

  

    
      
    

  




  

    

      ENSLAVED PRINCESS


       


      Chapter One


       


    


    

      Princess Khamsin stretched her body against the soft satin sheets of her bed and luxuriated in the sensation of her skin sliding against the fabric.  She repeated the motion and relished the tactile banquet offered by her blankets before she finally lay still upon them.


    


    

      With a wide yawn, she rolled onto her side and looked across the cabin to the row of portholes.  She stared blankly at the blue sky and its sporadic patches of curling white.


    


    

      Khamsin’s mind darted with unfinished strands of thought before concentrating more devotedly on prurient fantasy.  The tease of the bed and the warm haze from having just awoken inspired a lustful attitude that she was powerless to resist.


    


    

      After flicking some of the golden strands of her shoulder-length hair from her shoulders, she closed her eyes and let her fingertips trail along her slender form.  Picturing the hands of a random member of the crew, she imagined one of them just entering the cabin and casually helping themselves to her body.


    


    

      As the fantasy continued to develop, her hands parted company.  One of them migrated to circle and brush her nipples while the other descended between her legs.


    


    

      Letting her finger trail through the tangled forest of pubic hair, she felt the dampness of her lust and smiled broadly to herself.  Etching small swirls upon her clitoris, she continued to play with her teats and release soft mewling gasps of pleasure.  Her mind swarmed with pictures of a male form thrusting his length into her, his muscular physique pinning her down and keeping her captive beneath him.


    


    

      The warm bloom of her orgasm continued to flower, spreading and bringing her to a tensed crescendo of pleasure.  Snorting and jerking from the eruption of bliss, Khamsin bounced on the bed as she tried to endure the rapture.  Her senses were beset with the contradiction of continuing her play to gain more or stop because it was too much to endure.  She drank of the sensations for as long as she could and then finally relented.  With her skin flecked with a slight shimmer of perspiration, she dropped back and relaxed.


    


    

      Breathing via deep steady pants, she embraced her own form and mulled the fantasy over in her mind.  The release from her frustrations soiled her erotic mental pictures with the truth of her situation, allowing reality to creep back into her mind and curse her with undeniable fact.


    


    

      In just a few more days, she would be condemned to a living hell of banality and all because she had suffered the misfortune of being born into a noble family.


    


    

      She knew that the peasants and even her own servants dreamed of being royalty, envying her as a princess of birth and standing.  Nevertheless, Khamsin would instantly trade it all away to be free of such obligation.  She wanted to be able to do as she wished, to be able to indulge her heated libido whenever she desired and with whomever she might wish and not be constrained by duty, decorum, social rules and etiquette.


    


    

      Now she was to be handed like chattel to some pedantic weasel of an Endien bureaucratic who preferred the intricacies of a ledger and the acquiring of profit to the exploration and indulgence of sexual gratification and yet there was nothing she could do to stop the marriage.  Once she arrived, the ceremony that was to damn her would ensue within just one day.


      After leaving her home kingdom of Kfornah, the route across the Sific Sea had followed the standard overtly southbound arc to evade proximity to the dreaded Isle of Hroth.  A storm had forced the ship even more drastically southwards to avoid it and although the detour had made her several days late, she was still unfortunately on time to make her wedding.


    


    

      Dragging herself from the bed, Khamsin tugged on the bell rope.  The simple action brought a selection of handmaidens who scuttled humbly in so that they could attend their princess.


    


    

      Acting without the need for orders, they began to dress their mistress in clothes that were of the same mode as their own, but Khamsin’s were far more exaggerated and opulent than theirs.  A laced bodice flowed into a trailing skirt that concealed her low-heeled shoes.  The incorporated sleeves and gloves hid her skin and the entire pastel gown was embellished with silver and diamond jewellery that caught the sun and made her shine radiantly.  The women then set clasps about wrist and throat before attending her hair.  They span it expertly and fixed it with elaborate clips to successfully pin it back and keep it from her face.  Touches of makeup were added to the unveiled visage with utmost care.


    


    

      Such incredibly expensive treasures of the Lost Age were a limited resource that only the most elite of all royalty could afford.  People still used various equivalent cosmetics, but nothing came close to the wonderfully engineered products of the lost masters of this medium.  Their identities were as mysterious as their ancient craft, people known only by a bizarre surname or sometimes by just an equally enigmatic number.


      Khamsin brushed the servants from her.  Their fussing was becoming annoying because they kept going over their work, checking it, preening obsessively.  They bowed and retreated before following in her wake when she wandered out of the suite and towards the deck.  The group was a perpetual ghost to her movements and they limited her time alone to some token minutes out of each day.


    


    

      Exiting into warmer air, Khamsin trekked pensively to the guardrail.  After taking a moment to watch the sea lapping upon the sides of the ship, she looked out to the skyline and let her mind drift with her unfocused gaze.


    


    

      The huge stretches of deep blue sprawled to each horizon.  They were vast and full of mystery as the sun winked upon the crests of the lethargic peaks.  A soft wind wafted passed and lacked the strength to properly fill the two huge sails of red canvas.  The flap of the stern fabric and the shuffle of the idle crew were the only noises to contradict the soothing tunes of nature.  


    


    

      The tanned and muscular forms of the crew lounged against the barriers and the masts, their duties minimal with the lack of wind.  Instead, they took the opportunity to laze about, drink and play various uncouth games that steadily cheated them out of their wages.


    


    

      Khamsin looked across the ship and wondered as to the marvels that the Lost Age had bestowed upon it.  Much of what had once been was now gone.  The metal shell had been converted to hold the sails and a couple of ranks of oars for emergency propulsion.  When she had first been brought aboard, she had been given a tour by the captain and had seen the strange convoluted metal pipes and wheels, cables and machines that had once served the ship to negate any reliance on the wind.  Today such intricate creations were little more than ballast and spare scrap.  The crew removed and reused it as required with no clue as to even the most basic concepts behind the antiquated but massively superior technology.


    


    

      Few ships like this one existed now.  Most were much smaller and formed from wood that copied the design of the relics from a long lost era.  Sometimes they could employ the strange fibrous rigid plastic from the Lost Age that was irreplaceable and because of its strength and lightweight nature it was also beyond evaluation.


    


    

      Khamsin paid no more attention to the vessel because she was absorbed with her own thoughts and with the eternal majesty of the sea.


    


    

      Normally she hated the long ocean voyages that carried her from continent to continent on her various diplomatic missions.  However, after the stresses and strains of her vain fight to escape her marriage she needed time to let her mind empty itself of turmoil.


    


    

      The other passengers were below decks, availing themselves of the shade and the luxuries on offer in the various function rooms.  Khamsin decided to decline bothering with them.  The sun was warm and pleasant and the effete Kfornian nobles with their boisterous swaggering, inflated egos, and lack of any charisma or charm were not tempting her into their company.  She had never felt so alone, so surrendered to the whims of chance.  If only there were a way to evade her monstrously dull and indomitable destiny!


    


    

       


      


    





Chapter Two


       


    


    

      ‘Sweet Allfather! A Hroth raider!’ screamed a voice from above.  The man’s words were filled with utter calamity.


    


    

      Khamsin jerked her stare up and followed his shaking finger.  He had dropped his telescope and now clutched the crow’s nest while his body sagged and quivered with terror.


    


    

      In the distance, Khamsin could see a dark spot.  The identity of its origin was undeniable because rather than bob upon the waves it cruised in the air to defy logic by achieving the impossible skill of flight.  No other force on the face of the world had managed such a feat except the Hrothites.


    


    

      Khamsin felt her stomach sag and her heart beat madly against her chest when she realized the truth of their danger.


    


    

      Others were detected the sky ship and instantly more screams went up.  The officers bellowed for crew to take their positions at the cannon and bolt throwers but many were insane with fright and were doing little more than running around and wailing in fear.


      The passengers arose to see what the ruckus was and were overcome by frenzied angst when they beheld the bleak spot that was drawing ever closer to them.  Some of them instantly jumped overboard, preferring the lethality of the sea to the despised Hrothite reavers.


      Khamsin could do nothing save stand and stare wide-eyed at the vision closing in on them.  Her maids deserted her side, overcome with dismay and forgetting all notion of loyalty to their Mistress in the face of this most dreadful threat.


      At a steady cruising pace, the macabre ship continued its passage towards them.  The air about it seemed to shimmer slightly as though the craft radiated an intense heat.  The details of the craft slowly became clear and Khamsin was left petrified by a wicked blend of awe and horror.


      The unholy craft was considerably bigger than her vessel and stretched an entire half-length longer.  It looked like some breed of organic monster that simultaneously offended and captivated the eye with its insane visage.  The craft somehow managed to be ugly and beautiful all at once.


    


    

      The bulbous head bore silver domes like myriad eyes and these were set across a black and misshapen face.  A set of four massive antennas jutted back from each corner of the head while the midsection was reinforced with black ribs to forge an armoured hull.  Four skeletal appendages reached out from this torso in a cross formation that held strange malformed spheres.  The orbs were coated in arrays of spiny growths and the slits in their surface let a fierce red light pour out.  The tail of the creature/craft was a pear-shaped appendage that trailed to a point and the slashes in its structure let the same ghastly incarnadine light spill forth.


    


    

      The aberration slowed to a halt.  It hovered at their port side and stared blankly at them with its mirrored eyes.


    


    

      Crew and passengers dropped to the floor, wailing, going into shock as others fired weapons at the beast.  Cannons blared and the plumes of smoke trailed away on the breeze so that they filled the air with acrid banks of smog that mercifully helped obscure the view.  They achieved little else because the shots erupted upon an intangible wall that surrounded the craft.  Every ball exploded against the invisible barrier and sent trickling cascades of shrapnel back into the sea.  The bolt throwers cast huge barbed javelins up and these smashed against the same defiant barricade.  Arrows and musket shots ineffectually pelted the ethereal outer hull of their enemy.


    


    

      After absorbing the attacks to seemingly impress their sheer futility, the Hroth craft retaliated with combative means that were far more effective.


    


    

      A restless shimmer upon the air was the only clue to the passage of the unseen missiles that rained down from above and gouged into those offering defiance.  As though swatted by some titanic fist they erupted backwards.  Each was rendered a shattered smear of gore, their anatomy utterly destroyed by the weapons employed against them and which left them unrecognisable even as human.


      Flecks of red from a nearby execution touched Khamsin’s appalled features and her body launched into automatic action.  Overcome by self-preservation, she bolted back below decks.  Running with maniac effort, her heart pounded in her chest, her lungs burned with cold and her head swam as she was ruled by her instincts.  Her dress was heedlessly torn by her dash for sanctuary and great shreds opened the skirt and sleeves.


    


    

      Khamsin’s route was unknown.  She was merely running down whatever path carried her further from the awful craft that was hovering above.


    


    

      After bursting through a door, she ricocheted off a stanchion.  The impact spun her by the shoulder and sent her into a clumsy sprawl that ended with a metallic tone as she careened into a cluster of pipes.  The connection drove the wind from her lungs and she sagged into a debilitated ball.


    


    

      Taking a moment to recover her senses, Khamsin then clawed her way back and grabbed the door.  The heavy iron portal took a great deal of effort to close and when it finally shut, she threw the bolts and then crawled onwards into the mire of Lost Age technology.  The cold silent devices smeared her with grease and rust while their metal talons ripped at her dress and scratched her skin.


    


    

      Folding into a tight ball against a corner, she held herself and shuddered in trepidation.  She prayed to the Gods that the Hroth reavers would not find her and that they take just what they wanted and leave without a thorough search or the destruction of the ship.


      The sounds of unprecedented slaughter continued above.  They reached through the dense levels of the decks to her ears.  Even when she pressed her palms to the sides of her head, the sound still seeped in to terrify her.


    


    

      The dull wet crack of murder and the ineffectual blare of weapons soon gave way to the sound of heavy footsteps pounding the deck.  The ship was being boarded.  Hollers and squeals formed a continuous symphony of despair while the reavers took the survivors captive for transport back to their terrible Empire.


    


    

      Huddled tight with only her numbed thoughts for companionship, Khamsin could only listen as the wails slowly started to subside.  The crew and passengers continued to vanish into the bowels of the craft until only silence remained.


    


    

      Khamsin jolted with shock and suppressed her cry when the door to the chamber was ripped from its hinges and cast aside.  The dense metal portal set loose a deep tone that echoed through the room when it landed.


    


    

      The vault-like door had been removed without effort and this further fed Khamsin’s chagrin.  Holding ever more forcefully to her body, tears trickled down her cheeks as she heard weighty boots stomp casually into the room.


    


    

      ‘Urgh, accursed technology!’ spat a cold voice when it saw the artefacts of long ago.  The words were saturated with hateful contempt.


    


    

      ‘Fetch the House Basilisk representative.  He’ll want to see this,’ announced another voice.  This was followed by a flurry of departing footsteps.


      Quiet reigned and Khamsin kept her hands locked over her mouth.  She respired in shallow mortified hisses lest even the sound of her breath give her position away.


    


    

      There was a soft clatter of metal, as though armour was moving on suddenly tensing frames.  Then the voices of the Hroth boarding party sounded again.  Their voices were soft and melodious but the darkness loitering within their words countered the delicate grace and majesty of their tones.


    


    

      ‘Is this what you called me here for?’ inquired one.


    


    

      ‘You told us to report all tech-crime, no matter how trivial.  This appears pretty significant,’ retorted the one she had first heard.


    


    

      ‘Derelict engines are of little consequence, sergeant.  These drives haven’t been operational for dozens of centuries.  Destroy it all!’ hissed the commanding Hrothite.


    


    

      ‘Now?’ quizzed the first with surprise.


    


    

      ‘No, in a few decades when you decide to muster the effort.  Of course now! Wipe this filth from my sight,’ he growled.


    


    

      A soft humming drone filled the chamber and quickly began to acquire volume.  It was the resonant groan of some unspeakable energy being gathered and readied to unleash upon her paltry defence.


    


    

      Khamsin had seen what their weapons could bring unto flesh so surely metal would be even easier to sunder.  Should she stay and perish quickly or risk surrendering herself to them? Would death by their unholy magic damn her for eternity? Could it destroy even her immortal soul? With a sudden lurch, Khamsin jolted upright and threw her hands into the air.


    


    

      ‘Don’t! Don’t! I give up!’ she shouted and immediately staggered back when she beheld the enemy for the first time.


    


    

      Six tall forms were sheathed in elegant flowing amour.  The sections were moulded perfectly to their bodies along with areas of chainmail.  The metal skin was dark, near black, with strange patterns and spines imposed upon it to add to their sinister demeanour.  Each wore a detailed helmet, the visor of which left them with the snarling features of a bull.  Silver horns rose from the sides of their head and a matching nose ring pierced the tip of their snout.  Mirrored eyepieces stared blindly at her.  The taurine visage was hideously lifelike.


    


    

      Each of these Minotaur warriors had a strange contraption that fitted on one forearm that hid it completely and left their hand lost within its structure.  The device was dark and baroque and the spine-like barrel of the weapon ended in another of the strange fulgent orbs.  The spheres were currently flashing with new potency and spitting out red arcs of energy as they readied to annihilate the contents of the room that had so offended them.  From her skills at observation and psychological manipulation Khamsin knew that such rancour could only stem from on of the three greatest motivational sources - envy, self-preservation, or revenge.


    


    

      At their head stood a similar hybrid of human and animal, save this one bore the artificial countenance of a sinister black-scaled lizard.  Its emerald eyes glowed with an unnatural internal radiance and this struck new fear into her heart when they glared at her.


    


    

      A black ragged cloak hung from curved pauldrons and these dense plates of shoulder armour were slightly raised at the ends.  The seam at the front of the cloak revealed a layer of dark armour beneath the gown.  The metal was decorated with the appearance of scales to further enforce the reptilian style.


    


    

      ‘I wondered whether you’d step out or not,’ said the lizard.


    


    

      ‘You knew there was someone in there? A warning might’ve been prudent in case it was a human guard,’ grumbled the nearest Minotaur.


    


    

      The tip of his weapon wilted slightly as his subordinates kept their aim on her.  Khamsin trembled as she stared at the weapons.  She wondered what sort of foul sorcery their wands would unleash on her.  They had called her human.  Did this mean that they were not?


    


    

      ‘Relax, sergeant.  Once I spied her aura, a quick empathic scan revealed her to be of no consequence,’ he chuckled with macabre amusement.


      He had used his sorcerous abilities to trick and play with her, drawing out her terror for his own dark entertainment.


    


    

      ‘Process her like all the others,’ snarled the officer.


    


    

      A ripple of distortion launched from a weapon and the almost undetected issue of the device struck her like a bolt of lightning.  Khamsin was thrown back with a jolt of shock as her body flicked to temporary attention before it swiftly draining of life.  The spell stunned her form and delivered her into unconsciousness, siphoning away awareness until only blackness enveloped her.


    


    

       


      


    





Chapter Three


       


    


    

      As though recovering from an anaesthetic, the time between Khamsin’s capture and her rise to awareness was lost because no dreams had filled the unknown duration.  It could have been seconds or weeks for all she knew.


    


    

      Coming to, Khamsin heard sounds of movement and soft whimpers of distress.  Instantly she tried to move and found that her body was unresponsive.  Again, she fought to lift herself, but despite her most exhaustive attempts nothing happened.  It took a monumental and devoted effort just to haul her eyelids up.  Each membrane felt as heavy as a portcullis.


    


    

      Khamsin lay contorted and helpless where she had been dropped.  Other members of the crew and passengers were beside her.  They were formed into tangled heaps and piles like landed fish poured from a net and only now being sorted.  The slack faces of the captives bore eyes saturated with dismay.  They could not move, only impotently watch the processing of their captured forms.


    


    

      The large doors beside her were formed from the same materials as the rest of the ship and signified that she had been one of the last to be taken.  The metal of the room was dark and had a distinct organic style to it.  Vein-like patterns wound across the uneven slick surfaces and gave way to the occasional set of strange glowing buttons on the walls or one of the sanguinary globes.  The spheres burned with a magical flameless radiance along the ceiling and this filled the chamber with an eerie and most threatening glow.


      The region above the exit in the opposite wall bore a single metal track with numerous chains hanging from it.  The lengths rode on small metal wheels and were connected to each other by two feet of smaller links.  The dangling chains each held a single metal hook of weighty construction and the whole gathered collection of unused lengths chimed softly against each other as they were slowly used up one by one.  Even the chains were corrupted and sinister.  The links were dotted with small spines and thorns that jutted randomly from them.


    


    

      The ceiling track led out through the aperture on the far wall and onto a corridor.  The passage was filled with those who had already been prepared and who were now being fed slowly from the chamber and to a new destination.


    


    

      Four of the taurine guards had shed their weapons and now used serrated knives to take up a captive and cut their clothes, jewellery and possessions away.  Everything they owned was carelessly cast into a nearby chute in the wall where it tumbled down for ejection or destruction.  The reavers clearly cared not for wealth, only the naked flesh of their prisoners.  The sight of such singular devotion made the condemned dread the unknown fate that awaited them.


    


    

      After one of the captives was stripped bare, they were handed to another set of guards who started to install restraints.  These were gathered from a large pile of poised trammels and Khamsin could not see the process clearly.  She could only hear the snap of metal locking onto people before they were hooked onto a chain and shoved aside so that their suspended form twirled slowly by their large collar.  Their destination was reeling them in as the dangling chains were towed away.  Each kidnapped soul was being fed into the passage as though on a suspended conveyor belt that clinically served them up in an automated manner.


    


    

      Khamsin could only brood helplessly and stare at the oppressive décor as the guards slowly handled the pile of prisoners.  Finally her turn came.


    


    

      Gauntlets casually grabbed her by the upper arms and hauled her up.  She closed her eyes, her breathing rapid and uneven as the knife cut away her finery, stripping her in seconds, making her fear for her life as the wicked edge flashed and danced upon her with casual recklessness.  Her jewels, her earrings, everything was cast into the pit before she was handed to the next stage of her preparation without a single scratch upon her skin.


    


    

      After assessing her form at a glance, the inhuman faces of her oppressors selected a set of restraints that would closely match her physique.  Their sterling skills at such judgement were obviously well honed from considerable practice.


    


    

      A heavy steel collar was clamped tightly about her throat.  A ring at the front dropped a line of chain much like a leash and the metal was embellished with the usual arsenal of wicked studs and spines.


      The anchor onto the collar was large enough to accept one of the hooks and the villains pulled it from the dozen or so strands that were left over before they dropped Khamsin onto it.


      When she hung by the ring on the collar, her toes barely grazed the floor.  The aching effects of the suspension could not even be displayed because of her lingering paralysis.


    


    

      Held aloft and opened more easily to the rest of the fitting, another circle of metal was fitted about Khamsin’s middle so that it lay just above her hips.  The band hauled in her waist and was armed with a single metal semicircle that emerged from the front.


    


    

      The chain was threaded through the hoop and then drawn between her legs before it was hauled up.  A soft moan was all she could manage as the prickly strand was tugged up.  The cold metal bit into her crotch as it was clipped to the back of her collar.  Any movement of her torso would cause the dull teeth to press into her most tender regions and punish her in a severe manner.  It was a vicious incentive to stay to attention and not bend or struggle at all.


    


    

      Shackles were locked to her wrists and her face screwed into a slight grimace as her arms were turned and hauled along her spine.  The steel bands locked to the chain of her collar so that her arms were painfully folded up and back.  The position was a ghastly one, but Khamsin had been tutored heavily in performance art as part of her upbringing, thus she was limber enough to be able to endure it.  Even so, the fact that she was being bound like some common criminal caused muted gurgles to emerge from her throat.  She tried to curse and complain, but her body was still unable to announce the true effects of the bondage.


    


    

      Unfazed by the clear travail they were inflicting on their charges, the Minotaurs added matching fetters and a last set of bands just above the knees.  A metal pole was taken up and placed between her slightly trembling but utterly defenceless legs.  The tip of the bar was placed to her crotch chain and locked onto it so that the shaft flowed down between her legs and grabbed the inside surface of the trammels with impossibly short strands.  The bar now hobbled her intensely and deprived her of any ability to lower from an erect stance.  If she were on the ground and she tried to do so then the base of the pole would assuredly skip against the ground and send shudders up through the steel.  This would make her crotch chain quiver and chafe her loins.  Similarly, there was no way to break her legs free of their stretched pose.  The infuriating impediment was simple and yet utterly effective.


    


    

      Khamsin could not believe how effectively she had been controlled.  There was no way for her to move at all except at the slightest shuffle.  Escape from their clutches would be impossible until they released her from these confines.


    


    

      The hoist above her gave a gentle tug and suddenly she was following in the wake of the others with the vacant hooked chains trailing dutifully behind her one by one.


    


    

      When she emerged through the doorway, she could see that the arched corridor snaked in either direction.  Rib-like stanchions rose with the curved walls to meet in the middle of the ceiling where they bore another of the strange orbs of fulgent crimson.  Occasionally situated on the walls were oval panels that sent snaking tendrils into the metal as though they had sent roots into the structure of the craft.  Khamsin pondered whether they were truly organic or merely decorative fancies.


    


    

      Set deep in these fixtures were small crystals that flickered internally with a cyan power.  She assigned it to imagination and fear but when a slave passed them, they seemed to flicker with a little more intensity.


    


    

      As she turned slowly upon her hook, she stared at the queue of victims that snaked down the corridor.  The naked men and women were all confined in the same steel harness that currently trapped her and all of them hung limp in the air as each was being fed slowly onwards by the track that ran to one side.  This kept them out of the way and allowed Minotaur guards to walk back and forth.


    


    

      The armoured pirates continued going about their business oblivious to the suffering and misery of their prisoners.  Amongst the many bull-faced warriors were other castes of Hrothite, each of them dominated by an affiliation with one breed of animal.


      Khamsin spied one with a unicorn mask, their silver animal countenance armed with a spiralling horn in the brow.  Their flowing whites robes hid identity and gender from the observer and they were universally embroidered with many strange runes and sigils.


    


    

      Once or twice, she spotted a warrior in delicate armour.  The protective shell was far less dense and comprehensive than on the Minotaurs.  Instead of spines, it had a reptilian quality with fluted membranous wings of steel that emerged to decorate joints and form their raised shoulder guards.  These Hrothites wore a ferocious lion mask, the mane created by a ragged cascade of black hair that trailed down behind them to the small of their back.


    


    

      The only other variant she saw were forms in elegant and delicate eagle masks.  The wicked curved beaks and their lithe bodies and casual attire contrasted their fierce eyes.  These were not warriors, rather they were some kind of engineer because they often carried strange eerie objects of similar appearance to the ship and their dark robes were stained and worn in places from continuous toil.


    


    

      Khamsin had heard the rumours about the Hroth Empire since her childhood.  They were the monsters under the bed, the shadow in the night that was used to frighten small children and adult alike, a sort of global bogeyman.


    


    

      Situated in the middle of the Sific, their island was a dark and terrible place that none had ever visited and returned from.  From this domain, the Hrothites stretched forth their hungry claws to pillage seafaring traffic and occasionally mount a lightning raid on coastal areas.  They were wicked sorcerers, possessing magics that made them invulnerable and unstoppable.  Yet, despite this impossible arcane might they never strayed from their home for any length of time.  The Hrothites attacked, stole, murdered, abducted and immediately returned whence they came, vanishing as swiftly as their accursed flying craft had brought them.


    


    

      All ships kept well away from the Hroth Empire.  No one was insane enough to tempt fate by trying to sheer a few days off a journey by taking a more direct route across the Sific.


    


    

      During various voyages she had heard reports from those that had spied them from afar when they were fortunately occupied with another raid, or from those who had stumbled upon the aftermath of an attack.  Even so, no actual facts or motivations could be assigned to this enigmatic and malevolent plague of all life.


    


    

      She wondered if the abducted were to be slaves, sacrifices, or experimental toys for deranged hermetic practices.  What was going to happen to her, because rescue was an impossible hope? None had ever broken loose of the isle once they vanished into the Hrothite vessels.  Her parents would be impotent against such a foe, while her fiancé probably did not even care.  Despite the influence, the treaties with other powers, the vast might of her family and their kingdom, even a united effort against the Hroth Empire was doomed to assured failure.  Her family was one of the mightiest noble houses in the known world, but against the Hroth Empire they would be swatted with the insignificance of a gnat should they tangle with them.


    


    

      Desperation and frustration consumed her as it did most of the captives.  Each of them was well aware that there was to be no going back and an uncertain and no doubt bleak path lay before them.


    


    

       


      


    





Chapter Four


       


    


    

      The track towed her into a new chamber after turning a corner and revealing a long and slender hall.  The track flowed along one side and the chains accumulated at the far end as they were freed of their occupants.  Opposite the queue of hanging slaves were rows of square pits that were just big enough to accept an upright human form.  The mechanized lids were set in the floor and parted at the centre.  The metal panels slid out into the ground and had an aperture at the centre.  Upright sections rose up along the perimeter of the hole to create a tall posture collar.


    


    

      Sets of Minotaur guards were removing languid captives from the hooks and slotting them into the thin shafts.  A touch to a subdued crystal set behind each of the tight prisons had the two halves close of their own accord.  Khamsin could guess that some sort of sorcery sponsored the motion.


    


    

      The raised collar clamped about the steel band that encircled the throats of the captives and then locked to it.  This left them hanging in the compartment, unable to move or break free of it.


      The reavers slowly worked through the dozens of acquisitions and left the floor filled with row upon neat row of disembodied heads.  It quickly started to look like some sort of ghastly human allotment.


    


    

      Khamsin’s turn came and she was lifted from the hook and slipped down into the square tunnel.  The guards held her by her collar as she fought to resist but her body still failed to offer anything other than weak wriggles, ones that were almost imperceptible in the tight bondage that had been inflicted on her.


    


    

      As she was being fed in, she thought she spied a strange blue glow from the interior and noticed another of the small crystals within the pit.  The gem started to increase in radiance while she grimaced from the strain of being set in the desired configuration.


    


    

      The two doors slid together, locked to her throat, and allowed the guards to release her.  Khamsin was left hanging by the collar, her body stretched by its own weight and the burden of the metal trammels.


    


    

      Khamsin thought that this was the full measure of her containment, but the villains were not done yet.  With the entire cargo secured, one of them brushed his hand across a crystal on the wall.  This caused it to change colour and bring an immediate response from the ceiling.


    


    

      Serpentine lengths of segmented steel started to curl down from holes in the ceiling.  The lengths turned and writhed sedately, each possessed of their own terrible animation and grim sense of purpose.


    


    

      Peering up, Khamsin watched the end of a hose lower towards her.  The artificial creature slithered its body down at her and at the head was a long shaft of slick black.  The tip was rounded and had a small hole in the tip.  Halfway along the shaft was a protruding hollow slot that created a short flat cave that offered the opening towards her and ran along the haft until it ended at the base.


    


    

      While she studied the strange creation, it touched the ground and reared up before her like a serpent readying to strike.  Suddenly she felt something cold brush against her legs.  Sets of slender points were rising up along her form and then started to slip between the gaps in the chain links against her belly and rear.  Livid with dismay, Khamsin fought to clench and bar their entry but she was still far too weak.  Khamsin stiffened as the lubricated shafts started to thread themselves into her orifices.  The violation of her body made her mind burn with loathing.


    


    

      The distinct sensation of the coils feeding into her abdomen was increased when the shaft before her moved forward and pressed to her mouth.  Her slack lips and teeth parted on it as it shoved forward and started to pour itself down her throat.  Her eyes bulged and she retched as it passed the back of her throat and continued down her oesophagus.  When the slot in the middle entered her mouth, a strong burst of suction grabbed the tip of her flopping tongue and yanked it sternly in.  When snapped taut, the root of the organ lit up with distress as it was acutely racked.  The vacuum remained and served a duel purpose in that it left her tongue sealed tight within the pocket and additionally kept the tube sheathed in her gullet.


    


    

      Her throat convulsed in random fits, clutching the intruder and trying to regurgitate it.  This only made her tongue ache even more keenly as the instinctive efforts of her own form served to haul more forcefully at the controlled organ.


    


    

      Penetrated like never before and impossibly restricted, Khamsin watched the guards walk from the room.  The double doors slithered shut in their wake and locked to leave the room in a moody silence.  The sound of rasping breath was the only hint of life as everyone they had left behind respired slowly through their nostrils.


    


    

      The long containment allowed her body to slowly recover and power started to warily trickle back into her form.  It made the bondage all the worse because now she could struggle against it.  She pulled with her arms because the contortion made them numb.  The flesh was filled with a pulsating gnawing pound that was driving her mad with frustration.  Her legs fought the bar and the shackles but they could not slough them off.  All they could do was beat the close walls of the tube.  Claustrophobic annoyance possessed her and made her continue the battle as the hall rang with the sound of similar efforts.  The tune of feet kicking the internal walls and the rattle of chain created a chaotic and constant melody.


    


    

      Gurgles and mewls poured around the deep gags.  The prisoners fought to remove the accursed insertions into their body cavities but could do nothing.


    


    

      Khamsin eventually gave up and simply hung slack.  Her struggles were only succeeding in magnifying her discomfort.  Slick with sweat from her exertions, she blinked salty pearls from her eyes and fed the tears of rage that wound down her cheeks and dripped from her chin.  She was a princess, a member of the royal house of Seiga, one of the most mighty noble powers on the entire Kfornian coast.  This could not be happening to her, to someone so important and influential.  Yet here she was, rigorously contained, unable to even move, gagged and penetrated, naked and indistinguishable from any noble or lowly crewmember from the ship.  In a few hours, she had been stripped of her lofty caste and reduced to the status of organic chattel for the Hroth Empire.


    


    

      Her scorching animus was interrupted as the tubes in her rear and sex started to thrum calmly.  Vibrating softly against her internal membranes, soft pules arose from around her gag as a heady bliss drifted though her.  The delightful caresses of the tubes made Khamsin stiffen against the shafts and her eyelids fluttered as her gaze became unfocused.


      The inserts continued to oscillate within her and made her loins grow moist from desire.  The accursed presence of the restraints melted away as she was served to pleasure.  Her eyes flitted shut and she writhed against the tight chains and steel bands.  Now she was finding a hint of relish in them, in being so methodically deprived of control even over herself.


    


    

      Khamsin had been in a ruling caste all her life.  People had done whatever she wished and served her every whim.  She controlled the fates of thousands with her every word and now she lacked influence even over her own body.  It was a most intense aphrodisiac that took her completely by surprise, because never had she ever surrendered authority in any circumstance or situation.  To have it taken away and have such rapture forced upon her was making her livid with libidinous craving.


    


    

      	Climax beckoned like a distant storm.  It floated in on a warm breeze and readied to envelop her in the most intense release she had ever felt.  Already she had cleared the plateaus that most orgasms took her to and she still had not even experienced actual release.


    


    

      Small trickles of moisture ran down her inner thighs and suddenly the devices stopped.  Khamsin was left her teetering on the very edge of release.  She flew into a fit of motion and fought her bonds afresh.  She tried to get loose, to gain the last few strokes against her clitoris that would push over the edge, but robbed of the most basic movement, all she could do was shake and feel her reward slipping through her fingers.  It trickled away completely as she fought to force herself via willpower alone into what she so desperately craved.


    


    

      The others in the room were being similarly mistreated, although they were far less amiable to it.  Resenting such manipulation, they fought it until they to were subjected to the ravages of near release and infuriating deprivation.


      Cheated of her goal, Khamsin yelled against her gag but was unable to get anything save some choked murmurs through it.  Lines of saliva stretched from her chin as she gurgled and spat vivid curses against the invading oral shaft.


    


    

      It was hideous to be denied after such a build up, but somehow it made the refusal to pander to her wishes even more pleasing.  Yet again, her will had been ignored and this had kindled the strange sense of relish in being commanded by an outside presence.  The toys had cultivated a raging libido, one that now loitered unfed and which was ravenous for carnal fulfilment.


    


    

      Possessed by her appetite, Khamsin tried to hook the trespassing coils with her toes so she might tug at them and end her famine.  Despite some long and irritating attempts, she eventually aborted the plan as an impossible one.


    


    

      A unified howl of shock spilled through the room as fonts of cold water spilled in tight jets from every direction of the shafts.  They lashed the occupants with an arctic spray and the freezing shower was joined by an internal variety that fired up into their rears.  The tracts of every prisoner were filled with a gradual swelling sea of cold water.


    


    

      Choking on her gag from the fierce shock, Khamsin wailed and tried to evade the comprehensive battery of jets.  The waters numbed and burned her skin with their intensity.


    


    

      Cramps afflicted her belly, tightening it, screwing it in brutal clasps as her insides revolted against the chill douche.  Her writhing torso made the chain drag slightly against her so that it scratched her with its passage as her torso responded to the internal myalgia.


    


    

      The insertion of water continued on and on, building up pressure, making the flood press to her limits and push outward to fight the confines of her tracts.  Burbling her unheard pleas for clemency, Khamsin’s hands clawed at their bonds as her sphincter battled to spit the hose out before she burst.  More and more was shoved into her and it travelled deep to feed the swell.  The rod allowed nothing except some paltry trickles to emerge and the escaped fluids quickly vanished with her sweat as a cold, pressurized deluge lambasted her.


    


    

      The shower ceased and a moment later the direction of the enema changed as well.  Suddenly the hose was sucking the soiled waters from her, slurping them back down the tube and relieving the stress on her innards.  It took a long time to remove the amounts inserted and when they were done, Khamsin was left hanging enervated and weak in her bonds, her mind lost in a dazed stupor.


    


    

      One more, the toys began to tease her.  They built her and all the prisoners up towards climax and then spitefully denied them again.  This time though, once her lust had reached the very point of erotic explosion, baleful shocks rocked her pussy.  Flashes of unbearable voltage gouged at her nerves and made her clench with painful vigour to the shaft responsible for her distress.  The attack made her contribute to the chorus of muted yowls now resounding through the hall.


    


    

      With malevolent blasts, the toys drove back her orgasm with callous fury and then stopped before changing settings.  Khamsin was escorted towards orgasm by the buzzing shafts that made her insane with hunger, but they tainted her glee with the foreknowledge that she would be scorched again before she acquired climax.


    


    

      As predicted, the toys butchered her chance for final release and lashed her with their teeth of controlled lightning.  Her nerves were swindled and ignored her commands.  They gripped the shaft with all their might and made her convulse from the effort being demanded of her.  The device fired its energy into her and evaporated her lust until she was stood at the base of an ascent to sexual release.


    


    

      Tears of frustration and calamity spilled down her cheeks.  She ached to feel the steady build towards orgasm that was more delightful than anything she had ever felt before, but she also feared the brutal discharge that would be used to force her back away from it.


    


    

      Khamsin was still virginal, but far from chaste.  She had a passionate craving for masturbation and fantasy, but she had declined any indulgence of a more significant variety.  The thought of such sexual surrender was repulsive to her, and was no doubt a by-product of her upbringing and noble authority.  Allowing a man to control her, to use her and leave her dependent on his performance for her own pleasure seemed inferior to simply handling such matters herself and keeping the male role to perfect, flawless fantasy.  It was another aspect of her vehement opposition to the arranged marriage because it meant guaranteed coitus on her wedding night.  True, afterwards she would probably never really be expected to provide marital favours.  Her fiancé did not seem interested in such matters.  Nevertheless, on occasion he might demand them from her for appearances sake and a sense of duty to his wife.


    


    

      Once more, the toy began to tickle and tease her.  It shuddered her pussy and carried her on dizzying waves towards cataclysmic eruption.  Every time she was subjected to this ordeal, the swell of her hunger was fed another juicy morsel.  It increased her needs and made her desire relief with greater fervour.  The process was making her berserk with concupiscence and there was nothing she could do to stop it.  At any time in her life, she could excuse herself, find a safe and secure location, and indulge herself, but now she was utterly surrendered to despicable denial.  The programmed will of the devices would allow no respite.  They had their orders and would not permit her relief.  At least with a human agency their lust might boil over and demand sating, in seeing her arch and fly into paroxysms with orgasm.  However, these arcane constructs offered no such hope, only indifference and their exacting rota of excruciating pain and exquisite pleasure.


    


    

      Hour after hour, she felt her sanity being gradually fried by the harrowing ill treatment until finally the doors opened.  One of the eagle-masked Hrothites entered and two of the Minotaur guards flanked the worker.


      ‘I’ll be glad to get off this damn rotation,’ uttered one of the bull masked guards as they walked to the wall and ignored the dozens of imploring eyes that immediately fixed to them.


      ‘It’s been a tough one all right.  But just think of all the tokens we’ll pull in off this trip.  We won’t need to take a gathering mission for decades after we’ve offloaded this lot,’ answered his partner.


      The two guards stood back as the eagle-masked engineer brushed his hand across several crystals.  The gems immediately changed colour with the passage of his leather-clad palm.


    


    

      ‘And it all seems worth it just for the docking view,’ wistfully decreed a guard.


    


    

      The wall before them shimmered and altered its very nature.  It rippled and drained of colour.  The darkness dribbled from the metal and left it transparent so that the oval window permitted a view that was as remarkable as it was horrendous.


    


    

      ‘Home.  At last,’ commented the other and the three of them were clearly entranced by the image.


    


    

      The sorcerous craft cruised above the sea.  The vast stretches of Sific extended all about them but up ahead there could be seen a dark presence on the horizon.  The collection of islands grew closer with each passing second as the craft sped onward at an impossible rate and headed straight towards the massive isle at their heart.


      A range of jagged brutal mountains thrust dark dagger spires at the sky.  The cliff-like barricade of rock was barren and blasted by volcanic heat to create an obsidian shield wall.  The smaller islands were dotted around the vast stretch of mainland and these isles were minor jungle domains that offered a range of green specks around a grim fist of unforgiving rock.


    


    

      The sea that surrounded the isle was a churning vortex of white water and spray that pounded the razor backed peaks lurking just beneath the waves.  The crests of the underwater reefs occasionally slipped out and winked like fangs in the bright sunlight.  It was guaranteed that any ship trying to gain access to the islands would have its hull torn apart by the wild waves and lethal reefs.  It was defence that demanded aerial transport as the only means of reaching the Isle of Hroth.


    


    

      Drawing ever close, Khamsin could see that the wicked ring of mountains and cliffs formed a vast bowl in which could be seen land and settlements.  The brief glimpse was lost as the ship descended towards the featureless face of the cliffs.


    


    

      Ancient texts spoke of a time when this place did not exist, a time back in the last days of the Lost Age.  Many of the new faiths spoke of the period when the Ancients had fallen from grace and were smitten by demonic forces for their insolence against the Gods.  Their mistaken belief that they were greater than their creators because of what they themselves had wrought had prompted divine wrath.


    


    

      When the vengeful devilish forces of punishment retreated, they had mated with many human survivors who in turn gave birth to the first Hrothites.  The legends mentioned their power and told how they lifted this island from the depths of the sea to serve as their infernal abode.


    


    

      Khamsin had never given credit to such superstitions until now.  Upon seeing firsthand the sheer might of the Hroth Empire there was little doubt that they had to have supernatural heritage.  It was the only possible explanation as to what allowed them to sorcerously perform such travesties against logic and reason.


    


    

      A vast tunnel lanced into the rock and the passage was just big enough to accommodate the Hrothite sky ship.  Strange flickering lights were set along each face of the circular tunnel and they pulsed in a steady rhythm to lead the craft in and banish the murky night of the deep cave.


    


    

      Before they plunged into the shaft, Khamsin spotted defence emplacements upon the mountains above.  The fortifications were moulded from the very stone and bristled with bolt throwers, cannon, catapults and banks of massive skeletal devices that bore the same glowing spherical tip as the other weapons she had seen them deploy.  The walls offered abundant defences both mundane and supernatural, but what were the Hrothites afraid of? Nothing could penetrate the reefs let alone scale the walls and still they were armed as though ready for a massive invasion.  What force in this world or any other could threaten this diabolic empire?


    


    

      The ship dove into the tunnel and cruised steadily down into the heart of the mountains.  After following the navigational lights they eventually emerged into a cavernous subterranean bay whose dimensions were so huge that it could swallow whole castles by the dozen and still not be partially filled.


    


    

      Massive glowing spheres adorned the roof and they filled the entire titanic cavern with light.  It was as though they had duplicated the sun and set it in their personal lands.


    


    

      A shimmering lagoon occupied most of the floor.  The land about its perimeter was filled with buildings and docks while the quays were filled with sleek black craft akin to the ship in which she resided.  However, these were considerably smaller and were underwater vessels.  Their nature was confirmed when she saw them moving about beneath the surface like malignant fish.  The aquatic ships were heading in and out of submerged tunnels that no doubt led out to sea.


    


    

      Khamsin wondered if these were some mode of scout vessel that led the sky ships to prime targets or conducted covert reconnoitres.  If so, it explained the flawless tactics of the Hroth Empire in their attacks because they meticulously ferreted out the victim’s secrets long before committing themselves to battle.


    


    

      Along the cave walls above the seaport was another type of docking area and this one was designed to accommodate the flying ships.  Large platforms extended from the stone.  These were supported by heavy beams, which reached back into the rock to create hundreds of lofty balconies.  Many of them supported idle craft whose crimson glow was either extinguished or dormant.


    


    

      After approaching an empty platform, the ship lowered and landed with a gentle bump that painfully wrenched at the necks of the prisoners.


    


    

      A set of metal double doors in the face of the cave wall parted at the middle and slid back into the stone to reveal another tunnel that led out of the gargantuan pirate port.  Once the doors parted, a flicker of light issued from within and rows of the small incandescent spheres winked into life to fill it entirely with light.  Movement followed illumination and figures began to emerge onto the bay.


    


    

      The men and women were dressed in some sort of black figure-hugging material that stretched its shimmering skin so tight that no wrinkles could be seen.  Spiked pauldrons adorned their shoulders and the steel gorget that connected them draped a segmented line of spinal plates down their backs.  Viciously toothed greaves and vambraces covered shins and forearms and each of them wore a studded belt with pouches and a sheathed lengthy dagger.  The Hrothites were humanoid but not human because they were unnaturally pale and incredibly beautiful.  This pulchritude was spoiled by their cruel grins and the malevolence in their dark eyes.  Their slender and tall bodies moved with a fluid dexterity that she had not seen even in the most gifted human gymnast.  Their most mundane action was captivating in its grace.  Their eyes were rimmed with dark shades to add to their evil demeanour, their slightly acute ears were pierced with silver rings and their hair was worn long.  It was the first time she had seen them without their masks and despite their beauty, she felt fear rather than admiration.


    


    

      Pairs of naked human women emerged behind them.  The two slaves were fastened to a large chest that they were responsible for carrying.  Their bodies were locked in the same restraints that Khamsin and all the others in the hall were forced to endure, but theirs were connected to the handle of each crate by a chain that was fixed to the links of their spined crotch strip.  Every sway and bob of their burden manipulated the baleful chain that traversed their loins and made it scratch and plague every movement.  However, even this had failed to sate the Hrothite love of causing physical havoc and their pierced nipples bore slender chains with spiked weights affixed to them.  The prickly starbursts swayed and brushed their bodies to bestow spiny kisses.  The women were kept in willing silence because a large ball whose surfaces bore small blunt studs to harry the inside of their maws was forced into their mouths.  They had little choice but to accept the gag because a short chain from the exposed portion of the sphere connected to a septum ring while two others led down to their nipple piercings.  Khamsin shivered in dismay as she considered the consequences of seeking freedom from the uncomfortable ball gag.  It would bring a hideous burden to their nose, and should spitting free the gag tear out that ring then their nipples would have to bear the added burden.  The heinous consequences of ejecting the gag were sure to make them willingly endure it.  It was a frustrating fate and it made Khamsin’s blood run cold at the prospect of it being forced on her.


    


    

      ‘How many units did we fill this trip?’ asked a Minotaur.


      ‘This was the sixth, I think,’ replied his partner.


    


    

      The Eagle continued to studiously watch while the new arrivals opened the crates and began to remove short lengths of barbed chain.  Each of the leashes was fitted with sprung clips on either end and although even an animal would be able to open such a simple device, bound as they all were, this most simple feat would be an impossible goal to attain.


    


    

      From the base of the window came Minotaur guards who used lithe canes to drive the slaves out.  The fellow captives shuffled in tiny steps and jerked upright with a cry of anguish as the eager hand of the guards thrashed them.  Herded like cattle, the huddled masses continued to totter bolt upright.  Each was unable to sag against the bars and chains that left them open to the ravages of the canes.  Khamsin noticed that most of them seemed to be from her home continent and had probably been pillaged from the various fiefdoms and realms there.


      The guards quickly steered them into the arms of the amassed ranks of unmasked Hrothites.  One man grabbed a voluptuous woman and added a chain to the back of her collar before attaching her to the front of the burly man located behind her.  With aggressive shoves he moved her into the tunnel and then snagged a nipple to give him a mordant anchor that he used to draw her deeper into the subterranean maze.  The other workers quickly linked other slaves to the chain gang and formed a long line of connected grizzling prisoners who were drawn into the depths.


    


    

      The occasional slave driver joined the procession to monitor it and leave the force diminished.  The remaining Minotaurs re-entered the ship and began to bring out the next cargo hold of prisoners as the process was repeated.


    


    

      Khamsin was appalled to see how many captives they had taken from the lands beyond their own.  She recognized most of the races involved because her travels had made her familiar with many bloodlines of the world.  Dark skinned prisoners from the southlands of the Ahfik wilderness were followed by swarthy Rab nomads from the great deserts south of the Meriditirian Ocean.  Diminutive, dark haired, tawny skinned Shonjin from the East were next and then pale prisoners from the various eternally feuding Epeen Clans.  Each hall of captivity had been filled with peoples gathered from every corner of the world.  The reavers had travelled far and wide to gather a menagerie of assorted specimens for their mysterious purposes.


    


    

      The time it must have taken to cross such distances, even in their craft, revealed the reason for the treatment she had received.  The constant torment and pleasure would assuredly have every prisoner fighting their bonds all the time.  This would maintain some degree of physical exertion and prevent acute muscle wastage during the voyage.


    


    

      Savage Kenedian Nomads were escorted out.  The brutal warriors vehemently fought their captivity but the canes frenetically defeated their defiance and had them willingly obey.  As they were appearing below the craft, a crystal within the hall lit up with steady pulses of red and the eagle-masked Hrothite operated some of those gems that were situated in ranks below it.


    


    

      The tubes feeding into the prisoner’s bodies inside the shaft were yanked out.  This made Khamsin spasm wildly from the sudden flight of such a prolonged companion.  The hatches holding the throats of the most distant captives then started to suddenly part with a flash of motion that released them and let them drop in timed sections.  The rows continued to fall downward, the ranks being eaten away until Khamsin stared with appalled intensity as the vanishing heads drew close to her own.


    


    

      The rank before her fell away and she tensed with worry.  Her prison jerked back and the feeding tube that had been secretly sustaining her spilled from her gullet.  It released her tongue and she slid down into a severe gradient.  She slipped into a slick circular chute and her body sped down through darkness before being spat out into the main hold.


    


    

      Her feet clapped to the floor and Khamsin ambulated recklessly forward.  Swaying unsteadily, she tried to regain her balance as her momentum forced her onwards until she slapped into the bodies of the accumulated crowd.


      A line of hatches in the hull had thrown them into the hanger.  The other prison halls all accessed the same tunnels to feed the prisoners quickly and effortlessly to this exit.


    


    

      Khamsin barely had time to regain her posture when a dull thwack sounded and a shock of feeling was imparted into her rear.  A split second later, the assailed nerves erupted with added harrowing as the cane proved to be a harbinger of the most acute distress.  Jolting upright, Khamsin released a bellowing howl that joined the wails of the others who were also being scourged.  Spinning her head around, she glared with indignation at the bull-faced guard.


    


    

      ‘I’m moving, damn you!’ she hissed as her temper snatched her voice before she could consider the consequences of her actions.


      ‘No talking, slave!’ snapped the guard and slammed the cane with even more vigour to her presented and naked rear.


    


    

      Khamsin hollered and threw herself against the others as the cane chastised her again for breaking the silence.  She fought to get into the phalanx and escape the outer area where she was left so vulnerable and again the cane stung her.  The stern trenches of heat made her sway and her eyes watered from the sheer savagery of its gift to her skin.


    


    

      Tottering down the exit ramp, she jiggled with the other prisoners as they were led in blind panic to wherever the Minotaur guards wished.  Those who cursed or addressed their captors were being subjected to the most severe treatment.  They howled and pleaded in vain while the guards beat them until they finally mustered the strength to hold back their words.  From seeing this example, the crowd quickly dedicated themselves to complete silence.


    


    

      A hand grabbed her collar, pulled her aside and drew her around to the front of the tunnel.  Her rear was already pulsating with a dull throb from the strike of the canes and so she did not resist.


    


    

      A young male with pale hair turned her around and pulled at her wrists.  He bent her backwards so that the chain grated painfully against her front.


    


    

      ‘Oh Gods, no! Stop! Please!’ she complained.


    


    

      The pressure of the chain as it sank into the lips of her sex made her quiver in dismay.


    


    

      ‘No talking! You were warned, slave!’ he sneered with a wide grin and then yanked more distinctly at her bonds.  Khamsin let loose croaking cries while she was grievously punished.


    


    

      ‘Okay! Okay! I’ll be quiet!’ she whimpered before adding a squawk of distress because the male had just kicked her bar.  The pole wrenched at her crotch band and this shifted the toothed links with a sudden jolt that scratched at her pussy.


    


    

      ‘Anything else to say, slave?’ he said with a rampant smile.


    


    

      The villain nudged the inhibitor bar with his boot and continued the unbearable influence on her genitals.  Sagging against his hands, she surrendered to his designs and shook her head from side to side.


    


    

      ‘Good, slave,’ he commented and prodded the bar with more force.  The cruel crotch chain shuffled and gnawed on her sex to test the limits of her obedience.  Khamsin gritted her teeth and screwed her eyes shut while she fought to endure the malicious actions and continue to remain mute.


    


    

      A clip snagged the back of her collar and she was condemned to be the forerunner for the entire unit.  The clack of other clips being set to her companions echoed behind her and she waited to be led away.


    


    

      ‘Come on slave.  Time to get going,’ announced her oppressor and the youth grabbed her left nipple before he began walking away.  The stern pinch pulled at her teat to make her scowl and trot in tiny shuffles in pursuit of him.  The chains rattled and her body fought the bondage to try to keep up and prevent him pulling at her breast.


    


    

      Those behind her quickly fell in and struggled to keep up as they were led down into the tunnel system that curled around inside the mountains.  The impassive captors took the forlorn entourage through several junctions that had no markings.  The tyrants were aware of the labyrinthine layout and had committed it to memory, whereas the slaves were left utterly confused as to where they were and which way led back to the ship responsible for delivering them here.


    


    

      A dead end corridor started to form into a bottleneck that funnelled them into a tight single file procession.  The air was now rife with the clattering din of chains and the soft miserable sobbing of the slaves.


    


    

      Her escort brought her to a single door with a large metal ring fastened to the wall beside it.  After unclipping the chain from the back of her collar, the lead was attached to this dense mooring to stop the line from progressing any further.


    


    

      The door slid aside of its own volition and slithered into the wall to reveal a massive hall that stretched out in either direction.  The interior was filled with row upon row of squat one-foot high metallic pots with strange etchings and tubes upon them.  Paired crystals were set at the front and they glowed softly.  In the ceiling above each pot was a hole that corresponded in size to the width of the pot’s interior.  The reason for the shaft was immediately obvious because many of them already had a captive standing inside.


    


    

      Their hands were locked behind their backs and their features were lost within a metal hood.  The steel dome formed itself into a stout collar upon which was set one of the refulgent crystals.  The prisoners were rendered compulsorily chaste by a steel band that encircled their waist and threw another band down over their loins to deprive them of access and natural functions.  Another crystal lay on the front of this crotch plate and these gems glowed with more force than usual.


    


    

      The bars between their legs were still in place and were locked to the lowest portion of the belt before being held even more securely by the fetters and knee cuffs.  Everyone, whether male or female, had rings in their nipples and the steel hoops had no visible seam or lock.


      Glass tubes had emerged from the tunnels above and had slid into the raised rings in the floor.  The close fitting shafts held the condemned upright and refused to allow them any real movement save a minor shuffle or wriggle.


    


    

      Upon seeing her fate, Khamsin wilted against her captor’s hold and her legs trembled.  The bar prevented her from collapsing to her knees like she would have done had its stern imposition been absent.


      ‘Oh please! Please! Don’t do this to me!’ she whimpered dejectedly.  She was deeply afraid that this place was to be where she would spend the rest of her days.


    


    

      ‘My you’re a petulant little thing!’ grumbled the guard.


    


    

      With a sweep of his boot, he knocked her feet from under her.  With a jarring impact, Khamsin landed on her back and squashed her arms behind her.  The harsh landing made her yell in shock and pain.


    


    

      Kicking her feet futilely against the floor, she quivered but was unable to rise.  She could only watch as he stepped forward and laid a boot onto her stomach to pin her down.  With his prisoner secured, he first looked left and right and then frowned before letting a broad iniquitous grin creep across his features.


    


    

      ‘Hmmm, seeing as they’re not here to handle you just yet, I’ve a moment for some recreation.  Would you like that, slave?’ he asked.


    


    

      ‘I’m no slave, I’m a princess of the royal house of Seiga! You’ll pay for this, demon!’ she blurted hatefully, her pain and discomfort forcing out the rash words.


      ‘Human royalty? Hah! There’s a contraction in terms if ever I heard one.  And if you’re not my slave, how else would I be able to do this?’ he mused while lowering the zip to the front of his uniform.


    


    

      ‘Oh no! I didn’t mean it! Don’t! Please!’ she implored.


    


    

      Khamsin fought his hold.  She wriggled under his foot while he reached into the suit and pulled free a rapidly swelling member.


    


    

      Lodging his toe under her flank, he flipped her over and, as she battled her bondage to try to stop him, he reached down and set loose the clasp at the front of her collar.  The chain that ran down her front was drawn through her legs.  Its passage against her skin clawed at her with its tiny teeth and this greatly escalated her writhing.


    


    

      The bar was unfastened from the released crotch chain but not the leg cuffs and again he flipped her over.  Her arms were still folded up her spine and were unable escape the leash or prevent him from straddling her chest.  He threw the excess of the lead aside after it caught her wrist cuffs and then he grabbed her breasts.  With rough hands, he kneaded the flesh, tweaked her nipples and gave her assets a series of flicks and pinches.  His cock grew more prominent as the torment excited it.


    


    

      ‘No! Don’t ravish me! I’ll be good! I’ll do anything you want!’ she whined.


    


    

      Khamsin jerked at the rough manhandling.  Her bucking legs made the unfastened tip of the leg bar rub her pussy.  The clip grazed her lips and threatened to plunge in should she buck to energetically.  After her horrendous denial, even this caress was proving intoxicating and her wriggling became as much a means to stimulate herself as to protest the imminent molestation.


    


    

      ‘Oh I won’t soil myself by raping you, slave.  But I am going to show you that you are no more than a piece of property,’ he grinned and then laid his penis into her cleavage before he pressed her breasts together.  Cupping them, he forged himself a tight valley into which he could thrust.


    


    

      ‘Yes, this is good! So succulent,’ he crooned while rocking his hips against her.  The tip of his shaft emerged through the valley and winked at her before retreating back with his lethargic savouring drives.


    


    

      Khamsin could only watch with chagrin as he used her.  She was unable to offer any retaliation so she soothed herself with the bar.  Masturbating slyly, her eyes clenched shut while she tried to picture a less disturbing scenario.


    


    

      	‘So you’re a princess? Well nobility or not, you’re still going to get the same tuition as every other human here,’ he uttered.


    


    

      The male accelerated as his length became distinctly larger against her assets.  He was swelling with the proximity of release and Khamsin was appalled at the thought of him ejaculating on her, but if she complained, he might well make her lot even more severe than it was already going to be.


      ‘A few weeks in an education tube and you’ll be a good little slut.  I might even put in a personal bid for you at your auction,’ he chuckled darkly, crushing her breasts in fists as he stiffened with a series of wanton jerks.  Spatters of warm semen landed on her breasts and collar as he finished his assisted masturbation.


    


    

      ‘There, slave.  See? Just a toy.  A piece of meat to be used as we see fit,’ he stated.


      He ran the back of his hand down her cheek and then trailed a finger through a splash of his milky seed.


      ‘You should be grateful, human.  You’ve pleased one of your betters,’ he said and presented the digits to her lips.


      Repulsed, Khamsin tried to throw her head aside but the collar would not permit it, so instead she pursed her lips tightly shut to deny him.


    


    

      	‘Tut tut.  Such bad behaviour,’ he commented and wiped it across her lips.  Khamsin mewled as she felt the warm viscous substance smearing into the small valley of her puckered lips.  The moment his fingers came away, she spat it at him.  A few small drops flecked his torso and then a shock of heat filled her cheek as he slapped her for her rebellion.


    


    

      ‘That wasn’t very smart, slave,’ he sighed.


    


    

      The male grabbed her hair and used the follicles to wipe the spots from his uniform.


      	‘I can see you’ll need a bit longer in a tube before you’re broken,’ he said.


       After guiding himself back into his trousers, he then refastened them and stood up.


      ‘Apologies for our tardiness,’ stated a female voice and the staccato tap of heels emerged through the dense walls of glass shafts.


    


    

      The two women who now arrived on the scene were astonishingly comely and wore a penurious outfit formed exclusively from latex.  It was a substance almost unheard of in the rest of the world and it suggested that the Hrothites had the advanced means to manufacture it.  Thigh high, skin-hugging boots clutched their legs and perched them atop wicked heels.  Suspenders from the hem of the boot rose to join with their tight shorts.  The fronts were fitted with a zip with a pair of sliding tabs so they might create an opening without having to remove the garment.


    


    

      A studded belt encircled their waist and it had a pouch and a small tube that served as a sheath for a riding crop.  The elaborate handle of the implement gave way to a woven stem and a leather hoop for a tip.  The weapon was clearly poised to chastise those who resisted them.  In addition, there was a holster for some manner of bizarre pistol.  The weapon was clipped into place and was of a construction that she could not even hope to recognize.


    


    

      The succulent breasts of the women were served up in the moulded cups of a long-line bra.  The garment created a deep cleavage and threw slender straps over their shoulders.  A latex band about their throats bore silver spines and tight wrist length gloves gave them smoothed featureless fingers.


      Their eyes were darkened by deep shades and their eyebrows were raised to slender peaks.  Their full lips were a shimmering black and their jet hair hung about their neck as a delicate bob with a severe fringe that rode just above their eyebrows.  On each bared left shoulder was the tattooed silhouette of a Manticore along with several strange runic symbols.


    


    

      The women seemed to generate an aura of intimidation and each of them was as frightening as they were attractive.  The pair stopped and looked across her and then to the male.


      ‘We’ll get on with the processing.  You can start bringing in the others,’ stated one of them as her partner reached down and hauled Khamsin back onto her feet.


    


    

      The trickles of cloudy white fluid started to run down her front and she felt weak from the shock of what had been done to her, but she dared not wilt because the bonds above her knees and on her ankles still held the bar in place, leaving the freed summit ready to spear her should she try and lower.


    


    

      ‘This one needs extra time in the tube,’ attested the male with an evil smirk.


    


    

      ‘No! He’s lying! I didn’t do-‘ she began, only to have her words turned into a yell as a crop sprang from its holster and slammed into the base of her rear.  The weapon sent a brutal shock through the skin.


    


    

      ‘No more talking, slave! Or I’ll double your sentence again!’ growled the woman.


      She sank her latex fist into Khamsin’s hair and used it as a most terrible means to tow her over to the first of the vacant pots.


    


    

      Khamsin winced as her scalp flashed with riots of strain but she refused to speak.  She was already going to be spending a considerably longer spell in this hell and had no great wish to double it simply for the sake of something as obsolete as pride.


    


    

      The other woman walked to the door and accepted the next slave.  She took her to another pot while Khamsin was readied for her own captivity.


    


    

      Khamsin looked into the vacant metal drum that would hold her.  It lay immediately next to a confined woman whose body was wracked with sweat while she was either pleasured or punished by the crystal that throbbed at her loins.  The gems were some manner of sorcerous tool that controlled and regulated their insane brand of magic.  Khamsin considered if perhaps they were like a fuel reserve that funded their enchantments.  However, after having seen latex here, a substance limited to Lost Age technology, it made her question whether it was sorcery or just a level of technology so advanced that it seemed like sorcery to her ignorant, primitive eyes.


    


    

      Acting quickly, the woman accessed her restraints and removed them.  She opened the dense bands with a mere pull that confused Khamsin as to just what had kept them locked.  The collar came away and this let her arms finally lower.  The joints gave soft crunches of protest and then filled with angry flows of returning sensation.


    


    

      ‘Aaaooooh,’ mewled Khamsin and she tried to comfort the limbs with enervated fingers.


      ‘Don’t give me those false whimpers slave.  We saw you, teasing this hungry little hole while these were being pounded,’ she whispered.


    


    

      The woman brushed smooth warm rubber fingertips against Khamsin’s loins and assets and then departed to take one of the steel helmets from within the pot.  It opened at a central seam and the hinged rear allowed it to part down the face.


    


    

      ‘Well, that attitude will serve you well.  A nice long session in here will ripen you wonderfully,’ she added and, like a set of jaws, the helmet opened wide and swallowed her head.  The soft interior of rubber brushed her face as the overlarge dome was shut and locked itself automatically to plunge her into inky blackness.


    


    

      Her cuffs were connected behind her with a new lock that was retrieved from within the base and the rest of her bonds were hurriedly implemented.


    


    

      The waistband was clamped onto her and adjusted until it was hauling her waist in.  The crotch piece was taken up and thrust to her.  The upper ends slipped into awaiting slots and made her yell into her helmet as two soft lengths spilled into her openings.  The wet bulbous tips threw her open and dove deep before she had any clue as to their existence and with a damning click, they were held to her by the stern belt.  Her muscles clenched and strained at the shafts, fighting them as the metal ribbon kept them firmly lodged deep inside her.


    


    

      The woman connected the long inhibiting bar that ran between Khamsin’s limbs to the small hoop located between her legs.  Yet again, she was fixed into an erect stance and she cursed the device.  It was vexing that a simple metal pole was making her life so difficult.  The bar denied movement, hobbled her and left her completely vulnerable.  It was such a trivial thing, a mere pole of metal, but it was a diabolic item that she hated more than the sound thrashing of a cane.


    


    

      Something was removed from the woman’s pouch and screwed onto a fixture on the steel dome of her crown.  As she wondered what else was going to be imposed on her, the helmet broke into spontaneous life.  Its slack interior billowed with hisses of pressure as the woman relentlessly forced air into it.


    


    

      The latex cushions welled around her head.  They inflated swiftly and shoved to her cranium from all directions.  The intensity of their strength leapt up to new degrees and Khamsin shrieked against them as they continued to compress and smother her head in an impossibly firm clinch.  Two tubes were forced through and into her nostrils and these installations allowed her access to air.


    


    

      Khamsin fought against her bonds and tried to get free as the process of inflation recommenced and squeezed her head until she feared it might collapse.  She could not even hope to speak because her lips and jaws were pressed so tightly together by the helmet’s demands.


    


    

      Swaying unsteadily on her feet, Khamsin sought to come to terms with the punishment.  The swell of force upon her head was already making her jaws ache as the helmet sought to force them apart by the shove of rubber bladders into her cheeks and yet hold them closed by the shove to her chin and jaw line.


    


    

      Something cold brushed against Khamsin’s nipple and a javelin of white heat fired through the tip.  She jerked back, started to topple, and would have collapsed save that the woman grabbed her.


    


    

      The woman steadied her as the pulsating pound sent ripples of suffering through her breasts.  Khamsin wondered what had been done to her and it was then that she recalled the nipple rings and realized that there was going to be a repeat of the trauma she had just endured.


    


    

      Khamsin desperately struggled to evade the second embellishing procedure, but contained as she was there was nothing she could do.  The woman slotted the gun onto her teat and slammed another line of steel through the sensitive nugget.  The rings were seamlessly locked tight once they had transfixed her, assuring her that they were permanent additions to her nubile body.  Screaming silently into the gagging folds of latex, Khamsin jerked and rocked from side to side.  Her mind was full of giddiness and a panicked flushed sweat was quickly creeping across her form.


    


    

      She was forced into the base of the shaft and left standing up.  Her thighs were kept pressed together and to the bar as she tried to get used to her internal additions and the fulgent points that continued to beat with an awful rhythm in her nipples.


      A muffled hiss pierced the inflated metal case that encompassed her head and a glassen tube descended from above to slide into place.  Khamsin felt it move against her skin and she shivered in dread.  She was unable to act as it closed completely and doomed her to isolation.


      	Thrashing within the tube, she jumped and danced against the glass.  Failing to even scratch it, she only succeeded in elevating her harrowing ordeal when her breasts were pushed to the interior wall.  The nipple rings caused the hypersensitive points to erupt with lucid pangs.


    


    

      Exhausted by her efforts, she dropped her back to the tube and wheezed gently through her nostrils.  Khamsin wondered how were they going to feed her.  If she was to spend weeks in this cell, what about her wastes, her food? Meanwhile on the outside, the other captives were entering one at a time to join her in this terrible incarceration and there was nothing any of them could do to thwart the deranged intentions of the Hrothites.


    


    

       


      


    





Chapter Five


       


    


    

      Khamsin soon began to feel an alien presence in her mind.  It was a sickly taint, one that lurked in the deepest recesses of her soul.  It scuttled about like a rat in the shadows, nibbling at her psyche in locales where she could not face it or expel it.


      The mayhem in her nipples soon began to retreat and she started to detect what they were doing to her.  Some manner of charm was being sown into her psyche.  Her enslavers were using their bleak magic to warp and attack her very personality.


    


    

      With dedicated verve, she launched her will against the presence.  The vile mystic tendrils fought insidiously against her defences as they sought to break through and reprogram her as they wished.


    


    

      Her battle was hamstrung when the soft pliant lengths that were lodged in her tracts started to gather movement.  In mockery of intercourse, they began to retreat and then plunge back into her.  They operated with casual sloth so they could draw out her pleasure, to make it last even longer.  Khamsin swooned against the glass.  She shivered and stretched herself against the stern arms of her bondage.  Her belly churned with rhapsody as the soft interlopers doubly penetrated her.  Snorting through her nose, she could not concentrate on her fight any more.  The heady bliss of the artificial coitus left her wallowing in her own carnal crapulence and left her unable to fixate on anything save enjoying the session.


    


    

      Ever so slowly, she was drawn upwards towards orgasm.  All the frustrations from within her previous cell latched onto the event and made her thirst for relief even more heartily.


    


    

      Choking for breath, she broke into furious motion as the toys fell dormant and left her once more with climax hanging just out of her clutches.  Spitting imprecations through her mind against her unholy oppressors, she slammed against the glass, trying to find a way in which to move the belt, to gain the last tiny motions that would permit her access to badly needed orgasm.


    


    

      It was impossible.  The fiends had installed their particular doom flawlessly and there was nothing she could do to evade it.  Her only option was to just accept it and endure the never-ending rota of continual teasing dismay.


    


    

       


    


    

      She had no idea how long she remained in the tube.  Weeks, maybe months were passing.  All she was aware of was darkness and the irregular periods where she was being pleasured by the toys and then hatefully starved of orgasm.


    


    

      The irresistible need to spasm and cavort in the tube after she was left unsated served to keep her muscles from atrophying.  Meanwhile, the pleasures kept her distracted enough so that the strange powers of her captors could work on her mind, installing unknown commands and wishes and then reinforcing them to a point where she would be unable to resist.


    


    

      Khamsin slipped in and out of a somnolent fog.  It was a half-sleep where she was left disorientated and groggy, unsure of what was dream and what was reality.  This consideration further helped serve her to the mental restructuring.


      Time stretched on and on and she knew that she should at least be getting hungry, or thirsty, but neither drought nor famine reared in the impossible time she was spending in the tube.  Something else was working on her, nourishing her, negating the need for material sustenance.


      Had the statement of education been a trick to make her more amiable? Was she going to be spending the rest of her life near naked in a tube, her spasming body occasionally observed by the Hrothites passing without? Was she a doomed bauble that they looked at to amuse their sadistic streak.


    


    

      Khamsin was soon starting to look forward to the times when the toys teased her because it was the only stimulus she had to distract from the frustrating numbness of her existence.  Often she would rub her breasts against the glass.  The nipple rings accentuated feeling with the slight play of the steel as it moved against the fleshy tunnels and helped fill the nuggets with extra sensation.


    


    

      To think that she had once been a regal maiden, attending balls, banquets, free to roam and do as she wished, wealthy and powerful and now she was reduced to a hopelessly bound fetish object for her captors while they trained her via some despicable means to be their servile toy.  It was a fate that she could not have considered as possible even in her worst nightmares and yet now, when it was occurring, there was a strange sense of pleasure in it.


    


    

      Her position required her to have responsibility, to lead, to never show weakness.  Although she accepted this yoke and bore it with well-instructed pride, she also ached to shed it, to do as she wished for once.  Complete ownership by others was so distant from such a lot that if it were not for the brutality being visited on her she might have even enjoyed it.  The programming was etching grooves in her soul and then filling them with strange notions and desires.  It was taking her latent need to surrender and to be ruled before bloating it to new and intense levels.


    


    

       


      


    





Chapter Six


       


    


    

      The feel of the tube rising up went unnoticed.  Khamsin’s mind was too beset by imprisoned delirium to realize that she was actually being freed.  In her more deranged moments she had felt the process occur, only to have her hopes smashed when she recovered enough to realize that it was not so and that she was still serving her life sentence in the translucent shaft.


    


    

      Hands grabbed her arms and used them as the means to lift her over the edge of the metal perimeter.  Her feet touched new ground for the first time in as long as she could remember and her body relied heavily on the support of her rescuers.  Was her training finally over? She did not feel any different, but she was afraid enough of a return to the tube that she would obey out of fear of its infliction.  If she failed to be as compliant as they hoped, surely she would be placed back in it for more of the monstrous education.


    


    

      Her weak and humbled body was forcibly marched away.  Her feet slipped against the smooth stone floor because they were unable to keep up with the stride of her crutches.


    


    

      With all sound muffled by the inflated crushing walls of the helmet, the journey was an anonymous affair.  It ended with her body being lifted by the bar and by her shoulders before she was dumped face down onto a short table.  The upper surface was a yielding layer of padded rubber.  She knew this because the material filled her nose with its aroma as she breathed softly in nervous anticipation.


    


    

      Her hands were unlocked from the shackles that had adorned her since her capture and were brought around and up to the far corners of the rectangular table.  They were crossed over each other and sets of leather restraints with a rubber lining were buckled tightly to the extremities so that they fixed her to the bed.


    


    

      The bonds on her legs were removed and the bar was unfastened from her chastity belt.  Instantly her feet were snagged and pulled apart into a lewd spilt, one that was far wider than the bed.  Stirrups were used to capture her ankles and the matching trammels were hauled tight with a creak of strain to keep her sealed in this undignified pose.  Next, thick straps were taken up and laid horizontally across her back.  The three ribbons were fastened into place and then tightened in increments until she was being hugged into the padded surface.  Her breasts ached from being crushed beneath her and the penetrated nipples proved to be the primary source of havoc.


    


    

      The section of table that ran from her hips towards her feet was unlocked and lowered.  The adjustable area swung down and left her lower half hanging in the air.


    


    

      Her helmet was manipulated and a soft hiss started to fill the void that had been her world for so long.  The pressure upon her head decreased quickly and Khamsin erupted into agonized convulsions.  Her head felt as though it were swelling and about to burst.  Her skin was addicted to the constant weight that the helmet shoved into her skull and was now appalled at its loss.  The unexpected duress of deflation kept her shaking and yanking at her bonds for long moments as she tried to weather the excruciating effects.


    


    

      The steel was opened and removed.  The tubes fled her nostrils and let her head drop slack against the rubber padding.  Screwing her face up, she pressed her features into the cross of her arms to protect them from the impossible nova of light that poured through her eyelids and stabbed at her eyes with fulgent spikes.  Pressure and blackness had been with her for so long that anything else brought agony.


    


    

      Her sweat-sodden hair hung upon her as she recovered.  Khamsin was unable to even regard her surroundings or see who had delivered her as they walked away and left the room.


    


    

      	Working in small attempts, she started to lift her face for a moment and then retreat when the light proved too much.  Khamsin repeatedly performed the testing and slow adjustment of her sight, managing to last a little longer each time until she was finally able to warily squint and peer surreptitiously about the room.


    


    

      The box room was formed from obsidian tiles.  The volcanic panes reflected the dim crimson light of the glowing orbs set in the ceiling.  Metal rings had been bolted across the wall at shoulder height.  They seemed more for decoration than for actual use, following the Hrothian penchant for macabre and sinister décor.  The door leading out was a simple portal of black metal without apparent lock or handle.


    


    

      A solid slab of tiled stone held up the solid portion of the table and the rubber was stamped to the perimeter by savage blunt spines of silver.  Khamsin tugged at the restraints and tried to reach down and claw at the buckles but they were an infinity of mere millimetres beyond her.


    


    

      Laying her head back down, Khamsin drank in the heady scent of the latex.  The smell was the most exquisite perfume after her forced removal from any odour.  The sweat of her trials started to slowly drift from her and she languished idly in her bondage.  Khamsin felt almost comfortable in it.  Twiddling her toes and fingers as she contemplated what was going to befall her, she took small breaths through her mouth and manifested her considerations, just to hear her own voice after being left without it for so long.


    


    

      The portal slithered aside with soft purr of movement and closed again as a pair of footsteps wandered in and approached her from either side.  Flashing her gaze first one way then the other, Khamsin sought to see who was coming up behind her.


    


    

      One was a tall slender man.  His honed physique was like that of a wiry athlete.  Extended metal pauldrons rode out at his shoulders and the metal flicked up to form pernicious spikes.  A slim gorget merged into a goat mask and the ornate steel visage flung back curling horns and bestowed a deep red stare that glowed eerily.


    


    

      The armoured shoulder guards draped a long cloak of black velvet to the floor and the parted front revealed a body dressed in form-hugging leather.  A shirt of polished hide reached into short black gloves and his leather trousers were fixed with a spined belt with several small pouches placed around it and a buckle bearing a strange ideogram.  Tall riding boots reached to his knees and the join between trousers and footwear was almost undetectable, so well did the craftsmanship fit him.


      Looking across, Khamsin found herself staring at the sultry curves of a woman clad in a catsuit of latex.  The burnished material was like an opaque second skin and the garment incorporated stiletto-heeled footwear and gloves whose fingers were amputated at the base to allow her pale digits to emerge.  Each nail was long and filed to resemble a talon whose surface was painted black and had a depiction of a curling serpent carefully stretched along it.


    


    

      Like her partner, she wore steel shoulder pieces that were moulded to resemble the heads of dark serpents with rubies for eyes.  The same motif styled her mask, which was a serpentine affair with extended fangs and a row of short spines running over the crown.


    


    

      ‘This is the one?’ asked the goat.


    


    

      ‘Of course.  You think I’d trick you, my sweet Morkith?’ she purred.  The woman’s voice was a seductive thing, smooth and melodious.


    


    

      She approached and trailed her nails gently up Khamsin’s exposed back.  The points alternately skipped across leather and flesh before she gracefully twirled on her heels and lowered into a crouch between Khamsin’s outstretched hands.  The latex skin creaked as it stretched upon her exquisite body.


    


    

      ‘Yes, you would!’ bitterly snapped Morkith, ‘Remember that human bitch I paid a fortune for? Well someone swapped her for someone else and sold my one to an agency in House Manticore.’


    


    

      ‘Oh, that was a harmless mix up,’ she answered sweetly.


    


    

      ‘I don’t mind being conned, Caiz, but selling her to the Manticore? Was selling her to our greatest rivals supposed to amuse me?’ he scowled, placing a hand on Khamsin’s globes as if assessing the flesh.


    


    

      Khamsin wondered if he was intending to purchase her.  Was he going to acquire her like an object? Despite the offence of being treated like this, it felt good to have someone touch her, to feel something other than bland oblivion on her skin.


    


    

      ‘I promise you this one’s all yours if you want her.  I’ll even knock ten percent off.  Look on it as a House Chimera bargain discount event,’ announced Caiz.


      Reaching forward with one hand, she used her fingers to lift Khamsin’s chin and regard her face.  This left the slave staring at the sinister mask of the woman.


      ‘And how will you manage that? What about the Council decree that all new slaves must go through auction?’ he asked, ‘There’s to be no more private purchases, Caiz, so just what are you trying to pull?’


      After stroking her rear, he found the flesh to his liking and expanded his examination to her thighs and hips.  With gentle intensity, the male traced her curves with his smooth leather digits.


    


    

      ‘I’ll put her up last, hide her noble heritage, get the auctioneer to “ignore” any bids that rival yours.  Your Mistress will have her for sure,’ she stated with conviction.  Lifting one of the supporting fingers, the woman began to delicately run it along Khamsin’s lips and make the flesh tingle.


    


    

      ‘And what makes you think she’s for Xhithris?’ he snapped, pausing suddenly in his physical scrutiny.


      ‘You mean you’re not trying to impress her with this cute little specimen?’ she questioned, knowing full well that it was so.


    


    

      ‘Damned Hydra, you’re all the same,’ he grumbled.


    


    

      ‘Don’t get touchy, it’s written all over you today.  A berserker from House Manticore could notice your eagerness.  I could escalate her price because of your fondness for her, but I’ll do you a favour and stick with the deal,’ she muttered, displaying herself as an accomplished salesperson.  ‘Suck,’ she uttered, and pushed her finger to Khamsin’s lips.


    


    

      Khamsin let her jaws part and engulfed the digit.  She took it into her mouth and locked her lips to it.  As she rolled her tongue around the slender stem, she found herself quaking with lust from suckling on this woman’s hand as her fate was decided for her.  She could not fathom why she was feeling this way, but she was helpless against it and the act of obeisance seemed the most rewarding of treats.


    


    

      ‘She is a pretty little thing.  Her aura’s developing nicely too.’ 


    


    

      Caiz moved the digit back and forth, forcing Khamsin to perform mock fellatio on it.  She felt humiliated by her display, but the derogation also served to arouse her further after it accessed some hidden need to be dominated by these people.


    


    

      ‘Okay, let’s do it,’ he said emphatically.


    


    

      ‘Don’t you want to test her first? Make certain she’s right for your needs?’ asked the woman as she stared into Khamsin’s eyes to gauge her reaction.


      Although hauling at the inserted finger with her mouth, Khamsin remained passive.  She adored the hand and found herself utterly unable to resist them.


    


    

      ‘I think I shall,’ answered Morkith, after a brief pause so he might consider it.


    


    

      He grabbed his mask and hauled it of before unfastening his cloak and armour.  Setting the items aside, he revealed himself as a handsome young male.  His tapering features were severe and intriguing and his black hair was cropped short into a spiky carpet.


    


    

      Khamsin could guess she was going to be ravished, but right now it was the only thing that she wanted.  The fierce frustration in her body suddenly lit up and burned afresh with the prospect of its eradication.  After all her teasing and denial and with the sight of this gorgeous rubber-clad female before her, she was rabid with sexual need.


    


    

      Morkith moved between her splayed legs and lowered his trousers.  He took his engorged cock and rubbed it through the valley of her sex.  Khamsin arched against the straps and savoured their power over her as her belly flicked with bursts of delight from the appetizer.


      The woman removed her finger and unfastened her own armoured countenance.  As she pulled it away, she flicked her head to release her long black hair.  The silken folds fell to her waist like a cascade of liquid jet.  Her countenance was no less astounding than her body and her features absorbed Khamsin’s eyes because she was a vision of perfection.  The Hrothites had so far been exquisite of form without exception, their beauty imposed to contrast their malicious and sadistic nature.  Nevertheless, since her emergence from the tube, Khamsin had been fully indifferent.  She had lived with deprivation and now she wanted to feel, to know she was still alive and did not care what form that sensual input took.


      Looking directly into Khamsin’s eyes as her mouth fell agape from the tease of a male shaft rising between her sex lips, Caiz addressed her with gravity.


      ‘We’re going to use you, slave.  Use your body to please us.  If you do a good job, maybe I’ll spare you a return to the education tubes.  Maybe I’ll let you stay free until your auction.  Understand, slave?’


      ‘Y …yes,’ stammered Khamsin.  The thought of the tube quickly banished her arousal, blowing it aside like a cloud in a strong wind.


      The back of the woman’s hand flashed out quicker than Khamsin could see and skimmed across her cheek.  The swipe threw her gaze aside and into her shoulder.  The hot pulse of harrowing in her face was joined as the woman snatched her nails into Khamsin’s hair and hauled back, forcing her head against its limits.  Khamsin grimaced as her neck was pushed to the point of breaking.


      ‘That’s Mistress to you, slave! Don’t you ever forget it again!’ she growled.


      Caiz’s face had a broad and delighted grin on it as she observed Khamsin’s stress.


      ‘Y …yes, Mistress.  I’m sorry, Mistress.  Please forgive me!’ she blurted.


      Khamsin hoped to placate the wrath of the woman with the tactic she had seen offered by servants of the more brutal nobles she had encountered on various human courts.


      ‘Good slave,’ Caiz said with a grin.  The woman released her hold after a few more moments while she happily soaked up Khamsin’s discomfort and humility.


      Rising up, the woman propped her head up on her hands.  Her elbows were placed across Khamsin’s arms so she could watch her at close quarters and her hindquarters wiggled in the air.


      Khamsin stiffened and her mouth fell open as a long droning howl resonated in her throat.  The feel of Morkith’s tumescent shaft ploughing into her almost brought her to instant climax.


      ‘Oh Gods!’ she moaned as he started to draw gently back.


      The feel of coitus caused her thighs to quiver.  Her fingers and toes wriggled as her mind was overcome with the beauty of the feelings.  She had no idea it would be so delightful.


      ‘We’re your Gods now, slave.  The Hroth Empire is your deity, the one who owns you, controls you, and punishes you for wavering fealty,’ remarked Caiz and then she leaned down so that her warm breath flowed over Khamsin’s features.


      	Khamsin’s eyes widened with shock as she felt the woman’s lips brush her own.  The gentle connection preceded a tongue that rolled along the edge of Khamsin’s mouth.  Caiz licked her face as though to taste her like a living confection.


      The fist closed back into her hair and pulled her face up from the table so that her mouth was offered more openly to attention.  Caiz dove in and locked her lips to Khamsin’s.  Her tongue spilled deep and ravenously explored the fallen princess.  The slippery tickle of the organ was accentuated when she felt the woman’s spare hand reach to her side, draw on the flesh of her breasts and then ferret out a nipple.  Caiz’s finger flitted against the pierced teat and bolstered the wanton prurience between them.


      The slow glorious plunge of Morkith into her pussy made Khamsin infinitely more amiable to the advances and her own tongue reached up to entwine against the woman’s.


      Caiz occasionally sucked at the organ.  She would haul at it, apply some soft nips, and then release it to continue the kiss.  All the while, her hand played the ring.  She turned it, flicked it and made it the epicentre for shudders of intense delight that the piercing greatly magnified.


      The pull at Khamsin’s hair was steadily transformed into an aphrodisiac.  The feel of utter control, in being used in her bondage successfully turned what should have been a bane into a welcomed ecstasy.


      Caiz pulled suddenly away and kept her hold in place.


      ‘I think I’ll do you another favour and let you know how her oral skills rate,’ she murmured and then ducked down again.


      After opening a drawer in the base of the plinth, Caiz removed a riding crop.  The stem was a woven series of black and red spirals that ended in a rectangular pair of leather tongues.  Gripping the handle in her fist she swung herself up onto the table and slotted the smooth domes of her gorgeous rear into the triangle formed between Khamsin’s crossed elbows and her face.


      Staring into the bleak mirror of the woman’s loins, Khamsin could see her own hazy reflection in the polished material.  She could distinctly feel an aching thirst to plunge herself into the warm rubber sheet stretched across Caiz’s crotch.


      A finger wandered down the front and there was a shimmer of motion in the air as the strange power of the Hrothites was deployed to open the material.  The slit opened wide with the tightness of the fabric and the perfect slice unveiled the woman’s damp and hairless sex.


      The smell of lust possessed Khamsin and before Caiz could grab her head and force it into her sex, Khamsin had dove in and nuzzled amidst the intimate valley.  Her tongue fired forth and into the moist tunnel.  She pushed as deep as she could and tasting of another woman for the first time, she was instantly mesmerized by the experience.  The scent and taste of lingering latex was a wonderful spice to the act of cunnilingus and her organ exploited her knowledge of her own anatomy and applied it to the woman.  Lapping at her clitoris, she poured the flat of her tongue against the erect morsel and then tickled it with her tip.  Caiz’s body tightened in fits and she shivered with wanton joy.  The sight of such joyous response made Khamsin quiver.  Her own tracts clenched in spasms to Morkith’s invading phallus and greatly accentuated his pleasure.


      ‘Damn Caiz, how long did you leave her in the tubes?’ exclaimed Morkith upon seeing and feeling Khamsin’s obsequious zeal.


      ‘Oh! Oh yes! J …just two months.  Double the usual at the behest of the Hydra who delivered her.  Oh! She’s good! Xhithris is going to love this one!’ gasped Caiz and her hands reached forward so she could run her nails along Khamsin’s back.


      The woman drew light scratches in her skin and the fierce lines brought Khamsin to shaking quivers as she exalted in their application.


      ‘Two months? And she’s like this already? You’re teasing me again, aren’t you? This is a veteran slave! You’ve tricked me again!’ he spat while firing himself from root to tip.  Khamsin’s wet tracts accepted every thrust with utter rhapsody.


      ‘I swear on the Goddess that I haven’t.  She must be … must … be … oh …oh! Yes! Slave! Like that! Lick me!’ she shouted and then Caiz started to deploy the crop.


      She swung it down and slammed the leather tip into Khamsin’s rear.  The stern thwack sent a ripple through the pert mounds and deposited a flash of searing heat.  Khamsin let a choking cry spill into Caiz’s pussy and smothered her own cries with female flesh.  Again the woman struck.  She was applying the crop with capricious swats, flashing it to Khamsin’s anus as Morkith continued to thrust into her.  He was taking his time now and drinking deeply of every motion her clenching muscles provided for his intruding sceptre.


      ‘Lick me, slave! Suck me! Pleasure me with that deft tongue of yours,’ Caiz barked as she repeatedly punished Khamsin.


      The fiery welts fed a growing residual ache.  Each new application gradually coated her rear in stinging hot spots and each burning impact made her tongue flash with new life and her belly to grasp with new potency to Morkith’s cock.


      Sometimes the woman stopped and used her heel to dig at Khamsin’s soft flesh.  Lifting her shins up, she dragged the stiletto point along Khamsin to make her gurgle and bark her responses.


      Khamsin was lost in a heavenly fervour.  Her mind was reeling as the implement repeatedly spanked her.  The refulgent shocks into her cheeks continued to fill her with new enthusiasm.  Her tongue whirled and cavorted against her abuser’s womb, her body writhing against her straps.  She clenched her sex to Morkith, making herself as tight as possible so she could exhilarate in his determined drives to gain access.  Each thrust hauled her open and choked her pussy before he nudged her deepest regions and then jumped back to repeat the motion.


      The sadistic application of the scourge continued fuelling her lust.  The overexertion of her tongue was ignored as she was consumed by Hedonistic indulgence.


      ‘That’s it! Right there! Oh I’m soooo close! Keep going slave! Go! Go! Use that tongue! Pleasure me or I’ll whip you until you faint!’ Caiz snorted.


      Her applications of the weapon started to become more sporadic as her rising ecstasy started to overwhelm her.


      Mewling spluttered sobs emerged from Khamsin as she was cropped and doubly deflowered.  Her face was lodged against the woman and her pussy was replete with the man.  Air was becoming hot and hard to access as the firm thighs squeezed to her skull in a vice-like grip of endurance.


      Caiz broke into convulsions.  Her hand threw the crop down with meteoric force to scorch Khamsin thrice with the most severe weals before she cast it aside.  The woman snatched Khamsin’s head and ground her into her sex.  Cutting off her air, she forced Khamsin onwards.


      Spilling her tongue against the woman, Khamsin felt her own orgasm beckoning as it was brought on with the onset of hypoxia.  Struggling against her bonds, her face growing ever more hot, her sight flickering with spots, her lungs fighting to access air against an impenetrable seal of white skin and black rubber, Khamsin’s mind started to sink into a churning storm of ecstasy and suffocation.


      Caiz screwed her fists into Khamsin’s hair and rode her face while fighting to endure the unprecedented pleasures of the cunnilingus.  It was then that Khamsin finally achieved orgasm.


      Screeching into the living gag, her body fired itself against the straps and made them fight to hold her down as her frame pushed them to their limits.  The eternal denial she had suffered made the climax more potent than anything she had ever known before.  When coupled with her bondage, the punishment, the lesbian affair, her first act of intercourse and the deprivation of breath, it resulted in a plateau of exquisite rapture that nearly shattered her mind.  If she could have even considered forming words, she would have begged him to stop.  Her sanity was simply unable to cope with such intensity.  The pleasure threatened to wash away her very consciousness.


      Unable to tolerate anymore, Caiz pulled herself away and flopped onto the floor.  Holding her body, she comforted it and tried to recuperate from the session.


      Khamsin hauled in deep rasps of air.  She filled her lungs with cold delicious oxygen.  Treating herself to hyperventilation, she began to banish the effects of the deprivation.  She mewled and whimpered as the shattering climax faded to levels that were more manageable.  Her belly felt sore and over-used but she wanted to feel him come within her first, to know that she had sated him.


      During Khamsin’s display with Caiz, Morkith’s libido had been roused to a new fervour and now he rocked into her with alacrity.  He was anxious to capture orgasm for himself.  His hands clenched into her rear and squeezed tight as the slap of flesh on flesh applauded their actions.  Fingers grabbed her hair and pulled to drag her head up and command her features into the air so he might see her contorted visage as lines of sweat and female juices dripped from her quaking chin and trembling lips.


      A thumb wiggled into her anus.  He opened the puckered bud and entered the digit before thrashing it about so he might explore her orifice.


      Morkith entered a quivering series of drives and then she felt him swell within her before he filled her womb with a distinct influx of fluid warmth.  The instant of ejaculation brought forth a sudden flare of new bliss and a second, less stern orgasm ran through her.  Khamsin’s pussy answered the wash of semen with a jolt of new pleasure.


      Khamsin hauled her head against his hold and increased the strain on her follicles.  The roots protested with stabbing riots that she willing applied to herself.


      Morkith slowed to a halt and remained within her.  The pulse and spasm of his shaft was distinct within her tender pudenda and when he finally pulled free and let go of her hair she slammed her face to the table and cried out.  The extraction had brought a shock of lingering feeling, a ghost shadow of her climax that continued to haunt her insides and make them warm and cosy feeling.


      Khamsin remained slack upon the bed and respired softly.  Her mind was empty and numb, purged of thought and left only with a soft delicious slice of nirvana.


      ‘Oh thank you, Master.  Thank you, Mistress,’ she uttered as she fell into a heady torpor and repeated the words as a whispered mindless litany of gratitude.


      Caiz arose beside her and ran her hand down Khamsin’s damp mane of hair.


      ‘It seems we’ve found a veritable diamond in the rough.  You were right to single her out.  What alerted you?’ she asked.


      ‘I don’t know.  Her aura caught my senses.  I’m surprised no one from House Unicorn or Basilisk picked her up, they’re more attuned to such things,’ he answered.


      Caiz took a step towards Khamsin’s rear and assessed the vivid welts that now decorated her haunches.


      ‘They may have more developed psychic powers, but they’re too obsessed with pain and subterfuge, they’d never notice her other qualities.  I like a little dark relish in my fare, it adds a wonderful aftertaste that lingers for hours,’ she purred.


      Caiz ran a hand down her black skin while the other cruised through Khamsin’s pussy.  She stole a coating of moisture and delivered it to her mouth.  She spiralled her tongue around her finger and wiped the intimate fluid across her entire palate to savour it


      ‘Mmmm, delicious,’ she crooned.


      ‘But what does it mean? How could she be converted so drastically after only two months? It should take years and some serious modifications to the program to achieve this,’ Morkith commented while refastening his clothing.


      ‘I’ve seen this only a few times in the last couple of hundred years.  She’s got a deep rooted but unexplored masochistic and submissive streak.  The education helped bring it out a little,’ she replied.


      After recovering the crop, Caiz placed it in its drawer.


      ‘So when will you put her up for auction?’ asked Morkith.


      The male was donning his armour and cloak and his words became slightly muffled as the goat mask was slipped back into place.


      ‘Tomorrow evening.  The day has several new auctions going on and so all the good slaves will be going first.  With all the eager buyers out of the way, this prize can easily be yours.  I’ll start the bidding low to make it look like she’s defective.’


      ‘Which couldn’t be further from the truth.  You’re a devious one, Caiz,’ chuckled Morkith.  ‘So what’re you going to do with her until then? Put her back in the tube?’


      ‘No, I’ll stick with my little bargain.  I’ll have her tied up until it’s time, maybe avail myself of her again before she goes,’ announced Caiz.


      Khamsin privately sighed with relief to know that she had successfully evaded a return to the glass shafts.


      ‘Don’t damage her, Caiz.  She’s useless to me if she’s broken,’ warned Morkith while straightening his cloak.


      ‘Oh I’ll be careful.  I’ll wear her out though, exhaust her so she seems an even more inferior specimen at the auction.  See? Another favour for you,’ she remarked.


      ‘One you’ll enjoy just a little too much to suggest I’m in your debt for it, Caiz.  Nice try, though,’ he replied with good-natured scolding.


      ‘See you at the auction, Morkith?’ asked Caiz, her tone suggesting that perhaps she would not be too upset if Morkith missed the chance to own her.


      ‘Count on it, Caiz,’ promised the man, and strode from the room to leave the two women alone.


       


      


    





Chapter Seven


       


      Looking across to the Caiz, Khamsin’s insides felt like liquid in the aftermath of their affair.  Nothing had ever come remotely close to the sheer rhapsody of their coupling and it had come in the form of bondage and ownership.  All she could think about was how much she wanted to explore further, to forget about freedom and escape and delve into the depraved reservoir of knowledge and experience this race offered.  With duty and obligation shed, her only responsibility now was to her own indulgence in carnal excess.


      ‘So my little flower, what’ll we do with you? I could clean you up, but I think we’ll leave that to your owner.  Besides, it’ll help keep interest in you subdued at your auction,’ commented the woman, speaking more to herself than to Khamsin.


      Caiz returned to the drawers and removed a leather belt whose outer surface released twin lines of vicious tiny spines.  Holding it by its buckle and strap she snapped it taut and continued to flex the material as she looked at Khamsin.


      Her fright increased at the thought of being whipped with such a sanguinary tool, but relief came when her hands were untied and brought behind her back.  Her muscles were weary and strained from their struggle against the bonds and could offer no reluctance as the strap was applied.  The fastening of her elbows together made her fight to keep them elevated for otherwise the prickly daggers would nudge harder against her skin.


      A thick collar of rigid leather was removed from the drawer and its twin buckles set at the back of her throat.  This left a large D ring riveted at the front onto which was locked a leash of slim barbed chain.


      The chest straps were removed and her fetters unfastened before Caiz grabbed the leather hoop of the lead and with a yank brought Khamsin from the table.  Khamsin settled into a low crouch, not from submission but from enervation.  Her body was still weak after having been pushed beyond all its ordinary parameters.


      Succulent latex-clad legs stepped before her.  The material seemed to cling with the same adoration that Khamsin exhibited towards the woman.  Her eyes slowly started to pan up along the sight, following the stern contours that composed the wondrous frame of the Hrothite female.


      The crotch of the catsuit had been repaired with a reverse of the hermetic influence that had parted it.  The seam was invisible to the eye and had restored the impenetrable wall that seemed to protect the woman like armour, to make her all the more unattainable and delicious to the eye.  Looking up across her hips and appetizing breasts, Khamsin met the towering gaze of the dominant as she towered over her pet and clutched the lead that kept her under her authority.  The vision made Khamsin’s heart melt with adoration.  It was the feeling of being so insignificant before someone so powerful and regal that they made her status as a princess seem as though it were lower than the most poverty-stricken vagrant.


      A smile tickled the corners of Caiz’s lips and she rummaged in the drawer one last time.  She produced two leather fetters of similar design to Khamsin’s collar.  They had a line of chain that was identical in appearance to her leash emerging from their D ring and this led to a clip.  The two leather bands were placed on her ankles and the two buckles fastened tightly into place before Caiz snapped the clips to Khamsin’s nipple rings.


      Her mouth dropped open when they were applied.  Khamsin now realized that she would have to walk at an absurd crouch or risk tugging at her tender nipples.


      ‘There.  Are you ready for your walk, slave?’ grinned the woman.


      ‘Yes, Mistress,’ answered Khamsin and her eyes lowered to glare obsessively at the polished curves of the woman’s torso and legs.


      ‘Come on then, slave,’ she ordered and, with a tug to the leash, she began to saunter towards the door.


      Khamsin obsessively studied Caiz’s rear as it writhed against the latex, every flex of muscle making it shimmer.  The play of light upon the stretching cleft of her rear was quickly making Khamsin grow damp with new hunger.


      Shuffling as best she could, it still took a few attempts to find the best way in which to move.  Her attempts earned her a few painful twanging yanks at her nipples when she tried an erroneous means, but soon she was settling into a rhythm.


      The door slid shut behind them and she found herself in a slender corridor.  Numerous plain doors were set in the walls and a line of the red orbs stretched down the centre of the ceiling and vanished around the corners and into the various side passages.  The air reverberated with the faint cries of despair and misery from hundreds of voices.  This suggested that this was some sort of holding facility for pre-auction slaves.  Their melancholy dirge was disheartening, but Khamsin could not dwell on their despair, she was too besotted with the fetish goddess sauntering before her eyes.  Nevertheless, their cumulative threnody impressed upon her that few were enjoying their status here like she was.  Was it something wrong in her psyche? Perhaps it was a product of her indoctrination? Maybe a self-imposed consideration for self-preservation, or something else, something more innate and natural that few people dared allow themselves to explore.


      Stopping at a nearby door, Caiz waved her hand to the small crystal at the side and had it slip aside.  The gem flickered with new radiance as it worked its power and performed the telekinetic shove.


      Khamsin knew of a few human psychics, ones that could shift small objects by thought alone or detect and discern the stronger emotions.  They were incredibly rare, but they did exist.  Could it be that the Hrothites were not arcane sorcerers, rather they were a race of potent psionic beings?  The powers of their highly developed minds were very likely able to bring far greater change to their environment.  From what she had heard in their conversation, it seemed that they lived for centuries, perhaps were even immortal.  At first, she wondered if she were dead and that this was some sort of hellish afterlife because in two months she had not been fed.  How was it that she was still alive? The answers were missing but she knew now that they were using these strange crystals as a means to store some sort of psychic energy.  The gems were employed as automated mind batteries to conjure the effects without the need for the deployment of their own powers, but what was fuelling it? What was replenishing the energy these devices used every time they operated a machine or toy?


      Drawn inside, she found a small rectangular box room with six smooth round poles rising from the centre in a straight line.  They reached from floor to ceiling and were coated in a bristling array of stubby wicked spines.  They also had a ring set at head height.


      Five naked women were already present and being subjected to a stern punishment that Khamsin herself was assured to mimic.  The pose was a hideous one, but she was ready to accept it because it meant that while she was in it, even though she would be suffering, Caiz would use her again.  As Khamsin observed the mode of her forthcoming containment, she discovered what the purpose of each imposition was.  She quickly took the chance to study and see what she could and could not do, that way she would not have to find out to her cost when certain attempts at movement earned her harsh consequences.


      The women were forced to squat before the poles and each of their fronts nuzzled against the ferocious wall of spines.  Their legs were parted to let them stay close and each shin and thigh were held tightly together by a buckled sleeve of dense latex that enforced their squat.  At their knees and the outer meeting of ankle and upper thigh were rivet secured D rings.  A spreader bar rested on the far side of the pole and it stopped them backing up and finding respite by connecting the rings at their knees.  In addition, they could not drop onto their knees lest they press their bodies and breasts to the spines, which, although not sufficiently sharp to impale them, would cause significant discomfort.


      The rings by their rear threw a rubber strap across their rear cheeks to ensure that they could not wriggle back and slide free of the triangular leg sheaths.  The strap also served another function by shoving a massive ridged dildo of pliant translucent blue into their anus.  The base of this anal titan was locked to the strap so moving back to try to keep away from the spines would result in the bar between their knees pulling at the leg sheaths and forcing the dildo deeper.  Already it was shoved to their very limits and some four inches of excess emerged to stretch the strap and ensure that the slightest movement would force more of it against their limits.


      The nipple rings of each woman threw a slim chain around the pole that connected so they would punish any attempt to pull their breasts off the spines that were currently pushing small dimples into their assets.  It was an act that they had little choice but to keep trying because a wide solid rod of black emerged from the pole to enter their mouths and have them stretch their jaws wide to accommodate it.


      The pull at their rings would not be the only self-administered chastisement because their arms were also locked within a single triangular arm sheath.  The buckled leather sleeve pulled the limbs together while a ring at the summit dragged them up to an excruciating angle.  With their arms elevated, the end had been connected to the lofty ring on the pole by another chain.  This denied them any chance to lower their arms and ease the strain on their shoulders.  The length of the chain was also of an exact nature to ensure that they had to willing perch on the balls of their feet because if they wilted, even this tiny measure would add an unbearable amount of minute contortion.  If they sought to shift back to try to get off the deep-throating rods, their arms would receive added dismay in addition to the retribution visited on their tender nipples.


      Khamsin instantly resolved to keep absolutely still when she was in this position, because even the tiniest wriggle would earn consequences.


      The women were wild-eyed and had tears streaming down their cheeks as they gnawed vacantly on the shafts.  Each was utterly impotent to do anything save endure the various opposing facets of their punishment.


      ‘These foolish bitches have displeased us by speaking without due respect or permission to their betters, thus they are to stay here, silent and in pain while they consider their crime,’ attested Caiz.


      The dominant woman reached beside the door where a row of hooks bore various implements of correction.  Canes, crops, tawses, all of them stern of construction and wiry enough to cause significant physical adversity.


      ‘Time for correction, slaves!’ she announced and removed a long and brutal cane from its hook. She then began hacking viciously at the air to send a humming note throughout the room.  The women answered the wave of this grim baton with panicked squeals and beseeching croaks.  Their rears had obviously already been well versed in the effects of such a weapon, yet there were no visible welts.  Khamsin stared harder to verify this but they were completely unblemished and she knew from personal experience that when she herself had applied a cane to discipline an errant servant girl, the marks had lasted for quite some time.  The recall of such times was strange.  To think that she had gone from the person who meted out such chastisement, to the one who craved and delighted in it was odd.


      Caiz led Khamsin over to one of the women.  The blonde woman squealed in horror as she saw the shadow of her tormentor fall on her.


      ‘Ready, slave?’ she said with a smirk.


      Caiz placed her foot beneath the dildo and nudged the base.  She made it push deeper and caused the woman to jiggle and groan dejectedly.


      ‘Okay, here we go,’ she mused and slashed in a low horizontal arc that carried the strut across both cheeks while also evading the strap.  The girl jolted and added to her own torment as the spines brushed her front and the shaft touched the back of her throat to make her retch.  The woman cast herself recklessly back.  This stretched her arms and made the rings pull at her nipples.  These effects reversed her again.  For a few seconds she fought to control her reactions and end the oscillating abuse upon her physique as a raised line lifted along her skin.  The welt was already starting to darken and fresh tears were spilling from her eyes.  She mewled and sobbed for mercy as strings of spittle stretched from her quailing chin.


      ‘It’s no good crying, slave.  You were warned about talking and yet you still disobeyed.  You brought this on yourself so take your punishment and learn from your mistakes,’ admonished Caiz.


      Khamsin could only squat and watch the woman with appalled intrigue.  To see another female being tortured so effectively and hate it so much while she herself was actually looking forward to it was disturbing.  She felt as though she had been changed somehow, that she was no longer actually human, nor was she Hrothite, she was some strange breed located somewhere between the two.


      The cane cut at the air and applied its judgment to the underside of the woman’s rear.  It swept up at the last minute to apply itself across the shivering cheeks of the hapless captive and again the slave girl replied with the instinctive jolt that crippled her balance and made her endure a rota of decreasing punishments until she recovered, whereupon she gained another lick of the ferocious stalk.


      Caiz applied a full dozen strokes to the woman.  The crisscross pattern of angry contusions arose like the bite of stinging nettles as the slave whimpered in apathy.


      ‘There, all done for now, slave,’ pronounced Caiz and nudged the base of the dildo one last time before moving onto the next girl.


      The young redhead sobbed in terror after having listened to the howls of her neighbour and seen from the corner of her eye the severity with which they were going to be abused.  Khamsin was quivering with excitement to see the spectacle.  Her mind’s eye was avidly projecting herself into the very same lot.  She was anxious to feel the intensity of the ordeal, to push her senses further, to feel things that she had never experienced before and erase the lingering mental tang of the deprivation tube.


      ‘How many for this one, slave?’ she asked.


      Caiz used the tip of the cane to lift Khamsin’s gaze from the quaking girl and to the eyes of her owner.


      ‘Bearing in mind that once I’ve tied you up, you’ll get the same amount.’


      ‘Thirty! Mistress,’ she blurted recklessly and caused a sudden shocked inhale from the girl.  Caiz smiled, her diagnosis of Khamsin’s masochism had been confirmed.


      ‘A fair number.  I’ll do it, slave,’ she concurred.


      The girl screamed in horror.  She was unable to believe that a fellow slave had willing more than doubled her punishment when she could have reduced it to a single stroke.


      The imploring sobs of the prisoner were turned into a keening holler as the first of the thirty were applied.  It made her slender body writhe and be charged with the most potent duress.  Caiz conducted her caning with idle effort.  There was no need to rush and she kept a covert eye on Khamsin’s obvious delight in seeing the effects she had wished for.


      At the end of the thirty, Khamsin could hear mumbled curses slipping the gag.  The woman was slack upon it, her eyes half closed as she swore vengeance on Khamsin for her sadistic sentence.


      ‘Is that verbal sedition I hear, slave?’ Caiz questioned.


      Caiz looked to Khamsin to confirm it.  Her words were to be the stamp of approval on an escalation in the woman’s suffering.  Khamsin was tempted to deny it, but she wondered what would be done to her if she deliberately copied the crime, just to add to her sentence.  She needed to see if it might be too stern for her.


      ‘Definitely Mistress.  I also think she is vilifying you personally, Mistress,’ Khamsin professed and caused the lethargic woman to leap to full and stark awareness.  Imploring words of denial fought the shaft that was parting her jaws.


      ‘In that case I think she deserves additional punishment,’ mused the woman.


      Caiz towed Khamsin back to the wall and opened a covert panel before she reached in to remove a new dildo.  Khamsin marvelled at the image of it, for it was one of the most terrifying things she had ever seen.  Sprouting from a single base were two massive shafts, each far larger than the one currently being used on the slaves.  Each was embellished with lines of blunt studs and each of the small spines fed a wire from their base into the translucent red jelly substance of the dildo.  The wires wound down through the interior like veins and connected to the base where several crystals glowed with internal power.


      ‘I think you should make sure this is working, don’t you, slave?’ asked the woman as she peered through the valley between the shafts and into Khamsin’s wide eyes.


      ‘Yes, Mistress,’ she muttered with concern.


      Curling a leg up to the accompaniment of groaning latex, she hooked the heel and toe to Khamsin’s collar and shoved.  She toppled her and dropped her to the floor.  Khamsin floundered on her back, unable to affect a rise and watched as the woman took out a tub of viscous gel.  Dipping the prongs into it, she lubricated them to ease their entry.


      Kneeling between Khamsin’s curled legs, Caiz pressed the device to her.  The slick bulbous heads rested against anus and pussy, and the cool lubricant made her shiver.


      A forceful drive hauled open Khamsin’s tracts.  She instantly arched up and unleashed a scream of shock as she was opened to a new extent.  The burning distress of being so massively filled and having her membranes stretched so acutely was made even more unbearable as the dull spines bounced her flesh upon their uneven backs.


      ‘Oh Mistress! Please! No! Take it out! It hurts too much!’ she wailed.


      ‘No, slave.  You were so eager to see it applied to another, you should at least have a taste of it!’ scowled the woman with venom.


      ‘Mistress! Pleeeease! It hurts so much!’ she sobbed.


      Her eyes watered as her hindquarters gripped in spasms to the intruders.  The pain was retreating at an impossibly slow rate.


      ‘Really? Then what must this be like, slave?’ said the woman with new malevolence.


      Caiz drew back and made Khamsin’s insides churn as the studs rode against her and dragged at her insides.  Khamsin’s neck strained up and she screeched afresh.


      The rods were pushed back in.  The woman operated the device with slow drives and removed the power of speech from Khamsin because all she could do was howl and cavort under their attack.  The play helped to educate her insides and by stretching the virginal flesh, she was made her more amiable to their entry until she was starting to find actual pleasure in them.  The horror of their entry gave way to a delightful feeling of accomplishment, in having swallowed such a massive set of tools.


      ‘Now to see if they’re working properly,’ commented Caiz.


      She brushed her fingers to the crystals and her mind activated the gems.  They immediately funnelled their voltage shocks down the wires and to the studs.  Jolts chewed into Khamsin’s nerves and made her clutch to the toys in fits.  She pressed the clenching tracts to the studs and this pain was in addition to having every nerve-ending churn with mayhem.  The short blasts continued randomly, firing into her without pattern to deny prediction and preparation for their ravages.  Khamsin roared and whimpered, torn by the ordeal as it nipped and blasted her.  The settings were alternating as quickly as the frequency of their application.  Sometimes they were light, almost pleasing kisses, sometimes they were akin to lightning strikes that seemed to dissolve her pussy and rectum amidst fire and anguish.


      ‘There, I think that proves everything’s in order, slave,’ chuckled Caiz.


      She pulled the weapons from her prisoner and found one of them dripping with new moisture.  She turned it in the light and examined the evidence of Khamsin’s debauched arousal.


      ‘Oh, so you enjoyed that, eh? Well, let’s make sure that the other one is lubricated as well then.  A small favour for the slave you’re responsible for torturing,’ she added.


      Caiz reversed the pronged prickly implement and plunged them back into her.  The woman gathered a coating from her licentious womb before leaving Khamsin gasping and on her back.  She quickly strode over to the mewling captive and the girl tightened her form before she howled as the previous dildo was tugged out.  All lubrication had gone and so it dragged at her flesh before coming free.


      Cramming in the replacement, Caiz laughed as the prisoner squeaked in infantile pitches.  She attached the strap, brushed the crystals and stepped back as the woman was abused by the sporadic settings of the device.  Swaying and shivering, she could do nothing to ease her plight.  The blasts of electrical mayhem only made her trials all the more severe as she cast her own body against new sources of abuse.


      ‘Just relax, slave, I’ll deal with the others and then it’s your turn,’ announced Caiz.


      The woman took up her cane and returned to administer the searing thirty strokes to each of the remaining slaves.  They were no doubt cursing Khamsin’s very existence for having sentenced them to such a fate and of course, each ensured no word of dissent left their spread lips in the aftermath lest they find themselves mounted on a set of electrified dildos.


      When all was done, Caiz strode back and grabbed Khamsin’s leash.  She used it as the means to haul her back onto her feet and when she regained her stance, she looked to the first woman and saw that the plexus of weals upon her rear were already fading.  It was as though a day had passed since she was abused.  Frowning, she looked to the others and saw that even the most recent strokes were showing signs of hyper-accelerated regeneration and Khamsin could only wonder what was causing it.


      Her thoughts were broken by a yank to her collar that brought her tottering to the vacant pole that she would be helplessly staring at until her auction.  The accoutrements for this mode of chastisement had already been piled nearby after being gathered from another of the concealed cabinets.


      Her arms were freed of restraints and the single sleeve was forced up the limbs until her hands entered the tight bag at the end.  Inside she found a comprehensive interior of short and very sharp pins that would punish even the slightest attempt to wriggle her fingers.  The dense shackle attached at the base gripped her wrists, forcing them tightly together and denying her any hope of retreating out of the sleeve.  With the garment anchored, Caiz started to set the buckles in place.  She tightened them until Khamsin’s limbs were pulled together against their limits and were filled with an aching influence.


      The fetters were removed from her feet and the chains temporarily freed her nipples.  The woman forced her into the demanded squat and threaded the two leather cones onto her legs before starting the process of bringing the buckles to unbearable tension.  The soft groans that slipped her lips made Caiz grin.  The woman’s eyes sparkled as she increased their ferocity and remained enthralled by Khamsin’s growing distress.


      Fearing what she had gotten herself into, Khamsin could do nothing as the chain was applied to her finger bag and used to steer her towards the pole.  Facing the wall of spines, she brushed up against them and whimpered when they grazed her.  The spires pressed to her skin and threatened a penetration they could not deliver.


      The chain was used to hoist her slowly up and Khamsin’s breath quickened.  Soft moans broke through her clenched teeth as the long rod beckoned before her face.


      ‘Swallow it, slave,’ ordered the woman.


      Drawing the chain onto the ring all the more forcefully, she gave Khamsin little choice but to comply.  Stretching her jaws as far as she could, she found the rictus inadequate to accommodate the shaft.  With a moue of panic she resisted, only to have her arms yanked higher.  This forced her onto it and spread her mouth wide enough to accept the phallus.  Khamsin convulsed and wailed as her mouth was dreadfully punished and her shoulders ached abominably.


      Shuffling on her feet, she rose onto the balls to ease the pain just a little while her bulging eyes peered around in dismay.  She was already overwhelmed by the intensity of the position that she was only partially installed in.


      ‘Not pleasant, is it slave? I can taste that on you already,’ affirmed Caiz.


      Caiz ran a hand down Khamsin’s naked back and through the glaze of sweat that was already starting to well upon it.  Khamsin’s features were already growing red with stress.


      ‘Ready for a nice fat dildo?’ she asked lightly.


      Khamsin moaned as her Mistress grabbed the bloated rod and then thrust it back into her anus.  Fortunately, the flesh had already been taught sufficiently by the previous intruder to accept it with minimal revolt.  The end of it nudged her deepest recesses and then shoved harder, paining her depths before the strap was applied to keep it forced to that uncomfortable region and escalate her anguish another few steps.


      Gurgling, Khamsin could do nothing as her nipple rings were captured and linked around the pole to keep her against the infernal points.


      ‘Last part, slave.  Then I’m going to cane you, just like I promised,’ Caiz decreed.


      Setting the spreader across Khamsin’s splayed knees, Caiz stopped her from using the spines to cut open her leg sheaths while also preventing her from retreating back.  The placement of the bar also kept her belly forced forward and the spines now touched her pussy with threatening malice.


      Sobbing in horror of what was to come, Khamsin tensed and struggled against the bondage while trying to find a way to ease it.  However, even its most minor level was unbearable and any attempt to decrease from this disconcerting point only made it worse.


      The cane hummed against the air and her blood went cold.  She wanted to feel it, but she was scared.  In the secure folds of voyeuristic fantasy, it was a wonderful notion to be caned, but to actually experience it was a far different version of events.


      ‘This is going to be good,’ commented Caiz and then joyfully launched her offensive.


      The cane thwacked soundly across Khamsin’s rear and the detonation of pain was like nothing she had ever felt before.  A squawking holler gouged at the air and she was immersed in the mire of painful response she had witnessed in all the other women.  When she was forced forward she was pained and made to jerk back, only to be wrenched at again, which sent her forth once more as her body reacted impulsively until the pain was sufficiently down to a point where she could take more control and ease her reactions.  Then, without delay, as Khamsin wailed for her to desist, Caiz struck again.


      The thirty strokes seemed to take hours to administer.  Her body felt ready to collapse because of the stringent effects.  She swore to herself that could not take this it was way too much, but still she remained conscious, aware and unable to escape.


      When the last stroke fell and no more followed, Khamsin broke into a grizzling fit.  Her mind was suddenly flying, her body felt purged and her senses were sharp as the most awesome sense of relief washed through her like a cleansing flood.  Sobbing with gratitude, she only wished to abase herself at Caiz’s heels and heap thanks upon her.  Khamsin’s rear was currently burning brightly from the welts, but the adrenaline and endorphins were still flowing through her, inducing a natural and acute intoxication.  In the space of a few seconds, the caning had gone from the most heinous of tortures to the most brilliant of blessings.


      ‘Oh you are such a treasure, slave,’ gasped Caiz.


      The torturess leaned in and crouched behind the suffering slave.  Running her hands around Khamsin’s sides, she stroked her heaving breasts and caressed her effulgent cheeks.


      ‘That was something else,’ she muttered.


      Stepping back, she replaced the cane on the wall and turned to the assembled slaves.


      ‘I’ll be back later to administer another session.  In the mean time, think on your status here.  You are our property, nothing more and maybe less.  You have no will.  You have no opinion or rights.  You belong to the Hroth Empire in body and soul.  Obey and serve and you will find your life here less harsh.  Resist and I can promise you eternal agony the likes of which will make this current mode of correction seem like bliss,’ she warned and summarily left them all to their private thoughts.


       


      Chapter eight


       


      Khamsin was soon bitterly regretting her earlier desire for this treatment.  Her body ached all over.  The impossible demands being placed upon it had long since eclipsed her tolerance.  Despite all her wishes and knowledge to the contrary, she found herself continually changing position.  She moved the tiny measure she was allowed in order to find a way in which to ease her lot, but whenever she tried, she merely increased it somewhere else.  Sometimes this process broke her resolve and as she wailed and wept, she thrashed against her bondage and fought frantically to get out.  The leather creaked, the chains rattled and the various implements punished her maenad flesh for her actions but nothing changed.  Each time she did this, she left herself more desperate and morose than ever.


      It could have been days before the door finally opened and Caiz re-entered.  When she did, Khamsin prayed with all her heart that it was time for the auction and not some arbitrary punishment before being deserted again.


      ‘And how are my slaves today?’ her soft seductive voice asked.


      Her heels clicked like a metronome as she walked around and paced before the assembled female bondage subjects.


      ‘Have you all learned your lesson?’ she asked and caused cumulative spluttered cries and manic acknowledgments to spill around the penis-like gags.


      ‘Good.  Another few days like this and you’ll be set free,’ she stated, scorching the women with the knowledge that their plight was far from over.


      ‘So you all know what that means, my little slaves? Yes, it’s time for a caning again.  We’ve got to keep you on your toes after all,’ she laughed.


      Caiz wandered casually back to the wall and selected the most sanguinary of weapons once more.


      Khamsin listened as the cruel strut whizzed against the silence and sounded against human rears.  The beautiful woman methodically applied the prescribed thirty strokes to each and every prisoner.  Khamsin hoped that she never find herself with any of these prisoners again, because surely they would exact a terrible revenge for having had them chastised so monstrously.


      The women burbled and yelled their dismay as they were whipped for their crimes.  With welling dread Khamsin heard the woman beside her fall silent and the heels of Caiz stamp behind her.  Khamsin tensed in readiness of the first stroke, but instead of the scintillating havoc, a hand merely stretched lithe fingers into the back of her hair.


      ‘Oh not for you, slave.  I have other plans for you,’ murmured the woman with a licentious mood.


      The latex of the woman’s salacious apparel groaned as the torturess settled behind her and Khamsin felt the strap for her dildo being unfastened.  With a slow pull that hauled at her dry tracts the rod was drawn from her.  She jiggled and moaned, her rear bouncing on the ridges as they drummed against her sphincter before the head popped free of her long parted and extremely sore anus.


      With her legs spread, Caiz shuffled up against Khamsin.  The woman’s hands reached around to stroke and caress the captive’s breasts.  The touches were delightful, the pleasure of the gentle massage contrasted by the movement that caused the nipple rings to swell with internal feeling as they were pulled against the chains.  A moment later, a new version of the dildo replaced the old on a smooth pelvic thrust.  The lubricated point hauled her open and plunged up into her rear as the wider shaft tickled her sphincter with its wild trenches and ridges.  A howl of rapture rushed onto the rod in her mouth and Khamsin flew to attention as Caiz started to pound her strap-on phallus into her prisoner’s anus.


      Caiz jammed it from root to tip and the pliant jelly structure made Khamsin’s insides resonate because of its ribbed construction.  Gurgling in rhapsody, Khamsin felt the woman grab her bound arms and hold to them for support as her hindquarters jolted up and down.  By throwing piston drives deep into Khamsin’s rear, Caiz was choking her with insane feelings of violated bliss.


      ‘That’s it slave.  Revel in your ravishment!’ snorted the woman while tugging at the arm sheath.  Throwing her head from side to side, her hair whipped at Khamsin’s bared back.  The woman was lost within a heady euphoria as she assailed her slave with artificial coitus.


      Jerking back, she unfastened the buckles that held the manufactured manhood to her loins and dropped it aside.  Inspired by raging lust, Caiz jogged to the wall and applied her hand to one of the control crystals that was in a hidden hatch where no slave could see or find it.


      The spines before Khamsin’s eyes started to retract.  They shuffled back into the pole until their wicked points disappeared from view and left the surfaces coated in hundreds of dark silos that each had internal points winking within.  The gag shaft was too long to fully vanish into its sheath and merely dropped back a few inches.


      The image of the pole that she had stared at for hour after hour was magnificently replaced by the image of Caiz as she swung a leg over and stepped before Khamsin.  The rounded black domes of the woman’s rear appeared before her eyes and the warm rubber scent filled her nostrils.  Khamsin’s eyes flashed with glee and she sighed with awe.


      ‘Eat me, slave,’ she purred.


      Caiz held to the pole and steered her pussy to nudge upon the remaining length of the gag rod.  Khamsin needed no other coercion and dropped her head forward.  Increasing the strain on her arms, she threw her tongue between the firm buttocks to find a concealed slit in valley.  Without any notion of dignity or resistance, she cast her tongue forward and pressed against the tight sphincter of Caiz.  The muscles were purposefully clenched to force her into straining her tongue and fighting to gain entry.  When the slippery organ breached the defences, Caiz shivered and groaned aloud.  She immediately began to rock her sex against the rod that had filled Khamsin’s mouth for so long while her slave beat her tongue against her rear.


      Lapping deeply, Khamsin stared agog at the image of latex that dominated her view.  She filled her senses with its smell, its sight, and its glorious stinging tang.


      ‘Good slave, get that tongue nice and deep.  I want to feel you all the way in me,’ she purled libidinously and then shuddered as Khamsin forced her face deeper into the cleft.


      The walls of latex compressed her cheeks.  Her lips firmly kissed the orifice as her tongue stretched as far as it could and then lanced back and forth in imitation of intercourse.


      ‘Mmmm, that’s it slave.  Just like that.  Get me all nice and lubricated,’ she murmured.  Clasping to the pole she slid herself along the rod at her womb as Khamsin continued to devour her rear with ravenous gusto.


      ‘I want lots of saliva and if I feel one twinge of pain when I turn around I’m going to make you suffer so terribly for it,’ she gasped.  ‘Sooooo terribly.’


      Drowning in the oral probing and with spiteful playfulness, Caiz started to bring her spread legs together.  She pressed in on the nipple chains that still flashed around the pole and made them stretch at Khamsin’s teats.  The feel of internal havoc and straining stress on her breasts only increased her efforts.  The encouragement of pain made Khamsin’s motions wilder and more devoted to the woman’s pleasure.


      Removing herself from the rod and the tongue, Caiz stepped out and reversed her stance.  Striding back in, she placed a leg between the nipple chains so that her latex smoothed shin could shift forward and press into Khamsin’s sex.  The other curled up onto Khamsin’s shoulder and folded around the back of the squatting slave’s neck to hook her and pull her in.  Caiz took hold of the chain that attached Khamsin’s arm sheath to the pole and gave a sultry murmur.


      Khamsin committed the image to obsessive memory as she was towed into the slit in the catsuit.  The polished black veil of unfeeling skin smothered her and she once more feasted on the woman’s pussy.


      Caiz steered herself back onto the rod.  The juices her sex had spread upon it and the wetness of her rear allowing her to glide effortlessly onto the stout phallus.  Wiggling sedately on the penetrating bar, Caiz draped her head back against the pole and unleashed soft tremor-ridden pants into the air.


      Khamsin drank of the cunnilingus with fanaticism.  Her devotion was immensely increased as she started to ride herself against the woman’s shin.  Trailing her sex along the smooth shin, her lips parted on it and her clitoris skipped upon the divine fabric.  Shaking with giddy rapture, she lost herself to the sensual input of being so meticulously bound while servicing the goddess and humping her leg like some lowly beast on heat.


      ‘Don’t you dare come without permission, slave,’ snorted Caiz.


      She dropped a hand down and ran it across her arched chest.  She caressed her own breasts and then closed her fingers into Khamsin’s hair.  Caiz rolled her slave’s skull around, spreading the toiling mouth across her crotch before pulling it tightly back into place.


      ‘If I didn’t know contrary, I’d say you’d had plenty of experience doing this,’ chuckled Caiz and her leg tensed against Khamsin’s shoulders as she neared climax.


      Clenching her teeth, the woman pinned herself to the pole and set hissing exhales through her grimacing features while she weathered the eruption of joy.


      Khamsin continued without change until the woman was forced to have her desist because she was unable to withstand anymore.  Still keeping her leg crooked on Khamsin’s arms, she pulled back on her hair and brought Khamsin’s wet face from her sex so she might stare into her eyes.


      ‘Go on slave, keep riding my boot like a good slut,’ she smiled and mesmerized Khamsin with an intense scrutiny.


      Rolling her belly against the footwear, Khamsin continued to extract her own pleasure.  Her pussy was filled with sensation from the derogation and the strange masturbation.  Closer and closer, she drew to orgasm, her eyes fixed to those of the woman towering above her.  She was a mountain of latex and feminine power.  Khamsin started to pull her chest back in small motions, dragging gently on her own nipple rings, adding their mixture of pain and pleasure to her sensual show.


      ‘M … may … I come, Mistress?’ she gasped, hanging on the verge of release and untroubled by begging for orgasm.


      ‘Not yet, hold on a little longer slave.  Show me you have some stamina,’ breathed the woman with venom because she knew just how hard it would be for Khamsin to comply.


      Aghast, Khamsin slowed her motions.  She tried to stop her body from replying with what she had spent so long trying to craft.


      ‘No slacking!’ scowled Caiz.


      The woman yanked on her hair with one hand as the other slapped her about the cheek several times.  Khamsin scowled and restored her previous speed.


      ‘Good, slave,’ commented the woman and traced the back of her latex-coated knuckles down Khamsin’s adoring cheek.


      ‘P … pleeease, Mistress, pleeeease, I …  I…’ she stammered.


      Khamsin was unable to hold out a moment longer.  Her mind was aflame from smothering the volcanic pressure of release and her body was struggling to unleash it.


      ‘Not yet, slave,’ growled the woman.


      Khamsin was filled with dismay as she tried to keep control over her rebelling body.  It was no use, she could not stop it, and she could not deny herself any longer or she would explode.


      ‘Now, slave! Now!’ ordered Caiz.


      The woman leaned down and grabbed Khamsin’s chin to stare directly into her eyes at close quarters.  Her pupils were wide and her eyes glittered with delectation.


      Khamsin dropped her barricades and thrust herself with enthusiasm onto the boot.  Her teeth chattered, her eyes rolled back, and her body cavorted in its bonds as she was gouged by pleasure.  Her body demanded that she erupt from its containment and this made the sleeves creak with the effort of keeping her in the demanded pose.


      ‘That’s it! Keep going, slave! Go! Ride my boot!’ howled the woman.


      Caiz threw herself back against the pole with a wanton flip and slapped Khamsin’s face back into her sex.


      ‘Oh by the Goddess, yes!’ she screamed.


      Rolling Khamsin’s phased features into her belly, she cut off her slave’s air to accentuate her control.  Lost in the fields of release, Khamsin’s motions grew more chaotic as she fought to keep going.  The fickle tides of joy ruled her body until she could brook no more and decelerated to a quaking indolent stop.


      ‘Oh, good slave,’ murmured Caiz.


      She relaxed onto her possession after having drawn some sort of ardent vicarious bliss from the event.  Suspicion that it had not been an entirely psychosomatic event started to creep into Khamsin’s debilitated mind, but drifting in post-orgasmic haze, she could give it no true consideration.


      ‘I think that will have you looking moribund enough to keep your price low, don’t you agree, slave?’ she giggled.


      Caiz pulled Khamsin’s slack face back out of her pussy.  She ran a finger down the centre of her slave’s face to trace her sweat-flecked brow, her nose, and then to circle her pouting lips.  Khamsin’s half-closed eyes fluttered and she leaned in to swallow up the digit and suckle upon it.


      ‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ affirmed the woman.


      After letting Khamsin adore her digit for a few minutes, she extracted herself and began to remove Khamsin’s bondage.


      Her nipple rings were set loose and the spreader bar was unfastened to leave her held by the arm sheath because her legs were too weak to lift her up.  The buckles of the sleeve were set loose and the wrist shackle opened.  Her arms fell from the tight leather and her skin was soaked with sweat.  The limbs flopped at her side after having been drained of life by her lengthy confinement.  When her leg bonds were taken from her, she toppled into a tangled heap.  Khamsin lay on the floor and shivered slightly as the fleeing layer of sweat stole her body heat.


      ‘Thank me, slave,’ suggested the woman and nudged a toe a little closer to Khamsin to see if she would accept the reward.


      Filled with adoration, Khamsin pushed her weary form over.  Sliding on the floor until she could drop her lips to the polished point, she spilled her tongue across the midnight surfaces.  The tang of the substance filled her mouth and joined the taste of Caiz’s rear and pussy.


      ‘Oh thank you, Mistress, thank you so much,’ she humbly spoke.


      Clasping her legs together, Khamsin enjoyed the power of actually being able to operate her body unhindered.  It was a fleeting indulgence, because as she licked she started to yearn for a return to some new form of bondage.  Her thirst was already rising again.


      The other boot of the woman lifted up and pressed into her back.  Resting the heel into her skin the woman enforced her regnant.


      ‘I’m glad I know your destination, slave.  I’ll definitely have to see about visiting you again at some point.  Would you like that, slave?’ she asked.


      Pressing the stiletto deeper into Khamsin’s supine flesh, she made the slave’s maw drop open with a straining groan as her tongue flapped upon the latex.


      ‘Yes, yes, Mistress, oh please, yes,’ she blurted recklessly.


      ‘Xhithris is a fickle being.  No doubt she’ll tire of you eventually.  Maybe I’ll make an offer to buy you off her when that happens.’ 


      	Khamsin’s head jerked up and peered across the polished sheets of Caiz’s sultry form.  Instantly she pushed herself up and clamped herself to the woman’s leg.  She held tightly and embraced it with complete devotion while rubbing her cheek against the warm impermeable hide.


      ‘Oh Mistress! Please! I’ll never forget you! I’ll wait for you always! I so want to be your slave right now.  Don’t auction me, please, take me with you! Make me yours!’ she stammered as tears welled in her eyes from the trauma that removal from this woman would bring.


      She had experienced things the like of which she had never dreamed of under this woman’s care, and there was so much more to learn, so much more to endure.  Every second of her life was precious and she wanted nothing more than to squander them under the imperious rule of this beautiful tyrant.


      ‘Patience, little slave.  There’s time enough for everything now that you’re here,’ soothed Caiz, and stroked her hair in the manner one would use to calm an agitated pet.


      ‘I … I don’t understand, Mistress,’ mumbled Khamsin.


      She ran her hands upon the latex and savoured the strong muscular limbs for what might be the last time.


      ‘You will eventually.  I don’t want to risk hurting your fragile human psyche with the secrets of Hroth just yet.  You’ll figure them out eventually, though I think you already have a few suspicions, slave.’  She let her eyelids drift closed for a moment.  A twinge of concentration contorted her elegant features and she looked back to the lowly princess.


      ‘Kiss me one last time before you go, slave,’ she ordered and placed her hands on her hips in readiness.


      Khamsin swiftly arose and allowed herself to be embraced.  The woman drew her in so that their lips might meet and their tongues emerged and ran against one another.  They curled like besotted serpents while they tasted deeply of the other’s mouth and then started to lap and circle.  The sensation of squirming kisses caused their hands to follow the mood and wander across each other.  Caiz appraised the naked form of Khamsin, cupped her rear, circled her pierced nipples, and ran across her hips as Khamsin let her palms and fingers drift upon the complete sheath of rubber skin.


      The door gave a soft click and Caiz broke away to hide their affair from the new arrival.  Khamsin could guess that such liaisons with a mere slavegirl were unseemly and to be frowned upon by the innately cruel species.


      Khamsin straightened and looked meekly to the floor.  She kept her shoulders slack, her stance suddenly becoming one of broken weariness.  It was more adopted to offer the image of a shattered human than to actually express her enervation.


      ‘You summoned us, overseer?’ said a deep male voice.


      ‘She’s to be auctioned.  Put her near the end of the last selection,’ Caiz said with cold detachment, her mask of impassivity dropping like an iron wall across her demeanour.


      ‘Of course, overseer,’ replied the man.


      Two Minotaur guards stepped forward with small ornate prods of skeletal designed hanging at their sides like grim batons.  Each club had a pair of crystals on their handles and another as a glowing pommel.


      Grabbing her wrists, they spun her around and produced restraints from their belts.  A sturdy leather strap was tightened around her waist and locked into place so that a pair of shackles resided at her hips.  Her hands were forced into them and then denied her when they were locked.  With their prisoner secure, they started to drag her out of the room and onto the corridor.  Despite her most vehement wishes to do so, she declined to look over her shoulder and regard the woman one last time before she vanished from sight.  She had to play her part lest the guards suspect that something other than hateful maltreatment had occurred between them.


      The growling taurine faces of the masks remained fixed forward as they escorted her through the tunnels.  The guards brought her to a pair of large doors and then into a long hall.  Along each wall were lined numerous metal plates.  They had each been riveted into place and they all sported an open steel collar.  The jaws were stretched wide and were hinged so they could be clamped about a human neck.  Just above the collar was a crystal that was set in the metal.  The gem lacked colour and radiance.


      Many of the collars were already filled to form two long queues of slaves who were fixed to the wall by their throats.  She did not recognize any of them, so she guessed that the host of captives from the ship had been sold a month ago while she spent another four whole agonizing weeks in a glass tube.  In some ways, her attitude towards the education tube was melting a little.  She hated it still, but it had brought out this latent trait within her soul and now allowed her to be amiable and eager for her slavery.  It was an aspect that no one else in the hall seemed to share.


      The others were heartbroken despairing wretches, loathing their captivity and unable to find the slightest joy in it.  Khamsin could appreciate its rigors and hunger for its physical erotic trials.


      Brought to the left, she was shoved crudely to the wall and a gauntletted hand locked to her face to push her into the collar.  The twin bands snapped shut and held tight to leave her confined.  The guards marched off and left Khamsin to tug on the collar and find it utterly secure.


      Looking to the far end of the hall, she could see a set of ascending steps cutting into the stone.  Four Minotaur guards loitered at the exit and were talking quietly amongst themselves while three more paced slowly along the lines.  These guards conducted their masked glare across the queues while patting a steel stave into their armoured palms.  From the tip of the baton spilled a cascade of leather strips and the bushel of yard long tongues bobbed gently with the threatening motions.


      The reason for the unnaturally pensive quiet was illustrated when a wiry Epeen youth broke into a fit of rage.  Yanking at the collar, he yelled for help in desperate panic.


      The nearest guard stormed over.  He flicked his arm out to fling the strands of hide out into the air, thereby setting them loose and ready for attack.  He swung the weapon into the youth’s thighs and the collection of strips clapped loudly against the tender flesh.  The male screamed and bucked, scratching at the defiant waistband.  He danced on the spot as the whip continued to lap at his body.  The guard flogged him relentlessly, striking hips and thighs, and catching his rear when it was exposed.  When the youth kicked out at the oppressor, his range was inadequate to allow him to reach the guard but unfortunately, it did allow the Minotaur to eagerly slash into the stretched limb and then add some particularly sadistic underarm strokes into the wailing youth’s naked groin.  As his head flopped to and fro, Khamsin spotted the crystal behind him flashing with new intensity.  It was a dark cyan glow that rippled through the tiny stud and every impact seemed to further fuel new radiance.


      Pausing to see if his target had learned the lesson, the guard kept the whip poised.  The youth held to the rosy streaks coating his body as best he could and wept openly.  He bit his tongue and looked away until the Minotaur was satisfied.  The guard then recommenced his prowling walk.  The crystal behind the boy faded a little and settled back to the same dull glow that could be seen in almost all of the other gems.  A few had more luminance to them and the faces of these slaves were full of extraordinary fear or hate, while those slaves who were apathetic hung beneath near lifeless gems.


      Khamsin watched the armoured Hrothite stroll past.  A few words rose in her throat but lacked the conviction to emerge just yet.  She was sorely tempted to encourage a session of such mordant abuse, but the public nature of it was tempering her desire.  To have her masochism seen by a room full of her own people made her embarrassed.  She was more than a little ashamed of her illicit vice, and being amongst her own kind was causing her to consider that perhaps she should be strong, show defiance, refuse to be broken.  She was nobility, the supposed best of humankind and yet she had fallen faster and deeper into depravity than anyone else here.  Guilt and conscience were gnawing at her vitals, but so too was her libido.  The recall of all her previous liaisons started to have her ache for some sort of fulfilment.  There was no way she could even consider onanism in such an open setting, but she was starting to find equal pleasure in pain.  Such considerations were pushing her guilt away and making her more and more certain that she would speak out to earn herself some punishment.


      Another woman was scourged for breaking the rule of silence.  Every stroke fixated Khamsin’s eyes.  Her own body writhed slightly as she watched the woman jerk and scream, her breasts bouncing as she went into spasms, her crystal pulsing with life as she suffered.  The guards lambasted her breasts and loins and these most malicious of strokes took her squeal to new and painful pitches while the crystal churned with fresh effulgence.


      The clatter of movement came down the stairs and a squad of some ten Minotaur guards entered the hall.  Half of them carried a metal pole of some two metres in length.  The steel shaft bore a sturdy grip with several glowing crystals on it while the other end was similar to the collars.  The spread jaws turned the staff into an effective ma-catcher and a form of easily escorted secure restraint.


      Working in pairs, they proceeded to the first slaves on the queue.  One of them kept their evil looking prod handy and waved a palm across the crystal behind the slave’s head to have the collar jolt open.  Each guard grabbed the captive and fed them to the jaws of their partner who trapped their neck and used the implement to march the slave up the stairs.


      When a slave resisted, the man-catcher’s head erupted with coruscating arcs of power.  The dark lightning licked the captive and made them jerk and screech as they were savaged for their refusal to obey.  Once treated to such a consequence they never once repeated it again.  The initial displays further served to quell rebellion in subsequent individuals.


      As the slaves were taken up for auction, the other guards continued to patrol the room.  The gems above each slave were now filled with a new level of radiance as emotion grew to new and darker levels.  Soft whimpering grizzles and sobs began to emerge on occasion but the glare of a guard quickly caused the complaining perpetrator to stifle their distress.


      Another five slaves were taken away and then another.  A few more people were whipped for snapping against the ambient stress.  The slow depleting of the rooms numbers successfully drove many of them insane with frustrated terror.


      After a few more units were taken up for sale, the lack of population finally allowed Khamsin’s libido to overcome her shyness.  As a guard wandered passed her, she kicked out at him and her leg flicked just short of connecting with his thigh.


      ‘Bastard! You’ll pay for this in blood!’ she roared, feigning her indignation as she looked passionately at his whip.


      Her scowl of temper became a yawning wail as the weapon swung around and caught the inner thigh of the outstretched leg.  The shock of heat made her drop the limb and curl it up for protection.  The whip swung around again, slamming its ribbons across her rear.  Khamsin howled and fought her bonds as the guard began to rain oscillating sweeps into her.  The worst were when he skimmed her nipples.  The flash of havoc to her assets caused her to shriek and regret the foolish deviance that had prompted her to solicit this abuse.  Her body jerked and writhed as the guard seized any chance to swing up into her pussy.  Each strike to the tangled forest of hair made her howl like never before.


      When he stopped, she cowered in her bonds and sobbed softly with tears rolling down her cheeks.  Satisfied that she had been educated, he moved on.


      The moment the whipping stopped, Khamsin mulled over the event like a succulent morsel and found new and intense pleasure in the severity with which he had treated her.  Her cries had been ignored, her body punished ruthlessly.  While it was occurring she had despised it, now that it was in the past, it felt wonderful as a memory.


      ‘Filthy Hroth scum!’ she uttered under her breath, her head hanging against the collar to hide her nefarious smile.


      ‘Want some more?’ spat the guard as he wheeled and strode back to her.


      Fear and regret suddenly struck but before she could retract her words, he was whipping her again.  Dragged through a tempest of harrowing, her arms strained against the cuffs, her body ached and went into convulsive fits as he diligently concentrated his assault on her most vulnerable regions.


      ‘Ghechok! Here! Grab her legs!’ he yelled, maintaining his offensive as another guard trotted over.  Together they grabbed an ankle and hauled back so that they lifted her from the floor.  Khamsin gurgled and choked as she hung like a hammock between neck and feet.  The agonizing pose grew worse as they leant their weight back against her legs to rack her most stringently.  A glance to her splayed legs and lewdly proffered sex had her realize what they were going to do and hating her folly she tried to confess her error.


      The whip streaked overhead and into her belly.  The leather strands pounded her sex and imparted the most diabolic suffering as she barely found breath enough to air her howls.  Fighting to respire, her face burned and her sight flashed with shocks of white from each stroke.  Her mind felt as though it were boiling as she was whipped for long moments.


      Only when she was on the verge of a faint was she released.  Her body dropped back down and hung slack from the collar.  Her loins were throbbing like a second heart and were radiant with internal heat.  It took a monumental effort to rise up allowing herself easier breathing because the flogging had pillaged her strength.


      This time it took a little longer for her to regard the event with reverence.  The burning plague in her pussy made her whimper and fight to stay upright.  She wished she could reach it and help comfort the flesh she had caused to suffer, but the cuffs would not permit it.


      More slaves were escorted away and this left her amongst the last three.  The guards stood before them, waiting for the slightest peep to inspire retribution.  The terror on the other faces made the crystals behind them strobe with internal light and if any of them had eaten or drank anything in the last few months she was sure they would have voided their bowels.  It again raised the question about just what was keeping them alive.  It had to be something to do with the astoundingly swift healing she had seen on the other women and on herself, for already the red rectangles etched into her from the whipping were vanishing and the cane marks from Caiz’s cruel love were almost gone.


      The squad descended with man-catchers thrown over their shoulders.  Walking casually back to the slaves they were talking lightly, glad that the day’s duties were almost at an end.


      ‘Are these the last?’ asked one.


      ‘That’s the lot for now,’ answered one of the guards.


      Clipping his whip to his belt, he joined the rest of the sentries as they left to seek other diversions.


      A hand brushed the metal behind her head and the collar flashed open to allow Khamsin to be pulled free of the wall.  A moment later, the man-catcher collar grabbed her neck and slammed shut with a damning click.  The bull-faced guard used it as a solid leash to pull her around and push her up the stairs with the other human dregs.


      During their ascent, Khamsin started to hear sounds of conversation and laughter and also the sounds of life, of a city.  A set of double doors beckoned and she realized that this was truly the last moment of her freedom.  Once through these doors she would be sold as a slave, a plaything to the bizarre lusts of the Hroth Empire.  A shiver of delectation and trepidation ran through her body as she padded up the stairs with the other slaves and wondered what her owner would be like.


       


      Khamsin experiences the many pains and pleasures of Hroth and continues her exploration of her masochistic nature in the sequel ‘A Pet Princess’. The story of how humanity fell and what led to the eventual rise of the Hrothites begins in ‘Alien Enslavement.’


       


      Glossary of the Orders in the Empire


       


      House Manticore: They were lion masks and are the strongest martial Order. They are aggressive, strong, dominated by males, and are the archrival to the Chimera.


       


      House Chimera: They wear goat masks and are the next strongest Order. Female dominated, they are more level headed, and serve as politicians and speakers.


       


      House Griffon: They wear eagle masks and are an intellectual Order. They are the Empires academics, scholars, and alchemists.


       


      House Hydra: They wear snake masks. They are charismatic but treacherous, and they are traders, dealers, brokers, and business merchants.


       


      House Unicorn: They wear horse masks and are the priests, the spiritual guides for the Hroth Empire. They have all taken a vow of celibacy so that they may concentrate on the pain that they use to make greater quantities of Elixir. They are now the most potent psychics.


       


      House Minotaur: They wear bull masks. They are savage, small-minded, impetuous, and strong. They serve as a rank and file military caste.


       


      House Basilisk: They wear lizard masks. They are akin to sorcerers. They are arcane, secretive, and work behind the scenes. They are powerful, influential, and control through others. They are secret police force that seeks to destroy technology and never let the Forbidden Arts be developed ever again.
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