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The Captive’s Agony

It was dark.

No, darker than that.

Somehow darker even than the Void.

Bound and shamefully plugged by Pater Scibberas. Sealed within the lead-lined oak walls of the ossuary. Unable to see, barely able to hear, forbidden by the corrupted priest’s lingering holy power from cumming.

Sophie Almodóvar was in an unusually serious predicament. And this was a woman who knew her predicaments well. She had, after all, recently died and had been brought back to life by her patron, transformed with pale, violet-tinged skin and a lock of white in her dark hair.

The voluptuous Harlot Knight wasn’t sure how much human was left in her darkborne body, but the human portion of her was miserable. Joints aching from the bindings. Holes throbbing from the plugs. Skin scraping against the coarse wool lining with every jarring sway of the carriage.

The iron-shod wheels of the armored wagon found every deep rut and jagged stone in the unpaved mountain roads, telegraphing each impact directly into her immobilized spine.

By the design of Pater Scibberas and the hands of Sir Varlock, her body had been transformed into a closed, agonizing circuit. The massive, silver-capped lead plug wedged deep into her ass occupied her with cold permanence, stretching her tender rim and aching through her pelvis. Even more restrictive was the blessed brass plug driven into her cunny. The textured metal pressed hard against her cervix, its outer base strapped tightly against her sensitive, swollen labia with heavy leather cords that bit into the soft creases of her thighs.

These were no ordinary restraints. The silver and brass were heavily enchanted, inscribed with hundreds of tiny, sharp prayers to Mardoch and the symbols of the four pillars.

Whenever the wagon lurched and the friction of the coarse wool or the vibration of the metal dildo sent a tremor of arousal through her highly sensitive nerves, the darkborne mark on the back of her neck would flare. Her body, conditioned to seek pleasure and convert it into raw power would instinctively try to build a charge toward a climax. But the moment the energy rose, the blessed metals grounded the magic.

Instead of the sweet release of an orgasm, a searing, white-hot fire would blast through her flesh. It left her moaning, gasping, and slicked with sweat, her muscles seizing in violent, helpless tremors against the hard wood of the coffin. The ecstasy was instantly translated into a wracking, internal burn that drained her of every drop of supernatural strength, leaving her pale, panting, and endlessly exhausted in the darkness.

Her mouth was silenced just as brutally. The thick, phallic pacifier of anointed wood kept her jaw stretched wide in a permanent, aching gape. The wood pushed her tongue back toward her throat, forcing her to swallow her own saliva and reducing her screams of frustration to pathetic, wet whimpers that died against the lead-lined lid just inches from her face.

She lay suspended in a state of perpetual, unreleased torment as the wagon carried her further away from Sivarna.

The grinding rattle of the wagon slowly ceased.

Sophie lay perfectly still, trying to escape the maddening rubbing, her heartbeat unpleasantly loud in the silence. She was grateful for the whistling of the wind that reached her ears muffled within the ossuary. She could just make out the guttural voices of Scibberas’s Inquisition militia.

A heavy thud vibrated through the wood as boots stepped onto the back runner of the carriage. A moment later, the small, barred ventilation hatch at her eye level slid open with a metallic scrape. A sliver of gray twilight pierced the absolute dark, illuminating the thick layer of sweat and dust coating Sophie's pale features.

"Well, look what we have here," a voice sneered.

It was Captain Ornash Jeg. The brute of a man who had joined up with Scibberas to pursue her all the way from the Isle of Sepreth. His face was scarred from tavern brawls, and his breath carried the sour tang of stale onion ale and cheap tobacco. He peered through the narrow bars, his greasy beard brushing the oak as his rat-like eyes scanned Sophie's naked body. Behind him, the crude laughter of three of his thugs echoed in the quiet pass.

"The Harlot Knight herself," Jeg jeered, his fingers tracing the outline of the ventilation slit. "Been a while, eh, Sophie? Look at you, reduced to a box of meat. The Pater said we’re not to touch you, of course. Said you’re sacred property. But he didn't say nothing about looking. And he certainly didn't say we couldn't enjoy the view."

Sophie tried to glare at him, her eyes flashing with a desperate fury, but the wooden plug in her mouth made her look nothing but helpless. She let out a low, muffled growl through her nose.

"Oh, she’s still got some bite in her," one of the thugs laughed, leaning over Jeg’s shoulder. "Look at those tits. They're practically bursting out of that wool. I bet she’s dripping wet under all that silver."

"She is," Jeg said, his voice dropping to a low, raspy drawl as his hand wandered down to the front of his dirty leather breeches. He began to rub his bulge through his leathers. He eyed Sophie hungrily as he did. "I can smell the heat of her from here. That curse of hers is just begging for a proper stuffing. It’s a shame the Pater wants her clean for the convent. But a lady shouldn't have to go thirsty on a long ride."

The other thugs followed their captain's lead, their breathing becoming heavy and synchronized as they stood on the runner, their crude dirty talk filling the small space of the wagon. They described in graphic, explicit detail exactly what they wanted to do to her pale, defenseless body. How they would squeeze and suck her tits. Finger her holes. How they would use her mouth, how they would split her open, how they would make her beg for the very seed they were teasing her with.

Sophie’s body, betraying her mind, began to react to the demonstration of raw lust. The darkborne mark, now intrinsic to her being, throbbed, trying to drink in the lust radiating from the men. The silver in her ass and the brass in her pussy immediately began to hum, sending small, warning prickles of fire through her pelvis. She whimpered, her thighs clenching together in a desperate bid to shut out the sensation, but she was trapped.

"That's it, look at her squirm," Jeg grunted, his hand moving faster now. He pulled his thick, unwashed member free of his trousers, the pale, veiny flesh glistening in the gray light. "She wants it. She’s a greedy little whore, even in a coffin. Watch this, boys."

He leaned over the hatch, aligning himself with the barred opening. His fingers pumped his purpling prick. He wheezed and grunted, thrusting through his pre-smeared fingers. His stroking intensified. His face reddened. With a final, frantic series of strokes, Jeg let out a low groan.

A thick, hot jet of his seed blasted through the barred slit. It splattered directly across Sophie’s pale chest and shoulder, the warm fluid running down the slope of her breast. The other thugs followed, their grunts of release echoing as they showered her through the hatch. Warm, viscous spurts hit her chin, her cheek, and her collarbone, the heavy smell of their spent lust filling the dark confines of the ossuary.

Sophie lay there, tears of humiliation spilling from her eyes to mix with the seed on her face. Because the enchanted plugs were grounding her magic, she couldn't even consume the strength of their essence. She couldn't convert their crude, animalistic donation into the fire she needed to break her chains. Her cunt contracted. Her anus spasmed. Pain shot through her core.

She was forced to simply lie in the dark, feeling the sticky, cooling fluid tighten on her skin, a congealing, foul-smelling symbol of her helplessness.

"Enjoy the draft, harlot," Jeg spat, wiping his hand on the side of the wagon before sliding the hatch shut, plunging her once more into the lead-lined tomb. The wagon soon began to move again. In the jostling darkness, Sophie’s sorrow receded as she breathed the foul atmosphere of Jeg and his militia’s rancid spunk. Her misery replaced with a hard kernel of hatred.

Hours later, the wagon came to a final stop. The air outside was quiet, the harsh wind of the peaks replaced by the soft, rhythmic rustle of mountain pines.

The heavy iron locks on the outside of the ossuary rattled. The chains clanked as they were uncoiled from the oak box, and then the heavy lid was thrown open. The sudden influx of cool, fresh night air was a shock to Sophie’s skin, but the bright light of a nearby campfire made her wince and shut her eyes.

"What is the meaning of this?" a voice hissed.

It was Pater Scibberas. He stood by the side of the wagon, his gaunt, charred face illuminated by the flickering orange glow of the fire. His green eyes, solid pits of unholy flame, fixed instantly on the sticky, white streaks dried on Sophie’s bare chest and shoulder.

"Jeg!" Scibberas roared, his voice cracking with fury.

The slovenly captain of the militia stepped forward, his face paling under his grime. "Pater... we didn't touch her. We followed your orders to the letter. No penetration, no—"

"You have defiled the vessel!" Scibberas shrieked, his skeletal hand trembling as he pointed at Sophie. "She is the property of the Inquisition! She is to be presented to the altar of Mardoch, pristine and prepared for her penance! You are nothing but beasts, satisfying your animal urges while we are on a holy mission!"

He turned his blazing gaze to Sir Varlock, who stood nearby, his silver armor reflecting the firelight. "Varlock! Take the captain. Twenty lashes with the wire-whip. Let him contemplate the virtue of obedience while his back is flayed to the bone."

"Pater, please!" Jeg shrieked as two of his own men, terrified of the priest’s wrath, grabbed him by the arms and dragged him toward the tree line.

Scibberas didn't look back. He turned his attention to Varlock. "And then, Knight... you will wash her. Cleanse her of this filth. I will not have my prize smelling like some back brothel copper slut when we cross the border."

Varlock bowed his head. "As you command, Pater."

Sophie heard the knight go thumping away in the same direction as Jeg had been dragged by members of his militia. She could just make out Jeg pleading for mercy by the tone of his voice. This was answered with twenty whistling snaps of the wire-whip. Each snap punctuated by a howl of agony from Jeg. Such an implement was designed to create painful, shallow cuts that would sting for days.

The whipping ended with a prayer or formal rebuke from Varlock. Something about “the weakness of the lecherous heart.” Then she could make out the sound of Jeg whimpering and being dragged off to be bandaged. Soon, the heavy footfalls of Sir Varlock approached the wagon once more.

The massive knight stepped into view over the ossuary. He didn't use the brutal force of the militia. He reached into the coffin, his gauntleted hands lifting Sophie’s limp, pale form from the wool lining. She was helpless, her body stiff from hours of confinement, her mouth still locked open by the wooden gag.

Varlock carried her toward a secluded roadside shrine, where a small mountain spring pooled into a large basin of gray stone. The water was crystal clear, reflecting the cold, brilliant stars of the high pass.

Varlock laid her gently on a flat rock by the water's edge. He unbuckled his gauntlets, tossing them onto the grass, and began to work on her restraints. He was surprisingly tender, his touch reverent and silent as he uncinched the leather straps from her thighs.

He removed the plug in her mouth first. The magic was the least potent and he was able to ease it from her numb jaws and aching throat and set it aside. He looked down at her face as he blotted at the drool spilling from her lips. She rasped something to him. A half word lost in the pain of her aching throat.

“Be quiet now,” said Sir Varlock.

He moved out of sight and she felt the brush of his fingertips against the straining folds of her cunt. He gently grasped the based of the brass plug and eased the consecrated device from her cunt. Sophie let out a muffled gasp of relief as the weight eased from her cervix and the thick metal plug finally pulled free of her aching cunt.

Varlock then moved to her rear, his large fingers gripping the silver cap of the anal plug. He pulled it out with a steady, unhurried motion, his face neutral as Sophie’s back arched. There was a soft, wet pop of suction and her body shuddered at the sudden emptiness of her back passage.

“Ohhhh,” she groaned with relief.

He took a soft, clean cloth, dipped it into the chilly spring water, and began to wash her. He started with her face, gently wiping away the dried, sticky residue of Jeg’s semen from her cheek and chin. He let her stretch her limbs as he moved down to her neck, his fingers lingering for a fraction of a second where the darkborne mark had been.

“I can still feel the mark,” he murmured. “But when I try to see it, your entire body seems to glow.”

She tried to answer him, to tell him that she and the mark were no longer two different things, that her rebirth had made her into something new. Such ideas could not be conveyed with a throat that could scarcely rasp a single syllable.

“It’s alright, we will find it and free you of its dark influence,” said Sir Varlock.

She looked up at him with hard, doubting eyes as his hands moved lower. A cool cloth caressing her breasts, softening and mopping away the filth that Jeg and his thugs had spattered down on her in the ossuary. He lifted the weight of her breasts in turn, cleaning beneath their overhanging weight, wiping away the residue of milk that flaked from her areolas.

“Why?” she finally managed to croak.

“Why what, Sophia Almodóvar?”

“Gentle,” she rasped.

“I was not commanded to harm you,” replied Sir Varlock. “Only to clean.”

She looked up at the massive knight kneeling beside her. His leonine visor was up, his stern, handsome face framed by his long golden hair and close enough that she could feel the warmth of his breath.

Sophie believed him, believed that kindness might reside somewhere in the huge knight’s heart. She let her body go soft, rolling her hips slightly toward him. It was an offer to him in the ancient, instinctive language of the Harlot Knight. She arched her back, presenting the full, heavy swell of her breasts to him, her nipples weeping a tiny drop of fresh white milk in the cold air.

She reached out with her bound hands, her fingers tracing the edge of his silver breastplate, moving down toward the heavy leather belt of his armor. She pressed her bare, pale thigh against his knee, her skin looking almost translucent against the road darkened silver of his greaves.

Freed of the plugs, she could feel the stirrings of her darkborne hunger. If she could persuade Sir Varlock to touch her just a little more, or to have his way with her, she could activate powers she had only begun to understand in the hours since her resurrection.

“Please,” she moaned softly. She needed him to take her. She craved his thick, holy cock and wanted him to slide it into her pussy, to give her just enough raw, human essence to break the shackles on her wrists.

Varlock stopped washing. His hand remained on her hip, his fingers tightening slightly against her soft flesh. For a long moment, Sophie thought she had him. She saw the muscle in his jaw clench, saw his blue eyes darken with a shadow of desire.

His expression drained of warmth.

"You are a creature of the darkness, Sophia," Varlock murmured, his voice soft but completely devoid of warmth. "Your beauty is a trap. A cloak thrown across a deep, dark pit of destruction. Do not try your tricks with me.”

Before she could pull away, Varlock grabbed her by her shoulders. He didn't strike her, he simply lifted her and plunged her naked, pale body directly into the freezing depths of the stone basin.

The water was ice. The shock of it made Sophie’s vision go white, her lungs seizing as the freezing current washed over her sensitive, bare skin, instantly snuffing out the rising heat of her arousal. She thrashed, her bound hands splashing the surface, but Varlock held her down with the force of an anvil pressing against her breasts, letting the cold water cleanse her of her sinful intent.

He pulled her out after a few seconds, laying her shivering, dripping form back onto the flat rock. He took a dry towel, rubbing her down with a brisk, rough efficiency that made her pale skin turn a light, burning pink.

Sophie looked up at the sky, her chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. She looked at the constellations. The silver patterns of the stars that she had memorized during her years of traveling Aropa.

Her pulse quickened at what she perceived.

They were not heading east toward Vithe. The stars were shifting southwest, toward the rugged, sun-drenched borders of Galamanca.

Scibberas stepped into the light of the shrine, his tattered black robes swirling around his ankles like smoke. He looked down at her shivering form and a cruel, mocking smile stretched his scarred lips.

"You see it written in the stars, don’t you, Sophia?" Scibberas cooed, noticing the direction of her gaze. "A clever whore. You realize we are not traveling to the holy city. Did you truly think I would bring a dangerous creature like you into the heart of Pateric Church? Where you might corrupt naïve priests and jealous bishops might see your value and take you from my hand?"

He leaned down, his green eyes burning in the dark.

"I am taking you home, my sweet Sophia. We are traveling to Castilla Lorica."

“Nooo!” Sophie’s eyes went wide.

Castilla Lorica. Her ancestral home. The clifftop fortress where she had played as a child, where her mother had died in the high tower, and where her father had been completely unmade by Rowena’s lust.

"The King of Galamanca granted the castle to a rival house after your father’s... unfortunate demise," Scibberas explained, his voice a dry, triumphant whisper. "But they found the walls haunted. A tragic suicide in the family, and they abandoned the stone. I have claimed it in the name of the Inquisition. I have established a convent there. A lodge of the Holy Hand, specifically designed for the education and purification of wayward, broken women."

He leaned lower, his breath rancid against her face.

“And no woman in this world is more wayward than you, my dear.” He looked at Varlock, gesturing to the freshly cleaned plugs. "Prepare her, Knight. The road is still long, and we must not permit her to entertain thoughts of using her vile powers."

Varlock stepped forward, lifting the heavy silver-capped plug once more.

The knight was not so gentle preparing Sophie to be returned to the ossuary. Varlock pinned her thighs, his large hand spreading her wide, and drove the weighted plug deep into her rectum with a single, unyielding shove.

Sophie’s scream was choked a moment later as Varlock fed the wooden plug into her mouth. Her back arched off the stone as the tip of wooden plug brushed against her throat.

Varlock turned her over and aligned blunt, prayer-engraved tip with her dripping entrance, and drove it home. The cold metal hit her cervix with a pang of consecrated pain. He strapped her up again and snapped the silver clamps shut, letting the teeth bite sharply into her delicate labia, locking her cunt lips around the metal stem.

Any hope of calling upon her powers was abandoned. She doubled up and whimpered with pain into the gag in her mouth.

Varlock lifted her wet, plugged body, carrying her back to the lead-lined ossuary. He laid her inside the scratchy wool lining, the lid slamming shut above her, plunging her back into the deepest darkness.

The wagon lurched forward, the iron-shod wheels resuming their slow, rhythmic rattle over the rough stones. The plugs jostled within her body, fomenting pleasure that was quickly punished with holy wrath. Tears trickled from Sophie’s eyes and she gurgled softly around the wooden plug in her mouth. The carriage continued on, carrying the Harlot Knight toward the ruins of her childhood and the pillars of fresh pain.
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Homecoming

Waves broke against ancient Galamancan stone and filled the air with the scent of the deep. Through the heavy wood of her lead-lined coffin, Sophie could hear the rhythmic roar of the sea. The sound of it changed as the wagon traversed the cliffs until the sound became familiar. The relentless waves crashed and echoed against the basalt pillars at the base of Castilla Lorica. The sound like no other.

The sound of her childhood.

She was home. But there was no joy in this homecoming, only a dread that twisted her stomach into knots so tight that the enchanted plugs almost felt like a relief. The wagon slowed and stopped. She heard muffled shouts and the thump of boots on the wagon’s runners.

The chains coiled around the outside of the ossuary rattled, falling away with a series of heavy metallic clangs. When the thick oak lid was thrown open, the sudden brightness of the coastal sun was blinding. Sophie winced, her head thrashing against the coarse wool lining, her mouth still locked wide around the wooden pacifier.

Sir Varlock’s gauntleted hands reached into the dark box. He lifted her naked, bound form, slung her over his shoulder, and carried her out into the bright daylight.

Sophie gasped around the gag, exposed to all who wished to look, her violet-tinted eyes watering as she forced them open to look upon her ancestral home.

Castilla Lorica stood proudly against the brilliant blue of the Galamancan sky, perched, seemingly precarious, on the edge of the sheer cliffs. It had endured storms and invaders for hundreds of years. But the fortress of her childhood had been systematically defiled.

The proud, green banners of the Hawk, the crest of the Almodóvar family that had flown from the turrets for three centuries, had long been ripped down. In their place hung the black banners of the Inquisition, bearing the stylized emblem of the Red Holy Hand. The high stone walls, once clean and gray, were now festooned with heavy wooden carvings of the four pillars and draped with still more black banners that unfurled over the stonework.

She was paraded through the outer courtyard, entirely exposed, over Sir Varlock’s shoulder like a hunting trophy. Her breasts, full and heavy, swayed with every step Varlock took, her plump nipples weeping trickles of milk down his armored back.

Every movement of the knight’s arm also shifted the plugs and sent a tremor of friction through her cunny and her clenching ass. The moment her mark tried to feed on the sensation, the consecrated plugs pulsed agony through her channels and into her depths.

When she managed to lift her head for a moment, she saw that Pater Scibberas walked ahead of them, his black robes blowing in the ocean breeze. His smile was another dagger in Sophie’s heart. She could see the exultation in his wicked eyes. The knowledge that he had won, taken her castle and her body for his perverse purposes.

They reached the inner bailey, where a solemn crowd had gathered to receive them.

Standing in a neat, orderly semi-circle were the novices of the newly established Lodge of the Holy Hand. So-called Daughters of Mardoch. There were nearly thirty of them, all young women of eighteen or nineteen summers, their pert young beauty scarcely hidden beneath their clinging white and black habits. They stood with their hands folded in their sleeves, their heads slightly bowed, but as Sophie was carried past, their eyes drifted upward.

How could they not look at the voluptuous Harlot Knight, naked, squirming, and being carried over the shoulder of Sir Varlock?

Sophie could hear their soft, collective gasps, their whispers a gentle hiss in the sea air. They stared at her nakedness, at the lush swell of her hips, and at the plugs obscenely filling her glistening holes.

"Silence," barked a much older woman in the habit of a senior sister.

She was a hatchet-faced woman with thin, bloodless lips and eyes like cold flints. She stepped forward from the ranks of the novices, her black habit stiff with starch. She bowed low to Scibberas, her gaze never once softening as she looked at Sophie.

"The Lodge is prepared for your return, Pater," the woman said, her voice brimming with zeal. "The novices have completed their morning devotions, and the private chambers have been aired."

“Well done, Sister Verna.” Scibberas nodded, his green eyes scanning the ranks of the young, beautiful novices. He pointed his staff at two particularly pretty girls near the front. One a petite redhead with wide, frightened eyes, the other a tall brunette with a generous bust that strained against her white collar.

"You, and you," Scibberas commanded. "Prepare my private baths. The road was dusty, and I require cleansing. You will attend me there."

The two novices bowed their heads quickly, their cheeks flushing a deep, embarrassed pink at the implications of his command. They scurried toward the main keep.

Sophie looked past the priest, her eyes finding Captain Jeg. The brutal commander of the militia of the Isle of Sepreth was standing near the stables, his leather vest removed to reveal his back. His skin was a crisscrossed map of long, bloody welts. The twenty lashes Varlock had delivered still weeping red onto his trousers.

It seemed he was being forced to camp in the dirt of the courtyard with his men, dismissed from the castle’s comfort. As Sophie’s gaze met his, Jeg’s rat-like eyes filled with a murderous promise of retribution. He mouthed a silent, filthy oath at her, his fingers twitching against the hilt of his dagger.

Scibberas turned to Varlock. "Take her to the lower cellar. Hand her over to the guard. I will deal with her once I have been properly attended."

Varlock carried her down the winding, spiral stairs of the North Tower, descending deep into the damp, subterranean levels of the castle. The dungeon. Where her father had long ago imprisoned the worst of the worst sent to him by the villages nearby. Murderers, rapists, and kidnappers. The sort of men who likely now worked for Pater Scibberas and his inquisition.

The light of the sun was replaced by the flickering, greasy orange glow of tallow torches set into the damp stone walls. At the bottom of the stairs, a massive figure stood blocking the corridor.

“Ranulf,” said Sir Varlock with a hint of contempt.

The man was a brute of an Inquisition guard, easily seven feet tall and built like a mountain of fat and muscle. Unlike the huge knight, Ranulf was far from the picture of noble refinement. He was shirtless, his grimy leather suspenders strained over a hairless chest that bore a massive, crudely inked tattoo of the four pillars and the scripture Z 3:19. His face was simple, his heavy jaw slack, and his small, dark eyes held the vacant, unthinking obedience of an ox.

"Pater's prize," Varlock stated, stopping before the giant. "She is to be kept in the third cell. No visitors. No food until the morning.”

Ranulf let out a low, guttural grunt, his massive head nodding slowly. His accent reminiscent of the warriors who fought back barbarians in distant Kodovek.

"Pater wants girl kept third cell. Ranulf keep her. Yes."

Varlock laid Sophie on the cold stone floor of the corridor. He knelt beside her, his fingers working quickly as he unbuckled the leather harness from her thighs. With a single, rough pull, he yanked the blessed brass plug from her aching cunt, followed immediately by the silver-capped plug from her anus.

Sophie let out a muffled gasp through the wooden pacifier, her body shuddering as her passages were suddenly emptied. The relief of the plugs' removal was immense, but it left her holes gaping wide and burning with pain. Her powers so depleted that she felt as if she might simply fade from existence and return to her patron.

Would the Daughter of the Void restore her to life once more? Or would she at last be given peace?

Ranulf scooped Sophie up in his massive arms as if she weighed no more than a doll. He unlocked the heavy iron door of the third cell, throwing her carelessly onto a pile of musty straw in the corner.

“Welcome to the Lodge, girl,” laughed Ranful.

Before Sophie could even roll over, the guard doused her with a bucket of cold water. She screamed against the plug in her mouth. The cell’s iron door slammed shut with a thunderous boom and the bolt snapped loudly into place.

Sophie lay in the dark, her body shaking so violently that her teeth rattled against the wooden pacifier. She was naked, wet, and freezing, the cold damp of the Galamancan dungeons sinking into her bones.

She tried to push herself up, but her arms gave out, her face sinking back into the sour straw. She was empty. Just a woman again, trapped in this mockery of her childhood.

A rattling cough echoed from the other side of the iron barred divider between cells. Sophie froze, her ears straining in the damp silence.

"Who... who goes there?" a voice rasped. It was a weak, trembling sound, the voice of an old man whose lungs were as mildewed as the straw. "Is there... is there someone else there? What is your name?"

Sophie scrambled toward the heavy iron bars that separated her cell from the adjoining one. She dragged her shivering body through the wet straw, her hands clawing at the cold stone floor until her fingers were raw. She pressed her face against the iron grate, her eyes adjusting to the faintest of light from a torch around the corner.

Sitting in the corner of the next cell was a blind, warty, mad old man, his skin the pallid color of a burrowing grub and covered in unsightly, fluid-filled growths. He wore nothing but a moldy loincloth, and his eyes flashed milky white in the darkness, staring at nothing as he rocked himself back and forth on the stone.

"I am Morvath,” whispered the man, his head leaning towards her cell. “I think. I think that’s still my name. I know one thing. You’re a woman. I can smell it. Been a long time since a woman was brought down here. Are you... are you one of the Pater's pretty little birds? Do something to make him mad? Did he lock you away in the dark, too?"

Sophie tried to speak, but the wooden pacifier muffled her words. She let out a soft, desperate whimper, turning her back towards Morvath’s cell and reaching one bound hand through the narrow gap in the iron bars.

Morvath heard the sound. He crawled toward the bars with a jerky, spider-like motion, his bony knees scraping against the stone. He reached out, his dry, wrinkled hand brushing against Sophie’s cold fingers.

"Oh," Morvath gasped, a shudder running through his frail frame as his fingers brushed against her translucent skin. He immediately grasped her hand with both of his. "You're cold. So cold. But your skin... it is like silk. Let me touch you, pretty bird. Do you have fat tits? Think nipples. Ohh…”

He kissed her fingers. His lips rough, but his breath warm. Sophie resisted the urge to jerk her hand away through the bars as the old man clutched at it and sucked her fingers. Licked them. Moaned lustily.

“So sweet. So soft.” He pressed his face against the bars, his breath hot against Sophie’s cheek. "I was a scholar once, you know. Respected. Before they put my eyes out with hot needles. They burned my books... they left me in the dirt... but they couldn't burn the memory of a woman. They couldn't burn that. Soft bodies. Warm cunts. Smelling so sweet. Oh, pretty bird, this cold hand makes me feel alive again..."

Sophie did not care about his madness. She only cared about his warmth.

Morvath was alive.

Even in his decrepit state, Morvath was a man, and he carried a residual spark of vital essence. It was a meager thing compared to countless other lovers, but to a starving vessel, this old madman was an oasis in a desert.

If she could get the littlest bit of power from him, she could pull the plug from her mouth. Then she could take more and more. Until she could break free of her shackles. Maybe even enough to smash open the door and deal with that giant of a guard.

She thought, One thing at a time, Sophie. Just a little for now.

She was still shivering as she fumbled with her hand and beckoned with her fingers. He couldn’t see her, but his hands against hers allowed him to feel the gesture.

“Yes? What is it you want?”

She strained and stretched, reaching for the filthy loincloth that clung to his groin. Out of reach, but after a moment, Morvath understood what she was groping for on the other side.

“You want… that? Oh, my sweet, dirty birdy,” cackled Morvath. “Such a sinful girl. No wonder he put you down here. But yes, wouldn’t it be perfect? Sinning and taking pleasure even here. Right under his nose? Ha!”

Morvath stood on bony legs and thrust his stinking loincloth towards the bars. Sophie felt it brush against her fingertips and she seized the fabric as forcefully as Morvath had seized her hand. She caught the edge and pulled at the fabric. Unwinding it from him and free his mottled groin from beneath the material. His cock was discolored and drooping. A bruised and stinking mass. But she hardly cared.

Her fingers found his shaft and Morvath groaned with ecstasy and pushed himself fully into her grasp.

“Mmmmnnnnn,” moaned Sophie around her plug as she began to stroke him. The pose could not have been more awkward, every jerk of her fingers straining her wrist. Morvath, thrusting desperately, only making matters worse. The stench of his long-unwashed loins almost unbearable.

But she did not relent. She stroked him until his flaccid cock began to swell. Until she felt the first greasy trickles of his precum beneath her fingers.

“Yes… ohhhhh… wicked birdy,” moaned Morvath, jerking his hips, white eyes rolling. “Ohhhh so wonderful. Heaven has come to me. Heaven… bless you… don’t stop… ohhhhh…”

The mark woven into her soul was stirring now. It could sense the building pleasure of the old madman and was awakening like a long hibernating beast. Ravenous. Growling.

Her fingers pumped desperately on Morvath’s slimy cock. Scarcely as long as her middle finger, hardly able to stay stiff in his decrepitude, yet straining. Bollocks tightening. The old madman panting and wheezing as he thrust desperately into her stroking fingers.

“I see it… in the dark,” he cried. “A great darkness inside you. A shadow… with wing… beautiful… glowing wings… glowing with the darkness… the emptiness… AHHHHH!”

She pressed her face close to the bars, stroking him desperately, watching the old madman contort with pleasure. His hips jerked and he thrust through her fingers. His meager cock becoming very stiff for a crucial moment.

Yellowish cum spurted from his cock. A small amount, thick and pungent, spattered against her cheek. The bridge of her nose. Her chin.

She felt the power of his pleasure entering her body. Like sunlight reaching a long-shaded plant. A warmth spread through her skin. It found only the slightest resistance from the plug in her mouth, which was more about silencing her than preventing her darkborne mark from feeding.

Her sore cunt and aching ass convulsed with Morvath. The old man slumping against her bars. Sophie desperately wanking out every drop as she gained strength with each throb of the old man’s cock. Finally, he was spent, his cock flaccid once more, and he sagged out of reach from her fingers.

“Thank you,” he murmured. “Bless you… I wish… wish I knew your name. I can die now. Die with a smile.”

Sophie twisted her body, her shoulder in great pain as she managed to reach her cum-smeared fingers to the plug jammed into her mouth. With a desperate pull, she felt the pacifier pull free of her lips, trailing mucus and saliva as she gasped and coughed.

“Don’t die on me, Morvath,” she croaked.

“You speak?” He lifted his head, white eyes rolling as he sat up again.

“Yes,” she rasped. “Sophie. My name is Sophie Almodóvar. You can… you can call me… the Harlot Knight.”

“Oh, Sophie, Harlot Knight,” he grabbed the bars and leaned against them. “A pleasure to meet you.”

“I have something for you, old man,” she said, rising high on her knees and turning to face the bars head on. “Something to give you strength.”

“W-what’s that?” He asked.

Sophie pressed her laden breasts against the bars. Pale flesh tight against the pitted iron. Her nipples and areolas framed by the dark bars. She pushed, her breasts bulging against the metal. Straining nipples beading with milk.

“Drink, Morvath,” she said. “Drink your fill. Let strength return to you.”

“Drink my…” His words trailed off as his fumbling fingers found the plump bulges of her breasts pressed to the bars. The ample swell of them. The warm, leaking plumpness of her nipples. With a groan of desperate lust, he fairly fell upon her, and the cells were filled with the delirious sound of his wanton sucking.

She looked away from the sight of the pathetic madman lewdly gulping her hot cream. Each slurp of his gummy mouth pulled another pulse of pleasure straight to her clit. Another tiny tremor of strength restored her darkborne flesh.

“That’s right,” she said, watching him with a faint smile. “Quench your thirst, Morvath. I’m going to need you strong and eager… to return the favor.”

“Mmmmmmmm,” he replied, his tongue flicking at her spurting nipple and his lips forming a tight ring of suction around her areola.

She felt another pleasurable gush of milk and another small taste of her returning power. Pater Scibberas did not know it yet, but a new battle for ownership of Castilla Lorica had begun.


3

Her Tormentor

The morning light through the arched windows of the North Tower was cold gray. The wan light muted the ancient splendor of Castilla Lorica and did nothing to warm the stone corridor where Sophie Almodóvar stood, her bound hands clasped tightly before her. After the freezing dampness of the dungeon, squirming naked in her cell, the rough garment that had been forced upon her was certainly warmer but was its own form of torment.

It was a novice’s habit, crafted from the coarsest, raw gray wool, entirely unlined and stiffened with starch. The heavy fabric hung loosely over her voluptuous, pale form, but where it touched her skin, it felt like a sheath of nettles. Her breasts, still full and tender despite the eager suckling of old Morvath, pressed against the rough wool. Her nipples, raw from being suckled, dragged repeatedly against the abrasive weave and became sensitive to the point of real pain.

To her dismay, the constant friction of her steps began to coax a slow, rhythmic weeping of white milk from her peaks, the warm, sweet fluid immediately soaking through the front of the habit. The wet spots only made the scratchy wool cling to her skin with a chafing persistence that made every breath a shuddering effort. Her breasts heaved against the coarse fabric with each breath she drew.

"Keep moving, harlot," Sister Verna hissed from behind her, driving the cold, iron pommel of a crop directly into the small of Sophie’s back.

In addition to the dour elder sister, Sophie was escorted by two masked Inquisition guards, their heavy mail clanking in the silent hall. But Sophie barely registered the physical goading. Her mind was caught in the pain of her memories.

They were taking the familiar path to her father’s study.

As a child, she had run down these very corridors with her sister, their laughter echoing off the warm Galamancan limestone. She remembered the green tapestries of the Hawk fluttering in the ocean breeze, the smell of roasted pine nuts and the murmur of friendly conversations among servants who appreciated the family. Long ago, before her mother had fallen ill and Rowena had sent the servants away.

Now, those memories were curdled by treachery and misfortunate, and the present reality was of a castle choked by the smothering weight of religion and the scent of anointing oil, penitent chants, tortured cries, and the echoing crack of the whip. The green banners had been replaced by the blood-red hands of the Inquisition. Her childhood home had become a citadel of pain.

They reached the heavy, iron-bound oak doors of the study. The guards threw the doors open with a harsh, echoing bang, and Sister Verna shoved Sophie roughly into the room.

The study was unrecognizable.

Only her father's elegant mahogany desk remained, but the beautiful brass astrolabes, the maps of the Galamancan coast, and the shelves of classical philosophy had been stripped away. No nude sculptures or oil lamps with colored hoods.

The Inquisition had invaded, the walls now decorated with banners of the Holy Hand and tapestries of great purges and demon burnings. The shelves stuffed with iron ledgers, stacks of heresy trials, and ritual books for defeating the sinborne and darkborne.

One half of the room resembled a museum of torture implements. Some large, some small, and some draped in dark sheets to conceal the exact nature of their cruelty. Beneath one window was a shelf displaying a collection of terrifying, hand-cranked brass instruments of torture that gleamed in the gray light.

Sitting behind her father’s mahogany desk, one sight of his face lit by a fat red candle,  was Pater Scibberas.

He had shed his travel-worn clothes for a pristine, blood-red robe of heavy Galamancan silk, the collar stiff and high around his throat. The candlelight brought life to the shadows upon one side of his charred, gaunt face. He didn't look up immediately. He was writing with a long, black quill, the scratch of the nib against the parchment the only sound in the cold room.

"Leave us," Scibberas murmured, his voice a dry, papery rasp that seemed to draw the warmth right out of the air.

Sister Verna bowed low, her thin lips twisting into a satisfied smirk as she and the guards backed out of the room, the heavy oak doors clicking shut behind her.

Sophie stood in the center of the room, her chin held high despite the scratchy wool habit chafing her thighs, buttocks and the sensitive buds of her nipples. The drop of strength she had stolen from Morvath in the dark had settled into her bones, a tiny, glowing coal of violet energy that kept her standing straight.

It had given her hope.

Scibberas set the quill down and stared at her with a quiet contempt that made her skin crawl. He knew her well. He had forced himself upon her and she had taken strength from him. She should have won, but he was her murderer.

And now, alive again, she was his ward. The only victory she had won at the Dread Court was to free her poor, mad sister. Margaret had been handed over to Baroness Geneviève Delpaire and Sophie’s friend, the milk wizard, Cornett V. Crème. The thought that her sister might one day regain her sanity gave Sophie some small measure of strength to face down Pater Scibberas.

"Ah, defiant still. Well, Sophia, you look remarkably well after a night in the dungeon," the priest murmured, his gaze tracing the wet, circular patches of milk staining her gray habit. "I had expected the cellar to quiet your rebellious blood. But it seems you found a way to... sustain yourself, even in the dark."

“You think to torment me by hanging your ugly banners all over this castle? Forcing me to see what it has become?" She managed to smile. “You only give me strength bringing me here. This is my home.”

Scibberas chuckled softly. He stood up, his tall, gaunt frame casting a long shadow across the desk. He fixed his gaze upon Sophie and walked slowly around the mahogany wood, his red robes whispering against the floor.

"You misunderstand," he mused, stopping a pace away from her. "I am not here to punish you, Sophia. You have been through so much, living under the same curse as your sister, now, remade into something even more vulgar. Mmmm. No, I am here to teach you and guide you. To help you see the light of Mardoch. To lead you to embracing and understanding each of His Four Pillars.”

His bony fingers traced the edge of her collarbone, pushing the scratchy wool aside just enough to reveal the pale, violent-tinged contours of her flesh. Sophie tensed, but she did not pull back, refusing to show him the satisfaction of her fear.

"I spent years preparing for my ascension at the Dread Court," Scibberas continued, his voice dropping to a low, intimate whisper that made Sophie’s stomach churn. "While you were played your little harlot games in that tavern, I was understanding the secrets of a dark world and learning from my study of your sister. Margaret was a most cooperative subject. She did not have your strength, of course. Her mind was... fragile. But her body... her body sang for me under the iron."

Sophie’s breath hitched, her fingers curling into tight fists. "If you touched her—"

"I did more than touch her, child," Scibberas hissed, his green eyes burning with a sudden flare of fury. "I mapped her. I learned the exact biology of the darkborne brand. I know how the pleasure enters the womb, how the mark on the neck converts the ecstasy into raw aetheric power, and how it can be used far better than some feats of strength and endurance.”

He leaned in close, his hot, dry breath blowing against her cheek.

"She wept for you, you know. With every turn of the screw, with every drop of holy oil I poured into her open passages, she cried out for her sister. She believed you were a hero. She believed the Harlot Knight would ride in on a white horse and save her. She did not know that you would deliver yourself straight into my hands, all but eager for the same fate.”

Sophie’s chest heaved, her heart hammering against her ribs with a wild, suffocating rage. "You are a monster, Scibberas. A false priest who bows to a creature of darkness.”

"I am a man who deals with gods,” Scibberas shouted, his voice crackling mania. He struck his gold medallion against his chest, the heavy metal clinking sharply. "Mardoch, the Hunger, and now, by your presence, the Daughter of the Void. No other in this world has the strength to stand up to such powers and demand what he deserves.”

He stepped back, his expression smoothing over into a cold, triumphant mask.

"You believe the Void has made you my equal? That you are unbreakable? There is no pleasure for you within Castilla Lorica, Sophia. There is only the path of the Holy Hand. And to prove to you how utterly helpless your darkborne flesh truly is... we shall begin your first lesson."

Scibberas reached into the top drawer of the desek and took out another heavy, silver-capped lead plug. The consecrated metal caught the cold gray light of the window, the tiny prayers to Mardoch etched into its surface looking like writhing worms.

"Bend over the desk, Sophia," the priest commanded, his voice loud and monotone.

Sophie stood frozen, her jaw tightening. "No."

Scibberas didn't argue. He didn't raise his hand to strike her. He simply reached into the inner pocket of his robe and took out a small, silver whistle of the sort one might use to command obedience from a dog. He blew a silent, high-frequency note that Sophie felt as a sharp jab behind her eyes. She rocked on the balls of her feet, thighs bumping against the desk.

The darkborne mark woven into her flared. A wave of paralyzing heat erupted from within, locking her joints and sending her crashing to her knees. She let out a choked groan. She shook as the internal fire of the curse was turned against her flesh.

"You have no choice," Scibberas said, his voice coming from somewhere above her. "You are a prisoner of the Inquisition, and your body has been consigned to me by the Dread Court."

With a trembling, agonizing effort, Sophie forced her legs to move. Her muscles felt like lead, her pale skin slick with cold sweat. She stood, her head bowed, her breath coming with shuddering effort.

Scibberas grabbed her by the shoulder, his skeletal grip as hard as iron, and forced her forward. He shoved her chest down onto the mahogany of her father’s desk.

Sophie’s face pressed against the dark wood. She could see the small, familiar ink-stains her father had left near the blotter, the small scratches from her own childhood slate. The contrast of those innocent memories against the crude reality of her current position sent a fresh wave of silent tears down her cheeks.

Scibberas reached down, grabbing the hem of her scratchy gray wool habit. He yanked it up to her waist, tossing the heavy fabric over her back to expose her nakedness to the cold room.

Her pale buttocks were bare, the faint internal violet light of her flesh radiating softly against the dark, polished mahogany. Her skin flawless and smooth, save for the dark, wet thatch of hair between her thighs that was already glistening with her own desperate juices. Even in her terror, curse was reacting to the proximity of pleasure, her pussy pulsing with a slow, drenching need that dripped down her inner thighs.

"Look at you," Scibberas whispered, his fingers tracing the soft curve of her hip. The plushness of one buttock. Fingers dimpling her ample cheek. "Youi hate me and yet you yearn for me. So eager to be used. Even when your mind screams in protest, your flesh begs for carnal release."

He lifted the heavy silver plug, coating the blunt, etched tip in a thick anointing oil. He didn't use gentleness. He positioned the cold metal against her puckered pink anus and screwed it in with a twisting thrust.

Sophie had hoped to deny the twisted priest the sound of her misery, but a scream of agony tore from her lips. Her back arched violently, her shackled hands thrust out before her and fingers gripped the edge of the desk as the massive silver-capped plug was seated firmly within her rectum. Her asshole clenched against the slender stem, leaving the flared, inscribed based nestled between her creamy cheeks.

"And now," Scibberas murmured, his voice shaking with a sudden, carnal urgency, "the purification."

She heard the shifting of his red silk robes, the heavy fabric dropping from his shoulders and parting from his hips. She dared to look back at him over her shoulder. Beneath the silk, his body was pale, hairless, and withered, and seemed to crawl with the unholy taint of his dark master. His cock was fully erect. More human than she remembered. A stiff, pale, veined pillar of flesh, purpling at its crown, that throbbed with his need.

He did not use oil for her cunt. He relied entirely on the copious, sweet nectar her own body had produced in its terror. He grabbed her wide hips, his long, scarred fingers digging into her soft flesh, and aligned his tip with her soaking pussy.

Her soul despised him. Her body craved him. She looked away to hide any pleasure that might cross her face.

He thrust.

He drove himself inside her in one smooth motion. His hardness impaled her cunt, hit her backwalls, and reminded her of what it felt to be fucked. One thrust. Two. His hairless bollocks beat the rhythm against her clit. His hard cock plundered her as he gripped the flare of her hips. His body slapped against her ass, filling her father’s defiled study with the obscene sound of sex.

Sophie’s body began to roar in her mind. Hungry for his essence, inflamed by the small taste it had received from Morvath, her flesh betrayed her spirit. Her inner muscles clamped down on his shaft, her cunt contracting in a desperate, instinctive bid to milk him.

Her years spent on Sepreth had trained her well to dissociate from the man attached to the cock. Countless sweaty nights with stinking drunks and fat fumbling oaf’s at the Cutthroat’s Refuge could not prepare her for being fucked by Pater Scibberas. She despised him. Loathed every cruel stroke.

And yet her body answered him. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, her back arching as she began ride back against him atop her father’s mahogany desk. Her sensitive nipples rubbed unpleasantly beneath her in the coarse habit, but this was nowhere near enough to deter her ravenous flesh.

"Yes!" Scibberas shrieked, his hands tightening on her waist, his hips slamming into her buttocks with heavier smacks. "I could give you such pleasure if you surrender yourself to me completely! Oh, but I am no fool! Ahhh! Even as your hot cunt grips me, I know that if I took this plug from your ass you would drink untold power from such ecstasy! No! Denial, refusal is a part of your punishment!”

He began to fuck her with a relentless rhythm. It was the raw rut of the mad executioner. Every downward plunge of his hips was designed to humiliate her, his bony pelvis battering plush flesh, his hard cock reaching into her to remind her of her weakness.

But Sophie’s curse was a powerful thing. As the shame intensified, the pleasure began to build, climbing through her pelvis like a rising tide. Her clit pulsed with every slap of his bollocks. Her fluttering walls gripping around his length, her mind beginning to slip into that familiar ecstasy approaching her peak.

She was near release. So long denied. So torturously inflicted. She could feel the climax building to a pressurized knot of energy that promised to explode through her veins and grant her the strength to break her bonds. She pushed back against him, rocking on her tiptoes, her breath gasping from her parted lips

So close, she thought, her eyes wide as she stared at her father’s ink-stains on the desk. Do it, you fool! Make us both cum! Give me the strength I need to defeat you!

She reached her peak. Her body locked, her inner muscles clamping down on his cock in a final, violent spasm of release.

At the exact moment her ecstasy became uncontrollable, the enchanted silver plug in her ass activated.

A white-hot fire erupted from the silver, blasting directly through her core and searing into her veins. It was a wave of pure agony that turned her ecstasy inside out, translating her orgasm into a wracking magma burning out her depths. Her muscles seized in a violent spasm. She wailed as her vision ruptured into a kaleidoscope of varicolored pain.

"Ahhh!" Scibberas groaned, his own climax triggered by her violent contractions. “Your sinful cunt is gagging for my seed! Well then! Let me… hhnnn… see it… FED!”

He drove his hips forward hard and fast, spanking her jiggling ass with his body and driving his cock to the hilt into her agonizing spasms. His pleasure exploded within her. Hot, tantalizing spurts that Sophie could almost taste. But each gush of his release was met with another sizzling burst of agony from the plug stuffed into her bowels. As her cervix was drenched in the pater’s cum, her body was wracked with agony.

Scibberas leaned heavily against her back, emptying his bollocks before finally unsheathing his cock with a raunchy slurp of overflowing spunk.

Sophie lay perfectly still, her cheek pressed against the cold wood of her father’s desk. Her body was slick with sweat, the rough wool of her habit soaked with her own milk and sweat. She felt more desperate than before. Her body trembling weakly. His cum trickling down her left thigh.

With a laugh and a rough shove, he pushed her trembling body off the desk.

Sophie tumbled to the floor, her bare knees hitting the cold stone flagstones with a dull thump. She lay there in a tattered, gray heap, the scratchy wool habit pooling around her waist, her pale skin looking blotchy red from her encounter with the pater.

"You see now, Sophia," Scibberas said, his voice returning to that dry, authoritative rasp. "Your powers cannot save you here. Every time you seek pleasure, every time your curse tries to stoke those flames within you, I will see that you are denied. You will be the anvil upon which I hammer the corruption from your flesh."

He pulled on his robe and walked back to his chair, sitting down and picking up his black quill as if nothing had happened.

"You will stay in Castilla Lorica until I find a better use for you," the priest vowed, his eyes fixing on her shivering form. "You will wear the habit, you will eat the gruel, and you will learn the virtue of obedience. I will peel the defiance from your skin, layer by layer, until you are as blindly submissive as the novices in the courtyard. Maybe then, you will learn to serve Mardoch."

He leaned forward, a vicious, mocking smile stretching his dry lips.

"And when you are fully broken, when you are nothing but a silent, plugged pet that kneels at my command, I will let you witness the glory of the coming harvest. I will let you watch from the shadows as I take my rightful seat upon the Dread Court."

He pointed his quill toward the door.

"Ranulf!" he barked.

The heavy oak doors opened instantly, and the massive, simple-minded guard stepped into the study, his vacant eyes looking down at Sophie’s exposed, trembling form.

"Take her back to the cell," Scibberas commanded. "Keep her bound and do not remove that plug in her sinful bottom. She is to remain sealed until the morning devotions."

Ranulf nodded, scooping Sophie’s limp, pale body into his massive arms. As he carried her out of the study, Sophie looked back one final time at her father’s desk, her vision blurring with a fresh wave of silent tears.

She vowed that this would not end the way Pater Scibberas imagined.
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The First Pillar

The grand dining hall of Castilla Lorica, which had once hosted the proud lords of Galamanca and echoed with the laughter of Sophie and Margaret Almodóvar’s childhood, was now a sacred refectory. The long, polished oak tables where her father’s knights had feasted were draped in plain, un-sanded white linen. The high windows let in the overcast light, everything dreary as long shadows reached across the stone floor.

At the tables sat the Daughters of Mardoch, their black and white habits whispering softly as they ate their silent morning meal in practiced order. Spoons rising. Lips parting. Spoons falling.

Sophie sat alone. She was segregated from the novices, forced to sit at a small, isolated table in the dampest corner of the hall, nearest the dripping stone archway of the kitchens. The gray wool of her novice's habit continued to create irritation against her skin. She shifted her bottom tenderly on the bench, feeling the rough wool against her cheeks and the sharp, electric pinch of the plug lodged in her ass.

The novices kept their heads bowed, but Sophie caught their gazes drifting toward her. They whispered behind their small, pale hands, furtive glances and subtle stares lingering on her lush, womanly curves, which were hopelessly emphasized by the tight, drape of the gray wool. They stared at her full, milk-laden breasts, which strained against the rough collar of her habit, the wet circular patches of her lactation still soaking through the fabric.

"She is the Harlot Knight," one whispered, a honey-blonde novice near the front. "They say she fought the monsters of the deep."

"She looks like a demon," another replied, her eyes wide. "Look at her skin. It’s so pale... like she’s glowing."

Sophie did not acknowledge the muttering, keeping her eyes fixed on the wooden bowl before her. It contained nothing but a cold, gray portion of watery gruel, completely devoid of salt or fat. It was a prisoner’s ration, designed to keep her weak, yet her stomach rumbled in protest. The tiny spark of energy she had taken from Morvath in the dungeon was keeping her upright, but she was still desperately hungry.

A shadow fell over her table.

Sophie looked up, expecting the cold sneer of Sister Verna or even Pater Scibberas coming to torment her again. Instead, she found a young novice standing before her. It was a sweet, dark-eyed girl of eighteen who looked far too gentle for the harsh realities of Castilla Lorica. Sophie had heard her called Lilias. In her trembling hands, Lilias held a ripe, golden pear, the fruit looking bright and sweet against the drab colors of the hall.

"You... you must be starving, Sister," Lilias whispered, her voice barely a breath as she held the fruit out to Sophie. "The gruel is... hard to swallow. Please, take this."

Sophie looked at the girl, her violet eyes softening for a fraction of a second. She reached out her pale, bound hand to take the pear, shackles clinking, her fingers brushing against Lilias’s soft skin.

"Step away from the heretic, novice!"

The sharp rebuke cut through the silence of the refectory. Sister Verna strode down the center aisle, her black habit stiff and her thin lips twisted into a mask of delighted rage. The novices immediately lowered their heads, their breathing shallow as the cruel superior approached.

Verna snatched the golden pear from Lilias’s hand, tossing it violently across the stone floor, where it bruised and rolled into the shadows.

"You dare to offer comfort to the darkling whore?" Verna hissed, her eyes hard as she glared at the trembling novice. "You will kneel in the chapel for six hours, Lilias. You will recite the Litany of Restraint until your lips crack. Go!"

Lilias bowed her head, tears spilling down her cheeks as she scurried out of the hall, her soft slippers pattering against the stone.

Verna turned her attention to Sophie. She looked down at the gray gruel, then at the wet, milky patches on Sophie’s habit. With a slow, deliberate movement, Verna leaned over the table.

She spat directly into Sophie’s bowl.

The thick, white glob of her saliva landed with a wet splat in the center of the gray mush.

"A darkling whore deserves nothing but filth," Verna whispered, her voice trembling with malice. "You are a disease, Sophia. A rot in the house of your father. You will eat the dirt, and you will learn your place."

The novices watched in terrified silence, waiting for the Harlot Knight to strike, to unleash the legendary violet fire they had whispered about. But Sophie remained perfectly still. Her violet eyes locked onto the hatchet-faced sister, her expression neutral.

Slowly, Sophie picked up the wooden spoon. She dipped it into the bowl, scooping up a portion of the gray gruel, including the sister’s spit.

She placed it in her mouth and swallowed.

"The taste of your spite is nothing compared to what I have endured," Sophie said, her voice carried clearly through the silent hall. "You think you are a servant of the light. But you bow to a false priest who has turned this castle into a stable for his dark god. You are already eating his filth, Sister. I am merely swallowing yours."

Verna’s face twisted with fury and darkened to crimson. She raised her hand, her fingers curling as if to strike Sophie across the face, but she stopped herself. She took a deep, trembling breath, her black habit heaving.

"Ranulf!" she shrieked toward the kitchen archway. "Ranulf, get in here!"

The massive, simple-minded guard stepped into the refectory, his giant, fat-muscled frame nearly blocking the entrance. He was shirtless, his grimy leather suspenders strained over his hairless chest, his massive tattoo of the four pillars and the scripture Z 3:19 framed by the straps.

"Take this beast to her first step on the path of penitence," Verna commanded, her voice shaking. "The Pater is waiting for her. Let her learn the value of Truth."

Ranulf nodded. Sophie didn't resist him. She let him drag her out of the dining hall, her bare feet scraping against the stone. But as they entered the dark, winding spiral staircase of the North Tower, she began to calculate.

The drop of strength she had stolen from Morvath was fading, and she needed more. She needed a massive influx of vital essence if she was going to survive the systematic breaking Scibberas had planned. And Ranulf... Ranulf was a giant, primitive creature, but he was a man. Surely he possessed the same biological urges as most men.

"Ranulf," Sophie whispered, her voice dropping to a husky purr in the narrow stairwell.

The guard didn't answer, but his grip on her arm tightened slightly, his heavy footsteps slowing.

Sophie stopped, leaning her body back against his massive chest. She turned her head, looking up at him through her dark, tangled hair. Her pale skin was close enough that he could see the faint, internal violet light pulsing beneath her jaw.

"The stairs... they are so steep," she murmured, letting her weight fall against him, her plush, wide hips grinding slowly against his thigh. "And the gray wool... it is so hot. It makes me feel so weak. I might faint, Ranulf."

Ranulf stopped completely. He stared down at her, his vacant, dark eyes widening as he looked at her face. He had never looked closely at a woman like her. The novices were forbidden fruits, cold and distant, innocent, but Sophie was a creature of raw carnality, even in her tattered gray habit.

"You... you must go to Pater," Ranulf grunted, his voice rumbling. "Pater waits."

"Pater can wait for a while longer," Sophie whispered. She turned around fully in his grip, her bound hands coming up to rest on his massive, hairless chest. She traced the edge of his pillar tattoo, her cold fingers sending a visible shiver through his giant frame. "You are so strong, Ranulf. So big. It must be hard, standing guard in the cold dark all day."

She leaned in, her lips brushing against his flat nipple. She inhaled his scent. The sharp, raw perspiration of his heavy muscles and the unwashed leather of his suspenders. Sweat upon sweat. Male musk hitting her senses with carnal intensity. It was the scent of a male ripe for the taking.

Ranulf let out a shuddering grunt, his breath heaving in his great barrel chest. His massive hands moved to her waist, his fingers digging into the rough gray wool of her habit, feeling the soft, heavy curves of her hips beneath.

"You... you pretty," he whispered, his simple mind completely overwhelmed by her proximity. "Like the lady in the book."

"I can be much better than any book, Ranulf," Sophie whispered, her tongue lashing out to lick the center of his chest. "If you help me. If you take my plug out for a little while."

Ranulf’s face instantly paled, his simple jaw tightening. He backed up a step, his hands dropping from her waist.

"No," he gasped, his voice shaking with a sudden, genuine terror. "No touch plugs. Pater... Pater use hot irons. He burn Ranulf’s skin if Ranulf touch plugs. No."

Sophie’s eyes narrowed. He was too terrified of the priest to help her, but his physical response was already undeniable. She could feel the stirring of his cock. A massive bulge already straining the grimy brown canvas of his trousers.

Maybe didn't need the plug removed to take his essence. Maybe enough could slip past.

"It’s alright, Ranulf," Sophie whispered, her voice dropping to a dirty, encouraging drawl. "We don't need to touch the plug. Just let me... let me feel how strong you are."

She hiked the heavy gray wool of her habit up to her waist, bundling the rough fabric over her arms to expose her nakedness in the dim, torch-lit stairwell.

Her pale buttocks were bare, her skin glowing with that faint violet light against the glistening dampness of the stone wall. She backed into him, pressing her lush curves against his thighs. Her pussy, swollen and aching, was soaking wet, the clear nectar of her arousal dripping down her thighs.

The plug occupied her ass, filling her and pressing down against the upper wall of her cunt. Reminding her of the holy authority resting in her ass. A threat if she tried to defy the enchantments.

Ranulf let out a bestial groan. The sight of her bare loveliness was the final blow to his simple mind. He fumbled with the buttons of his trousers, his thick, clumsy fingers tearing at the canvas until his member sprang free.

It was enormous. Nearly as big as a stallion cock, with a shaft as thick as her wrist and dark with engorgement. The blunt head was partially wrapped in the pouch of his foreskin, but as he stroked his cock with one huge hand he skinned it back and revealed his massive blunt cockhead.

“Ohhhhh, Ranulf, I need that big cock inside me,” she moaned. “Pater Scibberas will never know. Take me right here and now. You deserve it!”

He grabbed her wide hips with his giant, fleshy hands, his fingers leaving red marks on her pale skin, and aligned his blunt cockhead with her soaking entrance.

“Yes, put it in me,” cooed Sophie, rolling her hips and writhing back to tempt him further.

She needn’t have bothered. The giant’s brow furrowed as he watched her fleshy cuntlips rubbing against his hard cock. He tightened his grip on her hips and drove forward with brutal force.

Sophie wail, her voice bouncing sharply off the stone walls of the staircase. Her back arched, her face pressing against the cold, damp limestone as the giant simpleton plunged so forcefully and so deep into her pussy that she thought the plug might be forced out of her anus.

His belly rubbed against her ass he thrust in again, his massive cock stretching her walls and triggering the hungry pulsing of her darkborne flesh. It could sense his ample vitality and it wanted to drink deeply.

Ranulf began to fuck her with single-minded speed. He had no rhythm, no gentleness; he simply hammered his hips into her buttocks, driving his cock deep and forcing her body against the stone wall with every downward plunge. His heavy, sweat-damp body pressed hard against her back as his huge bollocks swung against her clit with the rhythm of his thrusts.

"Yes," Sophie gasped, her fingers clawing at the mortar between the stones. "Give it to me, Ranulf! Fill me!"

She was approaching the edge. She could feel the climax building again. She knew the backlash would be painful, but if she could endure it maybe some of this big oaf’s essence would find it way into her body. She pushed back against him, her heels digging into the steps, her breathing a series of frantic, wet gasps.

Ranulf let out a deep, vibrating bellow, his body tensing as he reached his peak. Hands crushing her hips. His cock swelling as thick as a battering ram in her straining cunt.

He erupted.

A volcanic blast of thick seed deep into her core followed by a series of massive, pulsing spurts that drowned her womb in the heat of his desire. He buried his cock deep, his tight bollocks big as goose eggs and throbbing against her clit. His cock pumping again and again.

With each spasm of his release, the consecrated plug in her ass activated.

Again, the agony exploded from the metal, A wave of torment that burned her ass and jolted through the rest of her body. Her muscles seized in a violent, helpless tremor, her lungs locking as the scream died in her throat.

It wasn’t working. Even the intense vitality of the brute and the genuine pleasure of being fucked by him could not compete with the stabbing agony of the plug. She howled with breathless pain and collapsed to her knees against the stairs. Ranulf’s huge cock slurped from the creamed passage of her cunt. The gray wool of her habit was darkened with her own milk, Ranulf’s sweat, and the hot seed leaking from her passages.

Ranulf stood over her, his trousers still bunched around his knees, his simple face a mask of profound confusion and guilt. He looked down at her shivering, pale form, then at his own hands, as if he had broken a delicate toy.

"Ranulf... Ranulf sorry," he whispered, his voice cracking. "Ranulf didn't mean to hurt pretty lady."

He pulled his trousers up, fastening his suspenders with shaking fingers. He knelt beside her, his massive hands surprisingly gentle as he scooped her limp, shivering body into his arms. He carried her the rest of the way up the spiral stairs, Sophie’s head hanging back, her eyes staring blankly at the gray stones as they approached her father’s study once more.

Ranulf carried Sophie inside, setting her trembling body down on a low wooden chair before the mahogany desk.

Pater Scibberas sat behind the desk, his red Galamancan silk robes looking exceptionally bright in the gray light.

“Bring Sophie,” said Ranulf.

"You may leave us, Ranulf," Scibberas murmured, not even glancing at the giant as he took in the disheveled state of Sophie. "You have performed your duty well."

The giant guard nodded quickly, refusing to look at Sophie as he backed out of the room, the heavy doors thumping shut behind him.

Sophie sat in the chair, her chest heaving, her pale skin slick with sweat. The agony of the plug had left her dazed, her body still occasionally wracked with another spasm of the consecrated punishment. Her asshole twitched around the stem of the plug as another tremor shook her body.

"You look... damp, Sophia," Scibberas chuckled, his green eyes glowing in the shadow of his cowl. "It seems you tried to find another fountain of strength on the stairs. Ranulf is a strong lad, is he not? But you forgot the rule of Castilla Lorica: I always win here.”

Sophie glared at him, her violet eyes flashing with fury. "You... you are a coward, Scibberas. You hide behind your toys and your church that you don’t even believe in because you know that if I had even a fraction of my strength, I would tear your head from your shoulders."

"More defiance," he mused. "A beautiful, useless thing. This afternoon, we begin your first lesson on the path of the redemption. We shall study the First Pillar: Truth."

He reached out, his skeletal hand grabbing her by her bound wrists. He yanked her out of the chair, forcing her to her knees before a small, waist-high writing desk of dark oak.

"Kneel," he commanded.

Sophie’s knees hit the cold stone with a dull thud. Scibberas bent her wrists behind her back, securing them to a heavy iron ring set into the floor with a thick leather strap. He then reached down, grabbing the collar of her scratchy gray wool habit, and yanked open the front of the garment down to her waist.

Her huge, milk-laden breasts were exposed. Milk gathering at red-sucked nipples, creamy mounds heaving gently with each breath, ghostly veins visible beneath the pale translucence of her skin. Her milk dribbled slowly onto the dark wood of the writing desk beneath her mounds.

Scibberas walked to a wooden chest in the corner, returning with a terrifying, hand-cranked instrument of brass and iron. It was a breast-vise, designed specifically for the punishment of wayward mothers. It featured two padded brass plates connected by a series of long, threaded screws and a heavy iron crank.

"You believe I am your enemy," Scibberas whispered, positioning the brass plates on either side of her left breast. "You believe I wish to hurt you. But the reality is that I want to help you, Sophia. I want you to see Mardoch’s Truth.”

He turned the first screw.

The brass plates clamped down on her left breast with crushing pressure.

Sophie gasped, arching with pain, her right breast heaving free and shedding milk and her bound wrists pulling against the iron ring in the floor.

"Let us begin the Litany of Truth," Scibberas said as he opened a heavy leather ledger on the main desk. "’The First Pillar is Truth. For the mind of the is a vessel of vanity, easily turned toward the dark by the whispers of temptation.’"

Sophie’s brow furrowed with crushing pain. Scibberas took hold of the iron crank of the breast-vise and turned it once.

The brass plates tightened, crushing her left breast. The intense pressure forced a massive wave of pain through her chest, her breast turning red and then a bruised purple. With a wet, spurting sound, a thick stream of hot milk blasted from her nipple, splattering against the dark oak of the writing desk.

“Ohhhhhh Mardoch,” cried Sophie. “Ohhhhh it hurts!”

“You call out to him? Very amusing.” Scribberas continued, “’Truth is the submission of the will. The acceptance of the hand that guides all things.’”

He turned the crank again producing another wave of crushing agony and another long spurt of milk that slowly lessened as her breasts was drained. He produced another brass vise, the second half of a matched pair, and as she was still shuddering and weeping, he secured this vise around her right breast. He clamped it down on the soft flesh until the skin turned a deep shade of red. Another turn of the screw, and a second stream of milk erupted, the white fluid pooling on the dark wood before dripping down to the stone floor.

Sophie’s head thrashed against the desk, her tears mixing with the milk and sweat coating her face. "Please... Scibberas... stop..."

"There is no stopping on the path of truth, Sophia," the priest murmured. He reached down, lifting a golden goblet from the desk. He held it beneath her dripping nipples, catching the hot, frothy milk as it spurted from her crushed tits. As the flow lessened, he tightened the vises again and the milk burst again from her constricted, purple breasts.

The goblet filled quickly with the rich cream. Scibberas lifted the cup to his lips, taking a slow, leisurely sip of her milk. He let out a soft sigh of satisfaction, his tongue wiping a drop of her milk from his scarred lower lip.

"The milk of the Harlot Knight," he mused. "So rich. So much power within those glands. It is a shame to waste it on the stones."

He gulped a mouthful, then set the golden cup down and walked behind her. Sophie could hear the rustle of his red Galamancan silk robes as he opened them, the heat of his naked groin brushing against her bare back.

"You must be fully drained, Sophia," the priest whispered, his fingers grabbing her jaw and forcing her head back so she had to look at him. "Only when you are completely empty can the truth fill you up and reside within your heart.”

He tightened the vises another turn, then pulled his pale, flaccid cock free of his robes. He sipped her milk from the chalice and stroked himself with his other hand. His cock grew erect. He smiled down at her flushed, sweat-beaded face.

"Recite the Litany of Repentance, Sophia," Scibberas commanded, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Say the words. ‘I am impure. I am foolish. I am weak before temptation.’"

Sophie shook her head, her teeth grinding together. "No... I am... I am Sophie Almodóvar... Knight of Galamanca..."

Scibberas turned the crank of the breast-vises one final, brutal time.

The pain was so intense she thought her breasts might begin to spurt blood. Fortunately, only milk gushed out, pattering onto the desk in twin fountains. She gasped, a groan escaping her lips as her breasts were fully drained, the skin crushed to the limit of endurance.

"Say it!" the priest cried, wanking his cock faster, his control slipping as his own climax built.

"I... am... a beast..." Sophie sobbed, her spirit finally buckling under the weight of the double torment. "I am... impure..."

Scibberas let out a strangled, fanatical cry. He leaned over her, his hand moving in a frantic pump, and he spurted.

He jetted his hot semen directly across her face and her deflated, bruised breasts. The white ropes draped her face from edge-to-edge and spattered the darkened tops of her breasts.

At the exact moment his seed hit her skin, the anal plug punished her with a fresh jolt of consecrated pain.

“AHHHHHHHH!” Sophie howled and thrashed against the desk so violently that she nearly tore her breasts free of the vises. She collapsed against the writing desk, her face smeared with his semen, her breasts locked in the heavy brass vises, her mind plunging into a dark abyss of pain and hatred.

"Your first lesson is complete complete," Scibberas whispered, shaking out the final drops of his seed onto her face before pulling his red silk robes back over his hips. He looked down at her broken form with a cold, clinical satisfaction. "Tomorrow, Sophia... we shall study the Second Pillar: Strength."

He picked up the golden cup, taking another sip of her sweet milk as he watched her tremble on her knees.
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The Crucible of the Pillars

The seasons outside Castilla Lorica were indifferent to the plight of those within the castle’s walls. The warmth of the Galamancan summer gave way to the biting, salt-laden autumn winds that swept off the Venture Sea, howling through the battlements of the clifftop fortress. Inside the subterranean chambers, however, the passage of time was marked by the moon, the rise and fall of the tides, and the systematic administration of pain.

For Sophie, the world had shrunk to a narrow, suffocating routine of captivity. Her ancestral home had become her prison. She was kept in a state of near-constant sensory deprivation, her pale, translucent skin shielded from the sun, her body remaining a closed, agonizing loop. The blessed plugs were rarely removed, keeping her passages occupied to neutralize any hope of gathering supernatural strength.

Every attempt her body made to draw upon the Void or the residual power of her past conquests was met with the immediate, searing fire of the consecrated plugs.

She gave Morvath strength each night, feeding him her milk through the bars, yet no reciprocation from the mad old man could give her more than a fleeting taste of her power. He spilled his seed a dozen times on her body. A dozen more loads of his watery spunk in her mouth. Still, she could not gain the strength needed to break free of her shackles.

As her hope faded, so did her defiance during her torture sessions with Pater Scibberas.

In the beginning, she had used raspy, defiant purr of the Harlot Knight to curse Pater Scibberas, calling him a false priest who bowed to a rotting entity of the dark. She had spit at Sister Verna’s feet and glared at the silent, masked guards with a promise of retribution.

But as the weeks stretched into months, her objections waned. The constant physical exhaustion and the cruel pressure of the plugs took their toll. Her voice grew quiet, her proud chin slowly sinking toward her chest, her mind slipping into a dull, survival-driven haze.

She was becoming what Scibberas had promised: a sinner to be broken and remade on the anvil of the Holy Hand.

Sophie was escorted to the secondary dungeon. A cold, circular room where a massive oak frame stood in the center. Her hands were shackled to the high crossbeams, her arms stretched taut until her shoulder joints throbbed. Her legs were pulled apart and secured to heavy iron rings in the floor, suspending her feet off the cold stone. She was stripped entirely bare, her skin glistening with nervous sweat in the dim light of the single tallow candle.

Pater Scibberas stood before her, his red silk robes immaculate. His scarred face, twisted as always, into a cruel smile. He held a long, stiff raven feather, its edge dark and razor-sharp.

"Do you believe this world is a joke?”

“No, pater,” said Sophie.

“Yet I have heard you laugh, down in your cell, talking to that wicked old man. Perhaps it is fitting that a lunatic makes you laugh," Scibberas murmured, his green eyes aglow in the shadow of his cowl. "Only the mad should laugh. But madness and mirth are a luxury the faithful cannot afford. You must restrain such behavior on your path to redemption. Today I will teach you that laughter is a curse."

He leaned down, his fingers gently grasping the top of her left foot. Sophie tensed, her toes curling instinctively as he began to drag the feather slowly across the sensitive, soft skin of her sole.

The reaction was immediate and uncontrollable.

Sophie let out a sharp, hysterical shriek, her body thrashing against the oak frame. It as a violent, biological reflex. A frantic spasm of her abdominal muscles that forced the breath from her lungs in a series of desperate, choking gasps. She kicked her legs, her bound ankles pulling hard against the iron rings, but the frame held her steady.

Scibberas was relentless. He moved the feather with slow precision, tracing the sensitive ridge of her heel, the soft valley of her arch, and the delicate skin between her toes.

“Nooo oh, Mardoch… ahhhhh… ha ha!”

Sophie sobbed, her laughter turning into a wet, breathless weeping as her chest heaved. The physical exertion was intense, her muscles aching from the constant, forced contractions. Every time she tried to catch her breath, the feather would find another highly sensitive nerve, sending another wave of hysterical, agonizing giggles through her throat.

“Beg! Repent and beg!” Pater Scibberas demanded, intensifying the giggling. Sophie felt pressure building in her lower abdomen, peals of laughter shaking her body. Her breasts jiggling. The shackles rattling.

"Please... Scibberas... no more..." she gasped, her face flushed, her eyes watering as she stared down at the priest.

“Repent!” He snarled, tickling her arch with furious flicks of the feather.

She couldn’t control herself. She wailed with laughter, tears streaming down her face. Her body jerking against her restraints. Back arching. And, suddenly, releasing.

She had no plug in her at the moment and her piss gushed from her in an uncontrollable shower. Pater Scibberas, caught in the first burst of her urine, cursed and stepped back.

“Foul Harlot! Have you no control?”

“Nooooo, you made me,” she moaned, her face crimson with shame as she emptied her bladder on the floor beneath her. The drain in the floor gurgled softly as it drank her mess.

Pater Scibberas cursed, mopping at the wet spots on his robe with a towel.

“I should have you flogged for that,” he snarled. Then, seeming to regain his composure. “But instead, I will teach you to submit in other ways, Sophia.”

He set the feather down and stepped between her suspended legs. He opened his red robes, exposing his pale, veined member. It was fully erect, the red tip glistening with his precum.

Though her cunt was bare to him, he did not use it. He chose to humiliate her further. He grabbed her left foot, forcing her sensitive sole against his shaft. He began to rub himself against her skin, using her toes and her arch to massage his length. Smearing his pre against her feet.

He rubbed his cock against her. He thrust his hips and fucked against one foot and then the other. Then he loosened the chains securing her to the rings and he brought her feet together.

He groaned with pleasure as he thrust his red cock into the valley formed by her arches. He stroked faster, his face turning crimson, his brow furrowing as he fucked her feet. Sophie felt no pleasure, but the mark allowed her to sense his. Building with each thrust. Bollocks tightening. Hot, molten cum fizzing in his depths.

Scibberas grunted, his hips moving in a quick, desperate rhythm against her feet, until he let out a fanatical cry.

He spurt his thick, hot ropes of seed directly over her pale toes and the arch of her foot, the warm fluid splattering against her ankles. Sophie gasped, her back arching as the sudden warmth triggered a minor throb of her mark, which was immediately grounded by the silver plug in her ass. A sharp prickle of fire denied her any relief.

Scibberas turned to the corner of the room, where a young Daughter of Mardoch stood, her head bowed, her cheeks flushing a deep, embarrassed pink. It was Mireille, the generous-bottomed blonde novice.

"Novice," Scibberas commanded, his voice flat. "Cleanse the sister’s feet. Let nothing of my seed remain upon her skin."

Mireille stepped forward, her hands trembling as she knelt before the oak frame. She didn't use a cloth. Following the strict rules of the Inquisition’s discipline, she leaned down, her warm tongue lashing out to lick the thick, white mess from Sophie’s toes.

Sophie looked down, her face burning with humiliation as she watched the young girl’s tongue work over her skin, cleaning the globs of the pater’s spunk with a slow, worshipful submissiveness. Such a total surrender to the will of the Inquisition made Sophie’s chest ache with sorrow.

On the sixth week of her captivity, was caught trying to remove her vaginal plug under the desk during a scripture lesson. As punishment, Sophie was taken to the high courtyard during a freezing rainstorm. She was tied to a thick stone pillar, her hands bound behind her back, her tattered gray habit forcibly removed to expose her back and her creamy, rounded buttocks to the biting wind. Freezing rain struck her face and breasts and poured down her thighs.

Sister Verna stood behind her, her hatchet face twisted into a mask of vindictive satisfaction. In her hand, she clutched a heavy, double-tailed leather riding crop, the strips of hide wet and heavy with the rain.

"You will recite the four pillars, heretic," Verna hissed, her voice cutting through the roar of the sea below. "With every strike, you will speak the truth of your salvation."

"You will never break me, you stupid bitch," Sophie rasped, her teeth chattering in the cold. "Your priest you love so much doesn’t even believe in them. So why should—"

The first lash fell.

The sound was a sharp, wet crack that echoed through the courtyard. The leather strips bit deep into the pale skin of her right buttock, leaving a livid, burning red stripe that immediately began to bleed.

Sophie shrieked, her body jerking against the pillar, her bare feet slipping on the wet stone. The pain was immediate, a sharp, cold burn that made her vision pulse with gray static.

"Speak!" Verna shrieked, raising the crop again.

Crack.

The second blow fell across her lower back, the leather tearing through the soft skin.

"Wisdom!" Sophie cried out, her voice cracking as the pain forced the word from her throat.

"Again!"

Crack.

"Truth!"

The crop fell with a relentless, mechanical rhythm. When it came to hurting others, Verna was tireless. Her black habit, rain soaked and clinging, heaving as she channeled all her fanatical hatred into the strikes. Sophie’s back and buttocks were flayed, turned into a network of burning, bloody welts that wept red down her thighs. She was forced to scream the words over and over—"Purity! Strength! Wisdom! Truth!"—her voice becoming a hoarse scream as the physical toll became too great to bear.

When the fiftieth lash fell, Sophie’s knees gave out. She slumped against the stone pillar, the leather bonds around her wrists the only thing keeping her from falling into the pooling rainwater.

She woke hours later in the darkness of her cell.

The pain of her back was a dull throb of heat that made it impossible to lay down. She was lying on her stomach in the rotting straw, her face buried in her arms. She expected to be alone, but she felt a soft, cool touch on her raw skin.

She turned her head slowly.

Kneeling beside her in the dark was Anosha, the perky, petite redhead novice. In her small hands, she held a jar of soothing salve. She was gently applying the fat to Sophie’s bloody welts, her touch so light it felt like the brush of a moth’s wing.

Sophie tried to ask her why she was in the dungeon. A wordless croak was all she could manage.

"Hush, Sister," Anosha whispered, her wide eyes filled with terrified compassion as she met Sophie’s gaze. "Do not move. Sister Superior is sleeping. I brought you some grease for the burns."

Sophie let out a weak, grateful sigh, her body relaxing slightly under the novice’s gentle care. In the silence of the dungeon, after weeks of suffering, another tiny bridge of trust was built between the Harlot Knight and the Daughters of Mardoch.

The next step in Sophie’s supposed redemption was the crucible of the machine.

In the deepest, most secure vault of the North Tower, Scibberas had constructed his masterpiece of mechanical penance. It was a madman’s apparatus of brass, iron, and hand-blown glass, designed to exploit and torment every biological aspect of the darkborne curse.

Sophie’s plugs were removed by Ranulf and she was bathed in ice cold water that left her shivering and covered in gooseflesh. She drip-dried and then was brought into the room to receive her redemption in the crucible.

Still gasping from the cold, she was locked into the device’s brass frame. She was held in an upright, standing position by heavy leather collar-harnesses that secured her neck, waist, and thighs. Her jaw was locked wide open by a heavy, screw-cranked brass speculum that pushed her tongue back. This rendered her only able to gurgle and her mouth became a gaping portal.

The machine was aligned with her body.

A large, bulbous glass cup was fitted over her clit, connected to a foot-pump operated by Ranulf that created heavy, pulsing suction on her bud. The sucking pulled her sensitive nub into the glass, swelling the skin until it was a dark, engorged purple, jolting pain and pleasure into her core each time Ranulf worked the pedal.

She hardly had time to acclimate to this torture as Pater Scibberas took great delight in fitting and clamping two brass cups over her dangling breasts. She gurgled with tortured pleasure, feeling the ridge-lined plates within the cups begin to massage her breasts with a slow grinding motion. The pressure was designed to drain her, coaxing a constant stream of her white milk through a series of thin copper tubes that emptied into a basin below.

“Your sinful milk will find a purpose,” said Pater Scibberas, watching the first spills of creamy white into the basin. “The machine will help cleanse you of such heavy, sloshing reminders of your harlot’s past.”

Between her thighs, aligned with her soaking pussy, was the machine’s penetrator.

It was a massive, studded, consecrated dildo of solid, blessed iron, clad in silver and a litany of the same religious runes that adorned her plugs. It was connected to a heavy iron wheel and crank. Sister Verna, watching with delight, gave the wheel a few testing turns. The iron shaft was driven deep into Sophie’s slick cunt, rotating and expanding as it reamed her out, before pulling back to repeat the motion with a relentless, mechanical rhythm.

A repeated clank-clank-clank-slurrrrrrp of penetration was followed by a slurrrrrp-clank-clank-clank of gaping withdrawal.

“One of my finest works of redemption," Scibberas whispered, standing before her as two masked guards took their places at the wheel and the foot pedal. "It is a closed system, Sophia. It will build your arousal, it will encourage the flow of your milk, and it will force your womb to seek the climax. But the penetrator will deny you every time. Triple layers of prayers. Consecrated in a mountain monastery. You will never cum from my machine! Your sins will burn away like paper before a dragon’s breath!”

He signaled the guards.

The machine roared to life.

Sophie’s eyes went wide, a muffled, agonizing gurgle dying behind the brass speculum as the glass pump began to suck forcefully on her clit. The vacuum was intense, a burning, localized pleasure that immediately triggered the darkborne mark on her neck. At the same time, the dildo was driven deep into her like some perverse auger, the studded metal rubbing against her raw cunny with relentless, twisting force.

The brass cups on her chest began to rotate, their ridges kneading her full breasts with painful force. Hot white milk spurted through the copper tubes, the sound of the liquid hitting the brass basin a steady patter beneath the rattle of the machinery.

Sophie’s body was caught in a mechanical trap. The stimulation of pleasure was relentless, her inner muscles clamping down on the rotating iron shaft, her anus contracting frantically as the machine forced her toward the edge. Her mark began to roar within her, the violet energy rising in her blood, trying to convert the stimulation into her unholy power.

She was approaching the peak. She could feel the climax building in her womb. A massive, pressurized knot of violet fire that promised to break her mind. She thrashed against the leather collar-harnesses, her bare feet kicking at the brass frame, her eyes rolling back as she crossed the threshold.

A searing, white-hot blast of grounding fire erupted from the penetrator, traveling directly through her body like a bolt of lightning. It reached her heart and her entire body seized. Electrified with righteous punishment. Her orgasm denied as she let out a gurgled wail of agony. Her muscles seizing so hard she thought her bones would snap.

She didn't recover before the machine drove in again.

The iron dildo plunged back into her core, the glass pump continued its relentless suction, and her breasts were kneaded once more. She was forced to build the charge again, to climb the peak only to be cast down into the fire of the consecrated dildo. Over and over, the cycle repeated, a systematic, mechanical crucifixion of her flesh.

Scibberas stood over her, his red silk robes open, his pale, veined member fully erect in his hand. He watched her suffering with cruel delight, his hand pumping faster as his climax built.

"Take the cleansing seed, Sophia," he shrieked, his voice cracking. "Let the word of Mardoch fill your mouth!"

He rotated her on the brass frame, dipping Sophie’s head low, her mouth held wide open as he leaned over her. Sister Verna stepped beside him, grasping his cock in one lace-gloved hand and vigorously stroking his shaft.

He erupted.

Pater Scibberas came in punishing blasts. The first shot so powerful it struck Sophie’s face and splattered her with hot, yellow-tinged spunk. He painted a thick stripe across her cheek and nose before Sister Verna pumped her hand along his pre-slicked length again and adjusted the aim downward.

The second eruption plunged directly into the speculum-gaped mouth with an audible splash, a torrent of clotted, foul-smelling semen that hit the back of Sophie’s gurgling throat and pooled hot and heavy against her esophagus. Sophie could feel the salty burn there as spurt after spurt followed.

Each fresh gush was accompanied by the pater’s deep groans. Sister Verna’s stroking fingers slapped wetly against his tight bollocks with each pump of her hand as she milked out every thick, gelatinous rope that piled into Sophie’s mouth like a vessel being filled with spoiled cream.

It was humiliating and horrible and she had no choice but to swallow. Tears tracked from her eyes as she gulped down the foul offering of Pater Scibberas. Her mortal enemy’s cum slid down her throat and settled into her stomach like a lead weight.

Another denied orgasm wracked Sophie in that moment of greatest shame. Her vision went black, her head hanging limp in the brass collar-harness, her body a shivering, dripping ruin of meat and metal. Distantly, unmercifully, she could hear Sister Verna and Pater Scibberas laughing.

The systematic horror of her days caused a quiet change to gradually manifest within Castilla Lorica.

Her dwindling resistance had been noticed by Pater Scibberas. Sophie was allowed a small measure of freedom. She was no longer locked in the dark dungeon when not being tortured or praying or having her meager meals. She was allowed to perform menial tasks like scrubbing the stone floors of the corridors, carrying heavy baskets of wet laundry to the courtyards, or preparing the convent’s simple meals.

She was always kept in the unlined, scratchy gray wool habit, and the plugs remained firmly in place, but she was no longer entirely isolated. She had more than just a madman who sucked her tits for companionship.

She began to build quiet, secret bonds with a few of the Daughters of Mardoch.

They were the ones who had not yet been fully broken by Sister Verna’s stern commands and Scibberas’s scripture. They were still young women, full of curiosity, fear, and a forbidden desire for something beyond the cold stone of the chapel.

There was Anosha, the petite, perky redhead who had applied the salve to her back. There was Mireille, the generous-bottomed blonde who had been forced to lick her feet. There was Sabina, a chubby, busty brunette with wide, hazel eyes and a laugh she was always trying to stifle. And finally, Lidya, a naughty, giggling honey-blonde who was always getting into trouble for her unbuttoned collar.

They would find Sophie in the quiet corners of the castle. Recovering from one of the “lessons” inflicted by Pater Scibberas or Sister Verna, in the damp warmth of the laundry rooms, or the dark, winding corridors of the cellars where the guards rarely patrolled. They would sneak her extra crusts of fresh, warm bread, a handful of dried salt-beef, or a sweet, ripe plum they had stolen from the rectory kitchens.

But more than the food, they brought their questions.

"Is it true, Sophie?" Lidya whispered one rainy afternoon, leaning against a basket of wet sheets, her honey-blonde hair escaping her white veil. "Did you really ride a giant, four-eyed hellhound?"

Sophie looked up from the wooden washtub, her hands red and chapped from the lye-soap. The scratchy gray wool of her habit was soaked with water, clinging to her heavy, milk-laden breasts. She let out a soft, dry chuckle. A sound that was starting to regain a tiny bit of its old, husky purr.

“More than once," Sophie whispered, recalling the depraved rut of the hellhound, her solid violet eyes flashing with a faint, playful light. "And he was much more polite than the priest, I can assure you. He actually knew how to use his tongue."

The novices gasped in unison, their cheeks turning an embarrassed pink. Sabina giggled, her hand covering her mouth as her large breasts bounced beneath her black habit.

"And your sword?" Anosha asked, her eyes wide with a quiet, worshipful awe. "Temptress. Did it really burn with violet fire when you fought the giantess?"

"It did," Sophie said, her voice dropping to a low, serious whisper. "And the pater has it locked away in the armory. Just waiting for me to reclaim it."

"Sister Verna says you are a demon," Mireille murmured, her fingers tracing the edge of her collar. "She says your skin is cursed, and that you want to drag us all into the pit with your lust."

Sophie leaned closer to the four girls, the proximity of their youthful, warm bodies sending a pleasant, natural heat through her veins. A throb that was answered by the punishing crackle of her plugs.

"Do I look like a demon to you, Mireille? Or do I just look like a woman who refused to let them tell her who she was allowed to love?"

The four novices looked at her, their gazes softening, their hearts caught in the net of her carnal charisma. They didn't see a heretic. They saw a sister. A legend who dared to defy the Holy Hand.

Their quiet meetings, however, did not remain a secret for long.

Sister Verna had been watching. The cruel superior had noticed the change in Sophie’s demeanor. The way her head was no longer bowed quite so low, the way her eyes held a quiet, calculating focus. She had noticed the novices whispering in the laundries, their cheeks flushed, their habits slightly disheveled.

On a freezing midweek evening, during the twilight devotions, Verna struck.

Sophie was performing her chores in the main chapel, scrubbing the stone steps before the grand altar of Mardoch. The chapel, a part of the original castle’s design, was vast and cold, the heavy stone pillars defaced with the grasping hands of the Holy Hand, the burning pine wax and acrid oil smoke hanging thick in the vault.

Suddenly, the heavy oak doors of the chapel were thrown open. Sister Verna strode inside, followed by two masked guards who held Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya by their arms. The four girls were weeping, their white veils torn, their faces pale with terror.

"Pater!" Verna shrieked, her voice a sharp, grating rattle that cut through the silence of the vault. "Pater Scibberas, come forth! The rot has spread! The heretic has corrupted the flock!"

Scibberas stepped from the vestry, his red silk robes bowing, his green eyes flashing with an unholy zeal. He looked at the weeping novices, then at Sophie, who stood on the steps, her wooden scrub-brush still in her hand.

"What is the meaning of this, Sister?" Scibberas rasped.

"They admitted to their sinful ways, Pater!" Verna spat, pointing a trembling, thin finger at the four girls. "They were sharing food with the beast! They were listening to her blasphemies! She has poisoned their minds with her lust, turning them against the path of righteousness!"

Scibberas’s face went cold, his jaw tightening. He walked slowly down the steps, his staff’s ferrule clinking against the stone. He stopped before Sophie, looking down at her with cruel delight.

"You have not come as far as I hoped, Sophia," the priest rasped. "You cannot be allowed to pollute the sanctuary. Your punishment must be public, and it must serve as an example to the rest of the flock."

He turned to the guards. "Tie the novices to the front pews. They will watch the purification. Let them learn the cost of rebellion."

The guards dragged the quartets of weeping girls to the heavy oak pews, binding their wrists to the wood with thick leather straps.

Scibberas then turned back to Sophie. "And for you... we shall prepare a very special sermon. Kneel before the altar."

Sophie didn't move. Her jaw tightened, her solid violet eyes flashing with anger. "I will not kneel while you torment those girls, Scibberas."

The priest didn't argue. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the silver whistle, blowing that silent, high-frequency note.

The darkborne mark convulsed in Sophie’s heart, a wave of paralyzing heat locking her joints and sending her crashing to her knees. She let out a choked groan through her nose, her body shaking as she fell forward on the stone steps.

Ranulf stepped from the shadows of the pillars, his massive, simple face neutral as he grabbed her by her shoulders and dragged her to the center of the chapel floor, directly before the grand altar.

He forced her face-down, her forehead pressing against the cold stone, her wide, plush hips raised high into the air. Her gray wool habit was yanked up to her waist, bundling the rough fabric over her back to expose her nakedness to the cold chapel and the terrified eyes of the novices.

Her pale buttocks were bare, her skin glowing with the faintest violet light against the gray stone.

Sister Verna stepped forward, carrying a massive, thick candle of red pine wax. The candle was lit, the flame flickering wildly in the drafts, the wax melting into a scalding, red pool around the wick.

Verna gripped the base of Sophie’s anal plug and popped it free of her gaping pink ring. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, Verna wedged the base of the lit candle deep between Sophie’s cheeks, right into her yawning anus.

Sophie gasped, her body locking in a violent shiver as the cold stone pressed against her face. She could feel the length of the thick candle descending into her ass. A pang of pleasure silenced by a burst from the plug in her cunt.

Scibberas ascended the steps to the pulpit. He opened the heavy leather ledger, his voice beginning a slow, rhythmic sermon on the sin of rebellion and the virtue of submission.

"The mind of the woman is a fertile field for the sinful and dark," Scibberas preached, his voice rose to fill the chapel. "If it is not plowed by the hand, if it is not cleared of its weeds, it will produce nothing but poison fruit."

As he spoke, the first drop of hot, red wax fell.

The boiling liquid dripped from the candle, landing directly on the sensitive skin of the inner curve of Sophie’s crack. She shrieked against the stone, her hips jerking, and more scalding wax spattered across her buttocks. The pain was agonizing, a burn that immediately triggered the darkborne nature of her flesh.

Her body, betraying her mind, reacted to the heat. Her pelvic muscles contracted, her clit swelling against the base of the plug in her cunt. But the moment the pleasure rose, that plug sent a wave of searing, internal fire through her pelvis.

She howled in pain and the girls in the front pew fought against their restraints and moaned with sympathetic horror.

Sophie was caught in a double-loop of agony. Every drop of hot wax that fell on her skin triggered a fresh wave of arousal, which was immediately answered by the burning, grounding pain of the plug. Which caused her to shake in pain and release more of the hot wax.

Drip.

Another drop of red wax fell, running down the cleft of her buttocks to pool on her plugged, clamped pussy. Sophie sobbed, her head thrashing against the stone, her tears staining the gray stone.

"Wisdom is the acceptance of the His Holy Hand," Scibberas continued, his voice rising as he watched her writhing form. "Purity is the cleansing of the flesh and the mind."

The sermon lasted for two hours. A self-righteous drone that Sophie could hardly hear over the screaming agony of the feedback jolting her body. By the end, Sophie’s thighs and buttocks were covered in a thick, cooling crust of red wax, her skin raw beneath. She was a shivering mess, her voice gone, her throat raw from her muffled screams. The four novices had wept themselves quiet. They were catatonic, their faces slack and broken by the sight of her torment.

"And now," Scibberas said, closing the ledger with a heavy thud. "The final measure of punishment."

He signaled Ranulf.

The giant guard wheeled a massive iron sarcophagus that stood in the corner of the chapel. Sophie lifted her head and watched it being brought before the altar of the pillars. Her heart froze with horror. It was a legendary implement of torture. The modified iron maiden of the Inquisition.

The device was a nightmare of cold metal. The exterior resembled a shapely womba and was covered in heavy, bolted bands of silver, and the interior was lined with dozens of short, sharp, brass spikes. But as it was opened, Sophie realized this maiden had been customized for Sophie’s specific anatomy. It featured two rounded slots at the chest, allowing her full, milk-laden breasts to hang out of the iron casing, and two large, oval access holes at her hips, exposing her cunt in the front and her anus from the back.

Ranulf scooped her shivering, wax-stained body into his arms. His rough fingers gouged the wax from her scalded buttocks. She trembled and whimpered, but managed not to plead for mercy. Scibberas laughed at her suffering. Ranulf stuffed her naked form into the narrow, spike-lined interior of the sarcophagus.

The heavy iron door was slammed shut, the latches clicking home with a series of final, metallic thuds.

The spikes inside the maiden did not pierce her deeply. They were short and dull, designed to press hard against her skin. To cause pain, not death. Every time she tried to relax her muscles, every time she tried to lean back or shift her weight, the metal points would bite sharply into her raw back and buttocks, forcing her to stand perfectly upright in the dark, suffocating space.

"Ranulf," Scibberas commanded from the altar steps. "Guard her. She is to remain in the maiden until the morning devotions. If she tries to sleep, let the spikes remind her of her lessons."

"Ranulf guard her," the giant nodded, his vacant eyes looking at the two slots where Sophie’s heavy, pale breasts hung out of the iron casing, nipples weeping a slow, steady stream of white milk in the cold chapel air.

Scibberas turned his fury on the four novices bound to the front pew.

“If any of you should bring her aid or try to lessen her suffering in any way, you will be the next to spend the night in the iron maiden. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, pater,” the four girls answered.

Scibberas turned and departed with a whirl of his red robes. Sister Verna marched for the four girls out behind him. The heavy oak doors of the chapel closed, leaving the Harlot Knight trapped in her iron prison, the dark closing in as the spikes bit into her flesh, and the true night of torture began.
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Sweet Sisters

The autumn deepened into a freezing, salt-crusted winter along the cliffs of Galamanca, and with it, the routine of Castilla Lorica had hardened into a numbing misery. For three months, Sophie Almodóvar had walked the drafty stone corridors in the heavy, unlined gray wool novice’s habit.

Her spirit appeared entirely broken.

Every morning, she was escorted to the study, where Pater Scibberas sat behind her father’s mahogany desk. Sophie would be forced to her knees on the cold velvet rug, her hands bound behind her back, and she was made to pleasure him. Her tongue and her mouth worked obediently while he read aloud from the scriptures of Mardoch. Every time he erupted inside her mouth, the sudden influx of his hot, fanatical seed would trigger the painful holy magic of her plugs, leaving her a whimpering, shivering mess on the floor.

The novices of Castilla Lorica watched her with heavy hearts. As she scrubbed the stone flagstones of the corridors with chapped hands, her head remained bowed, her violet eyes dull and vacant. Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya would pass her in the halls, whispering to her to be strong or to be hopeful.

The legendary Harlot Knight didn't even look up when Sister Verna spat into her water bucket. The girls whispered in the laundry, mourning the loss of her indomitable spirit, believing that the Inquisition had finally won.

Sophie heard them, but she dared not say anything. The only comfort she permitted herself was to picture her sister, Margaret, freed at last from the Inquisition, perhaps in faraway Orleans, enjoying the many comforts provided by Baroness Delpaire.

While Sophie quietly endured, tensions began to rise in the outer courtyard as the first winter storms arrived.

Pater Scibberas, having used Ornash Jeg’s tattered militia to secure the castle and establish his new order, now found the mercenaries to be nothing but a vulgar nuisance. The islanders drank and lit bonfires. They had dug their latrines too close to the barracks, the stagnant trench overflowing in the rain and filling the courtyard with an exceptional, foul stench of rot and waste that made the old nuns complain constantly during their morning prayers.

Scibberas, in a fit of fanatical rage, abruptly dismissed the militia from his service, refusing to pay them their promised silver and ordering them to leave the territory by nightfall.

Sophie heard the shouting and allowed herself a smile at the conflict between two enemies she loathed.

Days later, Sir Varlock, preparing to ride out on a solemn mission to the eastern border to coordinate with the grand inquisitors, descended into the North Tower dungeons to inspect the captive one final time.

He entered her damp, freezing cell, his silver armor polished and reflecting the orange glare of the tallow torches. Sophie lay in the rotting straw, her knees pulled to her chest, her gray habit damp from the stone.

Varlock knelt beside her, his gauntleted hand surprisingly tender as he reached out to adjust the tattered gray cowl of her habit. He looked down at her pale face, noting the empty expression in her violet eyes.

"The path of penance is a lonely one, Sophia," Varlock murmured, his square jaw tight beneath his raised visor. "But do not despair. The Pater's lessons are designed to save you from yourself. You will find your greater purpose with him and with Mardoch. You must remain obedient and repentant. You will find your worth."

Sophie could not explain the sudden fury she felt. Her face twisted with rage and she screamed. A raw, bestial sound that tore through the dungeon and awoke Morvath with a start.

She threw herself forward, her bound wrists pulling violently against her shackles, her head thrashing as she tried to sink her teeth into Varlock’s throat. Her fingernails, elongated for a moment into jagged obsidian claws, clawed frantically at the silver plates of his breastplate, leaving deep, screeching scratches in the polished metal.

"Ah!" Varlock cried, stumbling back in surprise, his boots sliding in the damp straw.

The cell door was thrown open, and Pater Scibberas strode inside, his silk robes billowing behind him like a blood-red wave. His charred, gaunt face was a mask of cold contempt as he looked at the thrashing knight and the black-clawed creature that Sophie had temporarily become.

"The beast still has teeth," Scibberas hissed. “You must never let your guard down with this creature, Varlock!"

Sophie continued to scream and claw at Varlock, who resisted her as though he did not want to seriously hurt her. Pater Scibberas turned to Ranulf, who stood in the doorway. The huge guard’s simple face was blank despite the chaos.

"Ranulf! Take her to the chapel. Lock the whore again in the iron maiden. Let the spikes remind her of her lessons. She is to remain within for a full day and night!”

“Yeah, boss,” said Ranulf. His massive hands seized Sophie by her shoulders, pinning her arms as she thrashed and screamed her fury. He hauled her shivering, gray-clad body out of the cell, carrying her toward the winding stairs out of the dungeon.

She howled and thrashed for hours, clawing at herself, at Ranulf, and then at the interior of the iron maiden. She exhausted herself. She spent her fury and swayed within the confines of the iron maiden. Her trapped breasts leaked down the maiden’s iron front. The plugs ached in her cunt and ass. Her body was tormented by the spikes within.

She reckoned it was midnight, or thereabouts, and the grand chapel was quiet and cold. The vaulted chamber lit only by the faint red glow of the dying altar candles.

The short, blunt brass spikes lining the interior of the metal casket pressed hard against her bare back, her creamy buttocks, and the back of her thighs. Every time her body tried to relax, every time her knees buckled in exhaustion, the sharp metal points bit painfully into her raw skin, forcing her to stand perfectly upright in the suffocating, pitch-black space.

Her full, milk-laden breasts hung out of the slots in the chest, their nipples weeping a slow dribble of white milk. She heard droplets occasionally panging on the metal front. Her pussy and her anus were plugged but fully exposed through the large, oval hip-slots. She swayed again, on the brink of sleep, prodded painfully awake again. Her breasts heaved and leaked. Her breath caught with a gasp.

The chapel’s quiet was broken by the heavy, iron-bound doors creaking open.

Sophie’s ears strained in the dark. She heard the soft thump of boots against the stone floor. Careful, scuffing steps approaching her, followed by the low, raspy whispers of men.

"In here," a voice hissed. "That big fat oaf Ranulf is sleeping in the guardroom. The old nun is too busy watching over those little vixens in the dormitory."

She came wide awake. She knew that voice well. It was Captain Ornash Jeg.

He was accompanied by three of his tattered, surly militiamen. They had been dismissed without pay, some of their backs still scarred from Varlock’s lashes, and they wanted their revenge before they fled the territory. They carried thick leather ropes and rusted iron daggers, their rat-like eyes scanning the gloom until they found the massive, silver-banded Iron Maiden standing before the altar.

"There she is," Jeg whispered, a cruel, mocking grin stretching his scarred lips as he stepped before the metal casket. "Tits hanging out and all. The Pater's special toy."

He walked up to the maiden, his dirty fingers reaching out to touch Sophie’s exposed breasts. He squeezed the soft, heavy mounds roughly, pinching and tugging on her nipples and laughing as her milk spurted out. Sophie could not suppress an agonized moan from behind the wooden gag.

"Look at her, boys," Jeg sneered, his breath hot and sour against her skin. "They're practically bursting with milk. The Pater gets to play with her every day, while we're left to sleep in the mud. It’s time we took our silver’s worth from this fine cunt."

The other thugs gathered around the maiden, their breathing heavy and synchronized as they looked through the hip-slots. They saw her naked thighs, her pussy wet and glistening with the base of the plug spreading her cuntlips, her plush ass dimpled by the spikes and the soft divot of her anus stretched with another plug just visible in shadow.

"Look at this," Jeg sneered. "The Pater left her locked up tight. Help me pull these things out, boys. Let's see what she’s hiding."

The thugs crowded around the lower slots of the Iron Maiden. Their rough hands reached through the openings, their fingers uncinching the leather straps from her thighs. With a harsh tug, Jeg gripped the base of the anal plug, wrenching it out of her rectum through the oval slot. Simultaneously, another mercenary yanked the vaginal plug from her slippery cunny with a lewd slurp.

Sophie let out a muffled, shuddering gasp behind her wooden gag as her passages were suddenly emptied. The consecrated plugs were gone from her lower half, discarded onto the stone floor outside the casket with a heavy thuds.

"She’s dripping wet," a thug laughed, his grimy fingers probing her raw, exposed pussy through the hip-slot. "This bitch is already primed for us."

“She has no idea what she’s in for,” laughed another, earning laughter from his comrades.

Jeg did not wait to unlatch the maiden. Sophie could not see it, but she heard him pull his prick free of his trousers. He stepped flush against the exterior of the iron sarcophagus, groping her tits and aligning his tip with her soaking entrance through the oval cutout.

He thrust forward.

He drove his thick shaft deep into her core, the metal edges of the cutout pressed against his thighs as he buried himself to the root inside the Iron Maiden.

Sophie scream was muffled by the plug in her mouth. She could hear them laughing, felt them smacking their hands against the walls of the iron maiden which caused her to jostle and be poked by the maiden’s spike.

No amount of pain could tear her away from the sensation of Jeg’s cock sliding into her hot cunny. The moment his unwashed flesh rubbed against her clit, her darkborne flesh began to throb with undiluted heat. No blessed silver or etched prayers in her cunt or ass to deny her pleasure.

The fools, she realized, they are going to give me back my powers!

Jeg began to fuck her roughly through the hole, his hips slamming against the exterior of the iron casing rhythmic bangs. The internal brass spikes bit into her back with every downward plunge, but the localized pain only added fuel to the rising fire of her curse. Her inner muscles clamped down on his shaft, contracting with the strength of a hot, velvet vise. Each thrust met with another clutch. Each stroke of Jeg’s pleasure sending an equal pleasure through her body and feeding her darkborne flesh.

"Oh, gods," Jeg groaned, “tighter than I remembered. This hot little whore is going to drain our loads. Fuck… like her pussy is sucking my cock."

“Yeah, boss, I’m gonna stick up her little gaping arsehole,” laughed one of the thugs behind her. A moment later she felt his cock pressing at her ring, slipping past her slowly puckering pink with relative ease. She groaned against the pacifier in her mouth as she began to take cock from both ends. Jeg’s hands roughly squeezing her tits only added fuel to the dark fire within her.

She was bounced between the two men. Her cunt and ass plundered, her breasts mauled, and every thrusts knocking her body into the spikes within the iron maiden. She moaned steadily into the plug, a sound that echoed out of the iron maiden and prompted Jeg and the others to laugh at her plight. But Sophie wasn’t moaning in pain. She was moaning with delight. For the first time in months she was almost free. She could feel the dark power surging within her. Waiting for the moment when it would burst through her veins and unleash her full power.

“Caw, her arse is gonna make me explode,” shouted the man behind her, pounding his fat cock up her asshole. She whimpered, drooled, and pushed back against the painful spikes to eagerly receive him.

“Losing your load already, Skemish? Pathetic! I’ll hold out for hours!” Jeg bragged, though his thrusts intensified and Sophie could feel the lie in the aether buzzing in his cock.

“Can’t… hold back,” shouted Skemish, slamming into the back of the iron sarcophagus. His bollocks tight. His cock throbbing.

The first jet of his hot seed into Sophie’s bowels sent a racing gush of power with it. One that was not negated or blocked by a plug. There was no agony. No denial. She felt spurt after spurt pumping into her ass and with his pleasure came a roaring power.

Moments later, she heard Jeg howl as well, his fingers clutching tightly to her milky breasts as he unloaded into her cunt. Each gush was another racing spurt of power into her core. Her own orgasm, long-denied, suddenly reached, was the final piece of the puzzle. Her jaws crushed the wooden plug and she spat it out. Her luminous violet wings exploded from her back and smashed open the iron maiden.

She was glowing, from the bright violet of her eyes to the dark violet fire that steamed from her pale flesh. With a deafening, metallic crash, the fractured pieces of the sarcophagus fell away, casting Jeg backward onto the stone steps.

Sophie stepped out of the iron casket, naked and radiant, her bare feet not even touching the ground as her spectral wings spread wide. Her long, dark hair tumbled wildly over her shoulders, her obsidian claws extending with a soft, metallic click from her fingertips.

“You… what have you become?” cried Jeg, scrambling backwards towards the altar. “Mardoch protect me!”

He made the sign of the four pillars. Sophie laughed at him with contempt, floating nearer.

"The box couldn't hold me, Captain," Sophie whispered, her voice a low, beautiful purr that resonated in the stone vaults. "And now... I’m going to take the rest of your strength."

Jeg and his thugs tried to back away, their knees shaking, their trousers darkening with piss, but they were too close to her to escape. Sophie pounced on them, moving with inhuman speed, swooping and leaping, catching them and fling them to the floor. Not to kill them. Not to mutilate.

To feed upon them.

This was not revenge. Jeg and his mercenaries were nothing but fuel. She pinned the second thug to the stone, her translucent violet thighs framing his hips as she guided his turgid member into her soaking pussy. She rode him with wild energy, her back arching as her spectral wings spread wide.

She used her mouth to claim the third, her throat opening to swallow his length to the root, her lips forming a tight seal as she sucked his vital essence greedily from his shaft.

The sound of her unholy rut profaned the chapel. Every thrust of their hips, every drop of their hot, desperate seed pumping across her tongue or spattering her luscious skin was immediately consumed by her mark. She drank and drank again. She made each man cum repeatedly, sucking, stroking, pumping her hips and riding, and throwing her ass back to devour.

Their pleasure fed her pleasure fed their pleasure again. Ecstasy was transmuted into a shimmering reservoir of dark power. The thugs shrieked, their skin turning pale and shriveling as she systematically hollowed them out, leaving them alive, but spent and withered.

Sophie stood over Jeg and his fallen men, their bodies shriveled and naked, cocks pitifully small, and Sophie, glorious and luminous. An unholy angel reborn from the Void. She flexed her black talons and imagined ripping Pater Scibberas to shreds. Castilla Lorica, the Lodge of the Holy Hand, was ready to fall to her fury.

The heavy oak doors of the chapel guardroom slammed open and Ranulf stepped into the vault, his massive frame nearly blocking the archway. He blinked away sleep and rubbed a hand across his face. As he saw Sophie floating in midair and Jeg and his men scattered on the ground his expression twisted into alarm.

"You’re bright," Ranulf grunted, his voice shaking with a sudden, simple confusion. "Why you out of the coffin?"

Sophie smiled, floating slowly towards him, her bare feet finally touching down on the stone in front of him. She did not raise her claws to strike him. She knew his simple nature, and she knew that whatever his orders from Scibberas, he harbored at least some affection for her.

"It’s alright, Ranulf," Sophie whispered, her voice a low, honeyed invitation that seemed to wrap around his mind. "I let myself out of the coffin. I’m free now. And I want to show you how grateful I am."

She reached out slowly so as not to startle him, her violet fingers tracing the edge of his massive, hairless chest, moving over his tattoo of the four pillars. She leaned her body against him, her full, heavy breasts crushing against his chest, her nipples weeping fresh drops of her faintly luminous milk onto his skin.

Ranulf let out a surprised grunt, drawing back slightly to look at Sophie and her clawed hand again. His simple mind was overwhelmed by her touch, infused as it was with dark power. His hands instinctively moved to her wide, soft hips. His member, thick as a wrist and throbbing with a raw, heavy heat, bulged obviously in his trousers.

"You... you pretty," he whispered, his eyes wide.

"I am, Ranulf," Sophie purred, her tongue lashing out to lick his flat, grimy nipple. "Now, lift me. Let me feel how strong you are."

Ranulf scooped her up in his massive arms. Sophie wrapped her long, bare legs around his waist, deftly yanking open his trousers and guiding his thick, unwashed member directly to her soaking pussy. Her cunt was fairly drooling with her juices and the spunk of Jeg and his men. She rolled her hips, dragging her folds against Ranulf’s tip and drizzling the giant’s cock with slimy warmth.

He could not resist the slippery pleasure. He thrust upwards and pulled her body downwards in the same instant.

He drove himself inside her with a single-minded desire, his huge hands nearly crushing her waist as he impaled her cunt on his massive cock. Sophie’s vision pulsed with violet light. Her back arched and she clawed at his massive shoulders as he filled her like he had a beast cock.

Nothing holding her back. Nothing to deny her what she craved. There was only the pure physical transaction. Her body, his pleasure, for her strength. She rode him on the altar steps, powerful legs working, rising and falling on the glistening piston of that huge cock. She kissed his chest. His neck. Herr spectral wings wrapped around his back to lock him to her.

Ranulf let out a bellow, his body shaking as he drove towards his peak.

“Prize… feel so good. Want to do more. Want to cum.”

“Yes, do everything you’ve ever dreamed,” she cried, holding his ugly face and kissing his scruffy chin and misshapen lips. Their tongues met. Her tits rubbed against his chest, spilling and smearing milk against him. Her hips working faster until Ranulf suddenly pulled his cock from her depths.

“What… what’s wrong?”

“Not wrong! Want more!” He pushed her to the floor, his hands on her breasts, squeezing and producing twin fountains of her milk. His body heavy atop her. Pushing apart her creamy violet-tinged thighs. His huge cock bulling at her folds. She leaned up to kiss the simpleminded giant. To offer her mouth to the huge muscles of his questing tongue. To offer her hot, eager cunt to the next thrust of his massive cock.

He drove deep, the boulders of his bollocks slapping wetly against her ass. His hands tightening painfully against her breasts. Groaning against her lips with his tongue pushing into her mouth. She rose to meet each thrust. Her legs bent back. Her hips bucking to greet Ranulf’s passionate desire.

He pulled back suddenly, though he did not stop thrusting.

“What?” she demanded again, his cock plunging into her cunt but his eyes looking down at her with strange intensity.

“Ranulf… cums,” he said. “Want to look at face… while Ranulf… ohhhh… makes cum!!!”

With a roar that shook her body, the giant pumped his hot, thick seed deep into her cunt. Waves of his spunk drenched her womb. A series of massive, pulsing spurts that drowned her cervix in the slimy warmth of his pent pleasure.

Sophie absorbed every drop, her darkborne body drinking his vitality with a starving desperation. She came with him. A violence of pleasure that made the chapel stones tremble. Howling Ranulf’s name as her cunt seized him in her ecstasy.

Ranulf collapsed onto the steps, his simple face blank, his giant body exhausted.

“Sophie… pretty… Ranulf good,” he said, reaching out to caress her as she squirmed from beneath his bulk.

“Yes,” she agreed, kissing his hand and pulling out of reach. “Yes, Ranulf very good. Thank you so much.”

Sophie’s naked body was steaming in the cold air. She felt light, powerful, her spectral wings beating a triumphant, slow rhythm. She looked toward the upper levels of the castle, where the novices slept.

Sophie left Ranulf gasping on the altar steps and glided silent as a shadow up the spiral stairs of the North Tower, her spectral wings propelling her effortlessly through the drafts. She reached the novices' dormitory, a semi-circular room draped in white linen where the Daughters of Mardoch slept.

She pushed the heavy oak door open.

Sitting in their small, narrow beds, whispering in the dark, were Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya. They had been unable to sleep, their hearts heavy with the memory of Sophie’s latest public torment in the chapel.

At the sound of the door, they looked up, their eyes widening in disbelief.

Sophie was hovering in the doorway, her dark hair with the thick white lock at the front gently fluttering around her, her pale skin lit by a violet radiance, her spectral wings wide and pulsing in the dark. She was naked, wet with semen, her expression carrying the otherworldly majesty of her darkborne patron.

"Sophie!" Lidya gasped, her hand covering her mouth as her honey-blonde hair fell over her shoulders.

"Hush, my sweet girls," Sophie whispered, her voice a low, comforting purr that filled the room. "This night ends the iron rule of the Inquisition in this house. I have returned to Castilla Lorica, and I am going to take my home back."

She stepped into the room, her wings folding around her like a dark, protective cloak. The four novices scrambled out of their beds, their clinging night dresses swirling around their ankles as they gathered around her. They were drawn to her naked beauty, reaching out with curious, trembling hands to touch her limbs and hips as if to affirm that she was real.

"You're... you're so beautiful," Anosha whispered, her wide eyes welling with tears. "The superior... they said you were evil."

"Not compared to them," Sophie said, her fingers stroking the petite redhead’s cheek, her touch sending a visible shiver through the girl’s body. "But I am still so very hungry, my darlings. I need the fire of your pleasure. I need your love if we are going to survive the dawn."

The novices did not hesitate. Their innocent young hearts had been caught in the net of whirlpool of Sophie’s carnal charisma for months, and they were eager to surrender.

Sophie knew exactly where to take them. She led them through the dormitory to the private cell of Sister Superior Verna. The chamber was decorated with a simple altar of the four pillars and a small chalk statue of the martyr Gweneth of Thorberg. The buxom martyr was depicted blindfolded and dressed in a simple tabard with her wrists bound behind her back. Thorn ropes wrapped her shapely legs and hips, coiling up to her breasts and the blood drops from the thorns were garishly painted red.

“We shouldn’t be in here,” whispered Mireille.

“If she discovers us, then she will join us,” said Sophie, her tone persuasive enough to make the girls smile and murmur in agreement. "You have been taught by false priests to fear your own flesh. Tonight, I will teach you the true sacraments of pleasure."

They fell together on the large, soft mattress of the sister superior's bed. Sophie gathered the four young novices in her arms, taking time to favor each of them with a soft, almost chaste kiss. Her naked body betrayed her true intentions, her milk dripping onto their nightgowns and her violet glow suffusing the air with crackling carnal potential.

Sophie’s kisses became more intimate. More intense. She slipped her tongue into Lydia’s mouth and her hand down Sabina’s nightgown. She caressed and squeezed, intoxicating them with torrid kisses, bewitching them with squeezes and circling fingers, and finally teaching them to enjoy one another.

She guided Anosha and Sabina to her chest. "Drink," she commanded softly.

The petite redhead and the busty brunette eagerly buried their faces in Sophie’s heavy, milk-laden breasts. Their warm lips closed over her sensitive nipples, sucking with a hungry devotion.

Sophie groaned, tangling her fingers in their hair as twin streams of sweet, white milk spurted into their mouths, feeding their youthful hunger. Each wet, popping suck and moaning slurp sent another gush into their mouths and each gush sent another spasm of invigorating energy through Sophie’s body.

At the foot of the bed, Mireille and Lidya knelt between Sophie’s pale thighs. "Cleanse me," Sophie whispered, her hips rolling upward in invitation. She presented her flushed, drooling snatch to them. She reached one hand down to spread her folds and let them see everything.

The two blondes obeyed. Their warm, wet tongues sampled the dried sweat and nectar from Sophie’s skin. Hesitant at first, but with growing enthusiasm as they realized the taste was strangely good. Sophie’s hands encouraged them, obsidian claws curling around their heads and guiding them.

“That’s it, my sweet girls,” purred Sophie, spreading her thighs wider.

Mireille pressed her face directly into Sophie’s soaking wet pussy, her tongue sampling the hot folds and then swirling around Sophie’s swollen, aching clit with a sloppy, moaning enthusiasm. Lidya moved lower, her tongue diving fearlessly into the tight, puckered divot of Sophie’s ass. Tasting the cum oozing out of that well-used hole but encouraged by Sophie’s moans.

The dual sensation of being eaten out and rimmed by the young beauties made Sophie’s back arch off the mattress. A smile of true joy graced her unearthly loveliness as she endured the tongue-lashings of Mireille and Lidya.

But the Harlot Knight refused to simply lie back and enjoy it. She was a master of the carnal arts, and it was time for her pupils to learn.

Sophie sat up slowly, carefully not to dislodge Anosha and Sabina from her laden breasts. The brunette and redhead were kneeling close beside her and were still whimpering and suckling at her breasts. Sophie took hold of Anosha’s hair first, prying her suckling mouth free of her nipple. Anosha looked up, flushed and with milk dripping from her plump lips.

“Did I do something wrong?” she asked, dismayed to be denied the Harlot Knight’s sweet cream.

“Far from it, my lovely,” said Sophie, leaning down to thrust a deep tongue kiss into the girl’s milk-sweetened mouth. She pulled back, staring down into the girl’s pleading eyes. “Your sisters have such wonderful tongues, my dear, but do you see how they wiggle their pert bottoms? It is because they crave pleasure too. I want you to crawl down behind them and I want you to do to them what they are doing to me.”

“To… you want me… to lick Mireille and Lidya?” gasped Anosha, a trace of doubt creeping into her tone.

She looked back at her two sisters, who were indeed face down between Sophie’s plush thighs and licking at Sophie eagerly while wiggling their raised hips. Their night gowns had slid upwards to reveal the heart-shaped mounds of their buttocks. Lydia was wearing sheer white panties on her bottom. Mirielle was wearing nothing at all.

“Yes, pleasure your sisters,” said Sophie, kissing Anosha again. “Touch yourself while you do it.”

“Y-yes, alright,” said Anosha, bewitched by Sophie’s charisma. She crawled behind the two sisters, who began to moan with delight without withdrawing their tongues from pleasuring Sophie.

“Yes, good,” moaned Sophie, savoring the sight and feeling pleasure moving through them like a circuit. “Oh, Anosha, don’t forget to lick their lovely little asshole as well. That’s it. Around their rims just like that. And don’t neglect yourself either. I can feel it when… ohhh… yes… your clit. Rub there.”

Sophie felt a pull of suction on her left nipple slowly pop free. She looked down to find Sabina, the sweet, freckled redhead, looking up at her with adoring uncertainty.

“What of me, Miss Sophie? What should I do?” She asked, slowly lifting her head so she was almost even with Sophie. “Should I help Anosha?”

“Do you want to?” asked Sophie.

Sabina looked back at her lovely sisters, licking and being licked, and then at Sophie’s plump, dripping nipple. She shook her head.

“No, you are too delicious,” said Sabina.

“Oh, my sweet Sabina,” said Sophie, pulling her up for a hot, creamy kiss. Their lips lingered and she savored the girl’s innocent desires. But Sophie had more to teach. She pulled free of Sabina’s lips, finding the girl’s eyes closed and her breath coming in slow gasps. She finally opened her eyes and Sophie smiled down at her. “Come, my dear. I want to show you the pleasure I can give.”

“Where will I go?”

“Why, you do not need to leave the bed,” chuckled Sophie. “I want you… to kneel astride my head and sit yourself on my face. Come on, my dear, don’t be shy. Turn and face your sisters so you can watch them while I pleasure you.”

“Oh, are you certain? My bottom on your face?” Sabina moved slowly, as if she were embarrassed or perhaps worried about smothering the lusty Harlot Knight.

“Yes! Quickly now, my dear, I can feel the pleasure rising in your sisters! We must all cum together!” She took hold of Sabina and pulled the girl atop her face. The redhead knelt, her pert bottom in Sophie’s face, her ginger-fuzzed cunt nearly sitting atop Sophie’s mouth.

Sophie felt her own pleasure rising to its peak, along with the pleasure of Anosha, Mireille, and Lidya. She took a firm hold of Sabina’s creamy bottom and spread those pert cheeks wide to expose the pale pink knot of her anus. Without a moment to spare, she leaned in, running her tongue from the hot, sweet folds of Sabina’s cunt and up to the velvety pucker of her asshole. She began to lick and tease, but with a great urgency. Rimming, licking, but focusing ultimately on the young beauty’s clit. She pressed tighter. She sucked.

“Aaahhhhhhhh! Miss Sophie!” Sabina cried, bucking her hips and riding against Sophie’s tongue. The pleasure was too intense from the redheaded novice. She was swiftly driven to the brink of ecstasy with her sisters and their harlot teacher. By Sophie’s encouraging hands, she bounced and rode against Sophie’s face, her plush bottom smothering Sophie one moment and riding up the next.

Sophie’s tongue was relentless. Her sucking precise. She was the conductor of a four girl quartet leading them to a crescendo. With four muffled howls of pleasure the five reached their peak all at once. A violet glow bursting from the bedroom, bright enough to light the chambers beyond and wake all the girls in the dormitory.

Sophie siphoned their fresh, youthful vitality, her darkborne body drinking in the raw energy of their explosive ecstasy. She absorbed the sweetness coating her fingers and her thighs, converting their innocent submission into unthinkable power. Perhaps greater than any she had ever felt before.

When the storm finally subsided, the four girls lay curled against her, their heads resting on her thighs and breasts, Sabina slumped across her, their breathing slow and even, completely spent and cooing in a blissful trance.

Sophie kissed each of them on their foreheads, rolling them onto the bed and covering them with the huge sheet. Her violet eyes flashed with power, but her smile was tender and genuine.

"Sleep now, my sweets," she whispered. "The morning will bring a new castle."

Sophie stood up, her body vibrating with a power so intense she could feel the static of it humming in her fingernails. Her spectral wings unfurled, beating a slow, rhythmic thunder that cleared the sweat-scented air of the dormitory.

It was time to reclaim her impounded blade.

She stalked down the corridor, her long, graceful strides closing the distance. As she reached the heavy iron doors of the armory, a figure stepped from the shadows to block her path.

The hatchet-faced sister superior stood firm with her black habit stiff and a silver Inquisition dagger trembling in her bony hands. Her eyes were wide with fear as she looked at Sophie’s naked beauty. But Sister Verna’s fanatical devotion held her in place.

"Heretic!" Verna shrieked, her voice a sharp, grating rattle. "You will not pass! In the name of Mardoch, I command you—"

Sophie did not let her finish her sermon.

She moved with a lightning speed, her hand lashing out to catch Verna by her wrist. With an effortless squeeze of her obsidian claws, she forced the superior to drop the dagger, the silver blade clattering against the stone floor.

Sophie slammed Verna against the iron doors of the armory, her wide, plush hips pinning the older woman’s thighs. Sophie’s hand moved to the collar of Verna's stiff black habit, ripping the front of the garment down to her waist, exposing her fat, matronly breasts that dangled nearly to her stomach.

"You have been so very cruel to me, Verna," Sophie whispered, her voice a dangerous purr that made the sister's breath hitch. "You spat in my food. You wedged a candle in my ass. You watched me burn in the chapel. Now, I’m going to show you the true meaning of submission."

Verna tried to scream, but Sophie’s lips closed over hers. The fury broke against Sophie’s kiss and Sophie’s tongue thrust into Verna’s mouth.

Sophie did not savor the bitter flavor, but she drank the sweetness of Verna’s almost immediate surrender. The smothering kiss awakened the woman’s long-pent desire and she did not fight at all. Sophie’s hand slid down, between Verna’s thighs, and her fingers found the hot, hairy softness of the woman’s cunt.

“Let me teach you a lesson, Sister Verna,” whispered Sophie against the cruel woman’s lips.

Sophie’s fingers plunged deep into the sister’s dry hot, wet cunt. Sophie was not tender and sweet. She used two fingers and then three to brutally claim Sister Verna, pumping into her cunt and curling straight to the root of her pleasure. Verna’s back arched against the iron door, her thighs shaking, her face turning a mottled red as her mind and body succumbed to the sinful, terrifying pleasure.

Sophie laughed as Verna’s hips began to move, surrendering herself to the pleasure. She leaned down, tonguing Verna’s fat nipples. Sucking one and crushing the other breast in a clawed hand as she continued to finger fuck Verna. She added a fourth finger, driving the crone to the brink. Then a thumb. Her whole fist, plunging into that hot, tight cunt.

Verna howled in pain and pleasure, jerking her hips. Cumming with a violent, shaking release that made Verna’s eyes roll back in her head, her thin lips gasping for air as her cruel faith was completely undone.

Sophie pulled back, letting the dazed, drooling superior slump to the stone floor like a wet rag. Verna lay there, her habit torn, her face a shocked mask of mindless pleasure.

"The lesson is complete, Sister Superior," Sophie whispered.

She turned to the heavy iron doors of the armory. With a single, massive kick of her bare foot, she broke the iron lock, the doors slamming open with a thunderous bang that echoed through the castle.

Sophie stepped inside.

The armory was vast, the racks of steel swords and halberds reflecting the faint light of the torches. But Sophie’s eyes fixed instantly on the central pedestal.

Resting on a velvet cushion was Temptress.

Temptress was pristine, its curved edge catching the light. Sophie walked up to the pedestal, her hand reaching out, her fingers closing around the familiar hilt.

The moment her hand touched the steel, the connection was sealed. She immediately felt the power within the sword. Not as it was forged, but more. Twice blessed. Bestowed with the strength of Mardoch, who watched from afar, and of the Daughter of the Void, who restored Sophie to life.

An aura of holy light erupted from the silver blade, fringed in a deep, vibrant violet flame that matched the color of her spectral wings. The steel hummed as if hungry for a vengeance that Sophie was eager to provide.
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Clash of the Divine

The silver blade of Temptress thrummed in Sophie Almodóvar’s hand, casting a bright, white-hot glare that pushed the shadows out of the armory. Her aura was sparking and spitting with violet power like a burning fuse to a cannon. Ready to explode and destroy the man who had tormented her for months.

She stepped out into the stone corridor, leaving the drooling, broken form of Sister Verna behind. It was time to find Pater Scibberas. It was time to end the Inquisition's grip on Castilla Lorica.

Sophie stalked through the dark, winding halls of her family’s castle. She expected an ambush, a contingent of masked Inquisition guards, but the corridors were completely empty. Sir Varlock must have taken many of the guards with him when he went off on his mission. Too bad, Sophie would have enjoyed carving a path through those faceless brutes.

She ascended the spiral stairs and kicked open the heavy oak doors to her father’s former study. The room was deserted. The dark mahogany desk sat empty in the silvery moonlight filtering through the high windows. The brass and iron breast-vise, the instrument of her grueling torment, still rested on the smaller writing table, stained with drops of her dried milk. Sophie’s jaw tightened at the sight of it. She swept her hand outward, a pulse of violet energy erupting from her palm that sent the heavy brass torture device crashing against the far wall, where it deformed into a twisted lump of useless metal.

"You can't hide from me, priest," Sophie roared.

She smashed apart the other devices of torment and confinement. When she found a box containing a fresh set of consecrated plugs, she snarled and unleashed her darkborne magic. The violet energy engulfed the plugs, the engraved prayers lighting up for a moment before the plugs liquefied and began to drip onto the floor.

She turned and stalked back into the hall, heading toward the private quarters of the inquisitor. If Scibberas wasn't in the study, he would be in his inner sanctum.

The heavy, iron-banded door to the Pater’s quarters was locked. Sophie didn't bother looking for a key. She raised her leg, her supercharged muscles flexing, and drove her bare heel directly into the wood near the lock plate. The thick oak splintered violently, the iron bolt tearing free from the stone frame, and the door flew open with a deafening crash.

Sophie stepped inside, her violet eyes scanning the gloom.

The air in the priest’s quarters was thick and foul, smelling of stale sweat, anointing oil, and blood. It was a deeply sinister space, devoid of the pious simplicity one might expect from a servant of Mardoch. The walls were draped in heavy, black velvet. Crude, jagged symbols of the Hunger were painted in dried blood across the tapestries.

A large wooden whipping post stood in the corner, surrounded by discarded, blood-crusted scourges and heavy chains. On a long table, glass vials filled with dark, viscous fluids sat next to leather-bound books of forbidden scripture. Had Scibberas been using the girls from the convent in his dark rituals? Surely not even Sister Superior Verna, twisted as she was, would have permitted such atrocities.

Then where were his victims? And where was he? The room was empty.

Sophie frowned, stepping further into the chamber. Her spectral wings folded tightly against her back to avoid knocking over the vile artifacts. She walked past the heavy four-poster bed, her gaze catching a strange irregularity on the floor.

A massive, thick rug of woven black wool had been hastily pushed aside. Beneath it, set flush into the gray stone floor, was a heavy iron hatch ringed with fresh scratches.

Sophie knelt, grasping the iron ring. She pulled upward, the heavy stone hatch grinding open to reveal a narrow, plunging staircase that descended deep into the bedrock of the cliffs. A sickly, emerald-green light flickered from the depths, accompanied by the low, guttural murmur of a chanting voice.

Sophie smiled. Her grip tightened on Temptress as she began her descent.

The air grew colder and damper as she climbed down into the catacombs. She knew exactly where these stairs led, though she had not walked them since she was a little girl interring her grandfather with her family. This was the path to the Almodóvar family crypt. A vast, subterranean vault where fifteen generations of her ancestors had been laid to rest.

She reached the bottom of the stairs and stepped through a high, arched doorway. The sight before her made her blood run cold.

The sacred crypt had been completely defaced. The beautiful, carved marble sarcophagi of her ancestors had been smashed open with sledgehammers, the lids thrown aside. But the true horror lay in the center of the vaulted chamber.

The bones of her family had been gathered and piled high. Hundreds of skulls, femurs, and ribs had been stacked and fused together with hot black wax to form four massive, grotesque pillars that reached toward the ceiling. It was a twisted, mocking shrine to the four pillars of Mardoch, built from the remains of the very family Scibberas had destroyed.

In the center of this macabre square of bone pillars, a massive summoning circle had been carved deep into the basalt floor, darktallow candles glowing with sickly green light.

Pater Scibberas knelt in the center of the circle. He had shed his red silk robes, wearing only a tattered black loincloth over his pale, hairless body. His charred, gaunt skin was a map of raw, weeping scabs and unholy scarification. He held a skull in his hands, his thumbs pressing into the empty eye sockets as he chanted a prayer.

"You have a very strange definition of holiness, Scibberas," Sophie’s voice cut through the chanting, echoing loudly in the vaulted crypt.

The priest jerked, spinning around on his knees. His green eyes burned with mania as he looked at her.

"You have come, Sophia," the priest murmured, his voice a dry, papery rasp. "You have taken your sword. Have you slain Ranulf and Verna? No matter! You are too late. The circle is drawn, the blood is poured, and the judgment is at hand."

Sophie prowled forward, stepping over a crushed piece of marble. Her wide, plush hips swayed with a deliberate, predatory rhythm. Her spectral wings beat the air, dispersing the darktallow smoke that hung over the desecrated tombs.

"You believe yourself to be holy?" Sophie spat, her violet eyes narrowing as she looked at the piles of her ancestors' bones. "You think building a shrine out of my family’s dead makes you a righteous man? This isn't what Mardoch would have wanted. This is just your own sickness, Scibberas. You’re a parasite hiding behind the four pillars."

Scibberas chuckled, sniffed, his skeletal hands gripping the skull tighter. "You speak of the Father's wants, child, while standing naked and painted in the fires of the Void? You are a walking blasphemy. You cannot reach me without going through the executioner."

He stood up, his gaunt frame trembling with fanatical excitement. He raised the skull high above his head, his fingers curling as his chant shifted into a harsh, guttural scream.

"Let the light of the first pillar descend!" Scibberas shrieked. "Let the hand of justice strike down the heretic!"

He smashed the skull down against the basalt floor, cracking the bone into a dozen pieces.

The grand summoning circle shook. Light spilled from between trembling marble tiles. Pater Scibberas danced back and, with a roar, the tiles were tossed aside and a great blaze of light erupted.

This blinding, golden-white light filled the crypt, so intense it seemed to erase all detail from the room. The four pillars of bone hummed. The wax binding the skulls began to melt red as blood under the sudden heat.

Sophie shielded her eyes with her arm, her spectral wings folding around her as the metaphysical pressure of the light pushed her back a step.

From the center of the light, a massive figure materialized.

A colossus of divine perfection and radiant beauty stepped forth from the light. Her skin was the color of polished alabaster, flawless and radiating a soft, golden-white warmth. Her eyes were solid, burning pools of white fire, and her long, platinum-blonde hair fell in thick, heavy waves over her broad shoulders, reaching all the way down her back.

She was clad only in sheer, golden-threaded vestments that did little to obscure her massive, voluptuous proportions. Her breasts, each twice the size of a human torso, stood high and firm, the nipples a contrasting peach-gold beneath her vestment.

White feathered wings spread wide from her back, constrained by the ceiling’s vaulted reaches. She was terrifying and gorgeous. A true angel of Mardoch.

“Behold Evangelina,” shouted Pater Scibberas, cackling madly and waving his staff. “Justicar of Mardoch. His divine wrath made flesh!”

In her right hand, Evangelina clutched a massive, two-handed claymore of solid gold, the blade wrapped in a continuous, roaring sheet of holy flame.

The giant angel stepped from the circle, the heavy drafts of the crypt caught her sheer vestments, blowing the fabric aside to reveal the true, dual nature of her divine anatomy.

Hanging between her powerful, marble-like thighs was a massive, fully formed male member. A colossal cock to match her stature, hairless, semi-turgid flesh that throbbed, its redder tip peeking from the collar of her foreskin. The shaft was a pale pink, wreathed in golden light that matched the fire of her enormous sword. The glans were dripping precum that spilled in a slow, glistening strand down to the floor between her feet. Her bollocks hung low and tight, packed with a holy load that Sophie could fairly taste.

Evangelina raised her flaming sword, her solid white eyes fixing onto Sophie’s radiant, violet form.

"Sophia Almodóvar," the angel’s voice boomed, a deep, resonant contralto that shook the bone pillars and the very foundations of the crypt, causing dust to fall from the vaulted ceiling. "You are a creature of the dark, marked by ancient and unspeakable evil and drenched in the seed of beasts. By the pleading of His mortal servants, I have been dispatched to send you to the fire. Kneel now, submit, and I will make your end quick."

Sophie did not shrink back. In fact, she floated a stride’s distance closer, her violet wings spreading. The sight of the massive, swinging member of the divine executioner sent a hot ripple of arousal through her body. Her darkborne flesh yearned to know the pleasures of an angel of Mardoch. Unthinkable power resided within that holy cock.

Sophie’s cunt began to throb, a drenching wetness dripping down her inner thighs. Her darkborne magic, reacting to the threat and the overwhelming lust, began to manifest around her, glowing brighter by the moment.

A wave of violet fire erupted from her mark, swirling around her body like a protective cocoon. The magic condensed, forming a skimpy, metallic armor of solidified dark energy. A steel-hard, glowing codpiece shaped like a wide-winged hawk snapped shut over her pussy, the silver clamps sealing over her labia to lock the device firmly in place. Across her chest, two plated, claw-like hands of violet energy materialized, bracketing and lifting her heavy, milk-laden breasts, their rigid fingers squeezing her pale flesh to support her weight.

"I’ve fought knights, I’ve fought monsters, and I’ve fought the dead," Sophie hissed, her violet eyes flashing as she raised Temptress. "I suppose an angel is the next logical step."

“Destroy her, angel!” screamed Pater Scibberas, pointing a bony finger at Sophie.

The Harlot Knight took to the air, her spectral wings beating a violent, fast rhythm that propelled her forward.

Evangelina lunged.

The colossal angel moved with a speed that defied her massive scale, her golden hair flowing, cock swinging between supple thighs, and her huge breasts heaving at the sheer vestment she wore. Her golden claymore whistled through the air in a horizontal arc designed to cleave the Harlot Knight in two.

Sophie ducked beneath the flaming blade, the intense heat of the holy fire close enough to hurt. She riposted, bringing Temptress up in a sharp, diagonal slash. The darkfired silver blade met the angel’s golden sword with a violent shower of spectral sparks that illuminated the crypt like lightning.

The impact vibrated through Sophie’s arms with a force that nearly dislodged her grip, but her supercharged muscles held firm. She danced around the colossus, her wings propelling her through a series of quick, aerial maneuvers. She was faster, but one wrong move would end her flitting and pirouetting through the air.

The battle moved faster than any mortal could endure. The cramped confines of the crypt turned the fight into a destructive cyclone. Evangelina’s golden sword sliced through one of the bone pillars with a shattering boom, sending a shower of skulls and ribs clattering across the floor. The sarcophagi, resting places of her family’s knighted forefathers, were split open, the stone cracking and spilling out the wrapped remains.

Despite the mortal danger, Sophie found her mind body buzzing with carnal delight. The life and death battle was so delicious close to a carnal embrace with the angel.

Every time Evangelina swung her claymore, every time she lunged or spun on the basalt floor, her massive, gold-veined member swung like a heavy pendulum between her thighs. The sight of that thick cock, dripping with holy precum and throbbing with a golden heat, sent a continuous wave of need through Sophie’s cunt and to her. Her clit, tightly restricted beneath the steel hawk of her conjured codpiece, swelled and throbbed, the friction of her aerial movements only heightening her lust.

Her breasts, squeezed relentlessly by the violet energy hands of her armor, began to weep. Twin streams of hot white milk spurted through the plated fingers, flying through the air to sizzle against the angel’s flaming sword and the cold floor of the crypt.

"Your sinful ways distract you, heretic," Evangelina rumbled, her white eyes tracking Sophie’s flushed, sweating face as she blocked another strike.

The angel drove her hips forward, her massive member brushing against Sophie’s thigh as she parried a thrust from Temptress. The touch of that hot, heavy skin was a shock that made Sophie gasp loudly, her knees buckling mid-air. Her spectral wings faltered, her momentum sending her crash-landing into the wreckage of a smashed marble tomb.

Sophie rolled to her feet, limbs trembling as much with need as with exertion. Her armor was beginning to crack, the plated hands and her hawk-codpiece revealing violet light within and dimming as her strength ebbed under the relentless assault.

Scibberas stood near the far wall, his laughter a high-pitched cackle of cruelty.

"Yes! Smite her, Evangelina! Turn the whore into ash! Cleanse this crypt of her filth!"

Evangelina approached her, the angel’s colossal form casting a long shadow over the broken marble. She raised her golden claymore with both hands, the flaming blade aligned with Sophie’s neck. Her massive, turgid cock hung low, the tip dripping a heavy drop of fluid onto the stone before her feet.

Sophie looked up at the blade. She was outmatched. Brute force and violet fire could not defeat pure divine energy, especially when her own cursed biology was working to distract and disarm her.

Even as the moment of her destruction drew near, she could not help but feel that something more was wrong. Pater Scibberas had been torturing her for months, breaking her down, preparing her to become his offering to the Dread Court when next an opening was available. She was meant to take the place of her sister.

So why would he have this angel strike her down?

“Because he means to sacrifice her instead,” she realized. She saw the truth. The binding magic and the battle being fought within a larger, more subtle circle within the crypt.

As Evangelina raised her sword, there was no time for Sophie to communicate this betrayal to the angel. But the Harlot Knight felt a different connection. One that had all but been smothered by the darkness in her remade flesh.

Sophie dropped her sword.

“Now! Strike her down!” screeched Pater Scibberas.

Temptress clattered against the stone, the violet fire of the blade dying into a low, quiet hum. Sophie fell to her knees among the bones of her ancestors. Her wings folded against her back. Her violet aura dimmed. She clasped her hands before her chest in the sign of the four pillars and bowed her head.

She didn't curse. She didn't fight.

She prayed.

"Father," Sophie whispered, her voice soft and sincere. "I have walked a dark path from your light. I am no longer merely marked by that darkness, I am remade in it, and I have sinned in every way a woman can sin. But I have never forgotten the light. I have never stopped fighting for the innocent. If there is any mercy left in your grace... if my family's soul ever found rest in your house... do not let this false priest win."

Scibberas scoffed, his gaunt face twisting into a sneer. "A prayer? You think the Father hears the whimpers of a darkling whore? Strike her, angel! Finish the execution!"

Evangelina hesitated.

The flaming claymore remained raised, but the golden fire began to flicker. The solid white eyes of the angel widened in confusion. She stared down at the kneeling, pale violet woman, her gaze tracing the genuine devotion in Sophie’s posture.

Suddenly, a warm, golden column of light as bright as day descended through the vaulted ceiling of the crypt, passing impossibly through bedrock above.

The soft, pearlescent glow, warm as a summer hearth, wrapped around Sophie’s kneeling form like a protective cloak. The light healed. The bruises on her skin began to smooth over, the heavy, dark ache in her soul fading into a peaceful stillness.

Evangelina let out a low, shuddering breath. Her golden claymore lowered slowly, the tip resting against the stone floor.

"Mardoch," Evangelina whispered, her deep voice shaking with awe. "He recognizes her. She is a child of light, Pater. You have led me wrong. I cannot strike her down."

"No!" Scibberas shrieked, his voice rising to a frantic, manic howl that shook the crypt. "She is a heretic! She is a vessel of the Void! You are my tool! I summoned you to cleanse this place!"

He rushed forward, his gaunt, charred face twisted into a mask of pure, vindictive madness. He realized the angel would no longer serve his wrath. His holy facade was utterly useless.

He cast aside his priestly disguise entirely.

With a roar, Scibberas channeled the raw, putrid power of the Hunger. His flesh began to warp and bubble, the pale, hairless skin of his torso tearing open to reveal a core of pulsing, sickly green sludge. Dozens of small, wet mouths, lined with needle-thin teeth, erupted along his ribs and arms, their clicking maws dripping a thick, green bile onto the stone.

"If the angel will not complete the harvest... I will do it myself!" Scibberas screamed, his voice a chorus of starving voices.

He raised his hands, and a massive, catastrophic wave of green, putrid fire erupted from his palms. He aimed for the very foundations of the crypt.

The green flame struck the massive stone arches that supported the bedrock ceiling.

The stone dissolved. The ancient masonry cracked and fractured, exploding into a thousand sharp shards of rock and dust. The structural integrity of the high vaults was destroyed in a single, ruinous instant.

A deafening groan vibrated through the earth. The massive stone ceiling above them began to split, long, jagged fractures running through the bedrock like lightning.

"Castilla Lorica will be your tomb, Sophia!" Scibberas cackled, his warped, monstrous body beginning to levitate off the floor as the green fire wrapped around his limbs. "You and this failed angel can spend eternity down here! I will return with the army of the Hunger! I will claim the seat denied to me, and I will feed your sister to the hounds!"

With a final, frantic shriek, he propelled himself upward, his grotesque body burning a hole straight through the collapsing ceiling. He flew out into the dark, stormy winter sky, his cackling laughter fading into the roar of the crumbling castle.

Above them, the crypt ceiling crumbled.

Massive blocks of stone and bedrock free from the vaults, plunging toward the floor in a deadly avalanche. Sophie looked up, the light gone, her vision blurring as the dust and debris filled the room, her strength too depleted to take flight.

But as the first massive arch began to fall directly toward her, a giant shadow fell over her.

Evangelina stepped forward, her colossal form positioning herself over the kneeling Harlot Knight. The angel raised her massive, alabaster arms, her powerful shoulders tensing as she prepared to catch the falling mountain of stone, using her own divine body as a shield to protect the wayward child of the light.
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Light and Dark United

Sophie Almodóvar lay perfectly still, her face pressed against the cold limestone floor. She could hardly breathe through the dust in the air. Even her darkborne vision could scarcely penetrate that smothering darkness.

But she was not dead, nor was she broken. Above her, an alabaster canopy shielded her from the falling mountain of stone. Evangelina, the colossal angel of Mardoch, had thrown her body over the kneeling Harlot Knight, catching the falling basalt arches with her holy strength.

The weight was immense. Sophie could hear the angel’s strained breathing, the sound of her holy body creaking under the pressure of the fallen masonry. Evangelina’s skin, flawless white, was chalky with dust adhering to the sweat that sheened every bulging muscle. More ominously, Sophie could smell the coppery scent of blood and it was not her own.

"Evangelina," Sophie whispered, her voice a low, raspy purr that died in the small, dust-choked space beneath the rubble. "Can you... can you hold?"

"I am... a servant of the Father," the angel rumbled, her voice deep but trembling with effort. "He has… favored… I will… protect.”

Above them, the sound of digging began.

It was a frantic, desperate scratching of fingers against the stone, accompanied by the high-pitched, cries of the novices. Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya had survived the collapse above. They were clawing at the fallen stones with their bare hands, their nails bleeding as they tried to reach the Harlot Knight.

"Sophie!" Lidya’s voice wailed through a narrow gap in the debris. "Sophie, are you there? Please, speak to us!"

"I’m here!" Sophie called back, her head thrashing against the floor. "The angel... she’s holding the stone! But she’s giving out! We need help!"

"We can't lift the main arch!" Anosha sobbed, her fingers scratching uselessly against a massive block of basalt. "It’s too heavy! We aren't strong enough!"

Something thumped heavily enough for Sophie to feel it through the crushing weight of the stones and Evangelina’s cushioning breasts. A giant in his own right. Ranulf, the simple-minded guard, had survived the collapse of the tower where Sophie had left him.

"Move, little girls. Ranulf lift," the giant grunted. "Ranulf help pretty lady."

He knelt beside the fallen arch. His massive, fat-muscled arms wrapped around the rough basalt, his veins bulging. He was not strong enough. He was huge and strong, but also merely a man.

“Can’t… lift,” grunted Ranulf, his voice strained with the attempt.

“Please, you must,” cried Mireille. “Save her, Ranulf. She needs you. He… Mardoch needs you.”

The girls chorused agreement, calling out in tearful prayers to Mardoch and pleas for Ranulf to lift the crushing weight of stone. As they prayed, Sophie could feel Evangelina’s breathing becoming more labored by the moment. She also felt a liquid warmth seeping from the angel to cover Sophie’s back and drip down her sides. It smelled coppery and yet also sweet, like honey.

Evangelina was grievously injured and her strength was fading.

“Cannot hold much longer,” managed the angel, with a hint of something like fear creeping into her voice. “Must not fail… Him.”

The desperate prayers of the novices and straining grunts of Ranulf grew louder. Evangelina gave one last cry, pushing upwards with all her strength and actually beginning to shift the stones pressing down on her. It was a heroic effort, but alone, not enough.

Ranulf let out a bestial roar that echoed through the shattered walls of Castilla Lorica. For a moment, golden light bathed the giant and seeped down into the tumbled stones. Then, slowly, the rocks began to shift. Ranulf and Evangelina were moving them, lifting them away and tossing them aside.

"Pull them out!" Sabina cried.

The four novices scrambled into the gap, their small, warm hands grabbing Sophie’s wrists and ankles. They pulled her naked, pale violet form out from beneath the canopy of Evangelina’s body, dragging her onto the relatively clear flagstones of the vestibule.

The moment Sophie was free, Ranulf’s strength failed. Evangelina surged upwards, scrambling just as the arch fell again, narrowly avoiding having her entire body smashed beneath the stone. Ranulf ant the novices stared in awe of the bloodied angel as she crawled on her hands and knees and then collapsed.

Sophie could sense the dwindling spark of life in the angel’s heart.

“She needs a healer,” rasped the Harlot Knight, rising uncertainly to her feet. “We must get her to the infirmary.”

The courtyard of Castilla Lorica was a scene of freezing desolation as the winter wind howled off the sea and whistled over the broken stones on the north side of the castle.

The infirmary had been completely ruined by the tremors, the stone walls cracked and unsafe, but the novices had erected a heavy pavilion tent of dark green canvas in the center of the yard.

Inside the tent, the air was cold but still, lit only by a large iron brazier that crackled with dry pine knots.

Evangelina lay upon a makeshift bed of heavy canvases, since no cot was large enough to support her weight. Her ample curves were covered by thick wool blankets, and the soft furs they had pillaged from the rectory. Even in her wounded state, the colossal angel was inspiring awe in the gathered novices, her long, platinum-blonde hair spilling over the edges of the bed to touch the grass. Her alabaster skin was marred by deep, purple bruises where the basalt had crushed her, and several long, jagged tears in her side wept a steady, silent stream of golden blood.

The liquid was strange, filling the small space of the tent with a heavy, honeyed sweetness that carried the usual metallic tang of copper. It was the scent of something perfect, something beautiful and eternal, dying in the mortal world.

Sister Verna stood in the corner of the tent with her tattered black habit draped over her shoulders. The cruel, hatchet-faced sister superior had been shocked by the pleasure that Sophie had taken from her and completely humbled into silence by the sight of the dying angel. Her fanatical pride had been broken, her thin lips trembling as she watched the novices work. She seemed ashamed to speak. She simply stood in the shadows, her hands folded in her sleeves, her eyes wide with a terrified reverence.

Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya ran back and forth, carrying wooden buckets of boiled water, clean linens, and jars of soothing herbal salves. They worked with a quiet desperation, but every time they pressed a cloth to the angel’s side, the linen was immediately soaked through with the golden blood.

"The bleeding... it won't stop," Mireille whispered, her blonde curls damp with sweat as she looked at Sophie. "The holy oil isn't holding. The bandages are… Her grace is... it’s leaking away."

Sophie stood at the foot of the bed. She had washed the filth from her own pale violet skin, but she remained naked, her spectral wings of violet energy folded tight against her back. The mark within her flesh was buzzing with agitated warmth, a sympathetic throb that connected her to the angel’s failing light.

"Leave us," Sophie commanded softly, her voice carrying the authority of the Hawk. Though she might have appeared like a sinborne succubus, she felt more like a true knight than ever before.

The novices stopped. They looked at Sophie, then at the dying angel, their eyes filled with a quiet, understanding trust.

"Sophie..." Lidya began.

"Go," Sophie repeated, her violet eyes locking onto each of them in turn, projecting her darkborne charisma to communicate the urgency. "Take the sister superior with you. Tell the other novices who want to remain at the castle to begin cleaning up what they can. One of you, keep guard at the entrance. No one enters this tent until the morning."

The novices bowed their heads quickly, ushering the silent Sister Verna out of the pavilion. The heavy green canvas of the entrance flap fell shut, sealing Sophie alone in the orange glow of the brazier with the dying colossus.

Sophie walked slowly to the side of the bed. She knelt on the soft furs, her knees sinking into the thick wolf-pelts as she looked down at the angel.

Evangelina’s solid white eyes were half-closed, the brilliant fire in them fading into a dull, cloudy gray. Her breathing was shallow, her massive, voluptuous breasts heaving with agonizing effort. The golden blood weeping steadily from her side.

"Sophia," the angel rumbled, her voice a weak, hollow echo of its former majesty. "You... you should not be here. My grace... it is corrupted by the false priest’s magic. I am prepared to... accept the dissolution. I will return to the Father."

"No," Sophie whispered, her hand reaching out to touch the angel’s cool, alabaster forehead. Her fingers, pale violet, looked tiny against the giantess's skin. "You saved my life, Evangelina. You used your body as shield to protect me. I won't let you dissolve into the dark."

"This is not my world. There is no way to hold the light within a cracked vessel," the angel sighed, her long, platinum hair shifting. "I must return to the source."

"If you are a cracked vessel, then I will close the cracks," Sophie said, her voice soft, but determined.

She took a clean cloth, dipping it into the bucket of warm water, and began to wash the angel’s wounds. She started with the deep bruises on Evangelina’s shoulders, wiping away the gray stone dust and the dried golden blood. Her touch was gentle, her fingers lingering on the flawless alabaster skin, feeling the faint, vibrating heat that still throbbed deep within the colossus.

A need that an angel should not have.

She moved down her body, her hands tracing the sweep of Evangelina’s massive ribs and the soft, rounded curve of her hip. As she cleaned the golden tears in her side, Sophie felt the angel’s body tense. A vibrating hum of pleasure-pain running through the giantess's muscles.

Sophie was no healer and yet her powers of lust and desire, darkborne or not, were sensing an emptiness that she might be able to fill. She did not know if it would be enough to save the angel, but she knew that the power of pleasure was real and profound. If she could wield it and share it with Evangelina, she might be able to save her mortal existence.

Guided by the persistent throb of the mark on her neck, she moved the cloth lower, past the golden-threaded vestments that had been shredded by the collapse.

She exposed the angel's body to the orange firelight.

“I feel strange when you touch me,” said Evangelina. “What are you doing?”

“Shhhh,” said Sophie, peeling back the last of the vestment and the blankets covering the angel.

Evangelina’s massive, futanari member lay limp and soft between her powerful, marble-white thighs. It was still enormous, even in its flaccid state, resting against her low-slung, hairless bollocks. The pale pink skin of the shaft was veined with a faint, flickering gold, the flared head dripping a single, clear drop of precum that carried the sweet scent of holy nectar.

Sophie set the cloth aside. She slowly wrapped her cool, violet fingers around the base of the giant member.

Evangelina let out a sharp, gasping breath, her solid white eyes flying wide. "Sophia... no! This is... this is a transgression! The flesh... was not made for pleasure! Ohhhh… the way you are moving your fingers… these sensations… no… do not do that. It is forbidden. You are defiling… my body…”

"This isn't a defilement, Evangelina," Sophie whispered, her hand beginning to slide slowly up the thick shaft and ease the foreskin back from the crown. "This is the path. Scibberas used his magic to make us fight. To separate us. But we both serve the same light. Mardoch blessed me because he knew the truth. We are two halves of the same whole, serving in different ways.”

“This… is serving?” gasped Evangelina, lifting her gold-maned head to watch Sophie’s hands working up and down that angelic cock. It was swelling. Precum slicking Sophie’s fingers.

Sophie looked up at her and leaned forward, her body pressing against the angel’s thigh, her full, heavy breasts brushing against Evangelina’s hip. The mark within her was burning now. The mark’s hungry throb radiated raw lust through the tent.

"Feel it," Sophie urged, her voice low and intense with emotion. "Your body has been broken because you saved me. It’s only matter of time until you bleed out. But there’s more there. I feel it stirring within you. You need this. You want it. My dark for your light. My life for your life. I can save you, Evangelina, if you let me. I can make you stronger than before."

“Stronger?” Evangelina croaked uncertainly.

The angel’s glorious cock responded to Sophie’s touch, stiffening and thickening dramatically. Under Sophie’s sliding fingers, the gold-veined shaft began to twitch and swell. That massive cock lengthened and the pale pink flesh turned crimson as the golden blood rushed to fill the chambers. It grew until it was a veiny pillar of holy flesh to match Evangelina’s colossal scale. Nearly as long as Sophie’s arm, the base as thick as Sophie’s bicep. The massive crown, skinned back, visibly throbbing with the pulsing of the angel’s heart.

Evangelina’s breathing grew heavier, still laboring, but excited. Her massive, alabaster hips rolled instinctively on the furs. "The heat... it is... so intense... it burns..."

"Let it burn, angel," Sophie whispered, her tongue lashing out to lick the clear, sweet nectar dripping from the flared glans. "Let it burn us both."

Evangelina could no longer resist the divine, carnal command of her own flesh.

With a deep, vibrating groan that rattled the tent poles, she reached down, her massive, alabaster hands gripping Sophie’s waist with a force that made Sophie gasp with the realization that Evangelina could tear her apart even now. The angel lifted the Harlot Knight easily, her powerful arms hoisting Sophie’s pale violet form above her.

Sophie spread her legs, her thighs framing the colossal, throbbing member of the angel. Her pussy, swollen and soaking wet with the natural nectar of her darkborne curse, was aligned with the fat, crimson head of the angel’s holy scepter.

“Are you certain?” asked Evangelina, looking up with her white eyes clear again. “I do not want to break you.”

“Do it,” gasped Sophie, jerking her hips, rubbing her slick cunt against Evangelina’s cockhead. “If I break… ohhh… what a way to go. Do it!”

Evangelina pulled her down.

Sophie’s body was impaled upon the holy spear of the angel’s cock.

It would have killed a normal woman. Sophie knew that the moment she felt the angel’s cockhead pressing against her internal organs. The pain and pressure made her vision momentarily turn white and her ears popped as if she was traveling through the mountains.

She was filled completely, the massive gold-veined shaft stretching her tight walls to a point of near-rupture, the blunt head pushing past her cervix to bury itself deep in her core and then force her entire womb upwards into her stomach and lungs. It was a physical invasion of the highest order, the sheer volume of the angel’s mighty cock occupying her so thoroughly she felt as if she were being split open from her pelvis to her throat.

But Sophie had been trained on massive beastly cock and her darkborne flesh, reborn and reshaped with lust, did not fail. Her body adapted. It expanded to accommodate the divine intrusion, her inner muscles clamping down on the hot, throbbing shaft with a ripple of pleasure. Her breathing returned to something closer to normal. Her body, still stuffed to nearly breaking, began to respond to being fucked instead of being impaled.

Sophie’s spectral wings of violet energy erupted from her back, unfurling to their full, magnificent span. At the exact same moment, Evangelina’s massive, feathered wings of white-gold light spread wide, wrapping around Sophie’s back to lock them together in a cocoon of dark and light.

A forbidden communion began. An act as intense as their earlier battle but now rooted in mutual desire.

Evangelina’s massive, marble-white hips rolled with a slow, intense rhythm that shook the tent around them. Every upward thrust made Sophie rise nearly to the canvas, her breast’s heaving and flicking milk that spattered onto Evangelina’s massive bust and thumb-thick nipples.

Each downward slide reminded Sophie of the limits of even her darkborne body. Her abdomen bulged grotesquely. Her cunt stretched to nearly breaking. And her firm thighs and plush ass collided with the warm, fleshy melon sack of the angel’s hairless bollocks. 

But there was no pain. Only a warmth that built and tightened into a sweet, sizzling pleasure that built rapidly in Sophie’s pelvis. The mark within her throbbed in sync with the angel’s pulse. It was as if the golden blood of the angel’s cock was beginning to circulate through Sophie’s body. Such a thing was impossible, and yet their powerful auras were beginning to mingle. Light and dark blending with each thrust and each heave of colossal flesh.

“Ohhhhh, by Mardoch,” moaned Sophie.

“By… the Daughter of the Void,” gasped Evangelina, the light in her eyes momentarily flaring with a hint of violet light.

Sophie could feel the holy fluid weeping from the head of Evangelina’s cock. An inner baptism of the divine precum smearing her inner walls and covering her cervix. She tasted it. The salty sweetness of it. The aura of it. A pleasure beyond human capacity.

“Ohhhhh, Eva,” moaned Sophie, bucking harder. Squeezing tighter. “Ohhhh… do you feel it now? Your pleasure and mine?”

“The serpents intwine,” cried Evangelina. “The caduceus of pleasure.”

Sophie’s marked flesh drank the golden light, converting the raw divine energy into her own violet sorcery, and then pumping it back into Evangelina’s body through their joined skin. The more she took, the more she gave. The colossal angel’s hips working. Huge breasts heaving like shifting hills of flesh. Sophie riding harder. Riding faster. Her dark hair swirling in a sudden, unearthly wind.

"Yes!" Sophie shrieked, her fingers digging into the angel’s powerful, muscular shoulders, her nails drawing tiny drops of golden ichor that she licked greedily from the skin. "Give it to me, Evangelina! Share your light with me! My darkness… my dark… is yours!”

Evangelina roared with transcendent ecstasy that shook the pavilion. Her solid white eyes glowed with a blinding, renewed fire, the gray clouds in them burned away as if by the sun as the healing grace flowed back into her veins. Her powerful hips moved faster, the pace increasing to a frantic, relentless thrust that slammed Sophie’s buttocks and drove her cock deep.

The pleasure was an agonizing overload that turned Sophie’s world inside out. Light becoming dark, dark becoming light. She felt the pleasure gripping the angel’s mighty cock. Her own dark power flowing into Evangelina and transmuting the golden blood of an angel into the red blood of a mortal. Wounds sealing. Flesh mending. Sophie’s breasts swung wildly, hot white milk spraying from her nipples to splatter against the angel’s heaving chest. Anointing her in this moment of mortal recreation.

With a roar of need, Evangelina bucked Sophie upwards and turned. The colossal angel rolled atop Sophie, pinning the Harlot Knight beneath her on the thick pelt. The massive scale and huge weight of the angel and her crushing breasts pinned Sophie fast. Her cock pulsed. Huge bollocks beating like boulders against Sophie’s nectar-splashed ass.

Sophie thrashed beneath her, her long, pale violet legs wrapped tight around the angel’s marble-white hips, her heels digging into her back. Her wings of violet energy beat the pelts beneath her. Wingtips curling, reaching up, interlocking with the angel’s feathered wings in a frantic, horizontal blur of white, gold, and violet.

"Now, Sophia!" Evangelina rumbled, her hands tightening on Sophie’s waist, her body tensing as she reached her peak. "Receive the Father's grace!"

The angel erupted. A pleasure a creature such as her had never known before.

It was a flood of divine vitality. A pressurized, spurting river of hot, luminous seed blasted deep into Sophie’s womb. The volume was impossible, far greater than that of any man or beast, a roaring torrent that hit her cervix with an incredible, healing heat.

Sophie shrieked, her eyes rolling back as her darkborne mark exploded and drank the incredible power of that ecstasy.

Her climax was a magical shockwave that rippled through the pavilion, the green canvas bulging outward as the energy expanded. Her womb throbbed, her pelvic muscles contracting in a continuous, violent spasm that milked the angel’s cock for every last drop of his holy load. Spurt after spurt, overflowing, pouring down her ass in a hot, slimy wave.

The spunk flooded her belly, distending her stomach until the skin was rounded and firm, glowing with a brilliant, internal gold-violet light that was visible through her skin. It was like being filled with the fire of the sun. The heat of the angel’s seed melting away the last traces of her fatigue and sealing her connection to the light.

Evangelina collapsed on top of her, her massive chest smothering Sophie’s face, her breathing slow and deep. The wounds in her side fused. The skin smoothing over her ribs, her alabaster flesh radiant and healed of every bruise.

They lay locked together in the darkness of the tent, Sophie kissing the smothering softness of those breasts. Finding a nipple and sucking. Moaning in the long afterglow of her pleasure as her stretched cunt squeezed and spasmed around Evangelina’s enormous cock.

No one could intrude on that moment, sealed beneath their interlocked wings. Not the worried sisters. Not their patron deities. They were alone, together, in that strange, intimate space.

Sophie never wanted to leave this secret, private space. She sucked softly at the angel’s nipple. Scarcely able to breathe beneath those colossal breasts but not caring. Her cunt fluttering around the slowly softening length of angelic cock.

Listening to the strong thump of the angel’s mighty heart.
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A True Homecoming

The weeks that followed the escape of Pater Scibberas and the collapse of parts of the castle brought industrious peace to Castilla Lorica. The biting winter winds still swept off the Venture Sea, but the stone walls of the fortress no longer felt like a tomb. Under the guidance of Sophie Almodóvar, rightful lady of the house, the green banner of the Hawk was hoisted once more, snapping proudly against the cold sky.

The physical reconstruction of the castle was a testament to the strange, unified force that now occupied it. Ranulf, the giant, simple-minded guard, used his massive arms to haul blocks of fallen basalt from the ruins. He was as content with the simple labor of rebuilding as he had been with being a torturer for Scibberas. He worked under the gentle, encouraging smiles of the novices.

Evangelina, the colossal angel, was fully healed, her alabaster skin flawless and radiant once more, her massive, feathered wings of white-gold light folding neatly against her back as she walked the high ramparts like a silent, holy sentinel. Though she still possessed her giant scale and her power, it was clear she had become mortal in her bonding with Sophie. The gold-violet light of their union had settled deep into her marrow, binding her to the Harlot Knight and binding Sophie to the angel.

Sophie herself had undergone a profound transformation. She walked the corridors with majestic grace. Her skin, pale and nearly translucent, pulsed with internal violet power that seemed to drink the weak winter sunlight. The striking lock of shock-white hair at her forehead stood out against the dark, lustrous waves of her hair, a permanent brand of her resurrection. But not all her power was dark. Flecks of gold danced in her eyes, a trace of angelic power that she now carried with each step.

Sophie felt powerful too. Her body was brimming with vitality, her breasts full and firm, her wide, plush hips drawing the attention of any who looked in her direction. She ruled gently. She guided the repairs. She educated the novices who had decided to remain in the finer points of pleasure.

On a cold Tuesday morning, the lookout in the construction at the North Tower blew a single, long note on the bronze horn.

A caravan had been spotted winding its way up the steep, clifftop road. Sophie, accompanied by her four most loyal novices, Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya, rushed down to the inner bailey, her bare feet unbothered by the freezing stones.

The heavy iron gates rumbled open, and three luxurious carriages of black and gold trim entered the courtyard, escorted by a dozen heavily armed guards wearing the green and silver livery of House Delpaire. The lead carriage came to a halt. A footman stepped down from the back and swung the door open with a sharp, wooden click. The stoic man offered a gloved hand to the passengers.

First to step from the coach was Baroness Geneviève Delpaire.

She was as radiant and imposing as ever, wearing a heavy winter cloak of dark green velvet lined with white fox fur, her powdered white wig swept up in an elaborate, braided crown. Behind her stepped Zymandus, the elderly wizard, his sharp blue eyes scanning the repaired battlements with a quiet, approving nod.

And then, from the second carriage, the massive, muscular bulk of Tassos the minotaur emerged, his dark hooves clacking heavily against the stone, his bull-head snorting a thick plume of steam into the cold air. From the third coach, Cornett V. Crème, the milk wizard, stepped down, carefully adjusting his ruffs of Galamancan silk.

But Sophie’s eyes fixed instantly on the final figure exiting the lead carriage.

Margaret Almodóvar.

Her younger sister stepped into the courtyard, and Sophie let out a soft, trembling sob. Margaret was wearing a tight, corseted gown of white silk that did little to hide the lush curves of her body, her hair done up in a style to match the powdered wig of the Baroness. Her skin was immaculate, her eyes clear and bright. She had gained weight, but in a pleasant, sweetly softening way. She had clearly been treated to the most lavish, decadent care during her stay in the Baroness's estate.

"Sophie!" Margaret shrieked, her eyes filling with tears.

She bolted across the courtyard, her soft slippers pattering against the stone. Sophie met her halfway, her spectral wings of violet energy briefly unfurling from her back to envelop her sister in a protective embrace.

They crashed together, the impact sending a tremor of pure love through their bodies. Sophie held her tight, her face buried in Margaret’s neck, breathing her perfumed scent, her hands clutching her sister’s waist as if she would never let her go.

"You're safe," Sophie whispered, her voice cracking. "You're whole."

"The Baroness... she was so kind, Sophie," Margaret sobbed, her fingers digging into Sophie’s shoulders. "She gave me everything I wanted. She even bathed me. But I was so scared for you. I heard what Scibberas did..."

"It’s over, Margaret," Sophie said, pulling back to look at her sister's face. "The priest is gone. Castilla Lorica is ours again."

Baroness Delpaire approached them, her velvet cloak whispering against the stones. She looked at Sophie’s pale, translucent violet skin and the white lock of hair, her eyebrows rising in a quiet, appreciative wonder.

"You look... exceptional, Sophia," Geneviève purred, her green eyes tracing the curve of Sophie’s hips. "I didn’t have a chance to say it at he Dread Court, but this new look suits you. The white in your hair, the violet glow in your skin. You are an otherworldly beauty now and those fools who serve Scibberas don’t stand… stand a…”

It was difficult to steal the words from Baroness Delpaire’s mouth. She was a woman, after all, who had sat upon the Dread Court and indulged in all manner of forbidden pleasures. But she lost her train of thought as Evangelina stepped into the courtyard.

The angel’s colossal, alabaster form cast a long shadow over the carriages. The Baroness stopped, her breath hitching as she looked up at the massively voluptuous angel. Geneviève’s gaze traveled slowly down the angel’s powerful, marble-white thighs, lingering on the massive cock member that hung low and heavy beneath her sheer, golden-threaded vestments.

"My word," the Baroness whispered, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her lips. "You Galamancan knights certainly know how to recruit the finest. I may have to renegotiate the terms of our alliance, Sophia."

"The angel is a servant of Castilla Lorica," Sophie said with a playful, violet flash in her eyes. "But she is... very cooperative."

Zymandus stepped forward, his staff clinking against the basalt. "We must celebrate this reunion. The road was long, and the other wizard is practically starving for a proper meal. Cornett has been complaining about the quality of the roadside curd for three days."

"I am a wizard of refined tastes!" Cornett huffed, dusting a speck from his cuff. "One cannot expect me to perform high-frequency lactose manipulation on a diet of common salt-beef!"

“Cornett,” laughed Sophie, embracing the gangly Dairymancer and kissing his cheeks. “My milk is as plentiful as ever if you wish to bend it your will with magic.”

“Oh? Right here in the… in front of the angel?”

“Later,” said Sophie, taking his hand and walking towards the keep’s entrance. “All of you, servants and guards, everyone. Get out of the cold. Ranulf will tend to your horses. Come inside where it is warm.”

A grand feast was thrown in the restored refectory that evening. The long oak tables were piled high with roasted boar, trenchers of thick barley bread, and heavy silver platters of ripe, Galamancan cheeses that Cornett examined with reverence. Tassos sat at the end of the table, his muscular bull-bulk a comforting presence, eyeing Evangelina along the length of the table. The angel pretended not to notice his attention, but Sophie could feel her simmering interest as the horned minotaur washed down entire racks of ribs with flagons of dark Galamancan ale.

Margaret sat close to Sophie, their shoulders touching, their laughter a sound that had been missing from the castle for years. The four favored novices, Anosha, Mireille, Sabina, and Lidya, attended the tables, their cheeks flushed as they poured wine for the guests, their eyes constantly drifting toward the newcomers and particularly Baroness Delpaire who knew exactly how to flirt with pretty young women.

After the banquet, when the wine had softened the edge of the winter chill, Baroness Delpaire leaned close to Sophie, her eyes glittering with a sudden, dark intent.

"The reunion is sweet, Sophia," Geneviève whispered, her fingers tracing the edge of Sophie’s collarbone. "But I have been very patient during the journey. I have kept your sister safe, I have sent gold to help with repairs, I even risked the ire of the Dread Court to get you admitted, and I have not had a single opportunity to, mmmmm, exercise my authority. I believe you owe me a debt."

Sophie’s darkborne flesh throbbed in response. Despite her elevated stature as the lady of the house, she felt a familiar wave of submissive heat spreading through her abdomen. Her pussy and clit throbbed, a hint wetness tickling in her panties.

"The old study," Sophie murmured, her voice dropping to a husky purr. "Repairs are finished there. I will pay you back, Baroness.”

They slipped away from the feast, entering the private study where her father’s mahogany desk still stood. The torture implements were gone and the room was warm, lit by a large iron brazier that crackled with dry pine knots. The flames cast long, flickering shadows against the tapestry of her family’s crest and her family’s old, simple altar to Mardoch.

The Baroness did not waste time with seduction. She stripped away her green velvet cloak, revealing a tight-fitting corset of black leather that compressed her narrow waist and lifted her voluptuous breasts to a striking height. In her gloved hand, she clutched a short, double-tailed leather riding crop, the leather snapping once as the Baroness flicked the crop with anticipation.

"Kneel, Sophia," Geneviève commanded, her voice hard and full of sensual authority. A tone that made Sophie’s knees buckle instantly.

Sophie dropped to the soft snow-lion pelt before the hearth, her pale violet skin glowing in the orange firelight. Her hair fell in wild waves over her shoulders, the white lock catching the light. She reached behind her back, her hands clasped together, presenting her nakedness to the Baroness.

"You have become so powerful, my sweet harlot," Geneviève whispered, walking slowly around her, the crop dragging over the seam of Sophie’s buttocks and tapping gently at the luscious flare of one hip. "You have taken the seed of beasts, the forbidden secrets of the deep, and the grace of an angel. But to me... you are still just a naughty, beautiful slut who needs to be reminded of her place."

She reached down, her gloved fingers grabbing Sophie’s jaw, forcing her head back. Sophie looked up, her gold-flecked violet eyes wide, her breath huffing from parted lips.

"Apologize for making me wait," the Baroness commanded.

"I... I am sorry, Geneviève," Sophie whispered, her tongue lashing out to lick the leather of the Baroness’s glove. "You remind me that I am... your obedient servant."

The Baroness let out a satisfied chuckle. She didn't use gentleness. She raised the riding crop and brought it down hard across Sophie's creamy, rounded buttocks.

Crack.

The sound was a sharp snap that echoed in the quiet room. Sophie yelped. Her flesh quaked. A scarlet welt appeared reaching from one cheek to the other across the plush seam of her buttocks.

Sophie moaned in the hot aftermath. Her mark flared. A knowing, masochistic throb that converted the impact into carnal energy. Her breasts, dangling free, heavy with her milk, began to weep twin streams of hot white milk to splatter against the stone beside the snow-lion pelt.

Crack.

The crop fell without mercy, again and again, as wicked delight gleaming in the eyes of the Baroness. Her leather corset heaving as she channeled her dominant desire into the punishing blows. Sophie’s buttocks and thighs were marked, turned into a network of burning welts that throbbed with heat.

Sophie was forced to scream her submission, her head thrashing against the furs, ass raised, her pussy beginning to drool nectar down her thighs. More lashes fell and Sophie squirmed and jerked her hips, her body shaking, her breasts leaking heavily. She was close to cumming just from the punishment.

"Enough," Geneviève breathed, denying Sophie a climax. The Baroness tossed the riding crop onto the mahogany desk. She walked to a small side table and retrieved a heavy, silver chalice, bringing it back to where the Harlot Knight knelt quivering on the floor.

"You are positively bursting with milk," the Baroness murmured, holding the silver cup directly beneath Sophie’s swollen, dripping breasts. "Show me. Drain those heavy udders for me. I want to see how that sweet cream I enjoyed has aged over the past few months.”

Sophie obeyed, her hands coming up to cup her own pale, heavy mounds. She squeezed firmly, her fingers digging into the plush flesh. Twin jets of thick, hot, milk erupted from her stiff plum nipples. Each spurt rang against the chalice as her cream gathered in the cup.

As Sophie milked herself, filling the cup with her darkborne and light-touched milk, Geneviève watched with ravenous delight. The Baroness slid her gloved hand down the front of her leather corset, slipping her fingers beneath the edge of her black lace panties. She pulled aside the panties and parted her folds with her fingers, then plunged them deep, watching Sophie watch her as the Harlot Knight continued to milk herself.

Sophie continued to milk herself, savoring each submissive spurt of her cream into the cup. The Baroness rubbed slow circles on her clit, then began to move faster.

"Yes," Geneviève gasped, her hips rolling as she worked her own flesh. "Pump it out, my sweet cow. Fill the cup."

When the chalice was brimming with warm, frothing milk, Sophie lowered her hands, panting heavily. The Baroness beckoned, her thighs trembling slightly from her own arousal. She stood directly over Sophie’s kneeling form, spreading her legs wide to present her soaking cunt to Sophie’s face. The scent of arousal was almost as intoxicating to Sophie as the act of submission.

"Now," Geneviève commanded, lifting the silver chalice to her own lips. "Taste your mistress. Devour my cunt and lick my arsehole while I drink what you have prepared for me."

“Yes, Baroness,” gasped Sophie.

She could not resist the urge to devour that perfect cunt. She buried her face in the Baroness’s hot, musky folds, her tongue darting out to lick the clear, sweet nectar that dripped from Geneviève’s swollen lips. Each lap was another admission of surrender.

Above her, Geneviève tipped the chalice, drinking down Sophie’s hot milk in greedy, continuous gulps, moaning as the warm, magically sweetened cream slid down her throat. A white trickle spilled from her chin and into her cleavage.

Sophie attacked the Baroness’s flesh with relish. She sucked the plump bud of Geneviève’s clit into her mouth, moaning, slurping wantonly, before flattening her tongue and driving it deep into the slick channel of her pussy. She lapped and swirled, drinking the aristocrat's juices, her darkborne mark roaring as it absorbed the raw, dominant pleasure radiating from the woman above her.

"Oh, gods, yes!" Geneviève cried out, milk spilling down her chin as she tangled her free hand in Sophie’s dark hair, pulling the knight’s face harder against her groin. "Don't neglect the back, you dirty girl! Curl that tongue beneath. Eat it all!"

Sophie moved lower, her tongue tracing the wet path down to the tight, puckered ring of the Baroness’s ass. Her nose in the hot cunt she had just been licking. Her tongue reaching out to that crinkled divot. She licked the sensitive knot, circling the rim before pushing the tip of her tongue inside. The taste sent a thrill through her. Bitter and salty with sweat. Geneviève’s legs buckled slightly, her thighs clamping around Sophie’s ears as the Harlot Knight ruthlessly serviced both her holes.

“Mmmmm oh Baroness, nnnnnnnhnnnn… I have missed you,” confessed Sophie, eagerly feasting on the noblewoman’s hot holes.

“That much is obvious,” moaned the Baroness, gulping more of the milk and letting it trickle down into her breasts again. This time she reached to her corset, pulling it open to free her plump breasts. “Go on, my sweetest slut. Touch yourself. Lick me and touch yourself.”

Sophie moaned at the sight of the Baroness hanging her breasts above Sophie. She tongued the Baroness from clit to asshole again and as she did she reaching a hand between her own legs to touch her hot, slick honeypot. Geneviève began to buck her hips, smearing her nectar on Sophie, the empty silver chalice slipping from her grasp to clatter against the stone floor. She rode Sophie’s face with an urgent rhythm, hips rolling and breasts heaving.

"I'm cumming, Sophia!" the Baroness shrieked, her leather corset creaking. "Drink it! Swallow my nectar!"

“Mmmmmnnnhn!” moaned Sophie, rubbing her clit desperately. Thrusting her tongue deep into Geneviève’s hot folds.

The Baroness hunched forward, her shuddering climax flooded Sophie’s mouth with a torrent of hot, sweet fluid. Sophie swallowed greedily, the darkborne mark within her flaring with a brilliant violet light. The influx of the Baroness’s dominant energy pushed Sophie over the edge. She thrust three fingers into her hot cove and arched hard. Sucking at the hot cunt of the Baroness as she came against her own fingers.

They climbed separate peaks together and slumped against one another in the aftermath. Panting. Trembling with aftershocks.

"Good girl," Geneviève whispered, finally pulling back and wiping a smear of milk from her flushed cheek. She looked down at the spent, shivering knight with possessive affection. "Now, let us return to the feast before the wizard drinks all of your wine."

They soon learned that the peace that Sophie’s victory over Scibberas had bought was but an illusion.

It was three weeks after the caravan’s arrival, during the twilight hours of a freezing afternoon just before the onset of spring, when the horns sounded once more from the cliffs.

But this was no single, welcoming note. It was a discordant, terrifying wail. Every novice on watch blowing a warning. The notes created a disturbing chorus of brass that vibrated in the stone hallways of Castilla Lorica.

Sophie, Margaret, the Baroness, and the wizards rushed to the high battlements of the North Tower, their cloaks whipping around them in the freezing wind.

Below, along the narrow, winding clifftop road that led from the Galamancan border, a nightmare was unfolding.

An army was marching.

It was a force of unimaginable, unholy scale, flying the long, black banners of the Great Hunger. But they were no normal soldiers. They were a writhing mass of pale, skeletal humanoids, their skin translucent, their needle-teeth clicking in the gloom. Figures somewhere between life and death. Emaciated and ravenous. They marched in a silent, mechanical unison, their steps a heavy, rhythmic thud that made the cliffs tremble.

And with them came the corruption.

A thick, yellowish-green plague-mist rolled off the horde, sticking to the black basalt cliffs and turning the sparse mountain pine trees into rotted, weeping skeletons of wood within seconds. The sky above them was blotted out entirely, not by clouds, but by a massive, pulsing swarm of fat, black flies. The insects were so numerous they looked like a moving carpet of shadow, their collective, low-frequency buzzing a deafening, wet thrum that Sophie felt in her teeth.

At the vanguard of this terrifying force, riding atop a massive, rotting zombie stallion, was the emissary.

It was Sir Varlock.

The knight was all but unrecognizable. His silver armor was still polished, but it was bulging and warped, the seams of the steel spitting open to reveal fleshy, wet green growths that pulsed with an independent heartbeat. The belly of the armor was split open wide and a huge mouth sagged open, with a livid tongue as wide as the head of a shovel sliding out to lick misshapen lips. Dozens of small, clicking mouths, lined with needle-thin teeth, had erupted from the joints of the knight’s greaves and pauldrons, their clicking maws dripping a thick, green bile onto the rotting flanks of his mount. The zombie horse’s gray flesh hung in sloughing, wet strips, exposing its blackened ribs, yet it moved with a tireless, mechanical stiffness.

Varlock stopped his mount fifty paces from the castle gates, his visor up to reveal a face that was half-man, half-rot. His square jaw was still recognizable, but his skin was a map of green veins and weeping pustules, his eyes bulging and swollen like those of a drowned man.

He raised a gold-embroidered scepter, his voice a gurgling, booming roar that echoed off the stone walls.

"Defenders of Castilla Lorica!" Varlock bellowed, his voice sounding like a chorus of a thousand starving mouths. "Pater Scibberas has returned! The Voice of the Hunger has claimed the border, and your castle will soon be surrounded!"

Sophie stepped to the edge of the battlements, her hand resting on the hilt of Temptress. Her skin pulsed with a bright, defensive light, her spectral wings of violet energy unfurling to their full, magnificent span to defy the darkness of the swarm.

"You're a long way from your faith, Varlock!" Sophie called down, her voice a resonant, multi-layered boom. "And your armor looks a bit tight! Did Scibberas forget to tell you that the Hunger always eats its own first?"

Varlock let out a wet, rattling laugh. "The Hunger has elevated me, Sophia! I am no longer a servant of a silent god! I have seen the light of the coming harvest!"

He pointed his scepter toward the gate.

"Pater Scibberas offers you a final terms of surrender! Open the gates, lay down your steel, and the novices will be spared! They will serve as vessels for the new brood! Their cunts will birth the giant larvae of the rot dragons! Zymandus and the Baroness will be allowed to depart in peace!"

He leaned forward, his green eyes burning in the dark.

"But both you, Sophia, and your sister, Margaret must surrender yourselves. You will be stripped and you will be taken to the Pater's altar. He requires your Galamancan blood to seal the final pact of the Dread Court. Submit and Margaret will be allowed to live as a silent, sacred pet."

"No!" Margaret shrieked from beside Sophie, her fingers clutching Sophie’s arm. "Sophie, please! Don't let him take us! I’d rather die in the fire than go back to his box!"

"We aren't surrendering, Margaret," Sophie said, her voice dropping to a cold, flat promise.

The Baroness stepped forward, her velvet cloak snapping in the wind, her green eyes cold as flints. "To trust a corrupted knight and his mad priest is the height of foolishness, Sophia. Look at his armor. He has already been consumed. He would devour your flesh the moment the gates are open."

Suddenly, a panic-stricken shriek cut through the wind.

It was Sister Verna.

The hatchet-faced superior, whose mind had been fragile ever since Sophie had dominated her on the flagstones, had broken under the weight of the army’s proximity. The sight of the black banners and the swarm of flies had triggered a violent, fanatical terror in her soul.

"The judgment!" Verna shrieked, her tattered black habit swirling as she ran across the courtyard toward the sally port. "The Father has returned! We must submit! We must kneel before His Hand and beg forgiveness!"

"Verna, stop!" Anosha cried out, trying to grab her, but the superior was possessed by a manic strength.

Verna threw open the small, iron-shod sally port door and bolted out into the open courtyard, running directly toward the vanguard of the army. She fell to her knees in the dirt, her hands raised in a frantic prayer.

"Pater!" she wailed. "I am your servant! I have kept the novices pure! Save me!"

Sir Varlock didn't move. He didn't even tilt his head to acknowledge her.

"The Hunger does not recognize servants of Mardoch, Sister," Varlock growled. "Renounce your false god. Pledge yourself to your knew master. Beg for mercy. Perhaps the Hunger will find you worth to serve. Or perhaps you will only be worthy as meat.”

From the shadows of the pale humanoid ranks emerged several dog-sized multi-legged monstrosities. The creatures, shaped like giant, skeletal spiders with almost human faces scuttled forward with impossible speed. They pounced on the kneeling sister superior before she could even shriek a second prayer.

Their long, jagged claws and fanged human mouths tore into her flesh with grotesque ripping sounds. Sister Verna was brutally ripped to pieces before the eyes of the defenders, her black habit shredded, her red blood spraying across the gray stones of the road. Within seconds, she was nothing but a smear of red and bloody bones being gnawed by the hideous creatures.

The novices shrieked, hiding their faces in their hands, their bodies trembling with terror.

Sophie’s jaw tightened, the last trace of her hesitation evaporating. The sight of Verna's brutal end had sealed their decision. The time for negotiations was over.

She drew Temptress.

The silver blade of Galamanca ignited with a blinding aura of holy light, its curved edge fringed in a deep, vibrant violet flame that hummed defiantly. She raised the sword high, her spectral wings of violet energy spreading to their full width. The plague mist seemed to retreat a few paces from the walls of Castilla Lorica.

"You have your answer, Varlock!" Sophie roared, her voice echoing off the cliffs. "If Scibberas wants this castle... tell him he’ll have to build his altar out of the corpses of his monstrosities! And that includes you!”

She stood shoulder-to-shoulder on the battlements with her allies.

Beside her stood Margaret, her younger sister’s eyes no longer filled with fear, but with a quiet, matching resolve. They were joined by Baroness Delpaire, her hand clutched around a silver rapier, and Zymandus, his staff crackling with blue lightning. Tassos the minotaur climbed the ramparts and let out a deep, vibrating bellow that shook the tower, his horns lowering. Cornett V. Crème raised his crystal staff, his face serious for the first time.

Even the novices stood firm, though their eyes wire wide with fear. They held bows and swords and spears to repel an attack.

Behind these defenders, like a great statue of white marble atop the bailey, stood Evangelina, the colossal angel of Mardoch. Her golden claymore burning with a roaring sheet of holy flame and her white wings spread like those of an avenging angel.

They were a small, motley, but powerful force of dark and light, of steel and sorcery, of beasts and angels.

But as Sophie looked out at the massive, rotting horde that seemed to stretch endlessly down the cliffside road, she knew that Castilla Lorica’s walls would not be enough. To survive the coming war, they would need to call upon every ally they had made during her long, lust-cursed journey. No matter where she found them. No matter how she contacted them. And no matter what favors they asked in return.

The siege of Castilla Lorica was about to begin, and the Harlot Knight needed an army to meet an army.
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