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Chapter 1

A New Job

Rachel

Being unemployed in New York sucks. I guess being unemployed in any city sucks but in the the greatest city in the good old US of A it sucked a lot worse. The kind of benefits that made life run smoothly depended on having a job. Health insurance and making enough to afford to rent something other than a flea ridden shoebox being top of the list. Or for me, making enough so that one day I wouldn’t have to live with my stepfather.

After my real father died my mother had waited a whole month before marrying again. I would have preferred it if she had spent more time searching because Gary was a waste of space. He was a man who had spent his whole life in dead-end jobs. After marrying my mom he had sponged off her mercilessly. When she had died of cancer, she had left our small apartment to him on condition that I be allowed to live there.

Thereafter we had shared the apartment as two people who could not stand each other. I considered him a useless old drunk who did not even try to get a job to help pay the bills. He considered me an ungrateful and useless girl who couldn’t get a job to help pay the bills.

I guess we were both right. The difference between us was that at least I was trying to get a job. I was trying really hard! I had little in the way of qualifications or experience. I had done a few low-level jobs in retail, but they never paid well and living costs in New York were a strain.

On day I spotted a job advert online. It was for a receptionist at a place entitled The Dark Dimension. There was no description of what the company was or what it did. The job caught my eye because the pay was higher than I had ever seen for a mere receptionist position before. I was applying for every job I could, so I was in no position to be picky. I sent off an application e-mail with my limited resume attached.

I applied for dozens of jobs every day so when, about a week later, I received an e-mail inviting me for an interview I did not realise at first which job it was for. The e-mail told me to go to an address in Brooklyn in five days’ time. The interview was to take place at eight pm! That seemed very late, but I was in no position to complain. There was a request for confirmation in the e-mail, and I sent back a polite acceptance and said that I would be there.

Now that I had an interview, I decided I needed to find out more about what The Dark Dimension was. I knew that would-be employers did not like applicants who knew nothing about the business they were applying for. The problem was that googling ‘The Dark Dimension’ threw up a lot of crazy stuff, none of which looked like a legitimate business. There were a lot of film and computer games references. I found a few companies listed in other countries under the name. One made gothic clothing and another was a publishing house.

As I was getting nowhere I decided to check out the address where the interview was being held. I had assumed it would be in some kind of office building, but when I did an online search, I found it was an old, very large brownstone. It was on three floors, and it had no signage at the front to indicate it was a business address.

Further searches on the address led me an LLC registration based at that address. It was a company name DDD Enterprises. Aside from registration details there was no more information. It seemed that whatever The Dark Dimension was it was not very interested in advertising itself. So, I thought to myself, what kind of business does not advertise and is hard to find details about. I did not think it was any kind of criminal enterprise as it would not be a registered LLC at all in that case. I also did not think that organised crime would have need of a receptionist.

I gave it more thought and that led me to businesses that were legitimate but valued their privacy. I made a shortlist of organisations that would fit. The first was maybe a front for a government department. Something involving secrecy and national security. That did not sound right as anyone working for them would need background checks and all kinds of extra training, none of which was being directed at me.

Second option was a company doing all its work for a larger company, maybe research or specialist manufacturing. That was plausible but did not fit with it taking place in a brownstone without even a sign on the door. Third option was maybe some kind of private club. But a club that was also an LLC? Was that a thing?

Everything I tried to think of just somehow did not make sense. On the day of the interview, I was still at a loss as to exactly what The Dark Dimension was. I dressed in the best suit I owned and put on the only decent pair of shoes I had. I had paid to have my hair done the previous day and looking in the mirror I thought I looked respectable. Looking back at me was a five foot six, slim brunette in her mid twenties. Did I look like a receptionist? I hoped I did.

I arrived at the address five minutes early and rang the bell. After a minute the door opened and I found myself looking at a tall and exquisitely beautiful young woman. She was slim, dark haired and had piercing green eyes. She was wearing a long black dress that looked like something from another century.

“Greetings” said the woman in a voice so smooth and welcoming it seemed unearthly, “Are you Rachel Steadman?”

I nodded, “Yes, ..er, yes ma’am.” I stammered, then mentally kicked myself for losing my composure.

“Please come in,” said the woman in black and stepped out of the way.

I walked past her, and she closed the front door behind me. I found myself in an impressive entrance hall. It was large, which I kind of expected in a brownstone in that area, but it was also very luxuriously decorated. The floor was an intricate marble mosaic, and the walls were covered in a mixture of black and burgundy paint with tasteful silver and golden detailing. Above our heads was an actual chandelier, a really big one! I stood there, open mouthed, taking it all in.

My host smiled at my visible reaction to the décor, “Welcome to The Dark Dimension, my name is Miratazzo.” she said, “I am the senior partner here and I will be conducting your interview, if you would follow me…” and she turned and walked toward a side door. I hurried to catch up.

Through the door was a more conventional looking office. The walls had the same colour scheme but without the precious metal decoration. The floor was covered with a rich but conventional carpet. There was a large old oak desk behind which Miratazzo sat. She gestured to a rather modern looking office chair. It was large, well upholstered in what smelt like real leather and was wonderfully comfortable when I sat in it. Miratazzo herself was sitting in an even larger version of the same kind of chair.

“Now, Rachel, before we begin, I assume you have tried to find out what kind of company you have applied for?” she asked.

I was taken aback by the insightful question.

“Er ..yes,” I said, “Yes I have.”

“And you have been unable to do so?”

I nodded, having no choice but to be honest.

“Good! I am pleased to hear it. Our business is such that discretion is paramount. What we do is not illegal, but our clients do not want attention.”

“Erm, may I ask what it is that you do here?” I ventured, nervously.

“Of course you can ask!” she replied with a smile, “You are applying to work here after all. But first I must ask you to sign a non-disclosure agreement.”

Oh! I thought. What could this place that needed something legal signing just to keep me quiet? I actually felt a little excited. Maybe this was a covert government spy centre or something like that after all.

She pulled a document from a desk drawer and laid it in front of me. Then she offered me a pen. I gave it a quick skim through and although the legal language sounded scary it did not look like any kind of trick, so I signed in the designated place and handed both the document and pen back to her.

“Excellent, thank you Rachel,” she said, “Now, I hope you are sitting comfortably because this is quite a story. First of all, have you heard of BDSM?”

I only had to think for a moment before I realised where I had heard that before, “Is that like a fetish thing? People getting tied up and stuff?”

“Yes, that’s right. That is essentially what we do here. I and my fellow partners are what are commonly known as professional dominatrixes. We dominate men for money. That in itself is not unusual. There are plenty of establishments across the city who offer the usual BDSM experiences. Things like bondage, corporal punishment, roleplay, rubber fetishism, cross-dressing and fun things like that.”

I was not some kind of innocent virgin. I had heard of those things before. I hadn’t done any of them, but I had seen fictionalised versions in TV shows and movies a few times. Hence I just nodded as she continued her explanation.

“What we offer here is a rather more …real and intense version of the same kind of thing. Our clients are wealthy men who are looking for something more than other establishments can offer.”

I felt a need to ask some questions, “Why don’t you have a website?”

That earned me a look that made me feel like very uncomfortable.

“We do not need a website!” she said, firmly, “Our clients learn of us by word of mouth. They also tend to be very loyal. We have some clients who have been coming here for decades. Privacy and secrecy are reassuring for them. Hence we make sure only the very minimum of information about what we do here is ever known outside these walls.”

Then the interview began. She started by explaining what the job entailed, “We need a receptionist to man this office during the day,” she explained, “There are not many phone calls each day, but when they come in they are very important. Clients booking their sessions have the number and they know who to ask for and what they want. If a new client calls then you would take their details and one of our partners would contact them, or we would arrange a visit. We don’t accept just anyone as clients. We have to interview them first.

“Other duties would be answering the door when we have deliveries, dealing with general office work, managing our client files and doing whatever odd jobs the partners need you to do. To be honest we probably should have written a full job description, but we have never had a receptionist before.”

“Erm, …why not?”

She smiled, “Because it was a job that we used to do ourselves, but only on an ad hoc basis. None of the partners are what you could call morning people. We have all hated the administration side of the business. Spending time with our clients is what we enjoy. Sessions take place in the evening through into the night, hence you would not be present at that time.”

I nodded, the asked, “Would I need to know …erm ..”

“The details of what we do with our clients?” she interjected, “Yes, up to a point. They will make requests when they call and they may have questions so you would need to know enough to answer. If you are offered the job and accept it we would give you some instruction.”

The she ran through the kinds of the questions I had been expecting. What my office experience was, had I any experience in similar roles, what my specific software skills were and so on. I was well prepared for these, so I felt I did OK.

When the interview was done she led me back to the front door, just before she opened it, she asked, “Would a Monday morning start suit you?”

“Erm, …what?” I blurted out.

“Monday morning. Would you be able to start on Monday?” she asked again.

“You mean …”

She smiled, “I mean I am offering you the job and I want you to start on Monday.”

“Oh! …yes. Yes I can do that. Nine AM?”

“Yes, that would do. Also please dress more appropriately when you come.”

“Appropriately?” I asked, confused.

“Wear something more comfortable, preferably black. We tend to go for a gothic vibe here and we would want you to fit in. No high heeled shoes either. Find a good set of boots. Preferably long, tight fitting, black and shiny. ..Oh yes. The pay rate is commensurate on the level of discretion we expect you to show. You never reveal anything to do with your work here to anyone, ever, …understand.”

I nodded, feeling overwhelmed.

“Very well. I will see you on Monday. Have a good evening Rachel.”

And that was that. That was how I became the receptionist at The Dark Dimension. My first step into another world.


Chapter 2

First Day

When I got back to the apartment I found an e-mail waiting for me. It contained a formal job offer. Along with it was an employment contract. I skimmed through the contract, and it looked pretty standard. There was also a link to an online portal for me to input a digital signature if I wished to accept the job.

That gave me pause. Did I want to be a receptionist in a BDSM business? I was no prude so the idea of what those rich men got up to with the Dark Dimension dominatrixes really didn’t bother me. The money was good too. Having applied for hundreds of similar jobs I knew what the going rate for receptionist jobs was and what the Dark Dimension was offering was significantly more.

In the end I knew I could not afford to turn down any job. Living on welfare was a miserable existence. I clicked on the link, signed in the designated area and hit return. Then a new screen opened and prompted me to sign again. This time it said it was to comply with something called a conduct agreement. I clicked to open the agreement and started reading.

The first few items covered confidentiality. It was pretty much the same terms as the non-disclosure agreement, only more extensive. It would prevent me from ever disclosing any information about the company, any client or any partner. This covered publication online, electronic communication and even conversation. In short, I had to keep my mouth shut. I understood the reason. I bet some of those clients would be rich and powerful people who would suffer if it was revealed what they got up to at the Dark Dimension. I had no interest in being a problem for anyone, so I was very happy to stay silent.

The next terms in the agreement included a few unusual items. The partnership reserved the right to specify a dress code. This included providing clothing and footwear if necessary. That actually was quite appealing. If they wanted to pay for my clothes that was fine with me.

There was also a kind of catch-all clause. The partnership reserved the right to ask me to carry out extra clerical, administrative and supporting duties as required for the business. I guessed that meant I could be asked to make drinks for the partners or run errands for them. That was also fine with me.

I signed the agreement and then there followed a number of prompts where I put in my cell phone number and my bank details so they could pay me. When I finished, the portal closed with a friendly message welcoming me to the team at The Dark Dimension, which I thought was a nice touch.

I was still at my laptop when Gary arrived home. He was carrying a plastic bag with cans of beer inside and smelled of alcohol. This was nothing new. Gary’s idea of shopping was stocking up his supply of beer, usually mixed with stopping off at a bar along the way. I did all the actual shopping for the apartment that was not alcohol based..

He saw me on the computer and asked, “Watcha doing? …watchin’ porn?”

I looked at him and smiled, “No, I have just landed a job.”

That got his attention, “Oh! ….doin’ what?”

“Receptionist,” I said, giving no more details.

“Minimum wage?” he asked.

I shook my head, but did not want to tell him that I was getting way more than double minimum wage, so I said, “A little above actually. The job means I will be out during the day from now on, starting on Monday.”

His half-drunk brain absorbed that information, “Erm, …OK. ..yeah, …about fucking time. …Well done.”

Then he shambled away to the kitchen. Our mutual dislike meant that we generally did nothing for each other. We cooked our own food. Or rather I did. Gary usually heated a TV dinner or somehow found the money for takeout. I always made sure there was real food in the refrigerator, but he rarely touched it.

Gary’s arrival had set my mind on an appealing train of thought. If the job turned out to be a lasting one, I might be able to get the deposit together to afford my own place. That kind of freedom had been nothing but a fantasy before.

Having signed the acceptance, I needed to be ready for Monday. I didn’t have much money, so I dug out an old pair of punky black boots that I had briefly worn for some wild nights out when I was younger. They were patent black leather and calf high. I hoped they would pass muster.

As for a black dress I would have to go shopping. I took my limited funds for a walk around the thrift stores. I found an acceptable plain black velvet dress in a charity store. It looked like something from the fifties in styling but the plain colour I hoped made it timeless. It was not as long as I wanted but did cover my knees, which was a blessing.

On Monday morning I presented myself at The Dark Dimension. The door was answered by a woman I hadn’t met before. She was medium height with short black bobbed hair and a round cheerful face. She was slim and wore a black latex dress over which she had a leather corset. The effect was striking and left me on doubt that she was one of the dominatrixes who worked there.

“Oh, hello,” she said in a soft, friendly tone, “You must be Rachel, do come in.”

I walked into the luxurious hall while she shut the door behind me, “My name is Parozona,” she said, “As I am sure you’ve guessed I am one of the partners here. Mira told us all that she had hired you. She asked me to give you a bit of a tour before you start your first shift.”

“Oh, erm, thank you,” I said.

“Nice job with the outfit,” she continued as she led me through the hall, “You will fit in fine.”

She led me through a substantial black wooden door into a sumptuous room. It was large and had at its focus a large stone fireplace. Around the room were comfortable chairs and sofas, all unholstered in black leather. There was a deep red carpet and soft wall mounted lights. It felt like the VIP ante-room to hell and I supressed a smile at the idea.

“This is the lounge,” said Parozona, “This is where our clients relax before their sessions with us. We usually schedule their sessions so that they don’t actually meet each other. When the clients are not here, we use this room for relaxation. As you are an employee now you are allowed to use it, but only when there are no clients here.”

She led me through another door into a well-appointed kitchen, “This kitchen is for our use and yours if you want to make yourself something. We only offer clients a drink at most. They don’t come here for food anyway.”

She took me on a tour of the rest of the first floor. The restrooms, storeroom and the office that I had already seen and would be my main place of work.

“The sessions take place in specially equipped dungeon rooms in the basement and on the second and third floors. Each partner has their own dungeon, though occasionally we share when a brave client wishes the attention of two of us at the same time.”

“Why brave?” I blurted out.

She laughed, “You would have to see one of the sessions to understand that. But that isn’t going to happen, they are strictly private.”

Then she went back to the office, and we sat down while she talked me through what I needed to do. She showed me the client list, which was held in a very simple database on a computer with deliberately limited net access. The client list was also replicated in an actual physical book.

She explained that the clients would sometimes arrange sessions in person at the end of their previous session and some had regular time slots. The rest would phone and make arrangements, and it was my job to take down the details.

“Your first job, when a client calls, is to confirm their identity,” explained Parozona, “All clients have to give a password and a client number. The password gets changed regularly and sent to the clients by e-mail. When they call, they give you the password and their number and you confirm they are real clients.”

“Do you get …fake clients?” I asked,

“Actually no. We keep what we do so private that we never have any problems like that. The reason for the passwords and numbers is to help reassure the clients that our security is tight. Some of them get nervous about having their …predilictions going public. Which is understandable.”

“What if a prospective client calls?” I asked.

“Mostly they don’t,” she replied, “Generally new clients have to come by word of mouth, through an existing contact. That means they have to know another client or one of us partners. We never accept a client we don’t know anything about. If anyone calls wanting a session and they aren’t already a client, then tell them no. If they are able to provide a reference, that is they know an existing client, then take down their details and one of us will call them back. If we like the sound of them, we call them in for an interview”

“So, if they don’t know anyone, I just say no?”

“Yes, you can sugarcoat it if you like but we don’t accept clients except by recommendation from people we know and trust, most often other clients. Even if their references are impeccable, we still need to interview them before accepting them. Often we do other tests.”

“What kind of tests?” I asked.

“Did Mira explain what makes this place unique?” she asked.

“She didn’t really go into details.” I replied.

“We offer experiences that go beyond what other institutions can provide,” she explained, “The sessions we do with our clients are more …extreme. They are more lengthy, more complex and more …well, just more in every way. Not many would-be clients really understand that or can stand the pace, so to speak.”

I did not push further, despite being filled with curiosity. This was my first day and I was determined to hang on the job. She took me through the rest of my duties and then gave me a few things I would need. These included a key to the front door, which surprised me.

“We partners are not morning people,” said Parozona, “Or truth be told, we aren’t really daytime people at all. If you can just let yourself in when you arrive in the morning that will suit us fine.”

I was also given a login for the office computer and a set of keys for the locked drawers in the desk. With all that done she wished me well and left me to it. The hours I was expected to work each day were from nine in the morning to six, with an hour for lunch. I had Sundays off because the Dark Dimension was closed on that day.

That first day was very quiet. I handled only half a dozen phone calls and only one was from a client. He gave the correct password and code and asked for session with his usual dominatrix, a partner named Kolozaru. I checked the simple database on the computer and booked him in for a session two weeks hence. It was the first open slot in that partner’s schedule. Partners, I had been told, only saw one client on any given day.

Of the other calls, one was a cold calling salesman who I shut down at once. Two were from delivery companies who informing me when orders that Dark Dimension had placed would be delivered. I took the details and said I would inform my bosses. One call was from a partner named Theraxi who was returning from a vacation and gave the time when she was due to return. The last was a wrong number, someone trying to book a hire car.

Aside from the calls I did not talk to anyone until the end of my shift. It was a pretty boring day, all told. At lunch time I went through into the kitchen and made myself a tuna sandwich and cup of coffee. I took both back to the office because I somehow could not bring myself to use the luxury lounge on my own, just to eat a sandwich.

When six rolled around I shut down the computer and was just getting ready to leave when Miratazzo appeared. Where she had come from, I did not know as I had not heard the front door open.

I told her about the deliveries, the booking and the call from Theraxi. She nodded and smiled. “Thank you Rachel. I hope you have enjoyed your first day.”

“Yes I have, thank you. Though it’s been rather quiet.”

“Life is quite relaxed here,” she said, “Don’t expect too much in the way of excitement. We save that for the sessions,” and then she gave a little laugh.

And thus ended my first day at The Dark Dimension.


Chapter 3

Settling in,  Sitting Down and ..Wow!

Over the next couple of weeks, I steadily became accustomed to my job at The Dark Dimension. After the first few days the partners started to give me small extra jobs to do. Keeping the kitchen stocked was the first thing. For this I was entrusted with the partnership credit card. The partners were very fussy about where their food came from. The partnership had accounts with a range of boutique suppliers of coffee, wine, beer, spices, and, above all, meat!

The partners, all of them, loved their meat. They were extremely select in what kind of meat they wanted. No fish, no chicken, no game. They wanted red meat, beef, venison and lamb were their favourites. Also, they had to come from farms using organic methods. They wanted meat free from any artificial preservatives. The cost of all this was high. A single meat order from one specialist store cost more than I usually spent on food in a month!

The partners seemed very happy for me to spend money on the card. After taking over the food ordering they started asking me to order other things. The office computer was running an old version of Windows, so I sorted out the upgrade and also updated the database software and upgraded the Wifi.

I got to know everything about the business aside from meeting any of the clients or being allowed to know anything about what happened during their sessions with the partners. Even after two weeks in the job, I had only met three of the six partners. The third one I had met was Theraxi, the one who had been away on a vacation. She was a short but powerful looking woman. She had long dark hair which she wore in dreadlocks which was incongruous as her features were oriental.

She was quite intense. When she came through the front door with her luggage she spied me through the open door of the office.

“Who the fuck are you?” she had demanded.

“I’m Rachel, the new receptionist,” I replied, as pleasantly as possible.

“Oh! ….Oh yeah, right. Mira said she was hiring someone. Nice to meet you. I’m Theraxi, ..oh yeah, you answered when I phoned.”

I smiled, “That’s right.”

She smiled back, “It’s about time things got organised here. We’ve spent too long keeping track of clients by listening to the messages they leave on the answerphone. Do I have a client today?”

I checked the schedule, “Yes, you have Steven Korim at nine this evening.”

“Oh, good. I like Steven. He has a lot of stamina.”

I could not help but ask, “Does that …help?”

“Oh yes! I hate it when a client can’t last the distance. It’s so …unsatisfying.”

I shrugged, “I’ll have to take your word for it. I have been told that sessions are strictly private.”

She nodded, “They are! But if you want to have a look at one of our dungeons I can show you round mine.”

Oh, I thought, suddenly intrigued, “I would love that!” I said, “Though I don’t know that I am allowed to see any of the dungeons.”

Theraxi waved a hand dismissively, “Pffft, they are just dungeons. Nothing different from what other dominatrixes across the city have. It is what we do in them that makes this place special. That ...I really can’t tell you about …client confidentiality and all that.”

She parked her luggage up against a wall and took hold of my hand, pulling me behind her as she headed for the stairs. I had never been up the stairs before, so I was really interested to see what the other floors were like. Theraxi’s dungeon, it transpired, was on the third floor so we had two full flights of stairs to climb. The doors to all the rooms on the second floor were closed, though the opulent decoration reflected the standard of the first floor. On the third floor too, all the doors were closed so I could not really see anything. Theraxi led me to an unmarked door. It was not locked and she opened it, towing me behind her.

The first thing that struck me was the smell of leather. Many years ago, when I had been a child, my mother and I had gone on holiday to Arizona. We had gone horse-riding several times and I had loved it. During our stay we had visited a tack shop. The smell of leather as we entered was almost overpowering but wonderful at the same time. I had loved the smell of leather ever since. Theraxi’s dungeon had that same smell, plus overtones of other interesting smells that I could not identify.

The room was in total darkness, which surprised me as it was daylight outside. When she flicked on the light I saw why. There were no windows! The exterior windows had been walled off. The room was quite large and contained a variety of what I guessed was BDSM equipment. I had spent some time online researching BDSM so I recognised a bondage chair, a whipping bench, a cross and a bondage bed. All were unholstered in leather and were festooned in very serious, strong and well used looking straps.

“Wow,” I said.

“Cozy, isn’t it?” she said with a laugh, “This is my happy place, my comfort zone. In here I am truly myself, …or at least I am when I have a victim.”

Her enthusiasm was infectious and I smiled at that. I tried to imagine what a session would look like in such a room.

She saw me smile and asked, “Does this kind of thing appeal to you?”

That took me aback, “Erm …I wouldn’t know what to do with someone in here.” I said, hurriedly.

She smiled, “What about taking the victim role?” She patted the seat of the bondage chair, “Does the idea of being strapped into this thing appeal to you?”

I looked at the chair. The seat was well padded, as were the arms and the wooden supports at the front where the victim’s legs would go. The back of the chair was padded a little more thinly and there was a shaped, padded oval that would hold the back of someone’s head. Every part of the chair had heavy leather straps attached. I tried to imagine what being strapped into something like that felt like.

Theraxi was looking at my face and grinning, “I see that you are intrigued. I’ll tell you what, you go and haul my luggage up here and I’ll strap you in to it, just for a moment, so you can see how it feels.” she said, “I promise not to torture you.” she added with a laugh.

Filled with a strange sense of excitement I hurried down the stairs to where she had left her luggage. Did I want her to do this to me? I was full of trepidation but also a real curiosity as to what it would feel like. Theraxi had been the first partner to give me any real insight into what went on with clients. She had been very open and friendly and if I wanted to keep working at The Dark Dimension that I should embrace every offer from friendship from the partners.

Theraxi’s luggage was surprisingly heavy. She had lifted her two cases with ease, but I really struggled getting them up the stairs. On the second floor I encountered Miratazzo who was emerging from a room.

“Oh, hello Rachel, …what are you doing up here?” she asked.

“Partner Theraxi asked me to carry her luggage up to her dungeon,” I replied.

“Oh, …you should call her madam Theraxi, or ma’am, or mistress. Don’t let her keep you too long. You have work to do.”

“Yes, madam Miratazzo,”

She smiled at my using the correct honorific. I heaved the cases up the next flight of stairs and arrived at madam Theraxi’s dungeon feeling rather out of breath. The door was still open and put the cases down just inside the door.

“Hi, you took your time,” said Theraxi, who was adjusting the straps on the chair, “Come over here.”

I closed the door behind me and walked over to her.

“Now,” she said, “I’ve given it an extra wipe down as I’ve been away for a while. Take your clothes off.”

“What?”

“Take your clothes off. That dress you are wearing may tear or suffer damage from the straps. You’ll need to remove your boots too.”

I hesitated for a moment. She wanted me to be naked? What was going on?

“Oh, come on Rachel! I’m not going to do anything to you. This chair is meant for someone with no clothes on. If you want to know what it feels like you have to be naked. You agreed to this, now don’t try my patience or my generosity.”

Her words struck home. I was still new and could not afford to alienate any of the partners. I quickly removed my dress, boots and underwear. Once I was naked, Theraxi patted the seat. I stepped forward, turned and settled my bottom on the chair. I was not that short, but still my feet did not touch the floor.

Once I was seated, Theraxi began to apply the straps. The first ones went around my ankles and calves. These were padded so were quite comfortable, even when she cinched them tight. I had never been tied or restrained in my entire life so the sensation of having my legs immobilized was both scary and strangely exciting.

Next she applied straps that went over each of my thighs. These were made of thick leather and were not padded. They were quite wide so when cinched tight they were not uncomfortable.

“There, how is this feeling?” she asked.

“Erm …I think I like it,” I admitted.

“Aha! You do have a kinky soul!” she said with a giggle, “I am delighted to hear it. If you are going to be working here it will be so much nicer if everyone knows you are as perverted as the rest of us.”

Was I a pervert? Well, I had agreed to get naked and be strapped into a chair in the middle of a BDSM dungeon, so yes, I guessed I was.

Next a strap was cinched across my stomach. This pulled me into the back of the chair. Step by step all my freedom of movement was being taken away.

“Now comes the best part, at least for me.” she said, “Whenever you tie someone up, or restrain them in something like this, there is a point you reach when the victim can no longer escape. For example, the next thing I will do is strap your wrists to the arms of the chair. When I do that, you will be trapped. It is the tipping point. The point of no return. Up to now you could undo the straps yourself. In a moment, though, you will be helpless.

“That moment is special. It’s the moment of genuine submission. When you become helpless and in my power. I feel it when it happens and the victim feels it, of course. It’s a delicious moment.”

I had been holding my arms across my chest as she did the belly strap. Now she took hold of my right arm and guided it forcefully to the padded armrest on my right. She positioned it and quickly applied the strap around my wrists and cinched it. Like the ankle straps it was padded. There was a recess in the chair arm padding into which my wrist was pulled. Once she was done, I tugged at it a little but my wrist was held firm. Then, still moving quickly and firmly she took my left arm and held it down on the left arm rest. My left wrist was quickly strapped down and I was indeed truly helpless. The moment she described, of passing the point of no return, had arrived and it had sent a little thrill right through me.

I looked at Theraxi and saw a smile on her face as she continued working. Next came more padded straps that went around my forearms. These meant that my arms were very firmly fixed in place. Next came a quite complex strap that went around my upper arms and chest. It passed through metal loops that protruded from the chair between my upper arms and body. When the strap was tightened I could not move my body at all. All that was left was my head.

“Thera, what the fuck are you doing with the receptionist!” said a stern voice.

Theraxi stood up quickly as Miratazzo strode into the room. When she saw me naked and strapped into the chair her face dropped, “Oh ..what the fuck!”

“I was giving her a tour of my dungeon,” said Theraxi, defiantly, “And when was it considered polite to enter another partner’s dungeon uninvited?”

“The door was open, you know that counts as invitation,” said Miratazzo, “Now explain why giving Rachel a tour involves stripping her naked and strapping her into a bondage chair?”

“I wanted to see if she had any kinky tendencies, to be honest,” said Theraxi, “If she is going to be working here long term I think we would all be happier knowing that she at least wasn’t uncomfortable with BDSM. It would be much nicer all round if we knew that she was genuinely into it too.”

“And is she?” asked Maritazzo, then she looked at me, “Are you Rachel, are you enjoying being all strapped down like that?”

I guess total honesty was my best policy here, “It’s …exciting,” I replied, “I think I really like how it feels.”

“See Mira,” exclaimed Theraxi triumphantly, “Don’t you feel happier knowing that our receptionist is as kinky as we are, or our clients are.”

Miratazzo threw up her hands, “OK, Thera, you have made your point. I’m sorry I interrupted you. Feel free to continue, provided Rachel is consenting I am happy. But I want her back in the office in an hour at the most.”

She looked at me, “You are consenting, yes?”

I was now feeling some very positive effects of being bound in the chair. It was giving me a very nice sexual buzz. How could just being strapped into a chair be a turn on? I looked at Miratazzo, “Yes, ma’am. I am consenting.”

“OK, Thera, I’ll leave you to it. I’ll close the door on my way out.” With she walked she walked out and I was sure I caught her supressing a giggle as she closed the door.

“Right, where were we?” said Theraxi, “Before we were so rudely interrupted.”

“Is there more to this?” I asked.

“Of course there is. Just relax and let me finish what I started.”

“What more is there?” I asked.

In response she put her hands on each side of my head and guided it backwards. I felt the padded aperture behind my head and once it was settled in the padded oval Theraxi cinched a strap around my forehead. It prevented me from pulling my head from the padded rest. Next she added a strap that went around my neck! Between that one and the forehead strap my head was now immobile.

“OK, now what do I do?” I asked.

“You don’t do anything. That’s the point. Things get done to you. Things that you can do nothing about. …Which reminds me, there is one more strap to do up.”

She fussed with another strap beside my head. Then she swung it round. It was quite thick and strong and in the middle was some kind of mouthpiece, made out of shaped rubber.

“Is that a gag?” I asked.

“Yes it is,” she said and pushed it into my mouth. Once the strap that held it was cinched on each side, I could not remove it.

“Oh yes! That looks good on you.” she said with a smile.

“Hmmmph!”

I was trapped. I could not move and could not speak. I should have been scared but instead I just felt all tingly and aroused.

“Wow, you really do like this, don’t you!”

“Hermph”

“I’ll take that as a yes.” she said, “Well, we have plenty time left so I will have to see what else I can do to make this interesting. I won’t take things to the level I do with a client, but I can play with you a little to see what reaction I get.”

She left me to go pottering about in the dungeon. I heard her opening cabinets and the rattle of metal. She re-appeared holding some kind of oddly shaped metal things connected with a length of fine chain.

“There are known as clover clamps, Rachel. Now I know you like bondage I would like to know if you have a little masochism in you. Do you get off on a little pain?”

Pain? I didn’t sign up for pain!

Theraxi teased at my right nipple with her fingers. She squeezed it then applied one of the clamps. The teeth bit into my flesh and it really hurt! I yelped into the gag. She showed no mercy and teased my other nipple and applied the second clamps. She stepped back and looked at me.

“That hurts like fuck now, yes?”

I could not even nod so just ‘hmmphed’ at her.

“Right, I have things to do so I will leave you to stew for a while,” she announced. Though instead of moving away she produced some kind of black leather thing which she clipped into place over my eyes. The ends connecting with fastenings on the back of the chair. It was a padded blindfold, and I was then left in darkness. Unable to speak or move.

What should have been a horrific experience just …wasn’t. The chair felt amazing and being held so firmly by all the straps was doing something to me I had never suspected I could ever feel. The pain from the nipple clamps was also arousing and after a short while was actually not really feeling what I would have called pain. Yes, they still hurt, but in a really pleasant way.

I found myself wanting …more. I wanted something else to happen to me. Then as if in answer to my desire I felt a powerful shock in my ass! The chair had just electrocuted me! I squealed in surprise and pain. It really was painful. After a few minutes it happened again. Though the second time the shock lasted longer but was not quite so severe.

The shocks kept coming. Sometimes they were agonizing, sometimes they were mild. Sometimes they were short, sometimes they lasted and lasted. They also changed character a few times. One pattern of shocks was a slow rolling rhythm that moved around, even down to my thighs. One pattern was a series of short sharp shocks delivered very fast.

I was in some kind of crazy electric chair. I was sure that Theraxi was watching my reaction and probably enjoying it. The thing was that I was really enjoying it too. The combination of the restraints, gag, blindfold, nipple clamps and electrocution were pushing me to the edge. Oh my god, I though, I am going to have a fucking orgasm while strapped to a chair. I tried to think of none arousing thoughts, but I might as well have tried to hold back the tide with a bucket and spade. A terrific orgasm crashed over me. The release was exquisite. One of the most powerful experiences of my life.

Of course, as I came down from the heights of pleasure the damn chair didn’t care. It kept right on shocking me. I squirmed in discomfort and the pain from the nipple clamps suddenly felt worse. I heard Theraxis laugh.

“Having fun dear?”

I squealed.

“I bet our little receptionist has just learned something amazing about herself, hasn’t she?”

I whimpered and that made her laugh.

“This was your first time so I should take pity on you. Though as you will soon learn pity is not in my nature, or that of any of us here. That’s what makes this place special, Rachel. We partners are …cunts! We really do like inflicting suffering on our clients the like of which they don’t get anywhere else. We don’t relent; their cries don’t move us. We push them further than they thought they could go and then we push more. When they think surely we will release them, untie them and end the torment, that’s when we turn things up a notch. That’s when we add more bondage and push them harder. Our clients know that when they come here that hell awaits them, and they love us for it.”

But she did show pity. The shocks stopped and she removed the blindfold. Then she none too gently removed the nipple clamps which made me squeal in pain. Out came the gag and one by one the straps were removed until I was able to stand up from the chair. I was very wobbly and I saw to my embarrassment that my climax had left a stain on the leather of the seat.

“Pah! Who has been a dirty girl!” growled Theraxi playfully. “After you have dressed yourself I want you to get some cleaning things and put that right.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said in a small voice.

“Oh Rachel, you are a delight!” she said suddenly and gathered me into a hug. Wow, she was strong! It was like being hugged by a gorilla. She held on and stroked my back, and I felt the sudden urge to cry. The tears welled up and flowed freely.

“That’s right, let it out baby girl,” she said.

She held me until my sobs eased. Just what was wrong with me?

“I’m so sorry, I don’t know that is the matter with me?” I said, my face wet with tears.

“You are having an entirely natural reaction to your first time. I’ve seen it many times before. Now get dressed and go have a drink and a sit down downstairs. Give yourself time to recover. I’ll clean up your mess. Get back to work when feel ready.”

I nodded and thanked her then asked, “Did you know this would happen?”

“I hoped it would!” she admitted with a smile, “It means BDSM is definitely for you. It speaks to something inside you that’s been quiet and waiting all your life. Trust me, follow your feelings and don’t be afraid of exploring this world.”

I nodded and went looking for my clothes. I managed to get dressed and headed back downstairs. I did not meet anyone, which was fine with me as I still felt affected by what I had experienced. I got a coffee and sat in the lounge for twenty minutes or so before heading back to the office to check for voicemails.


Chapter 4

Cleaning Up.

For a few weeks my working days passed in pleasant routine. One by one I met the other partners, and they got to know me. It was clear from their looks and light-hearted jokes that they knew what Theraxi had done to me. I didn’t mind. It meant I felt more accepted by everyone there. The Dark Dimension was a realm of BDSM perversion, and I now knew and so did they, that I was a card carrying BDSM pervert myself!

About two weeks after my encounter with the bondage chair, I started to feel a sense of frustration. I had taken a step into a new world and I wanted more. But I had no way of doing so. I didn’t have a boyfriend or any prospect of one appearing. Even if I had I would have had to broach the subject of BDSM and hope that they would not be repelled.

Theraxi had not offered me a second go, and I was far too nervous to ask. I realised she had no obligation to indulge my newfound desires. Her time was valuable and clients paid a great deal of money to have sessions with her. I had no right to expect her attention for free and even being well paid and saving money I could not afford the prices that the Dark Dimension charged.

I did have the web, of course. I used it to learn as much as I could about BDSM. What I found only fuelled my desires and expanded my fantasies. It was ironic that I did all my web searches at work. The partners didn’t mind me looking at BDSM sites while I was at work. I made sure I never did any searches at home. I suspected that Gary occasionally snooped on my laptop, checking up on what I was looking at.

One day I came in to work in the morning and settled in the office. I logged in to the computer and began checking for e-mails. I was just writing an order confirmation for kitchen supplies when there a voice came from behind. I turned to see Zefomira standing there, a partner who I had only met a couple of time. She was the tallest and most physically imposing of all the partners. She was a stunning blonde with an hourglass figure and was dressed that morning in a black latex catsuit.

“Hi, Rachel,” she said, “Erm …Theraxi said you were kinky right?”

I smiled nervously, “Yes, that’s right.”

“You saw her dungeon?”

I nodded, oh yes, I had seen it!

“Are you busy right now? Could you spare me some time? I need some help cleaning my dungeon. I just wanted to be sure you would not be shocked by it.”

Oh, I thought, feeling a little disappointed. Still, it meant getting to see another dungeon. I said I could help and she led me up to the second floor where her dungeon was located. Stepping through the door behind her I awaited the smell of leather but instead was hit with the smell of …antiseptic. Or rather that antiseptic and cleaning product smell that I associated with hospitals.

When I got a good look at the room, the word hospital was the appropriate description. It looked like a hospital room. There was a very real looking hospital bed in the centre of the room and very realistic medical equipment all around the room. Everything looked real. The décor, the furniture, the cabinets and the very impressive looking machines. I recognised one as a rather complex version of a ventilator.

“Wow,” I said, “I am impressed. It certainly doesn’t look like Theraxi’s dungeon.”

“We each have our specialities,” explained Zefomira.

“Everything looks pretty clean,” I pointed out.

“Oh, the mess is next door, in the OR.”

“OR? …do you do surgery?” I blurted out.

She laughed, “Kind of, though its mainly simulated. Come and look.”

As soon as she mentioned the OR I realised the room we were standing in was smaller than Theraxi’s dungeon. There being a second room explained that. She led me through a connecting door into a space that looked exactly like a professional OR. There was a fearsome looking black padded operating table which included restraints to hold the patient down. I found the look of it weirdly appealing.

All the rest of the equipment looked real and suitable for an OR, including another ventilator. But, unlike the first room, it was a mess. It also smelled quite bad. It looked like a crime scene! There were bloody smears on the operating table and elsewhere around the room. There was what looked like vomit on the floor and even smeared down one wall and what looked like piss on the floor.

“What the hell happened?” I gasped.

“Oh, it was Timothy,” she said with a smile, “One of my best regulars. His sessions are always extreme, even by our standards. Theraxi says she told you that we do more powerful sessions than other places. Timothy was here for seven hours, which is medium length for him.”

“And he’s OK?” I asked, looking around at the devastation.

“Oh, he’s fine! We never do anything to really harm a client. If they ask for something that would cause lasting harm, we refuse. Even we have limits. I know it looks bad, but Timothy likes to lose a little blood during a simulated operation. The piss and vomit are from when I take him off the ventilator and untie him.”

The confused look on my face made her explain, “The ventilator controls his breathing. He isn’t anaesthetized. Instead, we have some interesting gases that enhance his experience. Nothing illegal, but certainly interesting. The gases have different effects, but when you take someone off the ventilator there is sometimes a reaction. Timothy just had a really extreme one last night.”

Reassured I was not being asked to clean up a murder scene I set to work. Zefomira showed me another room attached to the OR in which the cleaning supplies were located. The room was actually far larger than it needed to be. The supplies only filled one corner.

“I will have to move these supplies out soon,” she said, “We are going to convert this room into a padded cell.”

My old self would have been shocked at someone saying that but the new me was simply intrigued, “What would …happen in here?”

She grinned, “Aha, that’s the right question for a kinky girl! I am wanting to do longer term sessions. Keeping someone in here multiple days, in bondage. Doing asylum roleplay and other fun things. At the moment Mira is the only one of us set up for long duration sessions.”

“Seven hours isn’t long duration?” I asked.

“No! That is an average one by the standards of this place. Having someone as my victim for days at a time is something I really want to explore and some of my clients have asked for it. I have been envious of Mira’s cell block for years.”

“Cell block?”

“Her dungeon is in the basement. She has a cellblock down there, or rather two cells and some other rooms. Her speciality is prison roleplay, interrogation scenes, that kind of thing. She often has her clients there for multiple days.”

I was amazed, “You mean, there are men locked up down there right now?”

“Yes, though only one at the moment, I think. You should know, you take the bookings.”

“Yes, but I don’t take any details about what the clients want or how long they will be here.” I explained, “I just check availability on the computer and in the ledger. In other words, I sort out arrivals, not departures.”

We continued to chat as we got to work. It was obvious that the mess in the OR was not exceptional as the cleaning products looked like the kind of serious products that were probably used on real ORs. While we worked, she asked about what Theraxi had done with me. I saw no reason to not be honest, given where I was and who I was talking to so I gave her a full account from my point of view.

“It sounds like you are a born submissive,” she said.

“I guess so,” I admitted.

“Has the experience changed your sexual fantasies?”

I nodded, “Hell yes! That and looking on the web.”

“Do any of your new fantasies involve you dominating someone else? Tying them up and having them at your mercy?”

That was an interesting question, “Erm …no, none of them are like that. In my fantasies I am always the one being submissive. I guess that means I am not cut out to do your job.”

“Don’t pigeonhole yourself just yet. You have had one experience. When you have had a lot more, you’ll start to understand your own kink. Even then you won’t have explored every possibility. Just be open to new things, always.”

That sounded like really good and intriguing advice. We continued cleaning until the OR was spotless. By which time I decided I really needed to get back to the office.

“I need to get back to office work,” I said, “But it’s been cool seeing your dungeon and having a chat.”

“Oh, you’re leaving?” she asked, looking disappointed.

“I don’t want people to think I am in the habit of bunking off my work to go visit the dungeons.”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” she said, “We all like you here. You are good at your job and Theraxi is really wanting to get you back in her dungeon.”

“She is?”

“Of course she is! You are new to all this. She feels very honoured to have been the person who introduced you to BDSM. Also, we have no female clients so it’s nice to dominate a girl for a change. Also, you are staff, not a client so we would be doing it for our own fun. A quick few hours doing some light BDSM is a great way to relax.”

“Light?” I asked, thinking back to having my ass electrocuted.

“Oh, my dear, what Theraxi did with you was ever so gentle, as it was your first time. If you are up for it, any one of us would be happy to extend your education into the world of pervery.”

“Any of you?”

“Hell yes! We talk about you behind your back, of course. We all really like you. I am sure every one of the others is planning what games they can play when they get their hands on you. The only reason Theraxi hasn’t dragged you back up to her dungeon is because she is too polite to take two bites of the cake before the rest of us have had a taste, especially Mira.”

I was …stunned. Hugely flattered, excited in a familiar tingly way but mostly stunned, “Er …is ..is Mira in charge here?”

“Sort of. We are all equal partners in theory, but Mira founded this place and brought the rest of us in over time. We all call her the senior partner, or the First Among Equals. If she puts her foot down the rest of us will go along. We are waiting to see if she will invite you to her basement. We think the only reason she hasn’t done so yet is because she has always had at least one client in the cells. She would want her place empty before inviting you down there.”

I had another question, “You sounded disappointed when I said I had to go downstairs to the office. Were you wanting …”

“To play with you? …yes, obviously! I was hoping to put you in my hospital bed for an hour or so and hook you up to the ventilator.”

“With those …special gases?” I asked.

“Of course! …Ah, I see your point. It would make you feel very strange and drifty for the rest of the day. Best not, sorry.”

“Rain check?” I asked with a smile and she laughed.

“For sure …hey, I have an idea. When I next have a session free night would you like to do it then?”

“Sure!” I said, with such genuine enthusiasm in my voice that she beamed and hugged me.

Back down in the office I tried to process what I had just learned. According to Zefomira, all the partners wanted to have fun inflicting their BDSM specialities on me. Having wondered how I was going to pursue my interest in all things kinky, I now seemed to have a whole houseful of skilled practitioners eager to ’show me the ropes’, literally!

What would the next few days bring?


Chapter 5

Down in the Cells

The next few days felt strange. Every time I saw one the partners, I wondered what thoughts were going through their heads about me. Were they planning BDSM adventures for me behind my back. How would they ask me when they wanted me to participate? Would they ask me for help cleaning their dungeons? Or would they just straight out ask if I wanted to be tied up and tormented for an hour or two?

I got a kind of answer one day when Miratazzo entered the office, obviously in the mood for a chat.

“Hi Rachel, how are you doing?” she began.

“I’m fine, thanks. I am really enjoying the job!”

She smiled and took a seat, the same one I had sat in when I had been interviewed, “I am pleased to hear it. Everyone says they are glad we hired you. Everything is running more smoothly now and none of us partners have to answer the phone during the day anymore. As you know we are all night workers here.”

I nodded, “Yes, I got that.” I said with a grin.

“Theraxi had some fun with you I hear,” she said, “And the others are hoping for a chance to play with you too. How do you feel about that?”

“Erm …excited. I’ve had my eyes opened, that’s for sure.”

“You don’t mind? If any partner pressures you into anything you aren’t comfortable with, that would be very bad, and I would put a stop to it right away.”

“Oh no! No-one is pressuring me. Zefomira has asked me to spend some time in her hospital bed after work one day. I am looking forward to it.”

She smiled, obviously relieved, “Well, that’s good. But remember you are under no obligation.”

“Both Theraxi and Zefomira were very friendly and open.” I said.

She rolled her eyes, “I am sure they were. Is BDSM something you are enthusiastic about now?”

I nodded, “Oh yes! After what happened, I have had to rethink everything I thought I knew about myself. I really want to explore things more.”

“So, you are open to, shall we say, offers of experiences from us?”

“Oh yes …please!” I said and we both laughed.

“Well, in that case. Allow me to put my claim in. I don’t have a client in residence today, would you like to come down and see my dungeon?”

I was reminded of what Zefomira had said. I guess that once Miratazzo had had her slice of cake then everyone else would feel free to put their own claims in. If I said yes, it would open the door to who knew what. Obviously, I said yes!

“What about the office?” I said, “Each time I go to a partner’s dungeon the office is left unmanned.”

She waved a hand dismissively, “Oh, the answerphone will catch anything. Just relax and follow me.”

So, I found myself, filled with excitement, following her to a door at the rear of the hall. This one opened to a staircase heading downward. Instead of a dingy basement it led to an entire floor that was as extensive as the floors above. There was a kind of small hall with three doors, one toward the rear of the house and another toward the front. The third was a bit of a mystery. Miratazzo took the one toward the rear.

Through the door we entered what could have been something out of a conventional prison. If that prison had been provided with a very liberal supply of handcuffs, shackles, chains and a bewildering variety of other metal bondage items. I could see on one side two cell doors. The doors were solid, with small barred windows in them near the top.

“As you can see, I have a very nice, cozy and friendly emporium!” said Miratazzo and I laughed.

“You laugh at my dungeon?” she asked, sounding stern.

I quietened quickly, “Sorry ma’am.”

“Not sorry enough! Strip naked, now!”

Oooh, this was different, I thought. But she was in charge and I had come down there in the full expectation of ending up in a cell and, hopefully, some bondage. I rapidly divested myself of my clothes. In moments I was standing naked and my clothes were neatly folded on a chair, with my boots placed underneath.

Miratazzo grabbed me by the arm and towed me over to a table, where several metal items were laid out, “Put your hands on your head, prisoner!”, she commanded.

I quickly put my hands on my head. I felt a thrill already building. I was loving this.

She picked up something that until recently I would not have recognised. It was a chastity belt! It was also a very serious looking one. I had looked at some online that were for sale on a kinky online store. Those had looked quite flimsy and made of thin metal compared with the one she was holding.

It was elegantly shaped. She unlocked it and approached me with it. In order to be helpful I widened my stance. She gave me an amused look when she saw me do it.

“Well, aren’t you a prisoner slut indeed!”

I smiled hesitantly at that. I was already starting to feel aroused.

She fitted the belt around my waist. The metal was curved exactly to fit above my hips comfortably. It did not look adjustable, so she had to have known my measurements. Maybe she had a range of different sized ones, but I did not see any more in the room. Also, chastity belts like the one she was putting on me were for female anatomy. All her clients were male. Had she bought a chastity belt just for me? Made to my exact size? How had she arranged that?

The belt included, of course, a crotch piece that hinged from where it connected behind my back and came up between my legs. MiraTazzo took great care in fitting it. She stood behind me doing something I could not see. Then I felt something pushing at my bum-hole! Oh wow, I thought, it has a butt plug thingy!

Then I felt something else pushing at my sex. She had added lube for the butt plug, but I was already wet so the dildo attachment slid in easily enough. The two invaders were large enough to make me gasp but were not painful. Then with great care she very slowly slid the front of the piece holding the invaders slowly into the front of the belt and a loud click sounded the lock engaging. That was it. I was locked up!

I kept my hands in place on my head but looked down. The belt was a combination of solidity, seriousness and elegant design. It looked feminine, even flattering, but was obviously also a prison for my nether regions. It did not hurt anywhere, but I felt the weight and the tightness. The invaders too were impossible to ignore. I wondered what was next.

What was next was a full set of manacles! These too looked new. First was a heavy collar that she locked around my neck. It had a brushed steel finish and no externally visible lock. Chains were attached to it at several points. Heavier chains ran down, one at the front and one at the back. They linked to a heavy waist belt that she locked around my middle, just above the chastity belt. Connected to the waist belt were wrist cuffs. She brought down my arms and locked the attached wrist cuffs around my wrists. My wrists were now lock to the waist belt with only a few inches of chain giving me a little freedom of movement.

From each side of the collar, two slightly thinner chains went to a pair of cuffs that fitted around my upper arms, just above my elbows. More chains connected these cuffs behind my back bringing my elbows closer together.

From the waist belt heavy chains went from the front and rear down to a pair of ankle cuffs. These she locked on me with only a couple of inches of heavy chain between them. Once all this was in place I could feel myself being weighed down by all the metal.

“There, now you look like what you are!” she said, “My prisoner! …But we can add one more thing!”

She turned and moved to a table on the side. On it was what looked like a small cage. She lifted it up and brought it over to me. As she did so she hinged it open and I realised what it was. It was a cage for my head!

“Now, ..hold still, prisoner!” she said with a firmness that made me freeze.

She presented half of the cage to me. Inside the cage was a mouthpiece. It was made out of rubber and reminded me of a scuba mouthpiece, only larger. It was pushed into my mouth and the metal of the cage pressed against my face. The bars were thick, flat pieces that were shaped to fit exactly to my face. When she closed the back, the two halves met with a loud click and locked. The cage was tight all over but not painful. I could no longer speak but breathing was no problem.

“Time for you to serve your sentence! This will teach you to laugh at my dungeon!”

She grabbed the chain at the front of my collar and pulled me forward. She turned and towed me behind her. My chained feet had to take fast little steps to keep up. She arrived at a cell door which she opened after unlocking it with a large, heavy-looking key.

Once the door was open she pulled me forward and the pushed me ahead of her into the cell. Once inside I looked around at what was a bare metal box. The only things in there were a toilet bowl and a low metal shelf that I guessed must be the bed. There was no mattress or any concession to comfort.

The door clammed shut behind me and the key turned in the lock. I turned in time to see Miratazzo’s face look through the small, barred window for a moment before disappearing. I heard her walk away. Then a door closed further away, and I was left alone, bound, chained, caged and locked in a cell.

…awesome!


Chapter 6

Doing Time

My feeling of exited arousal only grew as I realised I had been left alone. I knew that Miratazzo kept clients in these cells for days at a time. Was that she was going to do with me? Was that how her domination worked?

I shuffled over to the metal bench and sat down. It was far from comfortable. The metal was cold and all the metal bondage gear I was wearing was very restrictive. How could anyone wear all this bondage gear in a cold metal cell for days on end? How did I eat or drink? Even using the lavatory seemed impossible, given the chastity belt.

But, I thought, all the gear I was wearing looked brand new. It was spotless, gleaming new metal. It was also exactly my size. The head cage, for example, felt like it had to have been made from very precise measurements to fit my head so exactly. The other metal restraints I had seen in her dungeon had all looked well used.

Had she gone to the trouble of having all this gear made for me? How had she got my exact measurements? I had seen what BDSM cost online and the metal shackles, head cage and chastity cage had to have cost her …more than a thousand dollars, I guessed. Possibly a lot more.

That did not seem something you would do just to amuse a receptionist. It did not seem like something you would do just for a single session. What did that mean? What did Miratazzo have in mind for me?

I wasn’t a client. I was not a paying customer. Did the partners all look upon me as a plaything? That kind of made sense. They were dominant girls, …very dominant. If one of them wanted to use their dungeons to have some selfish fun of their own it did not seem likely they would ask one another to volunteer. They could not just dick around with clients either. Those guys were paying a shitload of money, so they had to deliver what the clients wanted.

That left me. The receptionist who they could order around. I was an employee. I was on their team, and, thanks to Theraxi, they knew I was into BDSM. I was perfect for them. They could just come and pluck me out of the office and do what they wanted with me, and I would likely enjoy it. Maybe they had things they wanted to try out, or test. I was the perfect test subject.

Maybe that was what Mira was doing, testing. Was the gear I was wearing a new thing she was trying out on me before she did something similar to her clients? Was I cool with being a test subject? Hell yes, I was!

So, what did I do next? I was still feeling aroused. Everything about my situation was pushing my kinky buttons. I was in some really awesome metal bondage gear and locked away in a very real looking cell. Even though I could walk about and my hands had a little freedom I still felt as thoroughly bound as I had been in Theraxi’s chair.

I tried to lie down on the metal bed, but it was impossible to get comfortable. The way my elbows were bound made it impossible to lie on my back. The wrist cuffs meant I could not lie on my side either. I tried lying face down and that felt very odd, but al least I could lie more or less flat.

If I was left long enough in the cell, would I be able to sleep? If I did not come home in the evening would Gary notice I was gone? Would he care? I doubted it. He noticed the extra money coming into the apartment …maybe. He had barely notice the better quality food appearing in the kitchen and he never showed any interest in what I got up to away from home. He probably wouldn’t notice, even if I was missing for days.

What was I thinking that for? Was I considering that Mira would keep me in the cell for days? Didn’t she have clients? She did have two cells. She could just tell a client that she had an existing prisoner. I had been told that she sometimes had more than one client on stays that lasted days. I could not speak. I tried but all that came out was muffled whining noises. The gag had been really well designed. Even if a client arrived and I tried to talk he would just hear the sound of a gagged prisoner, something very normal in Miratazzo’s dungeon, I bet.

My mind was too active and my bondage too uncomfortable for me to get any kind of rest, so I was wide awake when the vaginal and anal invaders came to life!

The sudden vibration made me squeal in shock. It was an incredible feeling of helplessness. I could stand up and move around but nothing I could do could stop the stimulation I was being subjected to. Then another vibe started, right on my clit! How had that happened? There must be something in the front of the chastity belt that was positioned exactly right and it was delivering a seriously good quality rolling tide of stimulation that was right on target. I recalled how carefully the front of the chastity belt had been closed by Miratazzo. I bet she had been making sure everything was ‘on target’.

My bondage and the feeling of helpless, the knowledge that I was locked in the cell and the stimulation all were too much for me. I spiralled up to a shattering orgasm very quickly. It was a real toe curler! I hit me in waves of pleasure. When I started to come down the continuous stimulation went from arousing to uncomfortable.

I knew from experience with vibrators that they could be fucking horrible if applied beyond the point of orgasm. Or at least before I had had chance to start to recover. Hence I was being properly tortured!

I tried to yell for help but all I could do was squeal and utter muffled and garbled gibberish and whines. Nobody appeared to save me, and I collapsed to the floor as the stimulation just kept on and on. Being helpless in bondage when you enjoyed what was being done to you was one thing. Being helpless when you were being genuinely tortured was something else.

Being on the metal floor was no more comfortable than being on the metal bed. I was continually trying to shift my position into something more bearable. The sudden end of the stimulation was a surprise and a blessing. I sighed with relief and inched myself over to one wall. It seemed my best bet was a sitting position with my back and bound upper arms resting against the metal wall.

Sitting on my ass when I was wearing the chastity belt was not ideal but then no position spared me the feeling of the damn thing holding my nethers in a steel embrace and invading me. What had been incredibly exciting and arousing was now feeling like a genuine prison. I guessed this was what real bondage was. It was a fun game when you were being stimulated to climax, but when you had to live with being helpless and physically constrained when there was no sexual thrill was much tougher. I knew I would recover. It was only a matter of time, hopefully soon, that I would start to feel my arousal return.

As I sat awkwardly on the floor I wondered if anyone was outside. I had not heard anything but then I had been a bit distracted and trying to get comfortable in all my metal chains and cuffs had meant making some noise. Maybe Mira had returned and was outside my cell.

In order to look I needed to get to my feet. That was easier said than done. I tried getting my legs under me, but the ankle cuffs made that difficult. I managed to inch my way to the corner near the toilet bowl. There I could just about get one hand onto the edge of the toilet seat and use that to start to lever myself up to a kneeling position. From there I managed to wedge myself into the corner and gradually work my feet under me so I could stand.

I felt a great sense of achievement from just standing up. I stopped to get my breath back and then walked in tiny steps over to the door. Looking out of the little barred window I could not see anything. There were only a few dim lights on the walls which created highlights on all the metal bondage gear. Roughly opposite my cell door was another door to some kind of inner room.

A dim light was on in that room and the door was open. It was hard to make out was inside because of the angle, but it looked some kind of heavy steel chair. I could see what could be tables with metallic items on them. The part of the chair I could see had both straps and metal restraints attached.

So, this, I guessed, was where Mira did interrogations. If I assumed that what she was doing to me was mild by the partner’s standards, as I had been more less told, then I dreaded to think about what was done to serious submissives like the clients. I tried to imagine what it would be like to be strapped or restrained to that chair with Mira standing over me, demanding answers to her questions.

What would it be like standing in a cell, being able to see into the interrogation room and knowing that that was where you were going to be taken. Then it hit me. I was in just such a cell. I was in heavy bondage awaiting what Mira would do next. I had no way to know that a stay in the cell was all she intended for me. What if she was wanting more? What if the cell was just the start and she would come down and take me through into the interrogation room. Was that possible? Was what I was wondering about for others might actually be what was in store for me?

I started to feel hot, …the mental picture of being in that room and the prospect of that actually coming true was turning me on something fierce. Suddenly I wanted it to be true. I wanted to be her victim in there. What the hell was wrong with me?

After suffering in the steel bondage and feeling miserable I now revelled in it once more. I didn’t want release. I didn’t want my imprisonment to end. I wanted to be kept in the cell, I wanted to be made to suffer in heavy mental bondage until, finally, I was dragged into the interrogation room, bound to the chair and tortured in whatever horrible ways that Mira had in mind.

If her clients could take it, then I could. I deserved it too! I had laughed, hadn’t I? I was actually guilty of offending her! Unlike the clients my crime was real, I told myself. I was also unworthy. The clients paid a lot of money to receive justice at the hands of Mira. I had paid nothing. I was getting the benefit of this correction, and I was not paying anything! I was lucky, undeserving, guilty and unworthy.

My arousal peaked and the climax that train of thought created made me collapse to the floor in a sweating, shivering heap. The waves of pleasure were incredible. I had just thought myself into an orgasm! …and what an orgasm! I was still being thrilled by aftershocks for what felt like ages afterward.

When the last of the shocks died away, I was too tired do anything but edge over to a corner and collapse against the two walls. I rested my caged head back and it hit the wall with a clank and for some reason that was very funny and I laughed into the gag.

Time dragged on. Having had two wonderful orgasms, I should have been spent. The feel of the steel bondage should have been driving me mad. I was locked in a steel cell that was devoid of any comfort. I imagined it was based on cells used to demoralise and break prisoners in the real world. The bondage I was in was …extreme! I had been abandoned in these terrible conditions. I should have been miserable as fuck, but I was enjoying it. Somehow I had dialed into the experience, mentally, and I was really getting something out of it. The second time around, the comedown from that amazing orgasm hadn’t ended my pleasure.

It didn’t make logical sense. In my research online about BDSM it looked like it was all about the interaction of two people. The dominant and the submissive. This was the interaction between one person, me, and …a prison cell. Mira was maybe upstairs in the lounge having coffee. She might even have left to do some shopping. At least she knew she would find me exactly where she left me, I thought, and laughed again. The sound of your own laughter when you are gagged is …hilarious.

I was really trying hard to understand why, after two orgasms, and feeling worn out, I was still getting a kick out of my situation. I should be feeling desperate to be released, but I felt like I could spend as long in the cell as Mira wanted to keep me there. There were the problems of relieving myself and getting food and drink. I could already feel pressure in my bladder, and I was starting to feel thirsty.

Needing to pee was a problem. How was I going to pee while I was locked into the chastity belt? I looked at the toilet again and realised that one way or another I was going to have to pee, even if the results were …unpredictable. If I managed to get over to the bowl and sit on it at least something might end up where it was supposed to go. I did not want to anger Mira by peeing all over the cell. If I at least tried to do better, that might mitigate against her anger.

I did the same thing I had done before and used the corner I was in to slowly get my legs underneath me. It took a while but eventually I was on my feet and heading to the toilet bowl. I sat down on it, which felt very odd as the metal of the chastity belt clanked against the edge of the bowl as I sat and my chains rattled against the steel sides.

Bracing myself for the mess I was about to make I let the pee come. To my amazement a steady flow came out of the lower part of the chastity belt crotch piece and down into the bowl. How was it doing that? Mira had fitted the belt very carefully. Was there something inside it, some groove or plumbing around the dildo that was guiding my pee?

Had she …maybe inserted some kind of catheter? When she had been so precise in fitting the chastity belt I had not paid as much attention as I should have, maybe? Well, whatever the result, I had successfully relieved myself without making a mess of my cell. That was a telling way to think of it …my cell. Had I been locked in it long enough to call it mine?

I rose off the toilet and shuffled across the floor to the door again. The last time I had done that I had fantasized myself into a fantastic orgasm. Or …was it fantasy? Just what was going on?

Looking out of the little window, nothing seemed to have changed. I deliberately did not start by looking at the interrogation room. I looked instead toward the front of the space where all the metal bondage gear was laid out.

But, before I could stop myself, I was peering into the interrogation room again. Was it my imagination or was the lighting a little better? I thought I could see more clearly in there. I could not see any more of the interrogation chair, just the front right quarter of it. The torture devices looked more identifiable.

I was not surprised to see that at least a couple of them were electrical. I could just about make out power cables. I was also confident that some things were meant to be used on male genitalia. They looked very scary and I was glad they could not be used on me!

That was a point to consider. How much of the torture equipment in that room was gender specific. All Mira’s clients were male so the only reason she would have acquired devices to use on a girl would be that she was planning to use them on me. Did that mean I was safe? Or rather, given how I was feeling, out of luck. Even though my arousal had reduced after that last orgasm I was still hankering to be taken into that room and tortured.

The fact I still felt that way surprised me. Was I so depraved that I wanted to suffer? Why should torture and interrogation be appealing? Was it being the focus of someone else’s attention, intensely so? Was it the bondage? ..the pain? I really could not unpick it in my mind. I just knew that the idea of being strapped down in that interrogation room and having Mira focus all her attention on me as she inflicted all kinds of suffering was powerfully erotic and attractive.

Then I heard a noise. Footsteps were approaching. I saw the door to the dungeon opened and Mira walked in. She was carrying what looked like a couple of bottles. She headed right for my cell and as she approached, she spotted me looking out through the window.

“Prisoner!” she barked, “Step away from the door!”

I backed up at once, standing beside the metal bed. There was the heavy sound of the door being unlocked and then it swung open. Mira walked in, bottles in hand, she walked up to me. Then she sniffed the air and looked into the toilet bowl.

“Oh!” she said, then she pushed me up against the wall, face first. She did so quickly and hard and my head cage banged against the wall. I yelped around the gag in surprise. I felt her hands grabbing my head and turning it to face the toilet. I was aghast, what had I done wrong?

“You disgusting prisoner!” she growled, “You want to live in a cell smelling of your piss? I have to come into this cell, do you want to inflict your piss smell on me?”

But, ..but ..didn’t she want me to use the toilet?

“Why didn’t you flush it? Eh?”

Flush? How? There was just the toilet bowl. Nothing else. I had not even thought about flushing it because I could not see how to do it. She snorted at my obvious confusion then stepped over to the toilet and touched something on the wall above it. What she touched was just a circle delineated by a thin line in the metal. It was only just visible. As soon as she touched it the toilet flushed with a brief but powerful action. Immediately a smell of harsh disinfectant hit my nostrils. The toilet water must have had some kind of bleaching agent in it. Maybe a bit like an airline lavatory.

Next she stepped back to me and checked me over. She bent and examined the chastity belt, I heard her sniffing as she did so.

“You came …twice! You are a foul, useless prisoner! You laugh at my dungeon, fill your cell with the smell of your piss and pleasure yourself! You need to learn respect, and you need to realise that you are in here to be punished, not fucking entertained!”

Her tone of voice was frightening. Some part of me knew she was roleplaying but in the moment, I cowered back, feeling genuine fear.

She pushed her face close to mine. “You have only been in here a few hours and look how badly you have behaved. What do you have to say for yourself?”

I looked into her eyes and saw no pity there. There was no softness in her at all. I was looking at the face of my jailor and she was pissed off! I didn’t say anything, not just because I was gagged but also because I was in a kind of shock.

Suddenly she grabbed the chain at the front of my collar and turned away, pulling me after her. I struggled to follow, talking short fast steps. We went out of the cell toward the interrogation room!


Chapter 7

Anticipation, …Interrogation!

My heart was pounding in my chest and my stomach felt like a block of ice had just landed in it. She stepped into the room and pulled me after her. I looked around and could now clearly see everything that was just hinted at before.

The interrogation chair was …a monster! It was semi reclined, a bit like a dentist’s chair. There were rests for the arms and legs attached. There was some padding on the surfaces but it was some kind of thin, rubbery substance. All over it were restraints. Leather straps as well as metal braces, cuffs and some kind of armatures and frames. There was a frame built into the head rest that looked like it was meant to support some kind of horrible devices of torture there.

All around the room were tables holding the tools of the torturer’s trade. I could not identify most of them and that was terrifying. I was trembling uncontrollably. I felt real, visceral fear, but also sexual excitement the like of which I had never known. Just what kind of screwed up slut was I?

“Listen to me, prisoner!” Mira hissed at me, “This is the room of truth. For now, I will be putting you back in your cell, but in a few hours, I will be bringing you in here for real. What I will do to you in here will force the truth from you. …You think this is all a game? …do you?”

She was looking at me and in that moment, I knew, I absolutely knew she wasn’t playing a role. She was sincere. She saw me as her prisoner, and she really did intend to torture me!

I whimpered.

“I asked you a question!” she yelled in my face, “Do you think this is a game?”

I shook my head, as much as head cage allowed.

She grunted and led me back to my cell. Once in there she lifted one of the bottles that she been carrying and present it to my face. The bottle has a tube in the top which she pushed into the front of my head cage. I felt the tube appear in my mouth through the gag.

“Drink!” she commanded and gently squeezed the bottle. A small amount of cold water arrived in my mouth. She was skilfully keeping the flow too small to trigger a choking response and I was able to drink it down. It was not a comfortable process, but I was thirsty and soon the bottle was empty. The she presented the second bottle. A different fluid entered my mouth and it tasted …chemically. It was slightly sweet and a bit more viscous. I guessed this was what passed for food in my prison. It did not taste awful, but it tasted like whoever concocted it didn’t care if the consumer enjoyed it. It was like having medicine forced on me. Something nasty with a little sweetness to it to make it barely palatable. I would have preferred to have the water bottle second but the order was probably deliberate so I would be left with the chemical taste in my mouth. Even so small a thing was chosen to be a punishment.

When that tube was empty, she simply took the empty bottles and walked out of the cell. The door slammed shut behind her. I heard the lock engage and the sound of her footsteps walking away. The last sound was a door opening and closing and that was it. I was left in silence.

Oh my god! I thought, …what the fuck! I had been in this cell for hours. I would be in it for hours more and then she was going to take me into that interrogation room and some kind of hell awaited me in there. Before, I had fantasized about it, but now it was real! There was nothing I could do. I was helpless.

The look on her face had been terrifying. She wasn’t playing a game. This was fucking real for her and that meant it was real for me too. I was doomed. I was going into that room, and nothing could change that. I felt an incredible surge of arousal at the idea. My mind was utterly terrified, but my body was oddly turned on. I dreaded what was coming but craved it at the same time.

The fantasy that gave me that orgasm was back only now it wasn’t a fantasy. It was an impending reality. A tide of arousal rose higher, and I tried to supress it. But the knowledge of what was going to soon happen to me was driving it onward. The orgasm hit me like a seizure. Waves of pleasure mixed with the fear inside made it an incredible shattering release. I collapsed onto the floor again. I fell onto my side and just lay there while my body shuddered. What the hell was going on with me?

Then the tears came. I was still scared, I was still doomed and everything was just too overwhelming. I cried and could not stop crying. I lay, awkwardly, on that metal floor, and let the tears flow. The gag in my mouth muffled my cries but my sobs were audible to me, inside my head.

I must have fallen asleep or maybe passed out. The opening of the cell door woke me. I looked up from the floor and saw Mira standing over me.

“Get the fuck up!” she yelled at me.

I didn’t move. I was so stunned I couldn’t respond.

“Get up now, you pathetic excuse for a human being!” she growled. Then she knelt beside me, “Don’t give me a reason to think even less of you! I already know you are a pathetic, selfish, disrespectful waste of skin! Why I am wasting my time with you at all is a mystery. Now get up!”

I started moving. I knew that to get up I needed to make it to the corner. I shuffled across the floor toward the nearest corner.

“Where are you going?” she asked, nastily.

Once I was at the corner I tried to get my legs under me. She stood over me while I did so.

“I tell you to get up and your just crawl away to a corner? You are a fucking piece of shit. Get the fuck up or so help me I will drink your blood!”

Her words hit me. Stone cold fear took hold, and I struggled desperately to stand up. Her voice was utterly terrifying. When she said she would drink my blood my imagination was filled with terrible images that I knew in my bones could soon be true.

Once I was halfway upright, she grabbed my collar chain and pulled me fully to my feet. She was so incredibly strong that the collar was pulled up and I was lifted almost off my feet by it. The metal digging in to my neck. Despite everything my fucked up sexuality liked the feeling. Maybe I was a piece of shit, so screwed up inside that I got off on someone threatening to drink my blood and hang me by the neck.

She half led, half dragged me through into the interrogation room. I saw that the chair had been altered. The straps had been folded out of the way and metal restraints had been pulled back. It now looked like it was ready to accept its next victim, …me!

In a matter-of-fact manner she unlocked my ankle cuffs. The she ordered me to sit in the chair. I clumsily tried to climb up on it, but it was hard with my wrists stiff cuffed to my sides. Her patience was short, so she physically put her arms around me and bodily lifted me up and into position. Again, I was shocked by how strong she was.

She positioned my legs on the leg rests and quickly applied heavy leather straps that tightly held them in place at ankle, calf and thigh. Next she undid my left wrist cuff and pulled my left wrist over to the arm rest where she strapped it down with a leather strap. She walked around the other side and did the same thing with my wrist. At no time had I had any kind of freedom. Any thoughts of escape were meaningless.

Taking her time she unlocked my collar, upper arm cuffs and the waist belt. She lifted them off me and placed them neatly in a cleared space on a nearby table. I had been sitting a little upright while she did this but next she pushed me into the back of seat and pulled a strap across my stomach and cinched it tight. She added more straps around my upper arms.

“I will remove your head cage. When I do you will not speak. If you disobey me it will go hard with you, understand?”

I nodded, wondering what ‘go hard’ meant. What could be worse than what she was surely already going to do with me?

She unlocked the cage and the two halves hinged apart. The gag pulled from my mouth, and it was weird not to feel it in my mouth anymore. Once my head was free, she pushed it into place on the headrest. Some kind of heavy metal collar was swung over from one side and locked on the other. I felt metal moving behind my neck, and I heard heavy clicks as the front and back halves locked together. Then there was more movement and the collar …changed shape. It expanded and tightened around my neck. I could still breath, but my neck was now enclosed in metal technology that did not feel passive. It wasn’t a block of metal, it was a machine, something that could do …god knows what to me.

Next, she pulled a metal frame down over my head. It too was complicated and ended up pressing into my face and the sides of my head as it locked in place. My head was closed in a metal frame that was at least as confining as the head cage had been.

Next something pushed into my mouth. It felt like the same kind of rubber gag but was larger, more intrusive and less comfortable. Then rubbery plugs were pushed into my nostrils and my nose and mouth were covered by a bulky rubber breathing mask. For a moment I could not breath and I felt gripped by panic then I heard a click, and a hiss and fresh air filled my lungs.

I had never felt so scared or so vulnerable in my life. She could do anything to me that she wanted, and I could not even cry out. But …how could this be an interrogation if I could not speak?

Once I was fixed in place and helpless, Mira was in no hurry. She moved around the room doing things I could not see. I heard metal clinking and …other sounds I could not identify but seemed very forbidding. My fear was a cold feeling in my stomach and paralysing tendrils in my mind. It was at war with the incredible sense of excitement I was feeling, and arousal!

I was at the mercy of someone who I truly believed was taking this totally seriously. I was about to be tortured for real. For some reason that was driving my arousal as much as it was filling me with dread.

The waiting was the worst part. Mira was working around me but so far had done nothing. Waiting for the pain to start was driving me crazy. Every move she made, every sound she caused was like the knell of doom in my imagination.

Then she turned her attention to me. She brought a bundle of what looked like electrical cables up from something beside the chair I could not see. These she plugged into ports on the front of my chastity belt. Then she started attaching large black sticky pads to various parts of my body. Some went on my inner thighs, some went on my stomach, just below the leather strap and just above the chastity belt.

Next, she turned her attention to my breasts. A metal frame was fixed across my chest and what looked like electric contacts were pressed into each of my nipples. The frame started moving with a slight electric hum and started changing shape. It enclosed each of my breasts in a collapsing and tightening metal web. It looked like layers of fine chicken wire squeezing my flesh.

“Now, I think we are ready to begin,” said Mira, “You are not worth my time, but I will do what I must to get the truth. I know you cannot speak so all my questions will need either a ‘yes’ or ‘no’ reply. If the answer is ‘yes’ raise your right index finger. If the answer is ‘no’ raise your left index finger. Do you understand?”

I raised my right finger.

“Good, now we can get started,” she said and I heard a switch being thrown.

Suddenly my ass and sex were assailed by pain! The chastity belt’s invaders were electrocuting me! The pain was extreme and because of where it was it felt like a violation, like I was being raped …by pain itself. I tried to scream but all that came out of my mouth was a muffled squeal.

Then the pain stopped. I gasped in relief. Breathing heavily. Then I suddenly could not breathe at all. I tried to draw in air but there was nothing. I looked at Mira but she was just watching me dispassionately. I tried to struggle against my bonds, but they were too tight to allow more than small movements.

I thought I was going to pass out but then, just as I was starting to feel strange the air returned. I took deep gulps of air in desperation. I had only just got my breathe back when the air was cut off again. I stared at Mira in desperation and struggled pointlessly against the straps. Again, she held off until I was starting to really feel the effects before turning on the air again.

As I gasped in the sweet air, I braced myself to be asphyxiated again but instead my breasts exploded with pain. Then more pain hit my thighs and stomach. It was too much, I tried so hard to scream but all I managed was wheezing gasps. The pain kept up and again I looked pleadingly at her.

Then the pain stopped.

Mira smiled at me coldly, then said “Now that you know what I can do to you, understand two things. First, I could do far worse. What you have just experienced is a mild taster of what I could do to you in this room. Second, you will not be leaving this room until I get the answers I want. Do you understand?”

I tried to nod but my head could not move. Then I realised my error and raised my right index finger.

“Now, first question, did you know what this place was before you applied for the job here?”

Oh! A real question! I quickly raised my left finger.

“Hmm …did anyone contact you about this place before you applied?”

Left finger.

“After you applied, did anyone contact you about this place? Anyone other than us?”

Left finger again. This wasn’t a game. This was a real interrogation. Mira wanted answers to questions that obviously really mattered. The sense of fear in me increased as I had it confirmed that Mira was dead serious. This was no game.

“Have you ever heard the name Konorak?” she asked.

Left finger.

“Since you started working here, has anyone contacted you asking about this place.”

Left finger.

“You once told me you live with your stepfather. Does he know what this place is?”

Left finger.

“Have you ever told him any details of what the partners here do?”

Left finger.

“Does he even know where this place is?”

I had to think for a moment. Had I ever mentioned the address to him? I had wanted to keep all the details to myself in case he tried to cause trouble for me.

Sudden pain hit my breasts, stomach, thighs, ass and vagina all at the same time. It went for what felt like ages. What had I done wrong? I screamed and thrashed about but that just meant from what Mira could see that I made a muling sound and barely moved.

The pain stopped.

“When I ask a question, you will answer promptly! Now, does he even know where this place is?”

I raised my left finger quickly.

“When you applied to work here, did you have any reason to apply for the job, other than the need for employment?”

Left finger.

“Good girl, by the way. I have ways of knowing if you are speaking the truth. If you lie to me, I will know it and you will suffer.”

Was a lie detector built into all the damn stuff I was hooked up with?

“When Theraxi put you in her bondage chair, was that the first BDSM  experience you ever had?”

Right finger.

“Do you hope that she will put you in it again?”

Right finger.

“Did you know you had an interest in BDSM before you came to work here?”

Left finger.

“If any of the partners invited you to submit to them in their dungeons, would you accept?”

Right finger.

“When I invited you down here did you hope for a BDSM experience at my hands?”

Right finger.

“Is what happened here what you expected?”

Left finger.

“Are you, Rachel, genuinely afraid right now?”

Right finger.

“Are you, Rachel, aroused at the moment?”

Right finger.

“The chastity belt you are wearing can detect orgasms. You had three while locked in your cell. One was the result of the stimulation it can create. The other two were …surprising. If I were to tell you that after this interrogation, I would be putting you back in steel bondage in your cell and keeping you there for several days, would that prospect appeal to you?”

…Right finger.

When I told you that you would be coming into this interrogation room to be tortured, did that arouse you?”

Right finger.

“Did it scare you?”

Right finger.

“Did it utterly terrify you?”

Right finger.

She smiled at that and stroked my arm. Her touch was such a surprise, I gasped.

“Rachel, I think you were born for this, for BDSM.”

I raised my right finger even though she had not asked me a question. She laughed at seeing that then her face shifted and took on the hard look again.

“Rachel, I will give you some instructions now. I want you to make me some promises. First if anyone contacts you and asks about what happens here, I want you to tell them nothing. Say nothing about this place or any of the partners or what happens here. Do you promise that?”

Right finger.

“If you receive such a contact, I want you to tell me about it. Do you promise that?”

Right finger.

“Are you enjoying working here?” she asked, now with an easy smile.

Right finger.

“Do you plan on sticking with the job long term?”

Right finger.

“I think I chose the right girl for the job, now I need to get you out of this chair.”

The interrogation was over? I felt a huge wave of relief and disappointment at the same time, which was a very strange mix of feelings. She steadily removed all the metal attachments, wires and pads. The frame came off my breasts leaving a pattern of red marks on them that I hoped would soon fade. She removed the collar and the face mask and frame. She had not told me I could speak so I kept quiet.

When I was free of all the restraints holding me to the table I started to sit up and move my legs so I could stand up.

“Keep still!” she growled and I froze.

“Who said you could move? You keep still until I tell you to move!”

I cowered back into the chair. She turned and lifted up the head cage and presented the open front to my face. I obediently opened my mouth, and the gag was pushed inside while the back of cage swung shut and my head was locked in the metal prison again. She picked up the set of collar, chains and manacles I had been wearing before and steadily fitted them to me once again.

I did not complain. I was entirely placid and obedient. I was soon shackled as I had been before. She led me back to my cell, pushed me inside and then slammed the door shut and locked it. She didn’t even say anything.

Inside my head I was rejoicing. The interrogation had been real. She had been worried that I had been …what? Maybe some kind of spy or plant? I wondered who Konorak was. Someone who was causing trouble for the partners? I had passed the test though. She now accepted, I was sure, that I was genuine and committed to my job.

Was I loyal to the partners? Yes! I felt a connection to the Dark Dimension now. I wanted my job to last. If anyone wanted to cause trouble for them, I would do what I could to help. I loved that she had not just let me go after the interrogation. After the revelations in that room, she had put me back in my cell. The serious stuff was done, now that Mira knew she could trust me, what new secrets and games might the partners want to show me?


Chapter 8

Finally Free

I had been in the cell for about an hour before Mira returned, opened the door and held up my phone.

“Rachel, I am enjoying keeping you as my prisoner so I have decided that you will be locked up here overnight.”

My heart leapt at that. It was incredibly hot, to my perverted mind, that she had just announced that. I had not been consulted, of course. I was finding new levels of my depraved BDSM soul and how utterly submissive my nature was. The idea of being kept prisoner for longer, without my consent, simply thrilled me.

She continued, “I guess that you may need to let your stepfather know that you won’t be home this evening?”

I thought about that. Would Gary give a shit if I didn’t come home? There was food in the kitchen, and he had never shown any interest in what I did at work or when I went out for any other reason. If I didn’t come home at all would he notice? I guessed he might, so I nodded to Mira.

“Can you type a text to him saying you are working a night shift here. There is no phone signal down here so I will send it when I get upstairs again.”

She held the phone so I could touch the screen with the fingers of my right hand. I put in the pin to open the phone and opened my short contacts list, selected Gary and started a text. I typed what she had asked and then she took the phone from me. She closed and locked the door and walked away, leaving me in my cell.

I wondered what the time was. If I was going to be in the cell overnight, how many hours would that be? The buzz of arousal was still very strong, and the interrogation was still running around in my head. Would I be able to calm down enough to sleep? I looked at the bare and uncomfortable cell. Would I even be able to sleep?

It turned out that I could sleep. After Mina came in much later to feed and water me again I felt tired enough to try and settle down. I did not try the metal bed, that was useless, but I folded myself into a corner as comfortably as I could and rested my head against the wall. It wasn’t a perfect place to sleep, and I would probably be horribly stiff and aching when I woke.

I awoke during what I thought was the night because I needed to pee. I did indeed feel stiff and achy. I managed to get to my feet and shuffle over to the toilet. After relieving myself and pressing the flush control I went to the small window and stared out. The interrogation room door was closed and only a couple of dim wall lights were on outside my cell. They sent a small amount of yellowish light through the window which was enough for me to move about in the cell without bumping into things. I idly wondered about my chastity belt. Mira had said that it could detect when I had an orgasm. Was it monitoring other things? Was its output showing on a laptop screen somewhere? I hoped it was. It would be reassuring to know that Mira had some way of knowing I was OK.

Having got some sleep, it was harder to get back to sleep. I had been tired enough before to sleep despite the discomfort of the bondage. Once I was awake, I did not think I could easily get to sleep again. I walked around the cell a little then sat on the edge of the metal bed. I found my mind wandering to odd subjects. I wondered who had manned the office all day. There had been tasks pending that only I knew about. Had it all been ignored? Would I have to sort it all out whenever I got back up there?

I sat in the near darkness while my mind wandered. After a while I came around to some serious introspection. When Mira had said I would be imprisoned in the cell overnight I had felt thrilled. It you had asked me a year ago if I would jump at the chance of being locked up in such a way I would have thought it crazy bullshit. Even alone in the middle of the night I knew that if Mira came and released me, I would be disappointed. A bit of me even wondered what it would be like to spend longer that one night locked up. That same perverted part of me wondered if more restrictive bondage was an option. I had fairly free use of my hands with the shackles I was wearing.

Would it better if I was blindfolded? I would then have to find the toilet by feel. What if my ankles had no chain between them but were directly cuffed together? What about the chastity belt? What if it was set to do the painful shocks at random times all the time, I was in the cell?

These ideas made me shake my head at how crazy a person I had become. I was effectively criticising Mira for being too easy on me. Did I really think the bondage I was in was …what? …mild? I laughed into the gag. Ah that was something that was extreme. The head cage was amazing. The feel of the curved bars tight against my skin, the weight of it and the feel of the gag in my mouth. I could not imagine it being stricter.

Imagining how my bondage could be made worse was getting me all worked up. My arousal was growing. I started working a fantasy in my head. I had been imprisoned and tortured. My captor was planning more torture and wanted to make my time in my cell as hard as possible as part of that torture. I imagined being more securely bound, not being able to see and being shocked all hours of the day and night.

I could feel the pleasure growing and I shifted around on the bed, trying to make the chastity belt’s invaders shift inside me so that I could feel them more. Maybe if I achieved orgasm would the come down be such that it would make me hate being in bondage. Though that hadn’t happened the last time. Was I wanting an orgasm to try and cure myself of my perversion and not crave more imprisonment and more extreme bondage? Did I want to climax as a way to bring myself to my senses? I knew that wouldn’t work. I was lost in my desire for BDSM now. I could not imagine anything changing that and I did not want anything to change it.

But I did want release. My fantasizing had warmed me right up. I was getting somewhere by moving in the chastity belt. I climbed down off the bed and knelt up against it. By pushing the front of the belt into the side of the bed I could feel something shift against my clit. I clenched my muscles around the dildo and pushed harder. I focussed on the fantasy in my mind. I was going to be a prisoner in this cell long term. I would be paying regular visits to the interrogation room. Mira would put me in stricter and stricter bondage. She would want to break my will and make me her slave.

That last thought made me laugh but the fantasy was working. I felt the delicious rise of my orgasm and when it hit the hard work it had taken seemed to help make it last and last. The high of it was sweet and intense. I collapsed onto the floor afterward and let the aftershocks ripple through me. I lay in the awkward bondage for quite a while before edging over to the corner. I got into the same position I had fallen asleep in before, but even after a long time, sleep did not come.

The hours passed and I stayed on the floor the whole time. Eventually I heard footsteps and the rattle of the lock. The door swung open and Mira stood there.

“Get up you lazy oaf. You have a day’s work ahead of you.” she said in a cheery voice.

By crawling to the corner where I was able to stagger to my feet. She grabbed hold of my chain to pull me out of the cell and back toward the front of the dungeon. There she slowly and calmly removed all the bondage from me. When she removed the head cage, I kept quiet. Her prohibition on speaking still in my memory.

The last to go was the chastity belt and she removed it with great care. This time I watched what she was doing, and I saw the belt did indeed have sophisticated plumbing. Some kind of flexible catheter was pulled out when the crotch piece was unlocked and opened. Why had I not felt that going in?

“OK, Rachel,” she said, “You have served your sentence. Consider yourself punished. You may now speak if you want to.”

I smiled, “It erm ..it didn’t feel like punishment.”

She laughed, “Oh really? Not even the interrogation? I must tell you that the first half of that was actually real. Not a game. I wanted answers to those questions.”

“Did you think I might be a spy?”

She shrugged, “It was a possibility I needed to consider. There is a lot to the history of this place you don’t know. The world we inhabit, the other partners and I, it is …complicated. There are those who would like to see this place fail, or take it from us, or …well …other bad stuff. You don’t need to know. I now trust you. You have proven yourself good at the job and when you expressed your loyalty, I knew you were telling the truth. That wins you a place here, long term, if you want it.”

I grinned like a fool, “I do, ...oh please, yes!”

Theraxi had hugged me after my session with her. A session that seemed so mild now. I felt I could really use a hug after all I had been through, but Mira did not look like the huggy type.

She looked at me, “What were you thinking just then?”

I blushed, “I was just feeling I needed a hug and kind of guessed that erm, ..you weren’t the huggy type.”

“No, I am most certainly not! Theraxi hugged you after your first session, didn’t she?”

I nodded.

“Yes, she is nice like that. Good at aftercare. Zefo would have mothered you mercilessly after a session. A hug would have been the least of it. I, on the other hand, am a strict disciplinarian. I don’t do hugs, cuddles or aftercare. I do cells, chains, locks and torture. …What I did to you, …what did you think of it?”

I had become used to just telling the truth, so I just blurted out, “The interrogation was awesome. It was scary as hell but also hot. Being in the cell was difficult at first but then I kind of …dialled into it. Right now, I feel a desire to be chained up again and locked back inside! …I also fantasized myself to orgasm last night by imagining being in more restrictive bondage in there.”

Her eyes went wide, “My god we have created a monster! You wanted stricter bondage?”

I nodded, “If I get the chance to do this again, …yes please.”

She looked at me intently and then laughed, “By the Spirits you are serious! Well, let me assure you that I have every intention of locking you up in my cell block again. Do you think you could do more than one day?”

I nodded confidently.

“And you want more restrictive bondage?”

I hung my head, “If that’s …permitted. I know better than to make demands.”

“Good girl!  Don’t presume to order your sessions from a menu. I am sure I can satisfy your deliciously depraved soul. Just remember who is in charge!”

She told me to get dressed and get back upstairs and back to work.


Chapter 9

Revelation!

After I dressed myself and went back upstairs to the office, I looked at the clock on the wall and saw that the time was eight thirty in the morning. There wasn’t any point going home. I sat at my desk, logged in to the computer and started checking emails. I also checked the answerphone. It did not look like anyone had stepped in to help while I was down in my cell.

Bit by bit I caught up with everything. I logged two client confirmations, caught up with food orders for the kitchen and re-scheduled two deliveries that had been missed because no-one had been around to answer the door.

I was absorbed in work when Zefomira poked her head around the door.

“Hi Rachel,” she said, “I hear Mira had you in her cells last night.”

I nodded, “Yes, it was …amazing.”

“Really? …Mira told me she really put you though it. She said she had you in her interrogation chair.”

I grinned, “Yes, I loved it!”

“You did? …wow!”

“In fact, she only released me from the cell this morning.” I added.

“And you enjoyed it?”

I nodded, “Oh yes! I am so looking forward to doing it again.”

“I will have to rethink what I was going to offer you. Lying in a hospital bed is hardly going to compete with Mira’s torture room.”

“You should have listened to Mira!” said a voice from the hall. I recognized it as Kolozaru, the partner whose dungeon was on the same floor as Theraxi, “She said we should be using Rachel to practise on. Choose something you want to develop or get innovative with dear!”

Kolozaru eased into the office. She was a commanding presence. She was very tall, slim with long dark hair. She had a beautiful oval face and very pale skin. She always wore latex clothes and this time she was wearing a classic black latex catsuit with burgundy leather corset.

Mira has said they should practise on me? “When did Mira say that?” I asked,

“Yesterday evening, at an impromptu partners meeting in the lounge,” she explained, “She said she had put you to the test and you had passed with flying colours. She said you would be a permanent staff member from now on.”

I felt a rush of pleasure at hearing that. It seemed that my time in the interrogation chair had been a rite of passage. Now that Mira trusted me, how would things change?

“She said you were up for just about anything.” explained Kolozaru, “Which if you can survive Mira’s attentions and actually want more you are definitely our kind of …receptionist. Mira said we should make use of you when we want to improve our skills or try out new things. We can’t experiment on clients. Whatever we do with them has to be well worked out in advance, so we know it works and we know what we are doing.”

She turned to Zefomira, “Is there anything you want to try for the first time?”

Zefomira looked pensive for a moment, “Well, there is the padded cell. There are things I want to do in there that I haven’t done before.”

“When will that be ready?” I asked, getting interested.

“Did you hear her?” exclaimed Kolozaru with a laugh, “She’s desperate! You’ll have to speed things up Zefi.”

“Leave Rachel alone, she has work to do!” said Mira’s voice from behind Kolozaru.

“Mira, that’s your fault for locking her up for a whole day!” said Zefomira.

“Maybe we need someone to cover for Rachel when the rest of us have her tied up in our dungeons,” suggested Kolozaru, “You know …maybe we should hire a receptionist.” she added with a laugh.

Even Mira laughed at that, “Just leave her alone for now, let her catch up.”

The other two headed off with promises to think of really innovative torturous experiences for me. Mira stepped into the office and sat down.

“They say you had a meeting while I was locked up,” I said. Not accusingly, but interested.

“Yes, I told them we could trust you. I thought it important that they know,” she confirmed.

“Thanks for that,” I said, sincerely, “And you said they could practice on me because I am such a total bondage slut.”

She smiled, “Yes, if you like I can write it into your job description. You could be our official receptionist and bondage …test pilot.”

“Test pilot?”

“Would you prefer guinea pig?”

“You’re right, ‘test pilot’ is better.” I replied with a smile.

Mira leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, “Just because you could cope with my interrogation chair, don’t assume that the other partner’s skills won’t test you.”

“I won’t” I said, “Though I have only seen yours, Theraxi’s and Zefomira’s dungeons so far. …What does Kolozaru do?”

“You will be amazed to learn that she loves latex,” she laughed, “Her dungeon is all about vacuum bondage, inflatables, layers of tight rubber, breathplay, that kind of thing. She knows her stuff.”

“And the others?” I asked.

“Well, Parozona has the other basement dungeon. She uses suspension and rope quite traditionally but she also does immersion. She has a small pool that is set into the basement floor. Being tied up underwater is quite an experience. She has also been experimenting with glue and plastic polymers to encase people. She has an ambition to use concrete on someone. You know, encase someone in it.”

I was gobsmacked, “That sounds …dangerous. If she used polymer to encase people how does she get them out again?”

“Oh, she doesn’t apply the polymer or epoxy directly,” she explained, “Parazona does a life case on her regular clients and then creates moulds for casting polymer …well, prisons. They can encase someone head to foot as a perfect fit with only a thin, built in tube for breathing. It looks amazing!”

“And that’s safe?” I asked, amazed.

She smiled, “It’s safe by our standards! We do skirt the dangerous side of life, to be honest. She has no shortage of clients willing to try it. Her clients are weird, and that’s me saying that! That just leaves Bolakeri. She is a roleplay queen. Except she makes her clients roleplay as animals and furniture. She uses some really restrictive bondage on her clients to make them into chairs and then sits on them. She also does things like tying her client’s arms folded back on themselves and the same with their legs and making them be her puppies. She puts tight restrictive masks on them too.”

I smiled, “It all sounds fantastic. I am not intimidated.” I said.

“Knowing what I do about you now, I am not surprised. Were my descriptions sounding like an invitation to Disneyland?”

I laughed, “Yes, totally!”

She stood up, “Well, test pilot and receptionist Rachel, I will leave you to get the office in order. Don’t let any of the partners kidnap you until you have at least sorted the food orders for the fridge. It’s looking a bit sparse in there.”

“The foods on order,” I said.

“Due today?” she asked, “Because I am craving steak.”

“I will chase them up and make sure it’s today,” I promised.

“Good girl!”

And so, everything got back to normal. I had everything in order by lunchtime. The food suppliers were amenable to fast delivery except for the specialist butcher we used for the main meat order. They could not get a delivery in to their own store until late that day, by which time they could not promise delivery to us.

I offered to go round and collect the meat myself, even though it was a large order. I did not mind staying late if it meant Mira was happy. They agreed to it and gave me a collection time of seven. I hoped that was not too late to satisfy Mira.

The rest of the day went smoothly. After the previous night it felt a little odd to be doing my normal job once more. It was also hard to concentrate. My mind was filled with the speculation of what testing BDSM sessions the partners would concoct for their new test pilot.

I stayed on after my usual time to leave until I had to set off to collect the meat order. I ordered a taxi and headed off to the store which was a good five miles away. The order comprised two heavy bags of meat. Being a quality store the bags were hefty reinforced plastic things with thermal linings. The taxi took me back again and I heaved the two bags through the front door, closed it behind me and went through the hall, lounge and into the kitchen. I didn’t see anyone while I did this.

In the kitchen I opened the first bag and started sorting through the meat. The different partners each had their own compartments in the fridge and the freezer, and I did not want any of the orders to get confused, so I took my time. Mira’s steaks, Theraxi’s venison and Bolakeri’s lamb were all neatly packed away by the time I heard voices in the lounge.

I recognized the voices of Mira and Theraxi and then a few minutes later Kolozaru joined them. I finished packing the meat away and folded up the bags and put them away in a drawer. I was vaguely listening to what was being said when I heard..

“When you interrogated her, you didn’t give anything away?” asked Theraxi.

“No, I only asked what I needed to ask,” replied Mira.

“You didn’t give any names?” asked Kolozaru.

“I mentioned Konorak. I needed to know if she had ever heard the name.”

“You didn’t say what he was?” asked Theraxi.

“Of course not! I am confident she had never heard the name, and no-one had contacted her before she came here and none of the lords or their agents has contacted her since she arrived.”

Lords? What lords could she mean? Why would English gentry be interested in the Dark Dimension? Were the lords something else? Maybe a gang or some sort?

“You are absolutely certain she told the truth?” asked Theraxi.

“I was using as little mana as possible, but enough to be sure. The spell was subtle, I am sure she never felt it touch her mind.”

What the fuck? Mira was talking about spells? Was this a ...euphemism? I wondered if it meant some kind of drugs. Maybe something in what she had fed me. But I hadn’t felt drugged at any time. Horny yes, drugged no.

“I said that having her here is a risk.” said a new voice, Zefomira’s. “I like her, I think we all like her and having the chance to practise on her is going to be fun. But she can never know what we really are.”

“Can we feed from her?” asked Kolozaru.

“I fed from her last night!” said Mira, with a note of smugness, “I did not hold back in the interrogation room and her fear and suffering were very sweet. Her arousal was powerful too. I harvested far more mana than I spent.”

I stood frozen. What the fuck did that mean? Feeding from me?

“She didn’t feel it?” asked Theraxi, “Sometimes our experienced clients can sense when we feed from them. They grow attuned as you all know.”

“She felt nothing. She is a delight.” said Mira, “Her depravity is fantastic cover. I could have fed more deeply, and she would not have noticed. If she had felt it, I bet she would have just been turned on more by it.”

“Wow, she really is something!” said Kolozaru, “Well, I need a drink, do any of you want anything.”

I heard her footsteps heading toward the kitchen. I was suddenly frozen in fear. There was nowhere to hide.

The door opened and stepped through. She saw me standing there and said ‘Oh!”

I looked at her and my jaw dropped. It was Kolozaru, but …it wasn’t. What stood before me had her height, body shape, face and hair …but this Kolozaru had horns! Slender black horns curving up from her temples. A pair of large batlike wings emerged from high on her back and were folded neatly there. A slender tail curled around her legs. Her hand on the edge of the door had clawlike nails and her skin had a reddish tone.

We looked at each other for a long moment. Then she strode into the kitchen, grabbed my arm and twisted it up behind me. She was powerfully strong and I could not resist. My mind was numb with shock. She forced me out through the door and into the lounge.

Mira, Theraxi and Zefomira all looked at us. They were seated on the lounge sofas but all of them looked like Kolozaru. They each had horns, though of subtly different shapes, they all had bat-wings and they all had tails, claws and reddish skin.

“We have a problem!” said Kolozaru.


Chapter 10

Demon or Death

Mira stood and looked at us, “Shit!” she said.

“She was in the kitchen,” said Kolozaru, stating the obvious.

“What were you doing in there, Rachel?” asked Mira.

“I …I was putting away the meat order. It …it had to be collected late.” I gasped, my arm still held painfully by Kolozaru.

Mira strode over to me and grabbed my arm while nodding to Kolozaru to release me. Then she forcefully guided me to a chair and pushed me down into it.

“I am sorry Rachel.” She said, “But I am sure you can guess we have a problem. You have seen us as we really are.”

“What are you?” I asked, in a very small voice.

“There is no point in hiding anything, Mira,” said Theraxi, “You might as well tell the poor girl. She isn’t going to be telling anyone else.”

Mira looked at me grimly, “We are demons, Rachel. Demonesses to be precise. We come from a demon realm, and the Dark Dimension is where we feed. When our clients are bound and suffering, we feed from them. The emotions of fear, suffering and arousal create what we call mana. You might call it life-force or magic or chi. It is what we need to fuel our power and sustain us.”

“The Dark Dimension was Mira’s idea.” said Zefomira, “A place where we could live among mortals and feed from them while causing no harm. But now you, a mortal, know what we are. The question is what do we do with you?”

“The answer is simple,” said Kolozaru, “She has to die!”

My blood ran cold at the matter of fact tone in her voice. I was struggling to hold on to my sanity as my world had turned upside down and …was I going mad?

“No!” said Mira, firmly, “Under no circumstances is anyone harming Rachel.”

“We have no choice, Mira,” said Theraxi, “No mortal can know what we are and what we are doing here.”

“Mira, what other choice is there?” asked Kolozaru, “Think, Mira, what would you have us do? Lock her up for the rest of her life?”

Mira looked uncertain, “I could ask Lord Korvanda for a thrall collar,” she said, “That would solve the problem.”

“Pah!” retorted Kolovaru, “What kind of price would he demand? He bleeds us dry every time we ask to use his portal to travel to other realms. Also, a thrall collar would eventually dull her mind and just turn her into a empty headed slave. Is that what you want for her? I feel for her, too. We all like Rachel. But allowing her to live with what she knows is a risk we cannot take.”

“There is another option,” said Zefomira, “We could turn her.”

“What?” exclaimed Theraxi, “That is impossible! Turning a mortal requires a vast amount of mana and the combined power of ..”

“Six demons!” said Mira, “We could do it! We are six, and we are all bloated with the power we have been storing up by feeding here for years.”

“Why?” asked Kolozaru, “Why should we spend our precious mana just because you don’t want to face reality and end the life of one mortal?”

“Kolo, you are forgetting something,” said Zefomira, who stood and walked over to where I was sitting, “If we turn her. …If she becomes one of us, then …we are seven!”

There were gasps from the other partners …other demons.

“Yes!” said Theraxi, “Oh spirits yes! We could be free!”

“Think of it, Mira, …Kolo” said Zefomira, “No more kneeling to lord Korvanda, or any of the demon lords. We could make our own portals. We would each be vastly less vulnerable as well as more powerful.”

Mira was smiling, actually smiling, “Zefi, …call the others.”

After Zefomira left the room, Mira turned to me, “Rachel. You cannot know what is going on but by learning our secret you have placed yourself in terrible danger. Normally a demon who is discovered in this world has no choice but to either flee this realm or kill to keep her secret safe. We cannot flee so by rights we should kill you. I do not wish to do that. I like you, we all do, and it would cause many problems if we did it.

“But there is an alternative. We can turn you! That means we would need to use a great deal of our power, all six of us combining the mana we have gathered here. The six of us together have just enough power to turn you into one of us. You would become a demon. If it was successful, which is by no means certain, then there would be seven of us! Seven demonesses can form a Coven. Seven is the special number that is needed to make it work. We would join together, our power connecting permanently. Each of us could draw on the strengths of the others. It would make us vastly more powerful than we were before. We currently live at the whim of the most powerful demons, the demon lords. They control the portals that allow travel between worlds. But a Coven has the power to make its own portals. We need never kneel to anyone again.”

I was filled with terror. I looked up at her and asked, “Are you asking me to choose?”

“Fuck no!” said Kolozaru, “The choice is made. Being a Coven is a prize so great we will all agree. You think you saying no would stop us? I am sorry Rachel, but your fate is sealed. You will be one of us whether you want to be or not.”

“How …how is it done?” I asked.

“In the basement,” said Mira, “We have a Hexagram inscribed in the floor. It allows us to concentrate our power. You will understand when you see it. We will place you in the centre and the six of us will be at the points. The process will …scare you, and be painful. But seeing as it’s you, I bet you will enjoy it.”

She smiled and laughed and I could not help but laugh too, Then the enormity of what she was saying hit me again and I asked, “What does it mean …to be a demon?”

“What are we, you mean?” she asked.

I nodded.

“We are not creatures from a fairy tale. Nor are we anything from any of your mortal’s silly religions. There are many worlds, many …realities. We come from one of those worlds. One that is very different from this one. Over time, powerful beings in different worlds learned how to use power, …what we call mana, to open portals and travel from one world to another. Your ancestors, long ago, met some of my kind who had travelled to this world. They were scared of us. They were scared because of how we looked and what we could do. They added us to their superstitions and made a place for us in their religions.

“We have power. The mana we harvest keeps us from aging. All of us here are many thousands of years old by human reckoning. Provided we can feed there is no limit to how long we can live. What we will do to you will be to change you, physically and completely, into one of us. It is a monumental thing. Very rarely done in our history because of the great power it needs, and the skill.”

“How can you look …human?”

“By using our power. Each of us has crafted an …extension …of our demon bodies. We can shift between them when we need to. The horns, wings, tail, claws all go. Our skin changes to look human. It doesn’t take much power to maintain but we are all more comfortable in our real form. Just as you will be. Once you are a demon, we will help you re-create your human form as an extension you can use. “

I shifted nervously in the chair, “What will I do, …afterwards?”

Mira shrugged, “We will still need a receptionist.” she said with a smile, “The difference is you will be one of us. No need for us to hide our true selves when you are around. As soon as we have all recovered from turning you, we will do the ritual to form the Coven. The Hexagram will have to go and be replaced with a Heptagram. We will have to teach you what to do. We will need to do it as soon as possible too. If any of the demon lords who know about our little setup here finds out about you …finds out that we have become seven, then they may cause us trouble.”

“Why?”

“This place, …The Dark Dimension …is something new among my kind. It was an accident, many years ago that led me to realise that some humans enjoy suffering. They enjoy being bound and tortured. The very idea was unknown to us before. There is no BDSM in our world. We don’t want to kill people. Despite what the others said, they didn’t want to kill you. They were just scared. They were scared of losing this place, …having to leave. Here we can feed like no demon has ever been able to before. We can do so safely, easily and without actually hurting anyone. Our clients want what we do to them. They enjoy it, even while they suffer. All that extreme emotion they release feeds us. That makes this place something that attracts attention from people like the demon lords.

“So far, we have been OK because we bent the knee. We paid them in mana to leave us alone and let use their portals when we needed to. If they suspected we were about to become seven they might act to stop us. As a seven they couldn’t touch us. A Coven is too powerful for any of the demon lords to mess with. We would be free.”

A thought occurred to me, “Afterwards …when I am one of you. Do I need to feed?”

“Yes, you will need to feed. You will need to harvest mana like the rest of us.”

“So, …do I need a dungeon?” I asked.

“That’s a good question. You are so fucking submissive I don’t see how you can dominate a client. Maybe something will come from the turning. Maybe feeling the power of mana will help you find some dominant instinct.”

I had so many more questions, “When I was in your chair, …you fed off me?”

She nodded, “Yes, I did. It was wonderful. The mana that flowed from you was …it was so pure, strong and consistent. The best I ever tasted.”

“Would you be able to feed from me once I am a demon?”

“Now, that is a question!” said Mira.

“You can say that again,” said Theraxi, “It is one we are all wondering about.”

Mira continued, “Demons do not feed from each other. By our nature we strongly resist any attempt to drain our mana. All six of us are so dominant by nature that we have never even tried it. It never occurred to us. In theory, it is impossible.”

“So, would you still want me to be your test pilot?

She smiled, “Yes, assuming you still want to after you are changed. Once we are seven the rest of us can send you mana to feed you. But it would mean you were a drain on the rest of us. It would be better if you could feed. …I have an idea. Feeding just needs us to be close to the source, …to the client. If you joined one of us when we were with a client, you may be able to feed, just by being there.”

Just at that moment the other partners …the other demonesses, entered the room. They were in their demon forms, so they knew what was going on. Of course, Zefi had told them. Parozona was a small woman …demoness. She had a great head of red hair as a human and a trim athletic figure. As a demon her red hair was a deeper colour.

Bolakeri, as a human, was probably the friendliest partner of all. She was medium height, medium build and with very ordinary light brown hair. Her face was incredibly attractive and kind. She had a great sense of humour too. Now with horns, wings, claws, tails and red skin, she did not look quite so friendly.

“So!” said Parozona, excitedly “We are really doing this? Becoming seven?”

“Yes,” said Mira. “Though not today. We need time to prepare. We cannot afford to make any mistakes. We also have clients arriving soon. That means we cannot do anything until tomorrow at the earliest.”

“What will we do with her in the meantime?” asked Theraxi, pointing at me.

“We could put her back in your cells, Mira,” suggested Zefi.

“I have a client tonight, though it is only for one night.” explained Mira, “I could put her in the other cell.”

There were nods around the room. Bolakeri asked, “What if she says something to your client?”

Mira smiled, “Oh I think I can keep her quiet.”


Chapter 11

Back in my Cell

Mira didn’t waste time. She took me straight down to her dungeon. When we were in the outer area she turned to look at me.

“How are you feeling, Rachel?”

Out of habit I just told the truth, “Terrified, …excited, …confused.”

“Not angry, …or resentful? We are about to take away your humanity, …forever.”

“My humanity is over-rated.” I said, “My life has been …empty. All the best things that have happened to me have happened in the last few weeks in this place.”

“What about your stepfather?”

“The less said about him, the better. My mom left him the apartment on condition I be allowed to stay there. We pretty much hate each other. He is too lazy to get a job, and I am too poor to live anywhere else.”

“Well, you won’t be living there any longer. There is space for you next door.”

“Next door?”

“We own the building next door,” she explained, “Where did you think the six of us lived? In our dungeons?”

That was a good question, “Actually I hadn’t thought,” I admitted, “I guess I just assumed you had apartments somewhere.”

“It’s safer if we live together,” she said, “Also best that we live as close to this place as we can.”

“Safer because of …Konorak?” I ventured.

“Yes, among others. By now you will have guessed who he is.”

“A demon lord?”

“Yes, a very nasty one. He is a rival to lord Korvanda, the lord we pay mana too and the one we pledged allegiance to in order to be able to set this place up.”

“Like …a protection racket?”

“Close enough. Though Korvanda would step in to help us fight off someone like Konorak if needed. But then he would demand payment, lots of it.”

“But if we are a Coven, Konorak couldn’t hurt us?”

“No, we would too strong, …too powerful.” she affirmed, “Rachel …you said ‘we’. Do you already see yourself as of us.”

Oh wow, I had said ‘we’. “Erm, I’m sorry. I did not realise I’d said it that way.”

She smiled, “Don’t apologise. Its music to my ears. In our world, loyalty is everything. We value it above all else. You showed me loyalty before. I knew you were honest when you said so. I would never have let the others kill you. Now that you will be one of us, becoming a Coven will solve everything. No member of a Coven can betray her fellows. The bond is absolute.”

“So,” I said, “What happens now?”

She smiled, “Well, in about an hour a client will be arriving here to spend the night in a cell and in my interrogation room. By the time he arrives I need you to be in your own cell and quiet. The fact I have another prisoner will not bother my client. His name is James and he is a good man. Very submissive and with a high pain threshold. He has been here before when I have had someone else in the other cell. He knows not to be curious.”

I smiled, “Do I get to be bound and gagged?” I asked, hopefully.

She smiled broadened, “Of course. You did say the bondage you were in before was a bit tame, yes?”

Without her even needing to ask, I started taking my clothes off. After I had put them all in a neat pile she said, “You will need some new clothes afterward.”

“New clothes?”

“When you become a demon, you will have new measurements.” she explained.

“Some nice latex and leather clothes maybe?”

“Of course! After all the years we have spent doing BDSM we have all taken to wearing kinky gear pretty much all the time. It’s amazing what you can order online in your world. Though we have had to learn to modify clothes to allow for our tails and wings.” She turned to show how her latex leggings had a tailored hole for her tail.

“That’s going to be …odd, having wings and a tail,”

“I guess it will be. I wouldn’t know. I and the other have had ours all our lives.” she said.

“Do the wings …work?” I asked, gesturing at hers.

She snorted a laugh, “Yes, they work. Our bodies are lighter than a human’s and our muscles are much more powerful. Our wings beat fast and we fly very well on our homeworld. The gravity is lower there. We can still fly here but it is harder …still fun though”

I smiled, “I’ll look forward to it,”

“Don’t you dare try it out in the open. We know some places where you can learn. …Look, Rachel. You are going to be entering a world unlike anything in your imagination. You must be guided in everything by us. Follow our lead at all times and don’t try doing anything without our guidance. By that I mean you don’t leave this house until you have a human extension that you fully control. You don’t use mana for anything until you have learned with us and have full control of your power, and you most especially don’t try flying.”

“I promise!” I said, meaning it sincerely.

“Good girl, now let’s get you bound and imprisoned.”

“Do I get a say in how I am bound?” I asked.

She gave me a look that made me hang my head. “In my dungeon,” she said, her voice like ice edged with steel, “What happens to you is up to me, and only me, understand?”

I nodded, feeling a little thrill at how her voice made me feel so suddenly afraid.

She started by bringing out the exact same head cage I had worn before. But when she put it on me I found the mouthpiece had been changed. It was larger and more intrusive. Not uncomfortable but I could not imagine being able to make any sound with it filling my mouth. The back of the cage locked in place and its familiar pressure was …thrilling and almost reassuring.

Also making a re-appearance was my chastity belt. Feeling it being carefully locked on to me was as excitingly familiar as the head cage.

Then things changed. Instead of the shackles, she held up some kind of body harness. Like the shackles it was made of solid, quality looking steel. Metal bands were fitted around my body. The harness included a built in collar and enclosed my body a little like the way the head cage enclosed my head. A metal frame enclosed my breasts that reminded me a little of the torture device that had been used on me in Mira’s chair. The harness connected to locking points in the chastity belt, so soon my torso was held all over in bands of steel. Next, she pulled my arms behind my back and my wrists were locked into strong thick steel cuffs that were part of the harness. Once my wrists were disabled more cuffs were locked around my upper arms.

My legs were still unbound when she led me into my cell. It was not the same one as before, but the one next door. The inside looked the same, except there were several really solid looking steel rings built into the walls and, as I looked up, the ceiling.

Mira ordered me to lie face down on the metal bed. This I managed to do though I kind of fell onto it with a big of a clang. Once I was lying there, I felt metal cuffs being locked round my ankles. Then they were pulled up and I heard a chain being attached. The chain seemed to come from my body harness, and I could not then lower my feet. I was lying hogtied in steel on a hard metal bed.

Mira produced more chains and locked them to anchor points on the wall at the head of the bed, then locked the other ends to rings on my collar. I was now helplessly hogtied on the bed and physically chained to the bed so I could not even wriggle off it.

I heard her footsteps departing and the door was slammed shut and locked. I heard her heading away and then I heard the rattle of chains and clank of metal as she no doubt began to prepare for the arrival of her guest.


Chapter 12

Listening

Lying on the metal bed was not very comfortable but none of the steel bondage was actually painful. I felt like a fool. I had said to Mira that the previous bondage had been too mild and look what she had done to me!

I wondered if I was going to manage being so restricted all night? I bet I had no choice but to endure. The bondage was so strict that I was strongly aroused. I wriggled on the bed and delighted in the metallic sounds coming from all of my restraints.

The arousal and the fun of struggling in such strict bondage distracted me from the shattering revelation that my humanity was about to end. Could I really believe it? I had seen all of the partners in demonic form. In the morning would they all say it had been a joke and reveal that they had been wearing costumes?

I didn’t believe it. It wasn’t a joke. I had seen them close up and their wings and tails had looked very real. At the time the talk about me becoming a demon had seemed unreal, despite the evidence in front of my eyes, but lying on that steel bed, unable to move, I had to come to terms with the reality of what was going to happen to me.

What surprised me was that I didn’t find the idea depressing. For a start I wasn’t religious. The news that demons were real did not have me clutching a metaphorical rosary and praying for salvation. Mira’s tale about her people arriving on earth and being incorporated into myths and religions was entirely plausible. Humans are idiots and anything or anyone that doesn’t fit into humanity’s neat set of categories has so often in history been considered evil.

Demons then, were aliens from another world. I could grasp that. The rest of it was a bit mind-blowing. Demons feeding from extreme human emotions and thus acquiring magical powers was a shock. That they could use that power to end my humanity and remake me as one of them. That was …well I would believe it when it happened.

I did like the idea of being immortal, or as good as. The idea of dominating someone in a dungeon so I could feed off them did not appeal to me. Though to do my bit for the Coven it looked like I would be expected to do it. Maybe once I got the horns, tail and wings the dominant attitude would arrive right along as part of the package. I didn’t like that prospect. Despite the mind-numbing shock of being threatened with death and then it being decided that I had to become a demon, the idea that my personality would change was somehow even worse.

I was submissive. I liked being submissive. The idea of inflicting suffering on someone else was just …wrong. Not wrong in itself, but wrong for me! I thought back over what had been done to me by Theraxi and Mira. The best part of, the part that had been the most erotic, arousing, satisfying and downright wonderful was the fact that so much of it had been done without regard to my consent. Mira in particular had just done what she wanted to me, and I had had no choice in the matter. I loved that! The bondage I was in was much more severe than before and I loved that too. I loved to suffer …was that who I was? All my life had I just been waiting to be a victim in order to be my true self?

What would happen if, when I became a demon, I was still the same me. What if I was an abjectly submissive demoness? Mira had implied that Demonesses never submitted. Was that because being a demon meant being dominant by …instinct? Genetics? Was it upbringing? Mira and the others were from a different world. Had their culture made them dominant? I was human, with a human childhood. Would my submissive personality survive the transformation. I found myself deeply hoping that it did. Even if that caused problems for the Coven.

As I lay helpless thinking such profound thoughts, I heard a door opening and footsteps. They were the footsteps of two people! I heard the door closing again. I could then hear talking but it was too quiet for me to make out exactly what was being said. It was clear that the client had arrived.

Knowing what I did about Mira’s style of domination the guy would not be getting any say in what happened to him. I bet he would soon be naked and in severe steel bondage. This was an experienced client, and Mira did not do ‘soft’ play.

I soon heard the sound of chains and shuffling naked feet. Mira was coming closer while giving instructions mixed with insults to poor chained up James. As they passed my cell, I heard her say, “Your usual cell is occupied by another prisoner, do not make too much noise.”

Was Mira wanting James to be quiet so I could get some sleep? That seemed considerate, which was not the Mira I knew, and also pointless as I could not imagine sleeping bound the way I was.

I heard the cell door slam and the rattle of the key as I acquired a bondage neighbour. Mira walked off and I could easily imagine what the guy was experiencing as he waited in that harsh steel cell in cold steel bondage. I knew, and I presume he knew, that he would be going into the interrogation chair. Mira had said he had a high pain threshold, so what was going to be done to him was likely worse, maybe a lot worse, than what had been done to me.

I felt envious. I was probably much more severely bound than James was and would be so all night, yet I still had bondage envy? What was that about? Then I realised I was envious because he would be getting Mira’s undivided attention in the interrogation room. He would be the one strapped into that chair with all the metal frames positioned enclosing parts of his body. He would be the one who would have incredible pain inflicted on him or lose the ability to breath while Mira interrogated him.

I found I wanted to watch. Not because I had any desire to see James suffer, but because I wanted to know how much worse Mira would treat an experienced client, like James, than the way she had treated me. Just what level of torture was she capable of? My god, I thought, even though I knew how painful it had been I still I wanted to be the one in that chair!

The hours passed. Strangely, the bondage I was in, though very severe, slowly became more comfortable. I was resting on multiple bands of metal, yes, but overall, I was able to relax. After all, I thought, people slept on beds of nails in India. Maybe what kept me awake was waiting for James’s interrogation. I could not watch but I could listen!

I knew that James was experiencing the same anticipation I had felt. He was sitting, or lying, in his cell thinking about what was going to happen. I had been overwhelmingly aroused just by imagining going into that room. Then, when Mira had told me what she had planned for me, my anticipation had been for real with orgasmic results.

It hadn’t been my choice. Was what James was waiting for outside his choice? No, he was a client. He would have chosen it and paid for it. He had likely been through the experience many times. I wondered what would happen if James backed out. What if when Mira came to take him through into the interrogation room, he changed his mind? What if he suddenly could not face what he knew Mira was going to do to him?

Would she force him? She was strong enough. If I had refused when she took me in there, would she have forced me? I knew in my bones that the answer was yes. Mira wanted answers, and after what I had since learned, I knew why. But she didn’t need answers from James. Could she lose a client by forcing torture on one when he genuinely refused?

I had been told that the Dark Dimension was different because the domination was more extreme. The partners were willing to go to extremes that others would not. Did James know that even if he suddenly refused or safeworded or whatever, then it would not save him? Was that the difference? When a client began a session, was that taken by the demonesses as  consent for everything that followed? Did the clients come to the Dark Dimension for an experience that, at the time, would feel real because it could not be stopped, not escaped. I completely understood the attraction of that!

It was probably why there was no website. Putting that kind of information out may actually be …illegal? Maybe? When I got the chance, I resolved to find out.

Then Mira came back. She went into the interrogation room and started getting things ready. I knew that I wasn’t the one going in there, but I still found the noises incredibly forbidding …and exciting. How must James be feeling?  …What a fool I was!  I knew exactly how he must be feeling!

I listened as Mira went through her preparations. I tried to match the noises up with what I knew was in the room. I could hear it when she folded the straps out of the way, ready for her victim to sit down. I heard the metal frames being adjusted that attached to the chair. I heard implements being lifted out of a drawer and arranged on a table.

James would be hearing all those noises. Had he pissed himself out of fear or had an orgasm? I smiled around my gag imagining, …and envying,  his state of mind.

Then the moment came. Mira marched out of the interrogation room, her boot heels clicking loudly on the floor. I heard the rattle of keys and the sound of a cell door opening. I listened for the sound of James being dragged to his doom. But instead, I felt hands unlocking the chain that held my ankle cuffs.

What the fuck! She was in MY cell!

She undid the ankle cuffs and the chains fixing me to the wall. Then she leaned down and whispered into my ear.

“James can fucking wait! I won’t waste this chance to feed from you again. Just one more time!”

She pulled me off the bed. Her strength and my bonds allowed for no resistance. She half marched, half carried me through into the interrogation room. As she passed James’s cell she called out “Just child out James, your turn will come!”

She closed the door and started undoing my bondage. Once the body harness was gone, she physically lifted me into the chair and started strapping me down. I did not resist. I just looked at Mira. I looked at the expression on her face. I saw …need, …even lust! She wanted this. She wanted me! I whimpered as she started attaching electrodes and the metal frames enclosed my body.

She removed the head cage and looked at me. Her face only an inch or two from mine. “Tomorrow you will become my sister,” she whispered, “Tonight you will be my toy. I will need all the mana I can get to make sure you survive the turning and you, appropriately, are the best source of mana I know. I will drain James too, of course, but he is dessert. You are the main course.

“…Before you saw what you saw, and we knew we had to turn you, I hoped that you and I would be spending a lot of time in here. I hoped you would become something …special to me. I do what I do to my clients so I can feed. I enjoy it, but I do it mainly because of the feeding. I am not into men, …human men. None of us are. They are …food to us. Playthings that pay us money and give us power. Oh, we like them. Some of them are really fun to talk to. You are different. All of us knew that as soon as you started to submit. All six of us …feel something for you. That you will be our sister feels right to all of us. That we will be a Coven is …fucking unbelievable! But we all don’t want to lose you as our little test pilot, as our pet whose mana tastes so good when she submits to us.”

“I can …I can still submit.” I said.

“I hope so!” she said, “I really do. But a demon’s body resists having its mana taken away, and the suffering of a demon does not generate mana. We will enjoy playing with you, but you will not be feeding us, and that is a real loss.”

I had a question, “I will need to feed, to serve the Coven?”

“Yes, as a demon you will be able to feed from any human who is experiencing extreme emotion, if you are close to them.”

“If two demons are close to the same human? Can they both feed?”

“Yes, though that is not how we usually do it. We demons do not like to share.”

“Would you share with me? …in here?”

“You want to join me in torturing a client?”

“I don’t want to torture anyone. I am as submissive as fuck! …How close would I have to be to feed?” and I nodded toward the door, in the direction of the cells.

“Oh! I get you.” said Mira, “Yes ….yes! The cells are close enough. If you waited in one of the cells, the client would not know why you were in there and you would be close enough to feed. You would not absorb as much as me, but enough. Thank you, Rachel. That helps. Even if you do not acquire any dominant leanings, at least you won’t starve.”

Then, before I could say anything else, she pulled the frame around my head and the nose plugs, gag and breathing mask were put in place.

“Now, speaking of starving. It’s time for me to feed.” she said with an evil grin.

She flipped a switch and pain shot through my arse, vagina, stomach and breasts.

Even muffled by the gag, I still managed to scream.


Chapter 13

Demoness!

In the morning I was in my cell, bound as I had been before. I had spent hours in the interrogation room with Mira. Then, after she had helped me stagger back to my cell and bound me on the bed, she had quickly cleaned up and then led James to his doom. I had listened in and even though my session in there had been astonishingly severe, it sounded like his was worse.

He was also in there longer than me, it seemed. I heard his screams and his whimpers, even though he was gagged. I wondered what it would be like to be feeding off his emotions too. I would be finding out soon enough.

James was released and left in the early morning, as far as I could tell. I was not released. Mira came into the cell and told me I would be kept in my cell until just before the ritual that would make me a demon. She gave me food and water, untied me enough to use the toilet and then retied me, locked my door and left.

Telling time was difficult when you could see nothing and barely move in a dim cell for hours. What was about to happen to me had been going round and round in my mind. It had seemed abstract before, as if it was …not really going to happen. Maybe seeing all the partners as demonesses had been hallucination? Was this a very vivid dream? If it was real I would find out soon. Also, if it was true I had spent my last night as a human trussed up in steel. I actually felt good about that.

The door opened and I heard two people enter. Mira said, “Are you awake Rachel?”

I mumbled into the gag.

“By the spirits, Mira!” said Zefi, “Will she be able to walk about spending all night like that?”

“She’ll be fine. Rachel is a good girl, I bet she loved it.”

I kind of had done. I waited while Mira set me free. Zefi helped me off the table when my arms and feet were free. Then I stood while Mira unlocked everything else. By the time I walked out of the cell I was totally unbound. I was also naked. When I moved to put my clothes on Mira stopped me.

“You go naked to the ritual, Rachel.”

Oh, right.

With Mira on my right and Zefi on my left they guided me out of Mira’s dungeon. In the basement were two more doors. One led to the other basement dungeon, but it was to the other they took me. The door opened as we approached and I was taken through into a small chamber with rock walls and actual burning torches in sconces all around. It looked like something from a Hollywood movie set.

In the smooth stone floor was the Hexagram they had mentioned. It was a complex six pointed star set into the stone and made of what looked like strips of precious metals. I could see gold, silver and copper but other metals were there too. Some of them seemed to be …glowing.

The other demons were already there. To my surprise I saw they were all as naked as I was. Once through the door, Mira and Zefi removed their clothes too and put them outside the door before closing it.

“Why are we all naked?” I asked.

“Fire safety,” said Parazona, “The energies we will be releasing would incinerate any clothes we wear.”

“Oh, right, …good to know, thanks,” I said nervously.

Zefi began explaining, “Rachel, this is the room in which we perform our most powerful works of mana. It is where portals form when we need to travel to other worlds and it is where you will either become one of us or perish in the attempt.”

Hang on! “Perish?” I gasped.

“It is possible that the energies we must release will be more than you can sustain,” said Mira, “We have prepared as best we can and believe this will be successful, but we must be honest with you. This is not without risk.”

“I guess I don’t get the option to pull out?” I asked.

Mira shook her head, “You did not opt in! This is happening according to our will. Rachel, please stand in the centre. Once there stay totally still.”

Hesitating would get me nowhere, so I walked gingerly to the centre of the Hexagram. In the middle was a smaller six pointed star, maybe a meter across. I stood in the exact centre and waited, staying as still as possible.

The six demons walked to the six points of the Hexagram. Each one stood on a specific pattern, each one made of a different kind of metal. Once there they put their arms by their sides. I was surrounded by six naked demonesses. They each had expressions of fierce concentration.

At first, nothing happened. Then, as I looked at them, I saw their eyes start to glow. It was like looking at a dozen hot red coals, all pointing at me. Then I froze. I couldn’t move. It was if my body was frozen in ice. I felt cold, incredibly so. Then, slowly, I felt myself lifted into the air.

My arms were pulled away from my sides, and my legs were pulled apart. Soon I was spreadeagled floating in the air. I could look down and see that the Hexagram was on fire! All the metal bands were alight. I could see, actually see energy flowing from each of the six demons into the Hexagram. The fiery flow was coalescing right beneath me.

Then something that looked like fiery lightning leapt up from the centre of the pattern and hit me dead centre, right below my chest. I couldn’t make a sound, but I felt like I had been shot. Then the energy flowed all over me. I caught fire! Evert part of me was glowing. I still could not move but the pain was indescribable! Energy was flowing up from the pattern and into me. The pain just kept on getting worse. I felt like my flesh was being burned away.

I wanted to scream but all my muscles were rigid. I could not even take a breath. I was locked in place, floating in the air as my body burned brighter and brighter and the pain got worse and worse. I could not even think. I wanted to die so badly. I wanted the pain to just end.

My body felt like it was charring and falling away. Searing veins of fresh agony ran through me. I wasn’t even aware of having a body anymore. I was a knot of frozen fire, rigid mindless suffering.

Images flowed into my mind. Images of a world I had never seen. Incredibly steep ravines and towering mountains that had almost vertical sides. I saw a cavern of crystal that glowed with an inner light. I saw rivers of water that were a blue so deep it was like looking at the night sky.

I saw forests of trees that were slender and so tall the tops of them were lost in clouds. Birds with four wings flew among them and nested in the vast intricate network of their branches and twigs. The leaves were golden in colour and as slender as the trees they belonged to.

My body’s suffering altered. It was no longer a lost charred memory but instead it started to feel like it existed again. The pain slowly subsided and the light level in the chamber reduced from blinding to merely bright. I still could not move but I was at least able to feel my body. Only …it wasn’t mine. As I floated in the air, everything felt different.

The first thing I felt were my wings. My back ached badly where the new musculature had appeared that controlled them. I could feel them. I had wings and I could feel them. It was the strangest sensation, almost like having an extra pair of arms.

I could also feel my tail. I could move it a little and move it more as the strange grip on my body weakened. The pain in my body lessened and the flow of energy from the Hexagram slowed and then faded away.

Suddenly the hold on me vanished and I fell to the ground. I lay in the middle of the Hexagram, exhausted.

When I raised my head, I saw that Mira and the others had all collapsed to the ground. They each looked like they were as wasted as I felt. They were just pulling themselves up to kneeling and sitting positions.

“I think it worked,” said Theraxi, looking at me.

I looked back at her and then down at my own body.

I was a demon! My body felt very different. I looked at my hands and saw that my fingers now ended in claws. My skin was the same reddish tone as theirs. My feet now ended in claws too and I put my hand behind my back and felt my tail. It was long and generally thin but was quite thick at the base where it emerged from the base of my spine.

It was muscular and my body seemed to know how to move it. The skin on its surface was thicker and tougher that elsewhere. My wings were folded against my back. I think I had done that instinctively as I fell. I managed to get to my knees and then extended my wings. It felt like stretching out a pair of arms. I looked at them on each side of me and they were magnificent. The deep red colour of the membrane was beautiful.

Horns, did I have horns? I reached up and felt that yes, a pair of horns now grew from my head. I thought they were a little shorter than the ones of the others but maybe they would grow with time.

Mira smiled at me, “Welcome sister!” she cried, “Give us your name?”

My name? But as soon as she asked I knew my name. In fact, I knew I had two names. One to share and one to keep. How did I know that? No-one had told me that demons had two names. The second name was secret, a true name never to be shared lest it give someone else power over you. My public name I could give them.

“My name is Solinaxi,” I said.

“Welcome Solinaxi,” said all of the demonesses …my fellow demonesses, as one.

I managed to get to my feet as they were doing the same. They walked up to me and embraced me one by one. Then they gathered round and I felt their hands stroking me and feeling my tail, wings and horns, as if they wanted to confirm that what they had done had worked.

“What happens now?” I asked.

“Now we sleep,” said Mira, “All of us. It’s time we showed you your new home.”


Chapter 14

Home

Though all the demonesses were exhausted, they were utterly jubilant. Their joy and effusive affection were uplifting. Any shock I was suffering at my transformation was tempered by the warmth of their reaction.

Mira led us all to a door at the far end of the Hexagram chamber, “Solinaxi, this leads into the brownstone next door, where our home is.”

“Can I sleep on someone’s sofa tonight?” I asked.

All the girls laughed, “No,” said Mira, “We each have suites and yours is already prepared. Zefi and Kolo made it ready for you while you were locked in the cell.”

The door opened into what I guessed was the neighbouring basement. It did not have any dungeon vibes but looked like the inside of someone’s home. It was all open plan with a large and very opulent living area at one end with sofas, easy chairs, a large TV, coffee tables and even art on the walls. At the other end was a very well equipped kitchen and dining area. I saw two upright freezers, and I was sure they were full of meat.

The thought of meat made me feel hungry. I thought of all the top quality red meat I had put in the next door kitchen and I realised I now craved the exact same thing. It seemed demons were rampant carnivores!

“This is where we relax, as you can guess,” said Mira, “In here we are always in our true form. We generally stick to human form when next door. It was just luck that you saw us as demons there. Now follow me.”

Mira led the way up a flight of stairs to a hall that was smaller and more intimate that Dark Dimension’s. The layout of the floor was obviously very different.

“Your suite is on the second floor,” said Mira, “Alongside Bola and Zefi. Kolo and I have suites on this floor and Paro and Thera have theirs on the third floor. I need to crash so Bola and Zefi can show you up.”

I nodded and followed them up the stairs. While Theraxi and Parozona peeled off and carried on up to their floor, Bolakeri and Zefomira led me along the hallway. They pointed out which doors led to their own suites and then stopped at the last door and opened it. We stepped into …luxury!

The suite was utterly gorgeous. The decoration was tasteful without being boring. Everything was done in warm colours. Lots of black, deep blue, deep reds, russets and burgundy. I knew that human me would have thought it …demonic, but somehow it now really appealed to me. It felt right. I saw some pictures on the walls. One of them was of the crystal cave I had seen during the ritual.

I pointed to it and said, “I saw that! While I was being transformed. I saw visions of canyons and mountains, tall trees and four-winged birds …and that cave.”

Bolakeri squealed with delight, “Those are images of our homeworld! I did not know that you would see that! That’s wonderful!”

Zefi was beaming, “We haven’t turned anyone before,” she explained, “We had to look up how to do it.”

That shocked me, “What did you do, google it?”

Bolakei laughed, “Kind of, …there are ways of obtaining information that we demons use. It costs mana but it’s a bit like a search tool, plus it comes with …learning options. It can teach you a new skill very fast. That picture is of a place we call the Hall of Memory. All the wisdom of our people is encoded in those crystals. When we demons leave for other worlds, we take a small linking crystal with us. It allows us to access the Hall of Memory no matter where we end up. A direct connection, instantly, without even opening a portal. It costs a little mana and a lot of skill, but we can use it to search for any knowledge we need.

“We accessed our linking crystals to learn how to do the transformation. We also learned how to do the ritual that will create the Coven.”

Of course, that was still to come, “When will be do that?”

“As soon as possible. But before we can do it we have to remove the Hexagram and replace it with a Heptagram. That means removing all the precious metals very carefully, re-laying the floor and inscribing the new pattern and laying the metal once again. All seven of us are needed for the ritual and we will need to replenish our strength. You too will need to gain strength and learn what to do.”

“You will also need your human extension.” said Zefi, “You cannot leave here or even work in the office until you can pass as human. You have a lot of learning to do. Rest in your suite tonight. When you wake, we will start your education.”

I looked at how naked we all were, “Erm …what about clothes?”

Bolakeri laughed, “Check out the closet in your bedroom. We often go naked in our home. We demons don’t have a nudity taboo, but we like nice clothes too. We chose some new clothes for you. I hope you like them. Now, it’s time to rest.”

With that the two of them left the room but before they closed the door Bolakeri turned and said, “We don’t have locks on our doors. We trust each other here and respect each other’s privacy. Please knock and await permission before entering anyone else’s suite, just as from now we will knock and ask before entering here.”

Then she closed the door and I was alone in my new home. The first thing I did was look for a mirror. There was a connecting door which I discovered led to a bedroom …my bedroom. It was as awesome as the living room. The bed was huge and …for some reason, round. There were pillows but they were piled in the middle. Was the round shape meant to signify something or was it because it worked better for someone with wings and a tail. I would find out when I tried it.

There were large closets and each one had a door with a full length mirror. I got my first look at myself as a demoness. I was …stunning! I walked up to the glass and got a close look at my face. It was still recognisable as my face, but ..better. It looked more elegant, more beautiful and also subtly alien. I turned my head and saw that my ears were pointed, just like the others.

My horns were bigger than I’d thought. I guess feeling something was different from seeing it! Which was an innuendo that made me laugh. Seeing my wings in the mirror was fun. I had seen them when I had stretched them out, but seeing them growing from my back was …disturbing and utterly fantastic. I stood back and started striking poses. My body had always been trim. I had had a respectable figure mainly by being too poor to afford enough food to get fat. That and doing a lot of menial jobs that involved hard physical work. But now, my figure was amazing. My breasts weren’t large, but they were larger and way nicer than my old ones. Everything looked in proportion.

I pulled a silly pose, showing my claws and teeth. Then I saw that I had fangs! I walked back to the mirror and had a close look. Yes, I had fangs! Well, I had canines that were longer than before, top and bottom. I didn’t look like a vampire, more like a wolf, which was kind of pleasing.

I explored the suite and found a small kitchenette and a huge bathroom. There was no bath, which bothered me, but the shower was massive. Ideal for someone with wings!

I noticed something else about everything in the suite. It was all designed for demons. The seating in the living room was designed for someone with wings and a tail. So was the toilet in the bathroom. I wonder how they had sourced everything. I guess they might have sent designs to companies as custom jobs. I bet it cost a lot.

I went back to my bedroom and opened the largest closet. It was filled with clothes that, of course, were designed for demons. Reds, blacks, burgundy and deep blue dominated. It looked like there was a definite vibe I was expected to maintain. I didn’t mind. I wanted to fit in. The other demonesses were my family now, my Coven.

I wondered where footwear was and opened another closet. Inside I found some wonderful long boots. I tried one on and of course it fit me perfectly, even allowing for the claws on the end of my toes. Then I looked up and saw …oh! There were what looked like BDSM outfits in there too. Some had a very dominant flavour but some ..well.

I lifted out a leather bondage body harness. It wasn’t any kind of cheap product, it was a very serious item. The leather was top quality, and the design was elegant yet obviously designed to be functional.

Out of curiosity I decided to put in on. With my newfound experience in BDSM I soon worked out how it fitted. Putting myself in any kind of bondage gear was something I had never done before. The harness went on very easily. It was secured with nice solid buckles which had little openings in the tangs for locks. Once the harness was on, I tightened it up so that it felt good. There were arm cuffs attached to the harness at the sides and a pair of wrist cuffs attached at the back. It did not look like they could be removed, which made me smile.

Why would the girls have put this in my room? Did they think I was the kind of girl …the kind of demon who would find it and immediately put it on? What kind of demon did they think I was?

I looked great in the harness, though, I decided, looking in the mirror. I wondered what else was in this, more fun, closet. What I found were some ankle cuffs, more wrist cuffs, some in leather, some in steel. I found collars and so much more.

But, I was tired and the round bed looked inviting. I toyed with the idea of trying to put the cuffs on me, but I did not see how I could get my arms through the side cuffs. Maybe, when I got more comfortable with my fellow demonesses, one of them would do them up for me so I could sleep in bondage.

I lay down on the bed and snuggled into the pillows. It was easy to get comfortable with my wings lying behind me and my tail laid out. A round bed was definitely the right choice for a discerning demon.


Chapter 15

Morning!

I woke in what I guessed was the morning. I had slept wonderfully on the bed. I got to my feet and stretched. It was seeing myself in the mirror that reminded me I was wearing a bondage harness. With some reluctance I took it off and put it neatly back in the closet. Then I went into the bathroom and had one of the most incredible showers of my life. When I finally shut off the water and looked around for a towel. I could not see one. I was thinking of looking in the closets for one when a was assaulted by blasts of warm air from a dozen different directions. Wow, that felt good. The shower washed and dried me! What luxury!

Once clean I found a simple black leather top and skirt in the main closet and put them on. I could not find any underwear, neither panties nor bra. I would have to ask about that when I saw the girls. I found a modest pair of calf high black leather boots and put them on.

I walked out of my suite and headed down to the main living area. When I arrived, I found Theraxis already there, sitting on a sofa.

“Hey Soli!” she said when she saw me. She rose and rushed over to give me a hug. I saw that she too had got dressed but only in a simple red tunic and a very similar pair of boots to my own.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Ravenous!” I admitted, realising I was starving.

“I’ll start some steaks,”

“Steaks? For breakfast?”

“We’re carnivores Soli,” said Theraxis, “I would have thought you’d realised that, given all the meat you’ve been buying for us.”

“Red meat?”

“Yes, it’s the closest we can get to what we ate on our home world. Well, your home world too now.” she said.

“Not really? …I wasn’t born there.” I pointed out.

“Hatched,”

“Hatched?”

“Yes, our kind lay eggs.”

“Eggs?  …plural?”

She laughed, “No, just one at a time. Also, we don’t have …what do humans call them …minstral cycles?”

“Menstrual cycles.”

“Yes that. We only lay eggs when we choose too, and after we’ve shagged a male demon, obviously. So don’t worry. You won’t be popping an egg out every month.”

That was a relief. Also not having o worry about periods ever again was an unexpected bonus. Theraxi took a couple of huge steaks out of the massive fridge and dropped them in a large skillet. She added a small amount of some kind of oil from a glass bottle. The kitchen had a modern electric hob and soon the steaks were sizzling nicely. Theraxi turned them over and then after only a couple of minutes declared them ready.

“You like them rare?” I asked.

“Yes, and so will you. We used to eat them raw when we first came to this world. That’s how we eat meant on the homeworld. Cooking was a revelation, but we don’t take things too far.” She handed me a plate with my steak on it.

“No cutlery?”

She sighed, “If you really want, there is some in the drawer, but we usually don’t use them. They are a human thing. We like to eat without them.”

I looked at the steaming meat and decided, …when in Rome. I sat beside her at the table and watched as she picked up her steak in her hands and tore into it. I gingerly picked mine up, expecting it to be hot but found it wasn’t. Yet when I took a bite it was very hot. It seemed my hands had a really good tolerance for heat.

As soon as I took that first bite some kind of instinct kicked in. It tasted wonderful! I was soon tearing into my steak as vigorously as Theraxi. Within a couple of minutes the food was gone.

“That was good,” I said, “Thank you.”

I picked up both plates and took them to the sink. I washed my hands and then put the dirty plates in the dishwasher.

“You’re being very domestic,” said Theraxi, “we normally pile up all the dirty plates until one of us gives in and deals with them.”

“It’s the way I was brought up.” I said.

“By your mother?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“We’ll need to do something about your stepfather. Do you think he’ll come looking for you?”

I thought about that. I had never actually told him where I was working, either the name or the address. Could I imagine him hiring a PI to find me? No, he would never spend the money. If I didn’t contact him, he might call the cops though.

“I should send him a text,” I said, “I’ll tell him  …pfff, I don’t know.”

“Would he be upset if you moved out?” she asked.

“No, he’d be delighted.”

“Just tell him that. Do you have any stuff at your apartment you want collected? You can’t go yourself until you can pass as human. But one of us could go.”

Was there anything? “Well, my laptop. I would want that. Other than that, I don’t know. My phone and my purse are here. Maybe some clothes?”

Just then Mira came downstairs, closely followed by Bolakeri. They said hi and Mira looked at me, “Hi Soli, …I think Zefi is going to lose a bet.”

“What bet?” I asked.

“She bet that you would come down this morning wearing a bondage harness.”

I feigned ignorance, “What?”

Bolakeri explained, “Zefi and I put some bondage gear in one of your closets when we set up your room. She bet that you would find it and want to play with it and that you wouldn’t be able to resist putting the bondage harness on. She is going to be disappointed.”

“What were the stakes?” I asked.

“If I won, which I have, she has to clean my dungeon after the next client session. If I had lost I would have to clean hers.”

I decided to come clean, “Well, Zefi was almost right. I found the bondage harness and slept while wearing it.”

They all burst out laughing.

“Did you get yourself into the cuffs?” asked Bola.

I shook my head, “I didn’t see how I could, and I didn’t have anyone to help me.”

“Hey, you had us!” said Bola, “You have me, I am right next to your suite. You could have knocked on my door, and I would have done it for you.”

I smiled, “OK, I’ll remember than tonight.”

A few minutes later Zefi, Kolo and Paro came down. There was a kind of family meeting while the latecomers ate steak. It seemed that steak was the normal breakfast food for a demoness.

“OK, the plan for today,” said Mira, “Now that we are seven, we are on the clock. We need to be a Coven before any demon lord gets a whiff of what is happening here. The two things to fix are the Heptagram and Soli. We need the old Hexagram removed, the precious metals recovered and a new stone floor laid and etched. Kolo, can you Thera, Paro and Zefi get started on that today. Bola and I will start training Soli.”

“We will need an icon for Soli,” said Kolo.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“The Heptagram, like the Hexagram, is a kind of machine for blending mana,” explained Kolo, who was clearly the expert, “When we each stand on a star point, we are standing on a pattern, an icon, that is unique to each of us. Each is made of a different metal and that icon connects to the rest of the Heptagram. Each metal takes the mana of each of us and the overall pattern of the Heptagram blends it to create the effect we want. Soli, you will need to draw your icon on the floor for us so we can make it out of the metal that will carry your mana. Your icon is like your names. It’s something you should already know. When you need to draw it, the picture will be ready in your mind.”

I was amazed that I found that making perfect sense.

“OK, I can do that,” I said, being positive, “What do I need to learn?”

“Everything!” said Mira, “But for now, we need you to learn how to create and use your human extension, we also need you to learn how to use mana in general. When we do the Coven ritual, you will need to do your part.”

“OK, I guess I am back at school.”


Chapter 16

Mana

For the rest of the morning and into the afternoon Mira and Bola worked on teaching me about mana. I already had some, she said. The ritual that transformed me left me with a fair-sized supply. Every bit of mana that had been pumped into the Hexagram and then into me, that hadn’t been used up in making my new body, was now mine to use for myself.

“How did you create my body?” I asked Mira.

“Mana, I explained that,” she said.

“No, I mean, how did you know to build it, the genetics, the cells, the anatomy?”

“Ah!” said Bola, interjecting, “I get you. We used ourselves! We used the physical patterns of our own bodies and combined them as a template that we then imposed on you. The mana consumed your original human body and made you a new demon one. Your mind was the one constant carried over. From your point of view your mind is still your own but it now functions in a demon brain, one that is a reworking of your old human one. Physically you are now related to all six of us.”

“But my face is still me.”

“Yes, we kept your face as similar as we could. People identify with their own faces. When we make your human extension, we will try to make it as close to your old human body as possible,” explained Mira.

Then we all got to work. Working with mana started with being able to feel it. This, it turned out, was instinct. As soon as they started giving me mana exercises to do I found I could feel the power inside me. Getting it to do what I wanted took longer. Quite a bit longer.

We all worked through the day, the three of us on my mana skills and the others on the Heptagram. But when the evening rolled around and the clients were due to arrive then it was feeding time. I was left alone while the rest of them changed into their human bodies and went to torture some poor human males and feed off their emotions.

I decided to make myself something to eat as I knew the sessions would take all night. Investigating the refrigerator and freezer I found meat, a lot of it. I did not find any vegetables. I did find some bottled beer, so I decided that I would make myself steak, again, and wash it down with a beer.

Mira had explained to me during the day that demons had some very different dietary requirements from humans. There was a very large jar of reddish pills in one of the kitchen cupboards. She said I should take one of them each day. They were vitamin supplements that compensated for earth food not supplying everything a demon body needed.

Demons reacted differently to alcohol too. We, meaning demons, had a much higher tolerance for it. It took one hell of a lot of the stuff to get a demon drunk. I lightly fried the steak and then sat on my own at the table, eating my third steak of the day as we had all eaten steak for lunch too. The beer tasted great, so I had another. The other girls would be eating steak in the Dark Dimension kitchen.

I had been told not to experiment with mana on my own and was determined to obey that. From what I had learned so far mana was incredibly dangerous if you didn’t know what you were doing.

Thera had retrieved my human clothes and phone, so I picked it up and scrolled through it for messages. There was one message from Gary asking why no shopping had been done. It included several swear words and said he would get takeout again, as if that were my fault. It did not ask where I was or show any concern. Kolo and Zefi had said they would go around to my apartment and retrieve my stuff the next day. After that I really did not want to hear from Gary ever again.

I lazed about in the living area for a while, watching TV. That was something I had not done for ages. It seemed like a terrible waste of time. But there was really nothing else for me to do. At around midnight I went up to my suite and …lazed around on a sofa and watched TV there too. The only difference was the TV in my suite was smaller than the one in the living area.

I wasn’t quite tired enough to sleep. My thoughts turned eventually to the fun things that my new sisters had left in my bedroom closet. I had left the bondage harness on my bed, because …well, why not., it was my suite, wasn’t it?

I hunted around in the closet to find out what else was in there. Even if the harness cuffs were not usable, I could find other things to make sleeping on the bed more interesting. I chose a pair of ankle cuffs and what looked like larger cuffs that I found, by experimentation were meant to bind my legs together above and below the knee. I also found a really nice leather head harness. It wasn’t as amazing as Mira’s metal one, but it had a similar gag built into it.

I put the bondage harness on again because I had really enjoyed how it felt the previous night. The tight leather straps holding my body was just …reassuring to a depraved bondage slut like me. I then cuffed my ankles together and then my legs. I put the head harness on and settled the gag in my mouth. I was feeling really aroused by this point but would have to settle for kinky dreams.

I had laid down on the bed for no more than ten minutes before my drowsy pre-sleep relaxation was disturbed by a knock at the door.

I roused myself and quickly undid the head harness enough for me to remove the gag. Then I shouted, “Who is it?”

“It’s me!, Bola! I’m on a break in the middle of a session and thought you might be going to sleep so I wondered if you’d want me to put that harness on you to sleep in?”

Oh! ..Oh yes!

“Yes, please, come in!” I shouted.

I heard the door open and close and then after a moment Bola stuck her head around the door of my bedroom. She was in her human form.

“Oh! …I see you have already started!” she said with a laugh. Then she confidently strode into the room and sat on the bed beside me.

“Hi,” I said, “Aren’t you supposed to be with a client?”

“Oh him? …He’s all trussed up and resting in a cage for a while. I’ll go back to him soon. So, …I see you have made some nice choices,” and she gestured at my bound legs and the head harness.

I smiled, “I just wanted to make sleeping more interesting. It’s very boring in this place while you six are off having fun.”

“Fun? Hmmm, well, yes, I guess. The BDSM is fun, the feeding is awesome but …you know.”

“Know …what?” I asked.

“Well, we aren’t that keen on human males, or males in general.”

The confused look on my face prompted her to explain, “There is a reason why the prospect of dominating you was so appealing to us all. Having a woman to tie up and have fun with is SO much more appealing! Feeding from you was going to be a bonus. We only have male clients because that is what the market is. They are the ones with the money, and they also have the strongest emotions when suffering, …it makes for good feeding.

“Oh, some of them we really like. They are mainly nice people. Intelligent and creative mostly or they wouldn’t want to come here. Good conversationalists and very, very respectful! The one I have in the cage – Simon. He is a novelist, a really good one too.”

“You all, …prefer girls?” I asked.

“Yeah, …wasn’t it obvious. ..You like girls, don’t you?”

Erm, did I? I had loved being submissive with Thera and Mira, especially Mira. But had that just been about the bondage, …the kink? I had thought I was heterosexual. I had once had a boyfriend, though that hadn’t ended well and been a few years ago. I could not really remember lusting after any men.

“I’m not sure,” I said, being my usual honest self, “I think I am working things out.”

“Pffft, you sound like a human saying crap like that. Mira has looked into your soul, remember. She has fed off you more than once and she even used mana to read your mind.”

“Read my mind?”

“Yes, that’s how she knew if you were telling the truth while she was interrogating you. She came and told us all afterward about what she saw in your mind, deep down.”

“Which was?”

“You are not going to believe this, but you are repressed. You are a sexual being, like the rest of us, but you have stopped yourself from exploring what you wanted. BDSM was new to you, so your repressed nature wasn’t ready for it. It broke things open and started to free you. You leaped into it like you had been starved of real pleasure all your life. Now you just have to go the rest of the way. Be honest with yourself. …Hey, I have an idea. I’ll do a test.”

“A test?”

“Yes, ..do you trust me?” she asked.

Did I? ..I guessed I did, so I nodded.

“Right, I am going to bind you now. Tonight, you are mine!”

She said nothing more but guided my left arm to my side and secured the cuff around my arm, above my elbow. Then she walked around the bed and did the same to my right arm. I did not object. She pulled my wrists behind my back and cuffed them there. Then she pushed the gag back in my mouth and cinched the head harness tight once more.

“Mind your wings, demon girl,” she said and pushed me back slowly on the bed. I had time to fold my wings a little to one side so they did not get pinched. Then she took off her clothes, her body shifting to her demon form as she did so.

She climbed onto the bed, straddling me. She leaned forward and I saw her breasts heading for my face. She pushed them into me, and I was lost in the smell of her. The pressure of her flesh enclosed around my gagged mouth and nose. I could breathe, but only just and each desperate breath brought her scent into me.

I was feeling an incredible rush of arousal. It wasn’t just from the bondage, or being gagged. It was her! Being so close with another person. Being …sensual, sexual and intimate in a way I hadn’t been for a long time. I suddenly wanted whatever she wanted to do with me.

After almost suffocating me, she moved back down my body, stroking her breasts against mine as she did so. Then her mouth was on my nipples. She sucked and nibbled and I groaned into the gag.

She looked up at me and whispered, “I have wanted this! I have wanted this for so long, Soli. All our sisters are so fucking dominant, just like I am. None of us would submit to another. We all want this from one of our own kind, a demoness!. Like you we have been starved of what we needed. But now we have you! You are loving this, yes?”

I nodded.

“You want to submit to me, yes?”

I nodded again, emphatically.

“Oh, spirits yes! I know I have to share you, but I got you first! Don’t worry Soli. You never need to worry again. We all love you. We are your family now. We will protect you and care for you. You have made everything possible for us. The Coven will free us and bring us all closer. You made that possible and now …this. Your submission will give us …everything!”

Then her head dropped lower and her hands undid the harness straps that went through my crotch. Then she undid the straps and cuffs binding my legs.

“Soli, you have so many wonderful things to learn about being a demoness. We have amazing tongues, for one. We also have amazing powers of sexual satisfaction. We can go for days!”

Then her tongue dove into my sex, ..into my demoness sex. I had only once had someone do that to me, and it had been a man, a clumsy one too. Bola was not clumsy, she was incredible and also, I was not a human any more. By the spirits I was not!

…Fuck no!  …Oh fuck YES!


Chapter 17

Feeding

For the rest of the night, I got an education in why sex was so much better as a demoness! She went back to her client after an hour or two but then returned two more times before the end of the night. I didn’t get much sleep.

After she left the last time I thought she might untie me, but she was a demoness from the Dark Dimension. That’s not how they operated! I spent the rest of the night lying on my bed, helpless in bondage. She had even strapped my legs together again. As she was the only one who knew I was tied up and she had been working all night – at two jobs – I guessed she would need a lot of sleep. Maybe one of the other girls would wonder where I was and come to check on me.

I slept fitfully and eventually gave up. I needed to pee and I did not know how I was going to do that while tied up the way I was. I really needed my legs untied. I managed to get myself into a sitting position on the edge of the bed. I looked down at my ankles and wondered if I could move and bend enough to get my hands close enough to them. I slid down to the floor and lay on my stomach. The cuffs round my legs made it hard to bend them but I managed to get my ankles bent far enough that my fingers could just reach them. I had to hold my tail out of the way but it was doable. I curled my tail around my ankles and pulled. That gave me the extra inch or two I needed to just reach the buckles. It took me some time, but I managed to undo the cuff round my left ankle. That was enough.

I uncurled my tail and put my ankles back down. I was better off, but not by much. The leg cuffs made it so that I still could not really get my ankles very far apart. I tried to reach the cuffs round my thighs but the buckles were on the front of my legs. I bent my legs up again and struggled for ages to get my fingers to the buckles of the lower cuffs. The ones below my knees. It was just possible to reach, even with my tail helping I could only get my fingers to the buckle. I teased at it until I was able to push the strap over the tang. The buckle released but then the tang caught on the next hole and I had to do it all again. Eventually the cuff came free!

That left me with some freedom of movement. I wriggled around and managed to wedge myself up against the bed well enough to get my legs under me. That was all I needed to get to my feet. I laughed to myself that I was becoming an expert at standing up while in bondage. Taking small steps I headed to the bathroom. I sat on the toilet and hoped that peeing with my thighs cuffed together was not going to make too much of a mess.

It did, I could feel the fluid draining between them but at least some of it was going into the toilet pan. I was now in slightly less bondage than before but also rather wet with my own piss. I laughed around my gag at that. I expected that all the other girls were still asleep after their sessions. I had never really known their schedules before, so I had no idea how much they slept. Hell, I didn’t know how long demons slept. Had I been sleeping too long?

I was confident that Bola would remember about me eventually but having partially escaped I kind of wanted to see if I could escape completely. I got off the toilet and shuffled over to the closet mirror. I turned my back and looked over my shoulder. I had to lift my wings a little so I could see my wrists. Then I saw them. There were small padlocks on my wrist cuffs. Bola had locked my wrist cuffs!

My reaction was a combination of annoyance and arousal. My fucking kinky side would see it as a turn on, of course. Bola had made sure I was not getting free until she came to release me. Well, I was feeling yuck from having peed on myself and I didn’t want to just sit in the suite waiting for Bola to wake up. I went, shuffling slowly, over to the suite door, turned round and grabbed the handle and opened it. I shuffle-walked through and out into the hallway, then I turned and pulled the door shut behind me. Moving very slowly, I made my way along until I reached the stairs.

I was thinking that, just possibly, someone would be awake in the living area and would take pity on me. I walked down the stairs very slowly as I didn’t want to fall. I did it sideways so my hands could hold the handrail and steady me. The thigh cuffs meant I had to do a kind of sliding jump from one stair to the next. When I got to the basement steps I could hear voices below. I went slowly down the stairs to find Mira, Thera and …Bola sitting round the dining table.

They watched me come down the last few stairs and looked at me like I had two heads.

“Hmmmph!” I said, as loud as I could, glaring at Bola.

“Soli!” she cried, with a big smile on her face, “How did you get your legs free?”

She got up and rushed over to me and gave me a hug! Mira and Thera looked on with smiles on their faces. Bola sniffed at my legs and sniggered. “Did you try to get free so you could pee?” she asked.

I nodded.

She took me gently by the arm and led me to the table, helping me sit down.

“OK,” said Mira, “Now that Soli herself is here, Bola, will you tell us your big news? If it’s that you fucked with Soli last night that is hardly news, you two weren’t that quiet about it.”

Bola shook her head, “No, that is not the news, and I would prefer that we were all here for it. It is very important.”

I was amused by the fact that no-one rushed to untie me, or even clean up my pee stained legs. At least no-one suggested cuffing my legs again. I was still mildly aroused and the fact that my bound state aroused no concern was itself a turn on. I fantasized that maybe being in bondage was what they expected to be my normal state in the future. I could live with that!

The three of them sat and chatted about the previous night’s sessions and progress on the Heptagram while we waited. I just sat and occasionally glared at Bola who just waggled her tongue at me.

After an hour, the last of the others had come downstairs and we were all sat around the table. Mira gestured to Bola who raised a hand to quieten everyone down.

“Right, listen up everyone. I have an announcement to make.” she said.

“You tied up and fucked Soli all night, we know” said Kolo, “And we are all envious.”

“No, …well yes, but that’s not the news,” said Bola, “I fed from her too!”

There was stunned silence, then Mira said, “That’s impossible. We can’t feed from our own kind.”

“You drained her?” asked Kolo, sounding horrified, “That’s a terrible thing to do!”

“I don’t think I drained her,” said Bola, defensively.

Mira stood up and walked around the table to me. She put her hand on my shoulder and felt a tingle that I now knew was the sign of her using mana on me.

“She hasn’t been drained. I was working with her yesterday, so I know her mana level. It is undiminished.” she reported.

“But, that means Soli is generating mana.” said Thera, “Our kind can’t do that.”

“Let’s be fair,” said Bola, “None of us are submissive or have been willing to submit to each other. So, we have not exactly put it to the test. We know our kind cannot be forced to give up our mana and, in our own world, we cannot generate mana ourselves. Perhaps things are different in this world?”

“No,” said Mira, “If it were even possible, we would know. If there was any way we could safely harvest mana from our own kind, in this world or any other, then we would have known and been doing it for thousands of years.”

“But, Soli is now fully a demoness. If it is impossible for us, it must also be impossible for her.” argued Kolo.

“She has a human mind,” suggested Zefi, “Mana comes from powerful emotion and emotion is a function of the mind.”

“But, …her brain is a demon brain now.” said Kolo.

“Yes, but it was a human one. We didn’t destroy her brain the way we did her body, we changed it so that her conscious mind was preserved. That means her mind is maybe sufficiently different that it allows her to generate mana.”

“I need to test this. I have fed from her before so I will know the truth.” said Mira. She advanced on me and pushed my chair back. Then she moved her face close to mine and smiled. Then she untied the straps that held my gag and pulled it from my mouth. Before I could say anything, her mouth met mine and she kissed me passionately. I felt a rush of arousal immediately. Then her hand started fondling my breasts. She pinched one of my nipples hard and I yelped.  She continued stroking my breasts while she kissed me and my arousal climbed fast.

Suddenly she stopped and stepped back, “That is amazing!” she said, “I felt it, …I fed!. She can generate mana!”

“I felt it too!” said Kolo, “It was …delicious!”

Mira turned to Bola, “How much could you harvest? Was it as much as from a client?”

Bola grinned, “It was more. Though we did fuck like bolgrims, which I don’t do with my clients.”

“This is amazing!” said Thera, “But it doesn’t help Soli. We need her to feed. She needs to learn how to use her mana in time for the ritual and to control a human extension.”

“Bola could give her mana,” said Zefi.

“What?” asked Bola, scowling.

“As demons we can’t have our mana taken from us by force,” explained Zefi, “But we can give it to each other. If, when any one of us harvests from Soli, we give her back half of what we harvest, then both will benefit equally.”

“That’s brilliant!” said Mira, “That means we have a way for Soli to feed without having to interact with a client. Can we all agree this. Any mana harvested from Soli must be shared equally with her.”

There was a round of agreement from everyone, though Bola hesitated before nodding.

“Bola, you owe Soli some mana.” said Kolo.

Bola sighed, stood and walked around. She put her hand on my chest, though she stroked my breasts fondly when she did. There was a pause and then I felt a flood of energy flow into me. It felt wonderful.

“Was that only half?” asked Mira, “It looked like a lot!”

“That was half,” said Bola, “I fed well.”

Kolo smiled, “Maybe we should give up our clients and all just keep Soli in bondage and fuck her.”

Even I laughed at that.

“Well, we have a way for Soli to feed,” said Mira. “Now we just have to get her able to use it. Bola, can you untie her please.”

Bola grumbled and but did as she was asked. Soon I was free and a pile of bondage gear was resting on the table.

“I should take that back to my suite,” I said, “And I need a shower.”

“So,” asked Thera with an inviting smile, “Who will be binding you tonight?”

“That’s up to Soli,” said Mira, “She isn’t a client, she is one of us. When she submits you can treat her how you like but she chooses to whom she submits.”

“So,” asked Zefi, “Soli, who do you choose?”

I looked at her and smiled.


Chapter 18

Training and Straining

For the next week life settled into a pattern. During the day my fellow demonesses would focus on training me and building the Heptagram. In the evening and overnight they would attend to their clients and, when they were free, they would attend to me! Thus began probably the most wonderful period of my life up to that point.

After that first night with Bola, my eyes had been opened. I had been in a kind of repressed denial about my own sexuality. After things had ended with my boyfriend, years ago, I realised that I had not sought another relationship because of that repression. I would not describe myself as a lesbian. I still found men attractive. It was just that I now found women attractive too, if not more so! One day, after mana practise, I sat down with Kolo and Zefi in the living area and broached the subject.

“Do you girls think I’m a lesbian?” I asked.

“No, you’re a demon,” said Zefi, “Stop thinking in terms of those human labels.”

My confused look prompted Kolo to elaborate, “Humans have a bad habit. They like to label things, …put things in categories. They like things simple, distinct, identifiable as one thing that is totally different from another thing. It is the source of so many of their social problems. Demons aren’t like that. We understand nuance and shades of meaning. We treat people as individuals. We don’t put labels on them. Among our people there is no concept of homosexuality or heterosexuality. What any two adults feel for each other is between them. What they choose to do together is between them and no-one else has the right to tell them they are wrong. To us, that is obvious. It’s simple, and it works. Humans appear utterly crazy to us, no offence.”

“None taken,” I said with a smile, “I am a demon now, after all. Even though it was kind of forced on me I am really happy about it.”

“You are?” asked Kolo.

“Oh go..  by the spirits yes!” I gushed, “You have no idea how limited and repressed and miserable my life was before. You girls are the best thing that has ever happened to me. This…” I pointed to myself, “Is a fantastic gift!”

“That’s …spirits that’s good to hear!” said Zefi, “We have all been feeling bad about forcing it on you.”

“Well, the alternative would have been worse.” I laughed.

“I know what we said,” said Kolo, “But we wouldn’t have killed you.”

“No?”

“No, we kind of panicked. But we might have had to mess with your memories. That never goes well. Killing a human is a very bad thing to do.” said Kolo.

“I would say so, yes!” I agreed.

“Soli,” said Zefi, “You have to look at things from a demon’s point of view now. We are aliens to this world. We know from experience how badly humans react to anything strange or …alien. We exist in this world in secret and dare not do anything that risks exposure.”

“Why are you …why are we here?” I asked.

“Mana! This world is a goldmine. Obtaining mana on our homeworld is very hard. Demons cannot feed from each other. Our kind has travelled to many worlds, none offer as rich a source of mana as this one. When we first came here, thousands of years ago, the locals were not friendly, to say the least. So, after a while we set up rules for any demons coming here. First and most important is …don’t get caught! As far as humanity is concerned, we don’t exist. We are just a myth from their distant past. This setup here is perfect. We can feed every night with no risk of exposure. Some of our clients are very rich and powerful men. They help make sure the authorities in this city never bother us. Though they do not know what we truly are.”

We sat in silence for a while before another question occurred to me, “Will I ever see your homeworld?”

“It’s your homeworld too.” said Kolo, “Your body came from ours. The answer is yes, for certain. We each return to the homeworld on occasion. We have family there, of course, and homes.”

“How will I be treated if I went there?” I asked.

“When you go there, not if,” said “You would be treated just the same as any demon. The fact that you were turned does not make you any less a demon. You will most likely see other worlds too. As one of us, you will live a very long life, Soli. Plenty of experiences and adventures await you.”

“Actually,” said Zefi, “We will be a Coven long before you go to the homeworld. As a member of a Coven, you will have status, and respect.”

“Yes, that’s right!” said Kolo, “Covens are rare. Among our people, status comes from age, wisdom and power in the form of mana. Generally male demons can hold more mana than demonesses. A Coven, however, can hold far more than any male demon, even the most powerful demon lord. That makes Covens the most influential entities in demon society.”

“Can male demons form covens? Are they always made up from females?” I asked.

Kolo laughed, “Spirits what a thought! No, males can’t form Covens. It just does not work. A Coven is permanent. Once the bond is forged it can’t be broken. The ritual involves total commitment by all of us, a level of trust that males can’t do. No powerful demon lord would ever trust any other single male enough, let along six others.”

Just then Mira came through the door, “Hey, Soli, we need you to draw your symbol for the Heptagram. We’ll be starting the etching soon.”

I stood up and followed her through into the Heptagram chamber. All traces of the old Hexagram were gone. Now a pristine new stone slab lay there with a new pattern drawn in white chalk. A seven pointed star pattern, complex and beautiful. Each point carried a symbol. Unique to each of my sisters. One remained empty. It had been explained to me that my symbol already existed, in my mind. I knew it, in the same way that I knew my demon names.

I knelt by the empty point and Mira handed me some chalk. I looked at the empty space where my symbol would go. They had told me that the symbol would surface in my mind when it was needed. I had come to trust them completely by this point. I moved the chalk to a point just above the stone and …it came to me. A symbol formed in my mind. It was beautiful, elegant and …me! I drew my piece of chalk across the stone surface, following the shape of the symbol. I took great care to make sure it was exact. When I was done, I drew a curve connecting my symbol to the edge of the point, like connecting an electrical circuit.

The works of the Heptagram had been explained to me. Each of us had a unique precious metal. Mira was gold, Zefi was copper, Thera was silver, Kolo was palladium, Paro was iridium, Bola was rhodium and I was platinum. Grooves would be cut, using mana, in the shape of the Heptagram. Our symbols were made of those metals, deeply inlaid into the stone. The Heptagram would capture the mana we fed into it and channel it so that it all combined. What happened then was down to the details of the ritual. It was like learning a computer programming language. Each of us had a part to play, each supplying mana and each performing part of the ritual, guiding and shaping what the mana did. I was coached every day in what I would have to do and as my skill with mana improved, I started to understand the logic behind it all.

Also, I needed to feed. This was a duty that spawned a rota. Each girl in turn would feed from me and then give me half of the mana thus created and harvested.

That night I was with Zefi. Not in her dungeon but in her suite. Bola had bound and fucked me in my own suite, but all sessions afterward were in the girls’ own suites. This allowed them to set things up how they liked for when their ‘victim’ came to call.

Zefi did not have a client that night so was able to dedicate plenty of time to me. I knocked on her door and she invited me in. Her suite was very similar to mine. Indeed, all the suites seemed to have the same feel, superb furniture and decoration. Zefi’s was only different because it had a real fireplace. Logs were burning in the iron grate, and it made the whole atmosphere very romantic.

I knew Zefi’s speciality was medical BDSM but I did not see any sign of hospital or medical gear. Instead a leather upholstered lounger was sitting ready in front of the fire. It was shaped with gaps for my wings and tail but also had some very serious looking leather straps.

She did not strap me down right away, instead we settled on her sofa and drank beer and chatted. She had some music playing which seemed oddly familiar.

“What’s the music?” I asked, “I feel I should know it.”

“It’s a hatching hymn,” she said, “A song sung to encourage a baby demon to break free of the egg. As you are a bit like a baby demon, I thought it appropriate.”

I laughed, “Please tell me you aren’t going to put me in a diaper!”

She smiled, “Not tonight. I will save that for when you are in my padded cell.”

“Oooh,” I said, “I look forward to wearing a straightjacket.”

“That will have to wait until you can pass for human again.” she said, “Straightjackets don’t fit demons, our wings get in the way.”

“Yes, that’s a problem.” I said and laughed.

“It’s a new problem! As we are all dominant here, dreaming up bondage ideas for a demoness’s body has had us all thinking hard. We’ve never had to tie up a demon before. Your wings and tail make it hard. I have to say it that humans have more …bondageable bodies than we do.”

“I have a question. When I am back in a human body and get tied up, what happens if I try to switch back to being a demon?”

She thought for a moment, “You are not IN a human body. You are using what we call an extension. You only have a demon body, and the human extension is a temporary physical template that you wear. Its complex to explain…you’ll understand better when you learn how to do it. To answer your question, if you are bound in such a way that turning back to being a demon would be impossible, because of where your wings and tail are, then you couldn’t do it. As long as you were tied that way you would be stuck in the human form. When we tie you up when you are human again we will definitely be doing so in a way that makes you stay human. We won’t want you to escape.”

“I wouldn’t want to escape either!” I laughed.

She grinned “It still feels odd to hear a demon say something like that. A submissive demon may be unique.”

I gestured at the lounger, “So what is in store for me?”

She had me finish my beer first. I drained the bottle then walked over to the lounger and lay down on it. I was careful to keep my wings either side of the back rest and my tail through the hole meant for it. Once I was comfortable, she started to strap me down. The straps went around my ankles, thighs and stomach. There were wrist cuffs attached on each side of the headrest far enough back that when my wrists were secured in them, I was helpless.

At this point she left the room and then return pushing some kind of complex piece of medical equipment on a trolley. It was a breathing machine of some kind with a range of gas bottles attached to it. She parked it next to the lounger and removed a breathing mask on the end of a hose, As the mask approached my face I saw there was a gag built into its interior. I obediently opened my mouth, and the mask was pushed into place. She stretched rubber straps around my head to hold it in place. I could breathe fine as an air supply was already powered up.

“Right my poor little victim,” she said as she straddled me. We were already both naked so it felt nice. “This machine is from my dungeon. It has a collection of gases on tap that have some fun effects. None of them are known to humans. They come from other worlds. Some of them are …well, its best if you find out. If you had any idea that this will be like those boring human gases, like nitrous oxide, then you are in for a shock. The fun thing is, as none of these gases are known on earth, it isn’t illegal to use them!”

She turned a valve and I started to smell a sweet odour. I expected to get high, wasn’t that the idea? But instead, I felt tingly all over in a really nice way. Then Zefi reached down and stroked a clawed finger across the side of my right breast. It felt …incredible! Then she pinched the nipple and the pain was way worse than I expected and yet also way nicer. Then she continued to stroke and pinch my breasts. The gas must have been enhancing my nerves so that everything felt ten times more ..everything. It also shifted every sensation so that no matter what she did my brain started interpreting it as pleasure.

The feel of the straps holding my body was much more intense and any move I made to struggle sent waves of delight through me. I wanted to laugh but the damn gag kept me quiet.

She slid down and started using her tongue on my breasts, licking and then nibbling at them. Then she put her mouth over my left nipple and started sucking. Oh, my fucking god that felt good! My arousal was going crazy, but I could not feel myself rising up to an orgasm. It felt really odd to be so turned on but not be building to a climax.

“Are you getting the effect, Soli?” she said, “The gas enhances pleasure and makes all your senses go crazy so that your whole body is a supercharged erogenous zone. But it also short circuits orgasms. You’ll get so aroused you’ll think you are going crazy but there will be no release. It’s a kind of torture using pleasure!”

She went lower and her amazing demon tongue went to work on my clit and I thought I would die from sheer pleasure. I was bursting to come but nothing was happening. I just got more and more aroused. I ended up writhing in my bondage, trying to make the feel of being bound more erotic to help me over the edge, but nothing was working. Many times in my life I had wanted to delay orgasm to make the sweetest part of arousal last longer but having something stop any kind of climax no matter what I was feeling was excruciating. Wonderful beyond words but also driving me mad.

Of course, Zefi knew this. She was doing everything she could to push me, knowing I could not get final satisfaction. I hoped it was a good feeding for her. I knew my emotions were all over the place.

She kept it up for what felt like hours before she switched to a different gas. This was one that did give me a high, a really wonderful one. But receiving that one right after the previous torment caused me to have one of the craziest and most intense climaxes of my life. Switching the gases had allowed me to find release but the explosion that resulted was mixed with the incredible burst of altered reality I was feeling. The orgasm was so intense it was agonizing and still wonderful and it lasted and lasted. Was it real or just my altered sense of time from the narcotic gas. I didn’t know or care. I just gave in to the feeling.

But there was more to come. Zefi switched gases again and again. I was plunged into dreamworlds of hallucination or forced to experience the real world in states of heightened reality where every detail was stark and clear. Some gases dulled pain and some heightened it where every touch was agony and had me screaming into the gag. Through it all she played with my breasts and my sex. She rubbed her body up against mine. A one point she disconnected the hose that fed my mask and changed it to a longer one with a strange attachment in the middle. She pushed the attachment into her own vagina and so the gas would go from the supply, into her and then I would breathe a mixture of the gas and the smell of her! She demonstrated that she could clench her muscles around the attachment and cut off my air supply, or reduce it.

She had so many tricks, so many ideas. I felt like an audience at a private concert from a maestro. I hoped she was feeding well because my emotions were a lightshow of extremes.

When she removed the mask and untied me, I was unable to move. I was exhausted, …used up. She lifted me into her arms and carried me to her own bed. She laid me down, cuddled me close and I fell asleep in her arms.


Chapter 19

Coven!

After a full month of training, I was making real progress. Mira and the others decided that it was time for me to learn the Coven ritual. It was clear that all of my sisters were feeling the tension and wanted the ritual completed as soon as possible. The Heptagram looked complete. When I knelt beside it everything looked perfect. I traced my own symbol with my finger and I could feel a trace of mana within it.

Kolo was with me, kneeling nearby with a beer bottle in her hand. I asked her, “Why can I feel mana?”

“Mira and I were running tests on it last night,” she explained, “The pattern holds the traces of the mana we used for that. I am pleased that you can sense it. The Heptagram is now almost perfectly balanced.”

“That means that the metals are all there in exactly the same amounts and conduct mana at the same rate?”

She nodded, “Yes, it has to be accurate to an insane degree. Even the best human technology using lasers and micro adjustments could not do it. Only mana can do it, wielded by a real expert.”

“Like you?” I asked, teasingly, though I knew the others said that Kolo was the best at it.

“Zefi, Mira and Paro are good too,” she said.

“Not Thera or Bola?”

She shrugged, “They are good, but they are the youngest of us. The kind of precision needed comes from thousands of years of practice.”

“Which of us is the oldest?”

She smiled, “I love that you always say ‘we’ and ‘us’ and ‘my sisters’ now. The oldest of us is Mira, which you might have guessed. Next oldest is me, followed by Zefi and Paro. Aside from you, who are just a baby, the youngest is Thera. She is only just over a thousand years old. Which by demon standards is very young.”

Trying to get a baseline I asked, “May I be rude and ask how old you are?”

She laughed, “I am twenty-nine thousand years old. Like Mira, I was one of the first demons to come to this world.”

I sighed, “I feel like …I know nothing. You must all think I’m useless.”

“Oh god no! Soli, you are wonderful! Our group has never felt so much like a family since we turned you. We all love you. It isn’t just that we all get to tie you up and fuck you. You’ve become the reason we have all grown closer. We have known each other for so very long, but always as …colleagues, …partners. We were close friends and called each other sister, but we aren’t related. But now, because your body came from all of us we are now related. You connect us! The mana we have been receiving from you has been having an effect too. As you know, mana comes from emotion. But mana has a character. It retains a flavour of the emotion that created it. We love you and the passion that creates the mana we harvest makes that mana something that is born of love. We are all sharing it! We are all so loved up for you and each other now, it’s like being in some kind of hippy commune in the sixties!”

I laughed so hard at that and she joined in.

“You surely have noticed how friendly and huggy we have all been with each other?” she said.

I thought back and yes, everyone was being touchy feely with each other. Lots of small acts of kindness too. Doing small things for each other.

“Yes,” I said, “But I thought that was how you’d always been.”

“No, it’s down to you. Its timely too. Seven demonesses who love each other makes for a much stronger Coven that seven who are simply allies.”

I thought about the Coven ritual and asked, “The ritual, is it hard to learn?”

“No, its actually one of the simpler rituals. There is a chant though, more for tradition than anything else. Which has to be done in the demon language.”

“I have to learn a new language?” I asked, why had no-one told me that!

She laughed, “You already know it. It’s part of the knowledge the transformation gave you.”

“Do I? …I don’t feel like a know a new language.”

“Hu Kogherifan ah tughan piligha na wertu agheyan soh.” she said, which I immediately knew meant “Just explain how you can know what this means?”

“I understand that!” I blurted out, “I mean agheyu huni ligh steno nah,” which meant ‘I felt like I always knew it’.

She nodded and smiled, “See, ..we don’t speak our own language in this world, except for rituals. Too risky. Just in case a human overhears.”

I laughed, “Pesky humans, they get everywhere.”

Learning the Coven ritual was not difficult. It took me about another week before I was considered ready. The pressing fear that some demon lord would suspect what was happening and try to intervene was stressing all of my sisters. Even though I had never even met a demon lord their fear affected me and I became just as stressed.

Eventually we agreed that all was ready. The Heptagram was as balanced as it could be, and I knew exactly what I needed to do. We all walked into the chamber and stood waiting while Mira and Kolo locked the doors and used mana to set wards against intrusion. They told me this would prevent any other demon gaining entrance, even if they tried to do so by portal.

Then we all took our places. Naked, we stood at each of the points, then as one we stepped onto our own symbols. We began the chant, our voices speaking as one. There were no errors, no hesitation from any of us. We sent our mana into our symbols and the Heptagram came to life, glowing as the power grew. When I had been transformed, I had stood in the centre, and the power of a Hexagram had flowed into me. This time no-one was at the centre and the power flowed not to the centre but to each other. As I sent my own mana into my symbol the power of my sisters flowed into me. We shaped it and controlled it, each of us synchronised with all the others. The connection that would make us a Coven was forged inside us, made from the mana of each of our sisters. That mana carried the love we felt for each other. It felt tremendous.

We completed the chant and in my mind’s eye I saw my symbol. Where before it had stood alone now six more smaller symbols had formed around it, each a copy of one of my sister’s symbols. My six demoness sisters were now inscribed in my soul. Just as I was inscribed in each of their souls.

The ritual ended with the last of the mana flowing from the Heptagram and into each of us. Some would remain in the pattern for days, I knew, a mixture made from all seven of us.

We looked at each other, once it was over. I could feel each of them. I did not know what they were thinking, we did not gain telepathy from the ritual, but I could feel their emotions. I sensed their physical presence too. This had been explained to me. We would from now on always know where each of our sisters were. We would know what they were feeling too. This promised to be interesting for when they fed from clients and especially so when they fed from me. They would know what I felt as I was tied and fucked and I would know what the one who was fucking me was feeling. This promised to be interesting.

We were now a Coven. I could feel the mana of my sisters. I knew how much each of them held. I knew I could call on them and their power if I needed to just as they could call on me. That created a feeling of power but also …safety. It was comforting and reassuring beyond measure to know that for the rest of my life I would always have my sisters with me, their strength supporting me and their power at hand to defend me. We were seven and we were one!


Chapter 20

Human

Becoming a Coven changed everything. It made life …amazing! After feeling what I felt as I was being bound and fucked and tormented, they started experimenting. Kolo volunteered to submit to Thera just to see what would happen. At first, it was a little awkward but eventually they had some real fun. There was no feeding though and Kolo said she didn’t feel what she knew I felt when submitting. Other attempts between my sisters had the same result. They had some fun, but they didn’t feel submissive and no mana was harvested.

So, I was still special! I joked. Though Mira said it was true.

We were all sat around the dining table, relaxing after a three steak celebratory dinner, “Our Coven has something no other Coven has, a member we can feed from.” she explained, “Even if some tragedy occurs and we have to leave here and lose our access to clients we will always have you. We can always feed, no matter where we are. That is something almost as important as being a Coven!”

“Now we need to get back to normal,” said Kolo, looking at me “We need you to be able to pass as human again. We have been struggling without a receptionist for ages now!”

“Receptionist?” snorted Thera, “Soli can’t be just a receptionist now. She is a partner!”

“Partner-receptionist?” suggested Bola.

“Office manager!” said Mira, “And partner. How does that sound Soli?”

“Do I get a raise?” I asked, trying to look innocent, which just made them all snigger.

“You’re a partner!” explained Mira, “That means, like the rest of us, you get an equal share of the profits. We will also be adding you to the building deeds. It should be easy, you are the only one of us who has a legitimate ID and social security number. The rest of use fakes. Really good fakes, but still fakes.”

I was confused, “You own these buildings?”

“Did you think we rented? …imagine a landlord visiting all this!” laughed Bola.

“We own both buildings,” said Mira, “And we own a few other things too, as a partnership. We have two other buildings in the city, they are apartment buildings we earn rent from. We have investments which we hold as equals and stuff like cars and other kinky gear and furniture we have in storage. Plus, there is more in other worlds. You now get a one seventh share in all of it. I think you could call that a raise, yes?”

They all laughed at the stunned expression on my face. I had just become a millionaire!

“I guess I’m an office manager,” I said, “My next tax return will be complicated.”

“You won’t have one,” said Thera, “We have a couple of clients who are very senior in the government. They arranged for us to be off the IRS’s books, permanently.”

“How?”

“If anyone asks, which they won’t, we are national security assets. Deep black, totally secret. If anyone in any govt or state department gets nosey they get hit with a massive red flag and a warning to leave us alone. As a result, we file no tax returns and pay no taxes. Not even property taxes.”

Life just got better and better!

“So, I had better get human, fast,” I said.

“That should be easy now,” explained Mira, “The Coven link should help.”

And it did. The link made learning how to use mana a hundred times easier. When one of my sisters used mana, I could feel it. I could actually feel what they were doing. Mira and Kolo guided me most of all but all of them helped. I was able to craft my human extension and inhabit it within two weeks. I could do so with hardly any effort in just another week. Looking in a mirror and seeing my old human face was weird. Feeling my human body was strange too.

But it wasn’t my old body, not really. It wasn’t an illusion. It was a construct, a temporary body that mind inhabited remotely from my real body. My real demon body was shifted so that it sat in some kind of pocket in spacetime, that was how it was described. It soon felt natural, but my new human puppet body was better than my old real one. It was stronger, healthier and my sexual stamina and responses were demonic, not human. That was a huge boon.

So, life got back to normal. I settled back to working in the office only now I did not work for Mira and the others I worked with them. I had authority to make changes, spend money and do what I thought right to help the Coven. I had access to the partnership’s bank accounts too which, when I saw the amounts in their investment accounts, made my eyes pop out. I actually felt a spot of envy until I realised that money was one seventh mine too.

Having a human body to use created a lot of options for my sisters when they fed from me. All the BDSM gear in the dungeons was designed for humans so worked fine on my human body. It had to be said that the human body was much better designed for being tied up. I doubt that was ever an evolutionary imperative.

I still had things to do. I needed to get the last of my stuff from Gary’s apartment. Bola and Thera has retrieved my laptop the day after my transformation but I still had things at my apartment I wanted I didn’t have many friends and none were close. I didn’t want to give anyone my current address so those people I wanted to stay in touch with I gave them the address of one of the apartment buildings the Coven owned. I emptied and closed all my bank accounts and received cards for Coven accounts instead. The Clients who were in those high powered Government positions helped me disappear from the IRS’s databases and suddenly I was free in a way I could never have imagined before.

Life still had its stresses and its worries. The Coven was still new, and no other demons knew about it. Mira and the others were in no hurry to make it known either. She explained why, “It’s all about power, Soli. We are strong, but we spent a huge amount of mana turning you and then doing the Coven ritual. We may be a Coven, but we are not anywhere near as powerful as other Covens as a result. We need to build up our mana, all of us. Right now a really powerful demon lord would be a threat to us. The longer we stay quiet, the more mana we can build up. When we have enough, which should not take too long, no demon lord in existence could touch us.”

“What about another Coven?” I asked.

“Covens don’t threaten each other. They occasionally ally with each other though. There are many more demon lords than Covens, so Covens have nothing to gain by going after each other. Also, …Covens are too mature for such power play bullshit.”

I smiled, “Yeah, that makes sense. Powerplay bullshit is a male vice.”

“You got it, beloved!” she said smiling.

“Beloved? I like that.”

“I can say other nice things if you like.”

“Oh really?” I asked, “What are you after, Mira?”

“You need to ask?”

“I thought you had a client in your cells.” I said.

She grinned evilly, “Just one, the other cell is free, and I’ve been improving the interrogation cell. I’ve made the chair more ..comfortable for two demon girls fucking on it. When one of them is strapped down and suffering.”

I giggled, “You say all the nicest things!”

Her hand grasped the front of the blouse I was wearing and pulled, yanking me close to her. She kissed me and then pulled my hands behind my back. I did not resist and she put a pair of heavy steel handcuffs on me.”

“You have been a very bad receptionist!” she said, playfully.

“Fuck that!” I said with a mock whimper, “I’ve been a very bad office manager!”

“Demotions are possible for insubordination” she said, trying hard not to laugh.

And so, I was hauled down the stairs to do my bit for the Coven’s need for mana. I loved my new job!
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