linens that bound her breasts. As she unwrapped them, her arm instinctively covered her chest in modesty. Not that it much mattered.

She stood up to remove her leggings and the last vestiges of her pride, laying herself bare for Yara's caprices. Quivering, not just because of the cool wind through those long stone hallways, Ivie stood there, holding her arm and looking at Yara with something in her eyes between fear and desire.

"Back on your knees." Yara said, without passion or praise. "All fours."

Ivie got back down without question. Her heart pumped so hard she thought it might burst. She could leave at any time, she told herself. She had to tell herself. Even though the latch around her neck might as well have been locked by the gates of the gods themselves for how firm it felt. Even though her hand felt so heavy and leaden whenever she thought about unlatching it.

She could leave, she said. Any time. It wasn't degradation. It was just... just... an act. A play; false obedience, a Saturnalia. That was it. What she craved was base and carnal, but just that; only that. Nothing more than a craving. Not a calling. A craving that could be filled, sated. Where was the harm in it? Where was the harm in playing pet for such a firm keeper? The explanation satisfied her on the surface to the point of giddiness but stirred deep reservations in her unconscious mind.

Not that she had much time to dwell on it. Yara wasted little time in attaching a chain to her collar and pulling her down the hall. "Don't make me drag you, bitch." Yara snarled. "Heel!"

Blushing crimson, Ivie had little choice but to follow or be choked. Yara wasn't content with just making her ashamed of herself in private; she took her newfound bitch on a tour of the entire castle. The servants all stared in shock as they passed by. While Lady Yara's eccentricities and cruelties were nothing new, the sight of a once-proud knight on her hands and knees trailing behind their liege, naked as the day she was born, was... unthinkable before that moment. Yara modulated her pace erratically, always eager to yank Ivie's chain for being too far ahead or too far behind, stopping occasionally to speak to some of her more well-bred vassals, or to mock her knightly captive.

Ivie hated how good it made her feel. She hated it until she loved it. She had never understood the weakness so many showed in the face of sexual temptation before – she presumed it was because she was stronger than all those knights who had fallen into debauchery and corruption. No, naked and chained, there was one uncomfortable truth she was ready to face – she loved how little Yara cared about her. She wanted to be hurt, though she still was not ready to admit how much she wanted to be broken. There was no pretense of love or comfort, none of the amicability or politeness that had surrounded every waking moment of her life until then. None of the softness that suffocated her. Even the rigors of battle were made light by good and loyal company; the enemy softened by their facelessness or honor. But not with Yara. Yara wanted to crush her. And her heart's only regret was that it had not been harder to crush her so that she could have savored it.

She was weak. Too weak to resist. She couldn't fight it. Once she felt it, felt her place, every other part of her mind was crowded out by the harsh invective of her red-haired captor. Yara was strong. In battle, in tournament, in physical challenge, Yara would have been overpowered by Ivie in an instant; it was strength of will that Ivie lacked and Yara had. Drive, determination, vision. Ivie didn't need to see, so long as she knew that someone did see. What that vision was was... irrelevant. Ivie was the kind of person who existed to serve the vision of others.

And her suffering... her suffering was... exquisite. It wasn't the pain so much, though the whip did hurt so good, it was the brutality and spite of her captor. It was feeling that hatred that filled her with dark thoughts that turned her legs to jelly and soaked her linens. It was knowing that she was being torn apart, piece by piece, whether in flesh or spirit. It was the little smile of satisfaction she gave her lady when she suffered just right. How she fantasized about that...

When they circled back around to the hallway Ivie undressed in, it was as bare as Ivie's body. Shivering, Ivie said, "Wh-where are my clothes?"

"You don't get clothes, bitch, unless I say you do. You aren't even human to me." It hadn't really set in until that moment. Just how low Ivie had really become. "Get up, Rivan. I'm tired of dragging you around." Yara said, dropping the chain, letting it dangle limply from Ivie's collar.

Yara had informed her majordomo that she would be eating in her chambers that night, and that she expected no interruptions for any reason. To that end, by the time they arrived, a meal was already laid out on the table.

Yara looked over at her captive as they stood before the table. "Kneel." she said. Ivie obediently knelt beside Yara, head just high enough to see the table's surface, hanging off of every word Yara said, no matter how small or cruel. Yara looked down at Ivie for a few moments, dark eyes analyzing, searching every scrap of the Rivan at her feet, considering her, deconstructing her, planning her reincarnation as a complete and obedient toy. "I thought about making you scavenge with the dogs for table scraps, but I decided that was unfair... to the dogs."

That cut. Out of all the humiliations, the acts and words that had felt empty and hollow in comparison with what she felt being able to trail at Yara's heel... that was the one that cut. Ivie didn't even know why. But Yara relished the shocked and vulnerable look in her eyes Ivie could not hide from her. She licked her lips and put a hand on Ivie's head, neither in praise nor condemnation. Just affirmation of their role, master and slave.

Though Yara's touch was light, to Ivie, her hand lay heavy, like a weight of lead. It subsumed her and drained her of who she was. It was the most coercive, the most violent of feelings, and yet paradoxically one of the most serene. Like a monk meditating while being beaten with iron rods. It battered and bettered her. She could almost feel her sense of self being crushed under the weight of her... goddess. Her lady.

It was all she ever wanted.

Yara looked down at the hot food with casual disdain, and then back at her pet. "I need to whet my appetite first." Yara said, leaning closer to Ivie. "You have such pretty pale skin." Yara's breath was hot and heavy on her ear, the very air sinking in submission before her. "Do you think I can make it paler?" she whispered. Yara firmly, but not violently, pushed Ivie's head against the table, making sure to position her in such a way as to straighten her back out and present an inviting target.

It had been a long time since her whip had left the dungeons. Yara's torments had become less personal over the years, more detached, like a hobbyist. It felt... good, bringing her art back to the bedroom. Like a musician returning to the stage after long months of private practice. The whip cracked against Ivie's back, adding a more vibrant crimson to the raised red welts that crossed her skin. Blood streaked down, cutting trails of red, paling and dulling as they exhausted their vigor.

Ivie endured it with the barest whimper. It was what she wanted. As much as it hurt her, there was a heady rush that could not be restrained from escaping in a long, gasping sigh as the second stroke hit her back, choked out just under a barely suppressed cry.  Yara drew her hand back for another lash...

But it had lost its appeal. Some of it, at least. Where was the fun in torment if it did not torment the tormented? Yara frowned and lowered the whip.

Ivie was quick to pick up on the pause. "My... my lady?"

"You're too willing." Yara said bitterly, and dropped the whip on the floor. "I can't do this."

"Wait! Wait, my lady-!"

But she was gone, door closed behind her.

Ivie cried.


Yara's servants had drawn a hot bath for Ivie by Yara's orders, and delivered it shortly before she returned.

Yara was aware of her mistake. It had become too easy for her. Too easy for her to hide behind the sensuality of it. Ivie was adaptive, there was no doubt about that; that was the nature of such servile souls. She changed like clay to suit the mind of the molder. But she was still a long way from suiting Yara's tastes, and there were few things Yara hated more than a job only half done. How was she supposed to break a woman who reveled in being broken? She had been paying close attention to her prize throughout the day (ever since she was released from the dungeon, truth be told), took note of how sickeningly slick being dragged around the halls like an untrained dog made her. Truly, a bitch at heart.

But what would break her, not into pieces, but into the very components of her soul? What would give Yara the purity of gold from the muddled alloy before her? Yara had a few ideas. A deeper understanding of her prey.

Ivie, on the other hand, knew what was needed of her, or rather, Ivie knew what she needed to do to find her own satisfaction. She would resist. She would be of two minds, one surfaced, the brave facade of a knight who only wanted sexual pleasure, and reluctantly at that; and one buried deeper, reveling in the former being beaten and broken. A persona to find pain, and a persona to revel in it. To some degree, she had not yet truly shed the former persona, and she could never fully suppress the latter.

There was some amount of pride stuck in her craw, a little beating heart of independence that still told her she had a choice, that she could walk away, that she was a person and not a plaything. That it was all just a game, and she was having fun. Her pride told her all sorts of lies.

When Yara re-entered her chambers, she was shocked by what she saw. "What are you-"

Ivie looked up from the table. "What took you so long?" she said casually, with a mouthful of food. The table had been stripped bare by the voracious knight. "I would have saved some for you, but... you are Orlander scum." she said and shrugged, with an arrogant smile.

Yara's heart fucking skipped a beat she was so pissed. She almost missed how obvious Ivie's act was. Anger turned to surprise, and surprise to amusement. She chuckled softly. "Oh, what a rebellious little thrall you are."

A little hope fluttered in Ivie's heart, though she hid it in her face and tone. "What, are you going to whip me for that?" she asked, adding a hint of sarcasm to (hopefully) infuriate her captor into punishing her.

"No." Yara tossed the lash to Ivie's feet. Ivie looked up at her mistress with confusion and concern. "You're going to whip yourself." she said with a self-satisfied smile. "Thirty lashes."

"T-thirty?" Ivie croaked weakly. She had endured a little over a dozen lashes by Yara in their first encounter, and felt so drained by the bloodying of the scourge (and fucked out by her curious captor) by the end of it that she felt she might as well be dead for all that was left of her.

"Thirty." Yara said firmly.

Ivie considered resisting. Ivie considered trying to wriggle out of the punishment. But though defiance was easy to imagine alone, under Yara's expectant gaze... it was much harder. Slowly, reluctantly, she stood up from the table and picked up the smaller whip from the floor.

Ivie cried out as she lashed herself for the first of many, many times that night.

It didn't have the brutal sting of Yara's whip; a single lashing didn't even draw blood. But repeated over and over and over again... it hurt far worse.

"Say 'I am made to obey' as you lash yourself. Tell me what your place is."

"I am made to obey." She tried to tell herself that she meant she was forced to obey. Her obedience was forced by her own wants, not Yara's will.

"Again." Ivie obediently whipped herself again, swinging the lash over her shoulder and striking her back. Yara grabbed her wrist, stopping her before she could lash herself again. An overpowering determination lay in her dark, black eyes. "Say it. Every time."

That shook her, made her feel the heel of Yara's will crushing her own. It was a little thing, minor to most, but the grip on her wrist was more crushing than a thousand anvils. "I-I am made to obey." Was it heavy upon her soul? Or was it lightening? Ivie couldn't tell. Perhaps she didn't want to. Either answer had disturbing implication.

"Again." Yara said.

The snap of the whip brought her back from the abstract to the physical, and she coughed out a gasp of pain. "I am made to obey."

"Harder. No half-measures, coward."

"I'm not a coward!" Ivie snapped.

"Five more lashes for that little outburst."

Ivie opened her mouth again as though to object, but thought better of it at the last moment and snapped it shut. "Yes, my lady." she said sullenly.

"You think that you're here because you enjoy yourself. I understood your little charade when I came back. You wanted the pain. Or, at least, you told yourself you wanted the pain. But you're whipping yourself because I told you to, not because you wanted to."

Ivie bit her lip. She didn't like where the conversation was going.

"You could have picked up that whip while I was gone and fucked your hand raw. That would have given you all the pain in the world. But you didn't. Do you even know why? Are you too scared to admit it? You're here because you need to be here. Because it's your place. Because you're weak, Rivan. You're weak, mewling, pathetic. And without me, you're purposeless." Yara paused with displeasure. "Did I tell you stop?"

Ivie whipped herself again. "I am made to obey!" She tried to tell herself that her obedience was nothing but the facade of arousal and lust muddling her judgment instead of her base, true nature.

"Faster. No hesitation."

"I am made to obey!" She tried to lie to herself. It didn't work. "I am made to obey!" she cried, "I am made to obey!" Yara had to cover her mouth to hide how heavy her own breathing had become. She could feel her own slickness so plentiful it had begun to creep down her thigh. "I am made to obey!"

The mantra had become almost rhythmic with every stroke of the whip. Like a Siren's song burrowing into her mind. The tears that ran down her face were not just because of the sting of the whip. An unsavory (yet irresistibly alluring) reality had begun to pry loose her preconceptions of self and worth. She wanted to try to fight it. But she didn't. She couldn't. The truth is inexorable and unremitting. It accepts no objection. All she could do was hurt ever-more as it clawed and cut at her soul. All she could do was submit, meekly, like a lamb to the slaughter.

"Now, touch yourself." Yara grabbed her hand as soon as it began to move. "Don't sully my whip with your filth, Rivan. And don't stop lashing yourself either. Use your other hand."

It was like trying to rub her belly and pat her head at the same time. It just wasn't happening, no matter how hard she tried to focus.

Yara pushed up against Ivie's side and thrust her fingers roughly into her dripping sex. Ivie cried out in pain and involuntarily grabbed Yara's wrist. Yara didn't rebuke her for that, though. All she did was hiss, "Does your incompetence demand I do everything for you?"

"I'm... I'm sorry, my lady..." Ivie whimpered. Yara didn't punish her, though. She could almost feel the barriers of her mind being battered down. Ivie was in awe of Yara. It was time to make her adore her.

Yara licked her face, surprisingly sensuous for an act so primal and coarse. Yara could taste the bitter salt of her tears, and she loved it.

Yara's fingers were not short of skill nor practice. She had reduced real women, people she almost regarded as equals, into quivering, crying messes with those fingers. The wretch before her would be no challenge in comparison. Every stroke of the whip intensified every grinding rotation of Yara's exploring fingers. "How appropriate that this is how I puppet you now."

Ivie had nothing coherent to respond with. All day, no, for days, she had been tortured by her own lusts, unable to sate them, unable to even tease them. She knew, deep down, that nothing and no one but Yara would be even worth feeling. But Yara's touch was better than she remembered, better than her memories, better than her fantasies. Focused entirely on the corruption of the Rivan knight... there was nothing she could do to fight it. Yara's touch crept up her spine and caressed her brain, each stroke wiping away every distinguishing detail like words in the sand, leaving nothing but a blank slate remaining, ready to receive her will.

Yara was watching Ivie much more closely than the reverse. Yara could see the way her eyes glazed over, the lack of focus, the way she clenched and pressed against Yara's hand. Her concerto was reaching its crescendo; Yara played her like a piano, all reach and grace, as light or as hard as she needed to be to coax the notes she wanted from her body. A grip on her wrist, ever-tightening, loss of control, legs weak, held steady by her lady's grasp, and...

Ivie's mind went blank. A hole in reality stood where memory and consciousness once did. Nerves needled and burned; infernos raged through her soul. She finally, truly, was empty, and felt the ecstasy of being filled by her lady, her overlord, her mistress. A vessel filled, a tool used, a servant fulfilled. Finally complete.

"I am... made to obey..." she said weakly as she drew her arm for another stroke. That was her purpose. She was made to obey. From the day she was born, made to obey. Made to obey. Made to obey.

"Enough!" Ivie had lost count, but Yara had not.

Ivie's body was so battered and her nerves screaming so much that she couldn't help but shake like a woman in winter's deathly grasp.

Ivie sucked in air through her teeth as Yara's hand moved across the reopened laceration on her back. Her fingers... her fingers were so expressive. Outside of the mania of sexual ecstasy and searing pain, Ivie could more fully appreciate them. They were so long and delicate... and clean-clipped. A detail she wouldn't have noticed on any woman a few short weeks ago. She felt Yara's touch wander around her back, investigating every bump and bruise with tactile curiosity. Most interesting to her, though, was the reopened, bleeding mark of their first encounter. She started with just one finger, tracing the edges and curves of the bloodied wound. Then a caress with all five of her fingers, back and forth across the long line of the lash's sweet and severe kiss.

Ivie endured it without complaint. The pain was salved by her servitude. She felt so... complete. Like she never had before in her life. Not when she would win battles, duels, tournaments. Not when she was made an anointed knight. Not at the accolades of her peers or her elders. Only with the strangling lace of being unbound from her neck and replaced with a collar of cold steel and obeisance did she feel so... free. Ironic.

Despite her wandering fingers, Yara's real curiosity was in exploring the Rivan knight's mind, not her body. Ivie had awoken something deep inside her, merged her sadism and sexuality in a way she hadn't thought possible. To have this little work of art, this thing she at first thought minor and unexceptional, inspire her was... intriguing.

"But those thoughts were for a different place, and a different time. You've gotten my fingers dirty. Again." She scoffed and shook her head as she looked at the blood covering her fingers. "What are you?"

Ivie's voice, dazed, reeling, obediently and monotonously repeated, "I am... I'm made to obey." Yara's fingers pushed past her lips as Ivie stared, starstruck, at her mistress. She didn't realize – or didn't admit to herself – until that moment just how true that mantra was. Her own blood, copperish in taste, was proof. She was her lady's metal, being beaten into a shape pleasing and useful. No matter her own resistances or impurities. Her lady made her pure. Her lady gave her worth. Her purpose, from the moment she was scooped from the mud, from the moment she came into existence, was to obey.

Yara chuckled. "Yes. Yes you are." She changed the emphasis on each word to make it clear she was looking for a different answer. "But what are you now?"

Ivie finished cleaning her lady's fingers with her tongue before daring to respond. "Your creation, my lady..."

"That's right." Yara eased her down into the still-warm bathwater. "And I will heal and reopen every cut and bruise until you are what I want you to be."

"Thank you so much, my lady." She gasped in pain and relief as the water engulfed the wounds on her back. "I don't deserve you."

Yara smiled wickedly as she began to massage Ivie's poor, aching body. "I know."
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