

Lady Yara Janssir was nobility. True nobility, of Orland, not like those Rivan peasants who called themselves knights. No, she was the heir to an ancient bloodline whose very destiny was to rule over their lessers. And who was lesser than an upstart who didn't know her place?

Lady Yara didn't begin with the intention of ruling over the young blonde upstart she had captured. Ivie von Rittevond, an unfortunate knight captured in battle just before the beginning of the ceasefire, was just a toy in her dungeons. Another doll to play with, nothing special or worth attention beyond the occasional torment. But when Yara found her, whipped her, made her scream, there was something different in her. Something... degraded, even moreso than in most Rivan peasants. A need to be subdued. To submit. A touch between her legs found her... most excited. And unexpectedly, Yara found herself... excited... as well.

              For Yara, the art of breaking people was art. Almost dispassionate in its beauty. But with Yara, begging, pleading, not for less, but for more... crying, tears in her eyes, of shame and humiliation as she confessed she could not fight herself, that she could not even think of opposing Yara... that made her blood run hot. She knew then that she had found something very special – a woman who knew her place. Who knew that she was meant to follow, and was no longer interested in fighting it. Who knew that she was just the clay for greater people to mold and remake in their image. And listening to Ivie's sweet screams of pain and pleasure as blood ran down her back and her own cum down her thighs... brought to Yara more than the beauty of power. It brought to her the beauty of submission. It was a novelty. It was a delicious novelty.

So Yara feasted. She feasted on Ivie's fear and uncertainity, on her need, on her servility. With every bow of her head and broken little look she gave her mistress, Yara's appetite for it increased. Teaching Ivie that she had no agency, that she was a vessel for Yara's will, and that Yara would fill her time and time again...

Yara had recently decided to branch out in her cruelties and humiliations. Having the highborn first daughter of the Rittevond family dressed like a common servant and waiting on her hand and foot... it was enough to make a girl shudder in delight. It was somehow even better than having her trail behind her on a leash, like a dog. That kind of humiliation was almost too far to have an effect, so far removed from her identity that it was just a role, like an actor in a play. But making her embrace the role she had seen her whole life, envied her whole life? That... that was subversion. That was corruption. That was deliciously decadent.

She wondered how far she could go? It was a strange balance of power they had. Ivie could have ended the charade at any moment, could have demanded her family liberate her at the next council... but she didn't. She chose to bow her head to the blows and berating of Yara, to lick her feet and beg for her forgiveness, to bleed and plead instead of going free.

For Ivie von Rittevond, it was her hell. And it was her heaven.

She didn't understand why she needed Lady Yara's firm hand and unwavering guidance. But she needed it. God, did she need it. It hurt her pride. It deconstructed her pride. And it rebuilt it as pride for her Lady. Admiration, awe, call it what you will.

Whatever it was, it kept her enraptured as Lady Yara loomed above her. Ivie was taller than Yara, but on her knees, her true position asserted itself. Ivie dressed all in black, contrasting with her platinum blonde hair and pale skin. A far cry from the proud, blue-and-white knight of months past. Now she dressed in deference to her Lady, her owner, her mistress. Yara brought a hand around to her jaw and lifted her head to look at her. "What are you?" she asked.

"Y... your's." Ivie said

"That's not an answer. I didn't ask who you belonged to. What are you?"

"A... your slave."

"That's not enough. What are you?"

"A..." Ivie remembered what she said earlier that day, about considering making her eat with the dogs. "a bitch."

Yara scoffed. "I value my dogs far more than you. What are you?"

"A... a worthless... whore."

Secretly, Yara was pleased that she had went straight to calling herself a whore without any suggestions on her part. But she sure as hell didn't show it. "I don't own worthless things. What are you?"

"Nothing." And like that, it was like a great burden was lifted from Ivie's soul. The burden of being.

              Yara smirked, self-satisfied at how low she had brought her captive. Try as she might, Ivie couldn't help but feel fulfilled for pleasing her... captor. "Nothing." Yara purred, almost sensually. "That's right. That's all you are to me. Nothing." She paused for a moment. "But I can make you into something. I can make you mine. My creation. My vessel. My plaything. Is that what you want?"

"What I want is what you want, my lady." she said demurely.

Oh, that was the right answer. Yara couldn't fight the smile that spread across her face, nor the fire that burned in her loins. Her stance, casual, mocking, even, became ever-more attentive, alert, aroused. "You're mine. Void without me." Yara tipped Ivie's head up to look at her from her kneeling position and drew her slowly to her feet. "All you are is dependent on me. Determined on me. When I scrape away all the trappings of knighthood and nobility, all the delusions of pride and power, what is the one thing I will find written on your soul?"

"... Your name." she whispered.

"My name." Yara agreed. "Say it again."

"I'm yours." she said.

"Louder."

"I'm yours."

It was music to her ears. "You're my little plaything." Yara slapped Ivie's shapely ass and ripped off her servant's dress to reveal the sweet, supple body hidden underneath. She had long ago forbidden her slave underclothes. They were only ever a hassle.

Ivie, for her part, was already quite... excited. But her tone was even and reverent. "As you say, my lady."

"You don't speak like that to me!"

"I'm so sorry!" She dropped to her knees and bent her head, tears pulling at her eyes for the shame of the transgression she had committed. "Please, tell me how to speak to you, and I will obey without question."

"Speak like a commoner." Yara said. "I don't want to hear that highborn accent anymore. You are nothing here. Less than a slave; an object, a plaything. If I didn't love hearing your pathetic mewling, I'd have you silenced altogether." Yara mused for a moment. "Lose your accent. Your whole way of speaking. Lose yourself. Become mine." Yara licked her lips and bored into what little remained of Ivie's soul with her stare. "Become my creation." she purred.

"Y..." Ivie swallowed hard and choked down every natural twist and turn of her words. "... yes, m'lady..." she whispered.

Yara took the opportunity to draw Ivie's attention to her new outfit. Unlike her normal apparel, she had dressed in a mockery of the feminine, knightly style Ivie wore before she became the servile slave she was always meant to be. Yara dressed in vibrant reds and golds, with dark red leather boots. She mad a show of tapping them against the ground. "These boots are a little big for me, but I think they look knightly. Don't you?"

"I couldn't say, m'lady."

"Ooh, really trying, are you? I don't like it when you try." Yara's satisfied smile dropped to an unamused stare. "It comes naturally, or it doesn't come at all. Understand?"

"Yes, m'lady." Ivie said.

Yara raised her foot, pushing the supple leather of the boot's toe gently but firmly against Ivie's lips. "Lick them." she said. Unthinkingly, Ivie obeyed, running her tongue across the cool, smooth leather of her boots. It felt so good to obey. To let her Lady's will pass through her without ever even touching her conscious mind. To just be her tool. Her toy. "Lick them clean." Yara said.

They weren't dirty, as far as Ivie could tell. But it was not her place to question Yara. The taste, rubbery and thick, lingered on her tongue with every lick. She attended to every detail of her Lady's boot, careful to lick in an overlapping pattern, enjoying the bliss of serving.

"You're pathetic." Yara laughed, looking down at the former knight. "This is what the flower of Rivan chivalry has been reduced to? Ecstasy in licking the boots of her superior?"

Ivie looked up with concern. "Have I displeased you, my... m'Lady?"

Yara frowned. She had displeased her by not displeasing her. It seemed like there was nothing left in the Rivan to break. She had discarded her pride, her preconceptions, whatever delusions of purpose she once had... and yet it was not enough for Yara. Or, perhaps, it was too much. Ivie may have found happiness in unthinking obedience, but Yara could not help but desire resistance.

Her silence unnerved Ivie, who had finally learned what obedience really was. She didn't like the idea that she had served her Lady poorly.

Yara opted instead to push her reservations to the back of her mind. She shook her head. "I'm wondering why you haven't started on the other boot yet, bootlick." Ivie moved quickly to remedy her mistake, but Yara just pulled her foot out of the reach of her tongue. "It's too late. I grow tired of your sad attempts to please me."

Yara pushed the heel in, pressing an imprint of the boot on the skin of Ivie's scarred back. That, at least, Yara could still take pleasure in. As well as...

              Yara pushed her down so her ass stayed up in the air so she could examine her. Yara felt her shudder as she ran a finger along the lips of that gold-trimmed pussy. It came away thick with Ivie's juices. Yara clucked her tongue."Your family would be so ashamed if they could see how soaking wet you are at that." she said, pausing for a moment before continuing with, "That thought makes you even wetter, doesn't it?" Ivie made a pained little noise of agreement. "I don't think you deserve me today." "Degrade yourself. I want to hear you scream out how much pleasure being mine brings you. I want to hear you moan and cry " She leaned close to Ivie's ear. "What do you say, lickspittle?"

"Thank you, m'Lady!" Ivie whispered softly, "T... thank you... so much..."


Every few months Yara had agreed to take Ivie to a council on the border to meet with Ivie's family, by order of the king of Orland. Keeping a Rivan hostage against her will was enough to reignite the war, but... how does one address a willing prisoner? To the von Rittevonds, it was a chance to retrieve their lost daughter, but for Yara? It was just a chance to make those upjumped peasants suffer at seeing their beloved daughter humiliated and dominated by their country's worst enemy.

It was only the second such meeting between Yara Janssir and the von Rittevond family. The first was somewhat... unscripted. Yara entered without plans, and only the slavish obesiance of Ivie let her leave with her toy still in tow. But Yara would not make such a mistake again.

Yara subtly tipped over the platter in Ivie's hand, causing the glasses to fall to the floor and shatter. She gave her a melodramatic 'annoyed aristocrat' look before cuffing her lightly about the head.

              "You will not lay a hand on my daughter ever again!" Lord von Rittevond snarled. Ah, that was the reaction she was waiting for.

"As you all know, it is the right of a master to punish her servants, highborn or low, when they make such careless mistakes." Yara said, "She is a slave to me, and so it is doubly my right to whip her until her blood stains this nice white marble red if I wished to." To demonstrate, she ripped Ivie's dress open from the back, exposing the criss-crossed lines of the many previous scourgings she inflicted upon her toy. The whole room gasped and tittered in shock.

"You monster!"

"It's the only way to teach." Yara smirked. "Or would you prefer I spank her?" He would have, but it was a loaded question, put to his head and pulled the trigger. All Lord von Rittevond could do was sputter in shock and fury. "In fact... I think that little display of clumsiness needs a correction." She turned to Ivie and said, "Hands on the table, Rivan."

Five lashes with the little whip was nothing. Ivie barely even felt it. It stinged like pinpricks, while she craved crushing, cutting pain. But she played her part as the reluctant victim of Yara's caprices.

"This is madness! Sheer, unadulterated madness!" Lord von Rittevond cried. Oh, how she relished the pain of the family that had sparked the fire of Rivan independence. To see them helpless and powerless in the face of their betters once more... it was but a consolation for losing command over all of them, but it was a consolation Yara would not refuse.

"I submit to the will of my Lady." Ivie bowed her head. "It was her will that I be punished. It is for my own good. I embrace my mistake, as an opportunity to learn how to better serve my Lady. Thank you, my Lady."

In the end, that Ivie and Yara both concurred on Ivie's willing, uncoerced compliance was enough to thwart her family's attempt to 'rescue' her; they had no choice but to leave empty-handed and unsatisfied. Ivie and Yara, on the other hand, had their appetites only just barely whetted.

As soon as they were back in the carriage, Yara attacked her. Ravaged her, tore every scrap of clothing from her body with greedy, clawing hands. Yara bit Ivie's lip, hard enough to draw blood.

The taste... Ivie understood. Ivie understood just how good her own blood tasted; her own suffering. It was a pleasing bitterness, that copperish taste, concealed in a smooth red fluid that clung to her tongue and spilled down her lip. That it was so deliciously decadent made her reluctant to partake of it herself; she wanted only to let Yara drink from her freely, until Ivie was nothing but a pale husk, with nothing running through her but Yara's will.

"D... did I do good, m'lady?" Her lip was still quivering, both from the cold and nervousness.

              "Well enough." Yara said wiith noncomittal tone. "Well enough." Yara pushed up against her as the carriage rode over an uneven spot in the road. "Well enough that I'm willing to enjoy you." And Yara certainly enjoyed her. Enjoyed her cries, her moans, her desperate pleas and her earnest thanks as she fingered Ivie through the evening, and through the night, to the point of aching pain and exhaustion. And when Yara let her go, and she felt into a contented sleep, Yara touched Ivie's head, stroking her hair, and whispered, quietly as not to wake her, "Good girl."


In the halls of Lady Yara's castle, she ruled with absolute impunity. Not legally, or, at least, not solely from the law – all of her servants and vassals knew better than to cross her or question her. So dragging a collared former knight naked and pliant to the great hall for an impromptu interogative was something that most of the castle's inhabitants knew to stay far, far away from, unless they heard Yara's dreaded voice call for them.

But Yara had no interest in any of them at that moment. She was far more enthused about her kneeling blonde toy. "How do I look? Like a real knight-errant?"

The days had felt sluggish, slow. Perhaps it was the cold weather of autumn setting in, but Ivie had felt in acutely. She looked up at her Lady with dull eyes. Even her Lady seemed drained and unpassioned by the misery of it all.

A rejoinder teetered at the tip of Ivie's tongue. What caused her to stop wasn't her devotion (could she call it that? It made her heart...?) to her Lady. No, she knew that any taunt she let slip would be empty and hollow. What stopped her was uncertainity – uncertainity over whether it was better to obey, or better to be made to obey.  "More like an Orlander fop." she said, fiesty as the day she was captured.

Her punishment was her prize.

Ivie took advantage of Yara's stunned silence to continue. "I can't believe you thought that outfit looked knightly. That's the kind of talk I'd expect from soft palace-born 'nobility', though, so don't take it too hard."

Yara blew her top. "You insolent whore!"

Ivie laughed. She feared her wrath, and yet... craved it. "Not nearly as much a whore as the woman who sold her body to her worst enemy for the low price of her moans and screams. I can't believe you'd sully yourself with a Rivan just for a few tingles and giggles. You really are just an overgrown child, aren't you?"

What Ivie had not planned on was a guard making the rounds to hear her little tirade. She felt a stinging pain in the curve between her shoulder and neck as a burly man in Orland's colors forced her to her knees. "I'll teach you to speak to her lordship like that!"

              Yara's hand went to the guard's scabbard. For Yara, having a sword in her hand rather than a smaller, more... torturous blade was a novelty – but it came to her out of instinct. In an instant she had seperated Yara and the uncouth guard at his own sword's tip. "Only I command this wretch, and I alone." she snarled. "Only I punish her, and only I touch her."

The guard seemed to realize his mistake immediately with a few feet of steel aimed at his gut. "Yes my lady. Please forgive me, my lady." He bowed as much as he could without risking impalement and averted his gaze respectfully. "I did not mean to trespass."

"I will excuse you this once." Yara said, looking down upon the man (even though she was shorter than him). "Do not overstep your bounds again." The guard, not willing to tempt fate twice, scurried off.

Yara's musings on if she should have him executed, just in case, were interrupted

Ivie's chest heaved

She drew the edge of the sword across Ivie's shoulder, adding another mark to the collection of scars that Yara had given her ever since she first met the knight, pure of heart and pristine snow-white skin. Coldly, she said, "Tell me why I shouldn't throw you back in that fucking dungeon, hanging from wrists for a week. Go on. Tell me. You had all the answers before, why are you silent now?"

              The moment was gone, and Yara's very real, very cold rage had replaced the spark of wrath that bubbled from her soul. "P-puh-please!" Ivie cried out, "I... I didn't mean to displease you, m'lady!" Yara raised an eyebrow and Ivie averted her gaze in shame and fear. "I just... I just wanted... to be taught my place again." Quiter, she said, "I wanted to see you enjoy me, like you enjoyed me those first days. When you pressed your will against mine and crushed it. I wanted you to make me your's again. I wanted you to have the clay you molded me from again."

Yara's laugh was low and throaty. She finally understood.  Perhaps the mark of a good servant was to serve her mistress with what she desired before she even knew she desired it.

              Yara knelt down beside Ivie and grabbed her by the jaw. Her tears, gentle, pulling at her eyes and slipping down her face... they tasted of salt and despair. Yara loved them. "You know what this makes you?" Tears streamed down from Ivie's beautiful blue eyes. "A good girl." Yara whispered. Ivie couldn't hide her shock at the praise. Ivie had never heard her genuinely praise her, whether for obedience or dissent. "I loved breaking that little facade. You did good, pet."

"Am I... am I really... a good girl?"

"For the time being." Yara said nonchalantly. "For so long as you remember your place." "You knew I needed to refresh my memory. To feel again the anger, the rush, the energy. If not for that buffoon interrupting us... it could have been a wonderful night." Yara cocked her head. "We'll revisit this again sometime. I expect you to have a full repetoire next you speak. I expect I will spend a good deal of time... molding you."

The way Ivie looked at her... it wasn't disrespectful. Not in the least way. But it unnerved her all the same.


A few hours of comfortable torture in her private chambers later, Yara's bloodlust had subsided to just lust.. Yara collapsed on her bed, sprawling her limbs in all directions and sighing with longing and contentment. "Rivan!" she said, patting the pillow next to her. "Warm my bed."

"I... I'm bloody, m'lady..."

"Are you questioning me?"

"No, m'lady!" Ivie's response was immediate. "Forgive my impertinence. I'm just an inferior Rivan peasant, my lack of understanding is my own fault and failing. Should I fetch the whip again?" she whimpered.

"No. Not this time." Yara sighed. "I tire of that peasant tone. Remind me what I brought you down from."

Internally relieved of the burden of imitating a mode of speaking she had no experience with, Ivie let her natural tone return. "As you wish, my lady." she said. Ivie laid down on the bed next to Yara, curled close to her, but not touching her until told or led to do so.

Yara kissed her and grabbed her thigh, pulling it close against her. With her other hands she propped herself up to loom over her slave as her hand drifted closer to her prize. Yara... enjoyed pleasuring her. Immensely, if she was being honest. Not just because it was such a delicious, delightfully sadistic subversion of everything she was, or at least, everything she claimed to be (though it absolutely was wonderful because of that), but because... it was her. Because it was Ivie. Yara didn't have any other way to describe it. She liked it... because it was her.

Of course, she also liked it because of the cries of pain and pleasure she evoked from the Rivan.

"Are you mine?"

"Yes!"

"Now and forever?"

"Yes! Yes!"

"Why are you mine?"

"Because y-you are a master an-and I'm a slave!"

              "Why are you mine?

"B... because

              "Why are you mine?" she hissed. "Why do you let me smack and whip and humiliate you? Why, when you have every opportunity to escape?" The anger turned to energy and passion as she furiously fingered her fucktoy. "Why are you here, why did you spend the last evening bound to me without the merest chain or forbiddance?"

"B... because..." Ivie whimpered, "I crave it." She looked into her Lady's eyes. "I c-crave... you."

That was... surprising. In a sense, she already knew it, but to hear it... and the way that she said it...

Yara regained her composure, leaned in, and whispered, "Good girl."

Ivie came harder than she ever had before. Her outward reaction was a choked little sound, but on the inside, Yara etched herself onto Ivie's soul with those long, smooth fingers.

It was like all of her nerves turned off. Just went numb. Like she herself had died, the ultimate loss of power. It was beautiful, beyond words for Ivie. Like she had been liberated from the weaknesses and demands of mortality and ascended... to the foot of her Lady, holy and imperious.

Yara had stopped when she realized Ivie was finished cumming, and they both enjoyed a comfortable silence for a little while before Ivie asked, "... is that all... my Lady?"

"I'll let you avoid my torturous pleasures this time, little leaf." Ivie moved to get up off the bed, but was stopped by Yara. "No." Yara grabbed her wrist. "Stay here." She gave no alternative as she pulled Ivie back into her embrace, nestled under the blankets. "I told you to warm my bed. I expect it to be warmed."

She took her hand away and caressed her face instead. And with a kiss of unusual gentleness, she sealed their twisted fates, entwined and tangled and confused, but... together. As one soul, bound and binding, commanding and commanded. Enslaved to their roles to the very end.
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