

  

    
      
    

  




  ﻿MOONSLAVE


  by


  BRUCE McLACHLAN


  CHIMERA


  Moonslave first published in 2000 by Chimera Publishing Ltd


  PO Box


  Waterlooville


  Hants


  PO8 9FS


  Printed and bound in Great Britain by Omnia Books Ltd, Glasgow


  This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior written consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published, and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.


  The characters and situations in this book are entirely imaginary and bear no relation to any real person or actual happening Copyright © Bruce McLachlan


  The right of Bruce McLachlan to be identified as author of this book has been asserted in accordance with section 77 and 78 of the Copyrights Designs and Patents Act 1988


  




  Chapter One


  Chaotic gusts slammed themselves against Kira’s insensible skin, trying to dislodge her from her perch.


  The latex uniform denied any real feeling, almost rendering the strong winds undetected to the areas smothered by it. The cold did not matter to Kira though; all heat had vanished from her body when the Malefic Kiss had changed her forever.


  Crouching, the buckled straps that pinned her legs together and made her walk on her knees had been released, allowing her to scamper on all fours with greater speed.


  The stern leotard that compressed her body set loose her bare breasts, buckled straps at the base making them swell beneath her. The crotch strap rested against the firm contours of her steel chastity belt, the device keeping two mechanised dildos sheathed deep within her. The toys had shocked and pleasured her dozens of times, and her frustration at being teased and constantly denied was accentuated by the fact that she herself had asked to have it put back on.


  Her latex hood opened a slit for her mouth and a visor for her eyes, the mirrored panel protecting her from the torrents of dust in the air. Her ears flapped in the breeze, the pointed latex examples standing pert on her head, striving to fight off the winds.


  Nervously she started furling her fingers and toes against the fitted paws that trapped her extremities in stockings and gloves, the garments connected to her leotard by tight straps.


  It was strange to be in the open after all this time. The last occasion she had tasted the air of the surface world she had been a fledgling vampire, staggering through the darkness, wracked by pain and thirst, ignorant of what she was, confused, hunted, desperate.


  The world seemed so much different now, a place to which she was immune, its hostility kept from her by the cruel deity standing beside her.


  Her owner was beside her on the edge of the roof, holding the leash affixed to Kira’s collar, displaying her complete control of her trained pet. Tall and defiant of the elements as they pounded against her shapely form she watched the street below, her angular features saturnine, her eyes intense in their search. Her short blonde tresses were pinned beneath the unmarked peaked cap, the rest of her attire also following this precedent to imitate a police uniform.


  A crisp dark blue shirt, its short sleeves rippling against her strong limbs bore a matching tie that flapped freely in the breeze, her breasts pushing against the tight garment. Her hands were fists within leather gloves and she patted one against her side in anxious anticipation, the only display of emotion she currently offered to the outside world.


  Kira’s hungry eyes panned down the short latex skirt gripping her owner’s body and for her own gratification she lingered down the burnished rubber stockings that revealed her contours before vanishing into knee high leather boots. Perched atop them, she seemed even more powerful because of this authoritarian influence to her attire.


  How she adored this woman, the seneschal of the world below the city, who ruled it in the name of its undisputed and sublime queen. It was so comforting to be owned, to be treated to constant attention, be it painful or pleasurable, protected and soothed by her enslavement.


  Looking to the sky, she watched the clouds as they stampeded from horizon to horizon, driven by the thrashing gale. The moon and stars were hidden by the unbroken sheet, depriving her of her first glimpse of the night sky since she had surrendered herself to the ownership of others.


  The city itself was quiet, the extreme lateness of the hour having taken even the most stalwart revellers to their beds. In a short time, with the approach of dawn, life would start to return. It was as though the sun itself was the power that fuelled the actions of mortals, and once it had fled the sky they operated on the benefits of enthusiasm, drink, or drugs to steal more energy lest they collapse into slumber.


  The street below was totally deserted but for litter, the meandering canyons of the roads funnelling the winds, twisting them, creating savage eddies.


  The old buildings were ramshackle and seemed to lean on each other for support, unable to stand by themselves any longer. The ground floors were businesses, their neon arrays spilling proud slogans and emblems into the darkness. Above them all was fortified, every breech in the smog-stained brickwork fitted with bars, mesh, barbed wire, or simply boarded shut.


  A clue of movement across the street on another roof drew Kira’s eyes into the depths of the shadows. A massive fur-covered form moved from a well of darkness into regions of greater shadow, losing its monstrous shape amidst the pipes and vents of the roof.


  Kira squinted, trying to find him, recognising the form as Thanos. The lupine was part of the mission, a vital part, for he alone stood any chance against their quarry.


  Her feelings for him were still muddled. The ferocious love they had made still gave her tingling shudders whenever she recalled it, and they were kindred creatures, but he was the pet of the queen and was utterly besotted with his owner. What sort of rival would she be for his affections when placed against their supreme and radiant goddess? And besides, as slaves, what chance had they to continue any relationship? They had been thrown together to entertain visiting dignitaries with their suffering and bliss. When would such a fortuitous set of circumstances bring this about again?


  ‘About time,’ muttered Cassandra, stepping back a little after spying the approach of their target.


  A haggard form strolled into the sporadic aura of the few functional streetlights down the road. Clad in battered clothing she was wrapped in multiple layers, cloaking herself against the chill, her long blonde hair tangled into misshapen tentacles.


  Her steps were shuffled, her back hunched; the feeling of despair was almost tangible around her, making pangs of pity enter Kira’s dead heart. Soon though, she would have such burdens removed.


  The woman slowed as she neared the unmarked door that was entry to her home and sniffed the air. For a moment she turned her head, looking across the street, smelling the wind, having clearly picked up a scent.


  ‘Scratch two ghouls,’ chuckled Cassandra to herself, commenting on the fact that the ambush had been detected.


  The woman stepped beside her door and reached out, bobbing a hand before the peephole and then jolting it back. Instantly the surface started to erupt outward, geysers of splinters punching through the surface as the wanton spray of silenced gunshots ate through the flimsy barrier. The car parked before the house sparked as holes were punished in its rusted paintwork, the side windows staving in with shattering crashes.


  As soon as she had ducked back the woman flung off her coats, her body unfolding from within itself. In a split second her sinewy frame had arisen four feet in height and donned a pelt of bristling pale fur. Armies of iron muscles rustled beneath the dense hide, her legs taking canine qualities as her snout elongated, spilling forth arsenals of lethal fangs. Dagger talons leapt from her huge hands, a ferocious red light flashing into life within her eyes as a burly form burst through the weakened structure of the door.


  Cradling a silenced AK-47, the assault rifle was aimed forward to continue the attack at closer range. The man was dressed in black overalls with a flak vest laid over them. His belt was equipped with a silver blade and spare magazines trying to prepare him for this most one-sided of conflicts. A ski mask hid his features, and leather gloves prevented the leaving of fingerprints.


  The moment his booted feet crunched into the debris the woman acted with a speed that reduced her to a smear of motion. Spinning forward a set of claws flashed out, gouging effortlessly through the armoured vest and the flesh beneath. His entire midsection spilled back, reduced to a smudge of gore that splashed back into the house. His torso somersaulted in the air and dropped with a moist squelch, his arms scrabbling in abject panic, his mouth stretched wide, his eyes bulging as his legs were slammed to the wall and toppled to the pavement.


  Reaching in the woman grabbed the second ghoul about the throat before his finger could even squeeze the trigger.


  With a wrench of her titanic muscles he was hauled from the narrow corridor and delivered face first into the side of the car. The metal door caved in with a metallic screech, letting the body hang half in and half out of the puncture, his head dribbling lines of red from his torn scalp and fractured skull.


  The woman turned to finish off the creature, stepping towards him, flexing her blood-drenched claws.


  As the sound of bones re-knitting and tissues rustling closed came from the stunned ghoul, there was a soft whistle of air as a massive form sped through it.


  Thanos kicked out before he landed, his clawed foot slamming into her back, sending her careering forward to slap violently against the car, denting the metal chassis.


  Landing gracefully his claws scraped against the concrete as he danced forward and repeated his attack, driving her against the vehicle again. With a ringing pound she struck the surface, forcing the car out into the road, its tyres squealing, the potency of the two beasts beyond equal.


  Jumping forward Thanos launched a punch into her flank, only to have his dazed opponent twist aside, letting the fist pierce the engine block, sinking in to the bicep.


  Continuing her twirl she span back, throwing a grievous backhand punch, gathering extra momentum for her attack, turning the dodge into a virulent assault.


  Caught off balance the extremity skimmed Thanos’s face with a bright crack, tearing him from the car and sending him skimming backwards on the preternatural impetus.


  With a splintering symphony his back drove through metal shutters and the glass panes beyond before he landed harshly on his shoulder blades. Rolling clumsily backwards the shop counter was demolished by his route and left him sprawled within its wreckage. The till landed heavily in his lap, making him croak with shock before he swatted it angrily aside.


  Kira winced at the sight, wondering if Thanos were seriously injured, her attention to the scene being diverted as a soft muffled thump, like a reversed cough, came from a rooftop opposite.


  A sickly cloud of green and black rolled down as a minute tornado that crackled with opaque lightning. The diminutive storm dissipated, fading to reveal through arising hints of clarity the figure within.


  She had seen the male before, on the first night of her recruitment. He had been standing in the throne room of the queen, studying her with intrigue. If she recalled correctly, the queen had called him Duke Khardekk.


  In his mid-twenties, his countenance was friendly, carefree, a marked contradiction to his icy stare. His loosed blue hair danced upon the wind, his pinstripe suit rippling against it, exposing the sparkling silver lining within.


  Taking the half-devoured cigarette from his lips he flicked it into the breeze and clapped his hands together in preparation.


  The wolfen female span and looked up, casting her gaze first to Kira and Cassandra, and then to the new arrival. Releasing a snarling roar, she vaulted the car and stormed towards the duke.


  With a savage smirk he frowned, drawing his concentration, focusing his strength and his will. Kira had thought him another vampire when she first met him, but now it seemed he was something far different.


  Locking his fingers into an occult configuration, the intricate knot of digits were swallowed by a welling opaque light, the jet halo devouring the light, paining the eyes to bear witness to it.


  The skies shivered, a restless and disturbed quiver running through the fabric of reality as its limits were tested. With a crackling boom a jagged arc of radiant white lanced from the heavens. The lightning strike connected with Corin, ripping into her sprinting form, hiding her amidst an eruption of dazzling sparks and light.


  The intensity momentarily dazzled Kira, making her blink and see nothing but the afterimage of the lightning, etched onto her vision. As it cleared she saw the woman on her knees, panting, her fur charred, smoke rising from her flesh as she shook with endurance.


  With a muttered growl she threw herself back to her feet and tried to continue, her steps weak, dropping from side to side, her awareness faltering from the extreme straits of the ordeal.


  The echo of the thunderclap still rolled upon the sky, powerful in their ears as all watched the duke produce a slender arcane blade. The small knife had a wavy edge, the flat surface flecked with small teeth, the hilt and guard shaped like extended claws, encrusted with dark gems and strange runes.


  Lifting the blade he extended his tongue and ran the edge down the centre, drawing blood. Adding three more slashes, he withdrew the organ. Closing his eyes with concentration, playful jolts of midnight power started to crackle across the expensive cut of his suit, jumping from limb to limb as his skin seemed to shiver. With a startled jolt he leant over, retching, his eyes flashing open and reduced to pulsing wells of darkness. His jaws strained impossibly wide, and a terrible gurgling choke poured free.


  His neck rippled with the passage of some internal trespasser, and from the presented rictus spewed a snaking tendril. The solid length spilled over his lips, rearing up, slithering against the roof, continuing to extract itself.


  More and more poured free, the amount produced impossible to fit within his structure. When the acute tail finally came free the writhing coils of squirming condensed shadow had to have been at least fifty feet in length.


  The duke licked his lips and straightened, leaving his creation to do its work. The beast spilled down the side of the building, rushing towards the staggering woman and throwing itself around her. She squealed in panic, slashing at the body of the conjuration, but where her claws ripped through it the sundered segments merely continued, each part of it filled with animation and purpose. Her arms were captured and drawn in, the coils surrounding her form, slowly cocooning her, their cumulative strength more than a match for her in her enfeebled condition.


  Howling in dismay she thrashed against them, her muscles flexing and straining with all their might. The cry was cut off as one end of the tendril plunged down her throat, making her eyes bulge in calamity, the addition of swift lengths about her snout, stopping her from biting it off. The creation began to feed her recycled air; air filled with soporific gases, and as the final coils gathered in and smothered her she was fully mummified, the bonds sealing together, leaving no portion of her visible.


  The massive form swayed like a tree in the wind, and then dropped, cracking the tarmac with her weight. She wriggled in her sheath for a few seconds and then went still, dispatched into coma by the duke’s sorcerous beast.


  




  Chapter Two


  Having loaded their captive in a van, the taskforce returned to the subterranean palace. The realm was hidden deep, engulfing a vast nuclear shelter and several forsaken constructions of antiquity, converting them, changing them into a vast labyrinth of pain and pleasure.


  Kira sighed as her straps were tightened back into place, lifting her calves and pressing them to her thighs, restoring her complete pet mode.


  The seneschal slapped Kira’s rump, the clap of leather to latex sending warm stinging feeling through the dense material.


  Tugging on her lead, she was set scampering beside her owner, the woman striding down the stone corridors of the upper palace, the other slaves bowing deeply as she passed them by. The activity had increased immensely since last she had travelled through the upper regions where guests and visitors of the queen’s will resided.


  The wide passage of the main corridor gave way to side routes, each first accessing a large and comfortably outfitted lounge, a crossroads that fed into interior passages where entrance to personal rooms was given.


  It was in these chambers that the bedrooms, the facilities, the playrooms and dungeons were located.


  Whole sets of these self-sufficient wings were devoted to one type of visitor. As well as their own serviles, each set of representatives had an army of royal slaves attending their desires. Servants of the queen ferried possessions and gifts, delivered furniture slaves, towed in harem slaves, transported and escorted with as spry a step as their various bondage uniforms permitted.


  Amidst the plethora of royal subjects the guests themselves were easily distinguished. As she was led through she spotted the locations devoted to the Japanese Clan. The oriental vampire warlords were regal and sombre as they moved through their lounge, pets at their feet, handmaidens trailing in their wake. The concubines held slaves in tow as well, and amidst their numbers she spotted one of the latex nuns that had tormented her on stage for the delectation of the group.


  Kira tried to focus on the woman, to see if she could spot what one of the six the woman was, but she was carried past the entrance before she could tell.


  The bustle of life was a contrast to the serene quiet she had seen earlier, and she could now see that such a time of docile tranquillity was merely the calm before this debauched storm.


  From her path she peeked into another lounge, this one laden with men and woman from what seemed to be all walks of life. Dressed immaculately, some wore suits or other business attire, and others were more in favour of ceremonial robes, the hems laced with strange runes.


  Others placed themselves clearly in the category of the dominant, adorning themselves with leather, latex and vinyl, but all of them without exception were visions of pulchritude. There was not a single blemish on their skin, no impairment to their features or their bodies. Yet it was a strange perfection, one that seemed somehow false.


  The skin seemed real enough, but it felt illusionary, as though it were not really part of them. There was something that just didn’t look natural, a niggling doubt Kira could not fully place but which would not depart.


  Amidst them she spotted Duke Khardekk, emphatically gesturing as he relayed the story of Corin’s capture to his fellows, his audience entranced by his words. It seemed little different to the scene of a country club or group of friends socialising.


  However, their personal slaves were far less mundane of visage. The men and women were moulded like clay by the hands and will of their owners. The same castes as existed in the palace were evident, but the imposition of a uniform upon the flesh of the slave had not been enough for their masters and mistresses.


  Kira looked with aghast and appalled fascination upon the sights. For a moment she had thought them adorned by flesh-coloured sculptures and additions to their uniform, but then, as though this misconception were brushed aside to let reality dawn, she noticed that the additions were organic. Those formed into pets had real tails, snouts, pricked ears and paws, their fingers retracted and formed into accurate representations of bestial extremities.


  Those charged with providing light were restrained stems, their bodies squeezed into a rigid stance, their skin merged to deny them limbs as the skin of their bald heads released a soft phosphorus radiance. With the very structure of their cells reconfigured to create light, they simply stood and shuddered on occasion, the process of such generation not being a completely painless one.


  The furniture slaves were rigid and inflexible, their uniforms aided by the manipulation of their very structure to hold them still and help serve their singular purpose.


  A coat stand had fingers emerging from every area of her torso, and she held them crooked to serve her purpose more effectively. The tables had been merged with chitinous shells, making their backs smooth and flat so as to accept more burdens. Those serving as seat or footstool had their arms and legs fused to their sides, depriving them of any other lot, their mouths sealed over into a sheet of unblemished flesh. A woman shoe cleaner had been treated to similar melding, and her long and prehensile tongue spilled from her lips as she crawled to and fro, the yard long stalk able to dedicate to this task with great efficiency.


  The source of such terrible mutilation was immediately apparent, for the men and women holding court in the lounge made constant displays of their power.


  Crackling flashes of black energy, tainted by putrid greens, grim blues, ghastly reds and rancid yellows were often set lose, the shamanic followers of the Wyrm using their sorcerous abilities for even the most trivial things.


  In the moments she grasped while passing this sight she caught sight of slaves being transformed. The hands of owners merely took hold of the limb and guided their arcane will into it, making the meat and skin dance to their hermetic tune and reform as they desired. The effects were also being reversed, changing slaves into and out of various castes, releasing them to serve more effectively in a fully human capacity.


  Removed from their presence, Kira had a horrible sense of apprehension about ever surrendering to one of these wizards. To be transformed and twisted at their mere glance and touch? It was a tantalising thought, but one that also disturbed her greatly. It was such an alien power to her, something so strange and unknown that it caused an instinctive and consuming dread.


  A tug to the lead overwhelmed her loitering intent and Kira continued her walk, passing by the last of the inhabited wings before she reached the access hall of the throne room and the private regions of the palace.


  These were by far the most intimidating of the guests; the lupine followers of the Wyrm. Black of fur they reclined in their full wolfen forms, as mountains of lethal muscle, claw and fang, their eyes burning with incarnadine auras.


  Royal slaves tended their needs, intrigued and frightened by the monstrous beasts before them. The strength and pernicious qualities of the lupine were well known to all vampires; it was what made them the most deadly of archenemies, and was the reason for the nervousness of the slaves.


  From her lessons of initiation she knew that these beasts followed the dark and corrupted power called the Wyrm, fighting against the purity of the earth that other lupines defended and called Gaia. The vampire was as much a felon against the Wyrm with its abstaining from the laws of nature as it was to Gaia, just as these beasts were enemies of the witches and warlocks from the previous wing. The dark shaman stole and manipulated the power of their chosen force, enraging the lupines who were fed it to permit their radical changes and who defended their deity with fervour.


  Yet all who had come here were guests of the queen and were held in peace by a devotion to debauchery.


  Where ordinary versions of their kind would fall on each other with fangs, claws and charms, here, in the hallowed halls of the queen, these decadent sects and tribes had found an uneasy peace and common ground.


  Already in the waiting room certain guests contemplated their chance at an audience with her majesty, monitored by grim-faced vampire guards. The goliath sentinels were placed strategically about the room, their weapons ready, their eyes hidden behind dark goggles, making it clear that peace was the only option here.


  Kira had not seen them in this area before, but with so many feudal groups abroad it was obvious that precautions had been taken to ensure all knew who ruled here. Some of those waiting were people from the ranks of the guests, others were vampire lords or ghoul messengers from the rest of the world, stationed in private quarters as they awaited the completion of their business.


  Many were uneasy at the sight of the carnal slavery about them, the vampires rigid and aloof, disdainful of such prurience. They were here to see the queen on matters of business and finance, questions of power and territory. Controlling the city had set her tendrils of influence throughout the globe, her power vast, her claws delving deep into multinational corporations, banks, businesses, politics, the stock exchanges, even the military, law enforcement and organised crime. With such might at her disposal, other vampire houses that required assistance or her permission to undertake their schemes readily made the long journey to seek audience with her or her advisors.


  The elevator arrived, the massive doors opening and letting three men step out and march gruffly away from the trio of guards stationed within. Kira’s jaw dropped at the sight of them. She knew their faces, she knew them as high level politicians from aboard, people she had seen on television dozens of times speaking out against their various targeted problems and causes. The notion of some supernatural force holding the reigns of power in every quarter had seemed a little incredulous, but now this sight had confirmed it. In fact, it made sense.


  Who would not be swayed when offered immortality, strength and immunity to disease and harm, the power of backing from these creatures, and the possibility of being made a full vampire once they proved themselves worthy? Some mortals could be gained for far less of course, simply for money. If any suffered from incurable illness or ailment the blood would be their cure, and wavering fealty would result in deprivation and swift ageing and death. It was a state of affairs so perfect it would be easy to leave it undetected, for only through betrayal would it come to light, and who would risk such a foolish gamble with the high level stakes that were involved?


  The lift doors hummed and swung back into place, beginning their descent and carrying them to the centre of the queen’s power.


  Kira was led to the side and into the obscure regions hidden behind the pillars. They did not emerge into the vast cathedral of the hall; instead they proceeded directly into the side passage that accessed the private regions where only the denizens of the palace might go.


  Guards were stationed throughout the throne room, and another three manned every access point to the rest of the palace. These soldiers of the queen’s military were more heavily armed. They cradled automatic shotguns or assault rifles in readiness, each of the weapons fitted with laser scope, silver bayonet, and doubtlessly with silver ammunition as well. Of course, they were still armed with the additional arsenal of sub-machine gun, pistol, silver knives and sabres, plus a set of composite plastic stakes, all of it making them formidable indeed.


  The warriors kept wary eyes to the new arrivals, their paranoia rampant with so many possible assassins abroad.


  Taken into the soft carpeted tunnels, Kira was escorted deep into the winding maze and to a slim passage with two guards stationed at the end, a heavy armoured door drawn aside by straining hydraulics to reveal the cell of the lupine.


  The woman was awake, in human form and petrified, struggling vainly against her bonds. She was disturbed and repelled by her appearance. Not because she was naked, for such a state did not really trouble the wild tribes; instead, she was disturbed by the additions of latex garments to her. It was as though such fetish materials were deeply associated with perversity and decadence, aspects she reviled, and to be adorned with them somehow corrupted her.


  A latex girdle threw thin straps over her shoulders and compressed her admirable breasts, the garment squeezing as it flowed over her strong contours and unleashed suspenders that grabbed her rubber stockings. Opera gloves spiralled up her arms, and one of the segmented collars encircled her throat.


  Since her capture she had been washed and shaved, her pudenda now bald and the tangled knots of her unruly hair defeated by their removal, her hair now cut into a brief bob.


  The room was small and dark, apparently without any features save the primary core to its purpose. A padded reclining plate supported her back and her head. She was stopped from slipping down by the two long arms of steel that reached from the sturdy base of the chair, rising up above her and holding two dense shackles. Her arms reached out and up, stretched taut to enter the unforgiving limbs of the furniture, pinning her down.


  Another set of such restraints extended downwards, snagging her ankles within fetters, splaying her legs wide, exposing her nude sex and rear, leaving her open and accessible, a state that was obviously making her mad with anxiety.


  A spotlight directly over her released a cone of dazzling white that revealed her as the star attraction of the room, rendering all that lay without the powerful beam dark and obscure to the woman within.


  As they came in and she beheld the seneschal and her pet, and more importantly, the open door, her face rippled with strain as she forced her change. Her skin quaked with the internal release of force, her flesh answering the call of metamorphosis as the power of Gaia started to flow through her. Suddenly the collar decided that it was being stretched enough, and applied its charged discipline to her.


  The crackling growl of the device dragged a startled cry from her lips and as she forced herself onwards the intensity started to grow with it. Finally she gave up, the searing abuse of the collar making her release the reigns of her willpower. With the influx of power cut her body shuddered and folded back into itself, restoring her ordinary mortal appearance.


  ‘Undead filth!’ she wailed, tears of frustration in her eyes. Let me go!’


  The door whirred shut and set its dense locks in place, giving them privacy and depriving Corin of any true means of escape. Her ordinary physique was far too feeble to break down such a barrier, even if first she could somehow break get of the engine of restraint to which she was served.


  ‘Such words of protest from a naughty pet,’ purred the seneschal, strolling past the woman, running a hand up her body, the latex squeaking against her leather gloves, her skin smooth to the touch, moist with sweat from her struggle to break free.


  ‘Please, please let me go,’ she whimpered, her outrage dropping into imploring. It was clear that her sanity was being grievously taxed. She had lived a life of unending strain and oppression since coming to the city, and where a few years ago she would have died rather than speak to a vampire, now she was a meek and harried shadow of her former self.


  ‘I’m afraid that’s not possible,’ mocked the seneschal, obviously taking great relish in seeing this exquisite and deadly female grovelling for her freedom, helpless and bound under her gaze. ‘We have decided to give you a gift, and what sort of hosts would we be if we deprived you of such a wondrous present.’


  ‘I don’t want it, I just want to leave,’ Corin began, her words humble before she thrashed against her bonds and continued with outrage. ‘Let me go!’


  The seneschal went to the wall and turned a section of it, revealing a small and dark cupboard from which she removed a stern gag. She walked back to the trapped female, who struggled and battled to get away, throwing her face away from the seneschal in a bid to avoid being muted.


  The vampiress grabbed her chin and drew it back, overcoming her strength. In full form the lupine was infinitely stronger, but trapped in this current façade she was just very strong for a mortal, and nothing compared to the ancient developed might of the vampiress.


  Gurgling, she fought as her jaws were opened and the inflatable gag threaded in. Applying the buckled straps under her chin and around her head, an inverted Y ran the sides of her nose, joined and then wandered over her head to connect to the back strap. Tightening it to a firm fit, the seneschal set the locks in place and started to screw the inflator bulb onto the bobbing nozzle.


  Kira watched with fascinated eyes as the woman struggled, her eyes bulging as she retched in convulsions from the feel of the swelling orb in her mouth. Kira knew from personal experience what was happening, and drew forth such recall as she watched, wishing she could reach to her submerged sex and stroke herself as she watched, the arousal of such gagging being a fond memory. Her tongue would be slapping against the rubber tang, trying to fight it before being remorselessly crushed into the bottom of her mouth, the tip extending to the back of her throat, her jaws being stretched until they ached. Just recalling the feeling of being deprived of speech, of the dull thumping ache in the corners of her mouth, the feel of saliva flooding in her mouth, swallowing almost being impossible, it had Kira yearning to replace the woman.


  But she to had once been akin to this captive, afraid of the unknown, of surrendering to the licentious appetites of vice. She had learned differently since, and so too would the lupine.


  Removing the inflator the seneschal ran a finger along the tight straps, tracing their configuration and ignoring the tear-filled eyes of the woman. ‘You have been sacrificing yourself for a long time now, Corin,’ she stated. ‘It’s time you were relinquished of such nonsense.


  Give yourself over to us and we’ll give you pleasures you’ve never even dreamed of.’


  Corin’s rampant battle to get free was the answer, muted bellows seeping through the intruding gag.


  ‘It’s inevitable, Corin,’ reported the seneschal, moving to the cupboard once more, removing a single bag of blood. ‘We are going to break you. You will be trained to be obedient, faithful and appreciative of your slavery.


  Have no doubts that we will achieve this; it is only a matter of time. We’ve done it thousands of times and have never failed once. So you had best resign yourself to such a fate, it will be easier that way.’ She held up the bag. ‘This is the essence of a vampire. I am going to feed it to you and taint that precious flesh of yours. I am going to turn you into a ghoul, Corin. Once this is done, you can never go back. Your tribe will see the taint upon you, will think you no more than one of us, and will kill or exile you. This is your home now, and we are your people, Corin,’ confessed the seneschal, removing the long tube and putting it to a socket on the front of the gag plate.


  The self-sealing aperture swallowed the thin tube, and as the seneschal started to feed more of it in the pipe migrated around the bloated rubber balloon and started to glide down Corin’s throat. The woman moaned and struggled, beset by the horror of what was happening to her, knowing that if she let herself be fed this undead vitality her life as she knew it would be over.


  It was arousing for Kira to watch her buck and squirm, just as she herself had done in times past. But it was a valuable ordeal, one that would sever her ties to her former life and help dedicate her to her own fulfilment as a slave to the queen.


  Lifting the bag the seneschal turned a valve and watched Corin’s mortified look as the line of crimson started to dribble down towards her gag. Muted screeches of denial were spilling from the implement as the red trickle reached the faceplate. Her hands were straining down, her fingers wriggling like worms as they sought to reach it and yank the pipe out, and when she felt the cool power of the blood enter her stomach she broke in paroxysms of torment. The feel of the dark life infecting her, sending its power through her form, changing her, throwing off the claws of time with a rude shove, confirmed without doubt that she had been despoiled.


  The woman sagged, defeated, sobbing uncontrollably at this crime committed upon her.


  ‘There, it’s okay, slave, someone will remove this later,’ purred the seneschal with a soothing tone, stroking the damp blonde hair of the woman as she wept freely. ‘But for now we’re going to leave you to think awhile. Before we go however, we’re going to set you up with a little toy or two, to help influence you in your deliberations,’ stated the seneschal with a wicked smile, and drew Kira in by her leash before leading her around and between the woman’s splayed legs.


  ‘Slave, lubricate the new recruit with your tongue,’ she commanded, drawing Kira in with the chain links, pressing her face to the naked sex of the lupine.


  Without further need of command Kira buried her lips to those of the woman, letting her tongue spill through and taste deeply of the lupine. Savouring the tang of the woman she began to lap at her warm clitoris, bringing both protests and shudders of delight from her partner.


  The woman was outraged that another woman, especially a vampire, was having her thus, but the pleasure of it was a heavy weight against fully reviling it.


  Kira teased her with skill, suckling and nipping, using all the tricks she recalled the queen having used on her when she was still mortal, and such tactics gained superlative results.


  Changing briefly to the rear of the woman Kira let her tongue trail through the shaven valley, kissing the puckered opening as it clenched and fought her passage.


  With a forceful plunge Kira opened the sphincter and stole her entry, causing the prisoner to quiver, plagued by the strange sensation, unsure of how to respond to it.


  After driving in and fulfilling her task there, Kira left this opening and returned to the cunnilingus, offering as much compensation to the woman as she could. She was suffering in her capture, but she could at least taste some pleasures before her training continued. Kira revelled in the feel of the hot-blooded female on her cold organ, spreading heat through her mouth as she worked.


  Opening another section of wall the seneschal brought out a metal frame. The apparatus connected between the leg struts, slotting into a locking slot and reaching below Corin’s suspended hindquarters. ‘That will do, slave,’ stated Kira’s owner, pushing her away to make room for the new array.


  Two adjustable poles presented strange metal plugs on their tips, and by moving these into position the articulated arms were able to thrust their polished silver rods into moist openings, sheathing as deep as they could.


  The metal had been deliberately allowed to stay cold, the shock of its intrusion testing whether or not she could get free of them as she jolted and tried to get away.


  Tightening the joints, and satisfied that they were immobile, the seneschal locked them down and continued with her work. A generator box was lifted from the storage compartment, a thick cable being dropped behind it as it was brought over and set in an awaiting cradle.


  The dense coil fed into the machine and then, via another set, accessed the plugs when the seneschal slotted the sockets into the fixtures at their base.


  Kneeling before the generator she started to turn the various dials, establishing certain settings as she addressed her prisoner. ‘Have you ever experienced electrics?’ she asked, making the woman stiffen in horror at the word, believing her loins about to be abused by the most diabolic assault. ‘Most people think of torture when they think of electrics. But that is only the most crude and barbaric of uses. Through certain signals and frequencies we can stimulate your nerves, flex and control your muscles. Like this…’ she stated, and flicked a switch.


  The machine gave a sibilant hum and started to apply voltage nips to the woman’s tracts, and instead of a howling wail of agony she snorted and gasped, her head lolling back, her eyes glazing over as her belly spasmed with the pleasure.


  ‘More intense than any vibrator, any tongue or any penis you can imagine once we find the settings that are just right for you,’ the seneschal smiled, flicking a setting over to something new, and extending her grin as Corin danced even more fervently.


  The seneschal knew her subject well, and was quickly developing the most intense modes for the woman, keeping them slow so that she was kept locked in ecstasy but unable to build towards a climactic finish.


  Kira licked her lips, the taste of the woman still strong across her palate. It was a glorious torment, one that Kira could well foresee shattering the woman within surprisingly little time.


  ‘But this is nothing compared to what you could acquire once you have been properly trained, little Corin,’ she stated, continuing her work, developing the modes of control based on her expert knowledge of a slave’s responses. ‘This palace will show you things never before experienced by mortal flesh, release from all burdens save the weight of your own desire. But you will learn that first hand soon enough. You see, I am just here to prepare you a little, to see to your comfort before your training begins in earnest.’


  Kira was currently just being aroused by her slavery and punishment, watching others and unable to feel such things because of her chastity belt. But she to had been teased by its vibrations and deserted at the brink of release, the frustrations making her insane with hunger.


  This manufactured havoc on Corin seemed much worse, and she could foresee the woman being swiftly rendered compliant by such insidious methods.


  ‘Her majesty is currently handling affairs of state, but once she is finished she’ll be coming to start your training, slave,’ she whispered softly, employing a threatening gravity. ‘She is far more cruel and dedicated than anything you have faced before. She’ll break you, slave, and she’ll do it with such delicious torture. You’ll want to die, but there’s no hope of that with her. Your only option is to surrender quickly, dedicate yourself to being obedient to her, and not only that, but enjoying it as well. Because if you don’t… oh, you’ll regret it, slave.’


  Kira knew why she was saying such things, it was to have the lupine scared, and have her dedicated to giving in as quickly as possible. The seneschal was playing her old game of spoiling the slave the queen had taken an interest in. By having Corin enter complete submissive obedience quickly because of some fear of lethal torture, then the queen’s interest would fade and leave Cassandra to have the imperious overlord of this realm all to herself again.


  The woman would not question the bluff, and would fear the consequences too much not to do as the seneschal said. It was a clever ploy, and in the long run it would be better for Corin, too.


  But first, she had enough to contend with. To be offered such exquisite bliss and deprived of the final reward was more diabolic than Kira’s own frustrating training, and Kira both envied and pitied the poor slave.


  ‘Now, I shall be leaving you here, so think well on your fate, slave. Pain or pleasure, the choice is yours,’ she stated, and taking Kira by the lead, she pulled her from the sight and out of the room.


  The last thing Kira saw was the woman shuddering in her bonds, squirming as she was beset by the thrusting devotions of the plugs as they controlled her, manipulating her flesh to keep her filled with a storm of rhapsody.


  The curtain of steel that was the door closed and locked, leaving Corin to her lonely ordeal.


  Taken back down the passages, Kira was led like a faithful hound to the personal quarters of the seneschal.


  The woman’s mood was grim, her temper dark. The sight of Corin, straining in bondage, proud and defiant yet filled with sorrow, was something she knew would tantalise the queen, and the fact that another slave had stolen the regal vampiress from her again was making the seneschal livid.


  Kira wished she could soothe her, to try and take her mind off such things, for it disturbed her to see her beloved owner wracked by such turmoil. But what could she do? She was a pet, and would be tormented for speaking, abused for acting without permission. She could only watch and hope.


  Entering the lounge the woman closed the door and sighed with exasperation before walking to the kitchen.


  Throwing open the door to the refrigerator she looked over the selected bags of vitality on offer.


  Reaching down she started to fish through the depths, muttering incompressible words under her breath, her rage intense and consuming. As she leant over the short skirt stretched across her rear, lifting its hem, granting Kira the subtlest wink of her shaven sex. The stockings reached almost to it, the rubber tight around her thighs.


  Against all reason, burning from her own frustrations of denial and seeing her owner so upset, she shifted forward and nuzzled between the thighs, flipping her tongue forward and straight onto the woman’s clitoris.


  The woman straightened with a scowl that faltered and faded as Kira started to diligently tickle the tender morsel.


  Her hands clamped to the sides of the fridge, squeezing the bag she had selected. The seneschal’s legs shuddered beneath her as Kira delved deeper, using every strategy she could, everything the queen had taught her and what she had seen work so well on Corin.


  ‘Oooh, bad pup,’ the seneschal murmured, her fury evaporating.


  Kira kept her eyes wide, intending not to miss any of this close examination of the owner she so adored but who had only ever despised her as another rival for the queen’s attention.


  ‘ Bad pup, ooh so naughty,’ she groaned, her head lolling back, her mouth dropping open as she sighed and clenched more forcefully to the metal fridge, making it shiver and start to dent inward with the pressure of her inhuman strength.


  The taste of the seneschal was like nectar, and Kira let the flavour wash through her. It was the feeling of servicing the person she adored so much, a person of power and cruelty who had presented her to the most rigorous ordeals, who had set her in this uniform and kept her as a lowly beast. Obsession seemed somehow inadequate to describe her feelings towards the sublime female; it went beyond that.


  ‘Yes, oh yes, that’s it, pup,’ she purred, feeling Kira give a few playful nips before returning to a steady flitting kiss. ‘Such a skilful tongue,’ she said through clenched teeth. ‘I hadn’t realised you were so well educated, my little pet.’


  A gloved hand reached across Kira’s head, holding it, keeping Kira straining forward into the humid zone under the skirt, kissing and licking, the woman wet with desire.


  The sight of the seneschal, arched back, her shirt tight across her, her rear hovering before Kira’s eyes, wreathed in latex, the smell of it as strong as the scent of her sex, it was the most intoxicating thing Kira had ever seen.


  Such an angelic vision drove her on to new heights of achievement in her cunnilingus, making the seneschal shake and moan with pleasure.


  ‘Slaves!’ the woman roared, her words making Kira flinch with their urgent severity, and a moment later a pair of maids burst through the door, still carrying their cleaning brushes and brooms. Both were sealed within a comprehensive catsuit that hid hands, heeled feet and head. Apertures for their mouths were loaded with ball gags, their visors were mirrored, and small white aprons encircled their rubber corseted waists. Unable to affirm their subservience with words they dropped to their knees before her, their hidden eyes no doubt wide at the shocking sight of the puppy attending their owner.


  ‘Get this slave out of that uniform!’ she barked, making them scuttle forward and start to remove the latex bonds from Kira’s form.


  Continuing her attentions, she kept her act unbroken, afraid that if she stopped the woman would change her mind and re-condemn her, and add numerous other punishments for her snatching of such liberties. She had not cared what the seneschal might do to her when she first reached in to try and appease her, but now Kira had been taken aback by the woman’s response and she saw a way out for herself where previously there had been none.


  This could be a turning point in her slavery, an elevation to a new and more fulfilling caste, maybe even the removal of the chastity belt. The very thought of such freedom had her fixating her every thought on how to please the seneschal, the light at the end of the tunnel reaching her gaze, which until now had been firmly lost within the gloom of embittered slavery.


  The gloves and stockings were dragged free, her flesh sighing with relief at finally being set loose of the stifling layers. If she had been mortal, or even a ghoul, she would probably be a mass of pruned flesh by now, soaked with sweat.


  The leotard opened up and she was forced to break contact to allow it to be removed. The leash was unclipped and the hood and tight garment slipped from her body.


  ‘Wait,’ snapped the seneschal, putting her hand to Kira’s forehead, stopping her from returning to continue.


  A pang of concern swept through the slave, worried that she had broken the mood and was now going to be chastised for it.


  The seneschal snatched the leash from a maid and clapped it back into place on Kira’s bared collar. With a yank she pulled, making the edges sting Kira’s throat and bring her back to her feet.


  The seneschal looked deep into Kira’s eyes, trying to read whether her slave was genuine in this matter or not, wondering if it was just a ploy to exploit and appease her owner. The only thing on Kira’s mind was adoration of her tyrant, and she hoped that this was all the woman beheld. This seneschal was centuries old, she could see truth in the minutiae of others, things even the most practised mortal liar could not hide.


  The seneschal reeled her in and embraced her, placing her lips to those of Kira, letting her tongue emerge and meet that of her slave. The exchange deepened and flared with new passion, the two letting their hands wander and explore the flesh of the other, groping so that they might know every detail of their partner as completely as they knew their own.


  Kira felt the gloved digits of the seneschal moving up and down her back, before cupping her buttocks, squeezing each cheek, then her breasts, appraising the sculptured physique of her property.


  Kira in turn let her hands wander. At first she was cautious and slow, unsure of whether she would be permitted to do this, her fingers brushing lightly against the tight latex skirt of the woman, feeling the impermeable polished sheet.


  A hand grabbed her wrist and steered it up to a breast, leaving it there, giving Kira permission to act. The stark shirt was not all she wore, and Kira could feel a gloss bra beneath the material, covering the delicious breasts she had worshipped from afar for so long, and had dreamed of touching like this.


  Once Kira had savoured the sensation long enough the seneschal grabbed the flaps of the shirt and yanked, sending buttons dancing across the tiled floor of the kitchen. Stripping it off she revealed her pale torso, the bra being one with buckled straps flinging over her shoulders, its plunging design revealing her breasts almost in their entirety along with her deep and glorious cleavage. A silver necklace bore a small key; her only jewellery save her perpetual collar.


  Tugging off her gloves she placed a hand into Kira’s hair, raising it to her crown and using it to pull her face into the offered valley. Nuzzling between the pale soft mounts, Kira kissed lovingly and smelt the subtle perfume of her skin.


  The necklace was ripped off and the key started to fumble at her belt, trying to seek the release slot. Kira sobbed with delight as she felt the locks spring open, casting the accursed device of sexual incarceration from her. The dildos slithered free with a clench and strain of her sphincters, and the rigid band clanged on the floor to be joined a moment later by the waistband.


  Thus Kira was left solely in her collar and set of cuffs, jewellery she was far less hateful of.


  The seneschal flung her cap aside, the whirling hat being caught by one of the maids, the two of them now kneeling to one side, watching with hunger as the affair continued to inflame upon itself.


  Slipping off her skirt, it fell about the seneschal’s ankles, and lifting one foot from it she used the other to throw it away, leaving her only in her stockings, collar, bra and tall boots.


  Dragging down with the leash she brought Kira back to her knees, her hands clasping the ankles of her owner’s leather boots as she looked up with awe into the face of her beautiful tyrant.


  Grabbing the back of a chair the seneschal pulled it out from the table and sat on it, splaying her legs and inviting Kira in.


  With an innocent smile Kira lowered and traced her fingers along the latex thighs, feeling the flesh tightly submerged beneath. Her face settled at the knee and licked along, the rubber spreading its spicy tang through her mouth as she painted a wet line before crossing onto skin. Slotting between the closing thighs, the woman grasped with the limbs, holding Kira tight between them.


  As Kira adored the woman with a playful tongue, one of the seneschal’s hands ran through Kira’s hair. The other reached beneath her bra and began to play her nipples, the gloss rippling with the play of digits beneath it. The seneschal’s head was drooped back, gasping as Kira continued to delve deep, using her tongue in imitation of a phallus before returning to flit and kiss, suckle and nip.


  ‘Give me that, slave!’ she ordered, pointing to one of the maids, and then to the dropped bag of vitality. The maid shuffled forward, her body shaking with desire, the erotic display driving her mad with need as she handed over the store. Opening the nozzle the seneschal leant back and tipped it, squeezing it gently to let a thin trickle emerge onto her cleavage. The dark lines of stolen life started to wind down her skin, following the gradient towards her loins, Kira’s eyes wide at the sight heading down towards her.


  The thin rivers connected and started to gather speed as more was dribbled onto her. The lines cleared her navel, forming a small pool there before travelling on to Kira’s lips, a lethargic waterfall of pilfered life.


  The taste of mortal essence was amazing, sending a jarring throe of power through Kira’s body. She moaned in her own relish, making the seneschal air choking gasps as her tongue found new enthusiasm from the sudden influx of force.


  The cocktail of the seneschal’s damp sex and the feed of vitality had Kira lapping up the slow flow, stealing everything the seneschal bestowed her. Rising, Kira started to devour the rest of the trail, following the proffered path up towards the woman’s breasts, her hands dropping to replace her tongue’s work.


  Her fingertips circled upon the stiff nugget of flesh, the other hand stroking moist labia, tickling and teasing with glee, the hands possessed of their own automatic skill, almost moving without her influence or will.


  The seneschal pulled down the cups of her bra, using the furled material to lift the assets for easier attention.


  Kira accepted them immediately, letting the tip of her tongue brush each point, her set of four fangs exposed, the glow of her fiercely raging eyes setting their aura onto the seneschal’s pale flesh.


  ‘Ah, my sweet brood,’ marvelled the seneschal upon witnessing the credentials of Kira’s status.


  With a grin Kira began moving in and swallowing up the whole summit, treating each in turn. The feel of them growing harder against her suckling attention was glorious, the taste of raw life seeping into her body adding a wonderful spice to the deed.


  The leather and latex coated legs of the seneschal locked about Kira’s back, holding her tight, keeping her in place as she dedicated herself to the pleasure of the seneschal. The weeping bag was lifted higher, letting a few drops spatter her neck and tight collar before the seneschal held it over her own lips, drinking deep of the contents, and when a flickering orgasm bored through her she started to quaff, crushing the bag in a fist, causing it to leak beyond her capacity to drink of its contents.


  Streams of red ran down her cheeks and throat, drawing Kira’s hunger, a lure she could not resist, the molten ruby streams sparkling, entrancing her, seizing control of her by her eternal thirst.


  Rising, the latex thighs slipped against her, making her shiver before she let her tongue roll up her owner’s throat, across the defined cheeks of the seneschal to her lips.


  A lapping attention stole more of the spilt life, the woman also licking her soaked lips before their tongues brushed and chose to return to their intricate dance.


  Kira’s hands took hold of the offered breasts, her thumb circling the teats, playing them as her fingers absorbed the feel of the soft skin.


  The seneschal reached up under her slave, dropping the drained bag, the lingering dregs more than enough to occupy them for now. The freed hands gathered beneath and skipped across Kira’s breasts, causing her to gasp at the tenderness before the woman began to apply more substantial caresses.


  The legs unfolded from her back, and the seneschal dropped aside, sprawling onto the floor, dragging Kira with her, restoring the same position on the new territory of the tiles.


  On her knees, Kira was leant over the woman she loved, kissing her wildly, her hands helping themselves to the arrays of breast, obsessed with their feel.


  The seneschal returned the tease of nipples, and lifted a leg between Kira’s. Putting the knee to her own ribs she then reached down again, letting her booted shin slither between Kira’s parted legs. The feel of the polished hide riding through her sex, slithering with her ample lubrication had Kira throw her head up and cry out, the shocking detonation of long denied pleasure crippling her for a moment with its intensity.


  ‘Yes, slave, that’s it, let it out,’ crooned the woman as the shin started to ride back and forth, buffeting her clitoris, making Kira sob and fight to stay still, the pleasure almost too much to take.


  To be handled by such a goddess, one for whom Kira’s most fervid and generous fantasies never permitted her to surpass merely licking her boots, was a treasure beyond all others. Kira felt as though she should be expecting to wake up at any moment, to snap out of this impossibly grand dream.


  With a sudden pull and push of limbs the seneschal rolled, reversing their positions. Hands grabbed her wrists and pinned them down, the woman holding Kira against the tiles, her eyes full of desire.


  Kira gave little struggles to prove her helplessness and then arched her spine, her mouth open with a silent wail as a latex-sheathed thigh slid between her legs and started to shift with small piston moves, stroking her with its cool surfaces.


  ‘Oh seneschal!’ she wept, trying to lift her arms, giving a deliberately lost fight against her owner’s grapple.


  ‘You want me, slave?’ whispered the woman, lowering her head slightly. Regarding Kira from under a furrowed brow, the seneschal licked her lips like some ravenous predator awaiting permission to begin the devouring of its prey after a prolonged hunt.


  ‘Please, seneschal, I love you, I want you more than anything,’ Kira whimpered, her words full of beseeching, desperate to be believed, the stroking of her sex by the smooth latex a truth agent she could not resist.


  ‘You want to be mine forever?’ she uttered, pressing more sternly and then returning to the gentlest tickle of her loins. ‘You want to grovel at my heels, beg for the slightest touch of my flesh?’


  ‘Yes!’ she howled with urgency. ‘Yes, make me yours!


  I’ll do anything you want, seneschal!’ There was a flash of fangs and needle teeth broke the skin of her neck.


  Kira screamed in ecstasy, the delight of being so mercilessly penetrated, of having her vitality stolen by her owner, of having her most beloved seneschal stealing her strength with a piercing kiss.


  Taking a swift draught of Kira’s essence, the woman broke away and seemed to recoil, shaking, overwhelmed by sudden intense spasms as she continued to hold the panting donor down.


  ‘Oh, it’s… it’s…’ she began, the words slipping over her quivering lips before she flung herself into an animal howl, casting her head up, her jaws stretched wide, a shriek of utmost bliss spilling from her throat, shaking the air. The effects of Kira’s blood were so powerful that it had almost overcome her with the sheer savagery of the energy sent though her body. By draining Kira’s life she had unwittingly accessed a soul reborn with kinship to the most primal vampires, the lords of their kind, those arcane beings first tainted by the curse in its most virulent form.


  The woman went slack upon her for a moment, shaking, almost seeming on the verge of overdose. Then, slinking back, she pulled herself away, kissing down Kira’s front, the brush of her lips a glorious feeling, the wound on Kira’s neck already sealing itself.


  Kira’s eyes fluttered closed as she felt the seneschal slip between her legs, pushing the naked thighs further apart and nestling within. The woman’s tongue was slender and pointed, dextrous and educated through centuries of long service to the queen.


  The warm flashes were astounding, causing Kira to throw her arms out and scratch at the tiles, her legs stiff, her stomach muscles jolting to attention, making her buck under the delving tongue. In the corners of her eyes she could see the maids, their tensed forms ferocious with appetite, hungering to do something other than sit in the malediction of chastity and observe such a debauched display of indulgence. Kira did not need to see their camouflaged eyes to tell that they were wide, tear filled, with the pupils like wells of darkness as they fixed to the sight before them.


  The seneschal arose, licking her lips, lifting a breast and serving it to Kira’s wanton sex. The nipple slipped through her labia, the hard teat gliding along as a prow, and after skipping off her raised clitoris the seneschal continued to tease with it. The feeling of the breast committing this deed, tickling and filling her with the most delicious bursts of sensation, was almost too much to bear, and Kira almost wished she were restrained so she would not have to fight to stay still.


  With a sigh of satisfaction the seneschal employed her other breast, her spare hand now reaching down, a raised finger clawing through Kira’s buttocks and squirming into her rear, tickling her innards, ducking back and forth as a tiny and frenetic phallus.


  ‘Tell me again, slave,’ she growled through a hungry grin. ‘Tell me how you regard your owner.’


  The fact that Kira adored her so had clearly been a complete surprise, and she wanted to have it confirmed again and again. ‘I love you, seneschal. I’ll do anything to please you, to make you happy. I never want to see you upset,’ she cried, the words slipping free without any thought; unfiltered, unconsidered.


  ‘Is that why you disobeyed?’ she purred, the words clearly not an accusation, just a playful threat to have Kira continue her confirmations. ‘Is that why you dared to lick me? Your owner?’


  ‘I had to do something, seneschal. You’re so beautiful, so perfect, and you were so angry. It was worth risking your wrath to try and make you feel better, seneschal. I know I’m not the queen, but I can try and please you. I’ll do whatever I can,’ she mewled, another finger joining in, the paired digits offering more substantial play.


  ‘You think my lust for her is absurd, don’t you, slave,’ she stated rather than questioned, for Kira had seen her reactions, had been subjected to the jealous rage, and Cassandra wanted to know what Kira thought of it.


  ‘No, seneschal,’ replied Kira, moaning as she felt the finger return, joined by another to slide through her labia, sheath themselves in juice and then slide into her rear. ‘I had the same feelings, but I gave them up.’


  ‘Gave them up? You dropped a set of such intense feelings just because it suited you? I doubt that very much, slave,’ coldly stated the seneschal, spreading the three fingers to have Kira unleash squeaks, the pitch raising even higher as the nipple danced swift swirls on her clitoris.


  ‘I could have pledged myself to being the queen’s, but I’ve seen what that’s done to you and Thanos, what it would do to me, what it’ll do to Corin. I… I…’ Kira was suddenly stumbling on her words, second thought pausing her as she reconsidered her revelation.


  ‘Speak, slave,’ said the seneschal, and removed the breast, restoring her tongue instead, the soft bites to Kira’s genitalia making her croak and continue with speed, the words forced out.


  ‘I want you!’ she cried, the words dragged out, the confession plain. ‘I want you, instead. I want someone who’ll not desert me, get bored with me. I know you hate me because of the queen’s interest, but seneschal, I don’t want her, I want you.’


  The seneschal stopped suddenly, frozen by the words, thrown from her interrogation by the results. ‘I… I didn’t hate you, slave,’ she offered, her voice shaking slightly, the realisation that her irrational jealously had so acutely affected someone. Even though she had treated Kira with nothing but contempt, she was startled to find that this gorgeous creature, a brood vampire, had merely loved her without reservation despite her unjust sadism.


  ‘Please, seneschal, don’t,’ Kira sobbed, her back lifting, creating an arch held aloft by shoulders and buttocks as the seneschal rubbed a breast against her, and added a fourth finger to her trespass. ‘I know you did. I’m sorry, seneschal, I never meant to make you angry with me. I just wanted to try and impress you, to make you not hate me, I wanted you to be cruel, I wanted to be yours, and when you were beating me and tormenting me it made me feel that I was.’


  ‘All those things I did to you out of envy,’ pondered her owner. ‘Yet still you loved me anyway?’


  ‘I wanted you to treat me that way because you wanted to, not because of some vendetta,’ stated Kira, taking hold of her own breasts, playing the nipples.


  The seneschal returned to feast on the sex of her slave, her tongue working deep, her fingers rocking gently back and forth, making the resistant flesh more amiable to the penetration. ‘Come with me, slave,’ she said without inflexion, grabbing the hoop of Kira’s collar and pulling her up to her feet.


  Kira said nothing and merely complied, her body light, wafting upon air as she was led out of the room.


  ‘Clear up that mess, slaves,’ snapped the seneschal to her maids, the door whirring shut as Kira was taken across the lounge to the other door. The unknown portal opened to a new destination for Kira, showing her a brief passage, a door in each wall, with another located at the end. The sheet obediently drew aside at their approach, revealing the bedroom of the seneschal. The room was a deep vibrant purple, mixing the coldness of a blue with the fury of a wild red to create a luscious hue. Carpeted in thick black, halfway across three steps led up to raise the second portion of the room. Each angle of the steps was fitted with a string of optic cable that glowed with sombre radiance, revealing the steps more clearly in the purveying gloom of the interior. A yard-wide path had been left around the sunken square pit that served as Cassandra’s vast bed, the one-foot drop reaching her large inviting mattress. With bright satin sheets of lush blue and striking red it was the most eye-catching part of the room, with similar pillows and a ring of small lamps set in the wall, casting a dull crimson glow across its surfaces.


  The rest of the room bore a walk-in closet on each wall of the lower area, the doors being tinted mirrors.


  Other than these primary furnishings the room was empty, following the minimal style the seneschal seemed to prefer.


  Drawing her slave up the stairs by the collar, the seneschal swung Kira down onto the covers, the mattress sinking beneath her, incredibly soft, more like a giant cushion than a sprung mattress.


  The seneschal sat on the lip of this luxurious pool of material and colour and unzipped her boots, removing them, remaining in her stockings as she prowled onto the bed and closed upon Kira. Hauling her in the woman again demanded kisses, and Kira became like fluid in her grasp, melting into the embrace, overwhelmed. Their lips started to explore wider, running across neck and collar, cheeks, suckling on earlobes, using every portion of skin to draw pleasure from.


  Pushing Kira down the seneschal straddled her face, sliding into place, the latex-sheathed thighs lowering into position to engulf Kira. Throwing her tongue back to the task, she shook as hands massaged her breasts and then started to move down, the seneschal flopping forward and burrowing in to give mutual oral attention.


  The two stroked and clasped each other, drowning their senses in a banquet of flesh. Kira pawed at the seneschal’s firm rear and thighs, the feel of the smooth skin and tight latex adding immeasurably to her arousal.


  The seneschal had her hands spill up and down Kira’s legs, the softest skimming touch tickling the skin, sending flickering jolts through her anatomy. A hand leapt aside, touching the raised step about the bed, turning a panel and exposing a small cabinet, the bed surrounded by an arena of hidden stores.


  The seneschal lifted away from Kira, letting her gasp for new breath, the situation seeming to demand such an unneeded consideration for air. Licking her lips she looked up, her body charged with a raging libido. Her eyes rolled with glee as she saw the seneschal slipping a harness about her girth. The leather straps were placed about her thighs and waist, presenting two ribbed jelly dildos in opposite directions. The inward facing implement was threaded into the seneschal, the vampiress quivering with its insertion as she tightened the straps further into position, ensuring enough slack to guarantee a decent amount of manipulation. With the crotch plate set in place, the black ribbed rod that spilled forth bobbed as she made her way back to Kira.


  Taking one of Kira’s wrists she pulled her over, flipping her onto her front before descending upon her back, clapping hands to her wrists and holding tight. Kira’s mouth draped open as she was trapped beneath the body of the seneschal. The soft pliant length was dragged across her rear, rubbing her buttocks, the pliant gel-like sculpture vibrating as it clung to her skin.


  Drawing aim, the seneschal used her feet to help splay Kira’s legs, pulling them apart and then settling between.


  With a few prods she pushed the head of the dildo to Kira’s sex and started to push. The ribs pounded Kira’s tracts, the rod sliding deep, filling her acutely. Moaning aloud with rapture, her body started to shudder as the hips of the seneschal bumped her rear. ‘ Yes, seneschal, take me,’ she begged, pulling her arms against the fierce strength of her owner, her cheek pushing into the soft folds of the bed, burying her face as she quaked with rhapsody.


  The seneschal began her leisurely thrusts, drawing almost to the point of extraction before gliding back in, stuffing Kira with the gentle length, its soft tip pressing against her limits. Her pace began to gather speed, accelerating slowly, Kira’s tracts heating from the rhythmic intrusion, a glowing presence seeping out through her body. The ravishing was amazing, more so for the source delivering it to her.


  The seneschal broke into random paces, her coherent rate distorted as orgasm gouged through her, the dildo riding against her bringing out rushes of ecstasy. Kira writhed, her bare body a luscious sight to the dominatrix riding her, holding her down, keeping her under control as she was penetrated. ‘Does my slave want to taste something new?’ whispered the seneschal into Kira’s ear, her voice racing upon adrenaline and lust.


  ‘Yes, yes, seneschal, do whatever you wish, I am yours, I’ll do anything for you,’ blurted Kira, the words driven out by the slow sinking plunge of the phallus.


  ‘Then stay still,’ she ordered, placing kisses down Kira’s neck and back. With a sudden flight the dildo fled, the abrupt loss throwing a wild spasm through Kira as the seneschal rolled to the wall once more.


  ‘Eyes down, slave,’ she warned, spying Kira covertly looking around to try and see what she was retrieving.


  Obediently, Kira restored her gaze to the sheets, moist patches of her tears before her.


  The indention of the seneschal settled between her wide legs again, the woman moving back into position. Hands touched her rear, opening her buttocks, revealing her tender sphincter. A sphere about an inch and half in diameter leant itself to the opening and was slowly pushed in. Her anus started to stretch wider and wider, little flickers of distress spilling through the opening.


  ‘Seneschal, oh please, mercy…’ she whimpered, knowing she could take more, but it felt good to whimper.


  ‘Almost there, slave,’ she crooned, applying more strength until the widest part of the ball was pushed past her opened sphincter. ‘Just a little more, you can take it.’


  With a choked moan Kira felt her rear swallowing the orb, gathering it in until the muscular ring was holding to a thin cord. Instantly she broke into rapid gasps, her breath rushing in and out on pants, her mouth wide, her eyes fluttering from the experience.


  ‘Are you ready for another, slave?’ the seneschal asked, placing the next ball on the string to the flexing orifice.


  ‘Oh yes, seneschal,’ she purred, her hands taking fists of the sheets, holding them as reigns while the next was pushed into her.


  It was a most unexpectedly delightful feeling, the opening of her rear, the slight pain as the widest part sought access. But the most glorious chapter of the insertion was when the seneschal let go and her own rear hungrily devoured the orb, hauling it in and pressing it against those already stationed within.


  ‘You want the next one, slave?’ the vampiress asked, Kira’s arms tense as she pulled at the material of the bed, her knuckles white.


  ‘Yes, seneschal,’ she confirmed, her buttocks clenching, chewing upon the inserted orbs, the cord starting to slip in, drawing in the next as she was meticulously stuffed. This time she gave a little opposition, just to have it defeated. Squeezing her ring she sought to barricade her insides, defend them from more invasion.


  ‘Resist all you want, slave,’ commented the seneschal with a wry smile, knowing the opposition was half-hearted. ‘You can’t deny me.’


  A slow and relentless shove dragged open the orifice and Kira released a drawn subdued squall, her teeth clenched tight, her squeeze serving to wrench the orb into her.


  ‘One more, slave,’ the seneschal revealed, and placed the last to Kira’s rear. Again she offered her defiance, trying harder this time, an act to which the seneschal merely aired a knowing chuckle and added a sudden driving stab, making Kira’s rear jerk as the sphere settled in with the others.


  The seneschal took hold of the metal hoop to which the cord was fastened and began to give little tugs. The string of beads pulled at Kira, teasing her sphincter from the inside. Shivering on the sheets, her legs wriggling, Kira moaned and pulled her arms in under her, her fingers grabbing her collar, desperate for any sort of handhold against such play. With an invidious smirk she manipulated the last sphere and strained, spitting it out, aching to feel the process of insertion again.


  ‘Bad, slave,’ purred the seneschal, and Kira let out a shocked squeak as a heavy smack landed on her rear. A moment later another followed, and another, the seneschal conducting a swift spanking as payment for the misdemeanour.


  ‘Back we go,’ she muttered, stopping her chastisement and pushing the orb back in, watching as Kira craned her head back, her eyes clenched shut, a silent howl frozen on her lips as she relished the sensations being heaped upon her. With a swift knot the seneschal applied a length of thin cord to the hoop, and looped it back through a riveted ring within the cupboard before returning to Kira.


  Turning her charge over she cast Kira’s legs apart, opening her sex to the ravishing dildo once more, save that now, by pulling on the cord in her grasp, the reversed length could tug at the inserted string of beads.


  Once again Kira’s wrists were grabbed, the seneschal moving into position and then making her groan as she was mounted again, her abdomen flicking with numerous bizarre and new sensations.


  To stifle her song the seneschal dropped in and started their passionate kisses once more, the deft tongues weary from their prolonged marathon, but too beset with licentious attitude to pause for recovery. Diving into Kira, the harsh attention had her squeaking with rapture, a bucking bronco beneath the stabbing thrusts of the seneschal, the soft dildo incapable of committing any harm even with such callous use.


  Kira could feel her climax engulfing her, spreading through her body and tightening her flesh in anticipation of what was sure to be an apocalyptic event.


  ‘Tell me when you are going to come, slave,’ ordered the seneschal, her words firm as she gave spry tugs to the cord, the length sliding over the wall ring and reaching back up into Kira’s insides.


  ‘Yes, seneschal,’ she promised, almost being carried over into final release. Her panting groans started to accelerate, her body starting to shudder in fits, her arms fighting the hold of her owner. On the very verge of release the next flurry of drives set loose her howl of utter rapture, the scream mixing three words into its keen singular tone.


  ‘Now, seneschal… now!’


  The woman released Kira’s wrist and punched slowly forward, the steady drive causing the row of spheres to start to jump from her, dragging them out in two seconds, a sensation infinitely beyond pleasure or pain. The spheres jumping from Kira seemed to magnify her orgasm, passing it through a lens that increased it in magnitude a hundred fold. Kira flung to attention, her arms stretched out, her legs taut, her body lifting from the bed by hands and soles, carrying the seneschal atop her. A piercing yowl thundered from her throat, the note beyond any mortal construction. Her fangs shone in the dull light, her eyes flashing with new intensity, the red glow becoming a fire that sent leaping motes of energy from her stare, the tiny particles of her unholy power drifting up and fading like cinders upon the thermals of a bonfire.


  All vitality seemed to wash away on the tide of complete bliss, making her drop back down and sag.


  Giving up on breathing she languished on the bed beneath the seneschal, the dildo still sheathed deep within her.


  Flashes of tension spiralled down her limbs, making her jerk on occasion in her moments of dazed recovery. She was barely aware of her surroundings, filled with the most wondrous sense of inner peace, the bed a halcyon grove in which she lay slumbering.


  ‘Good, slave,’ purred the seneschal, stroking Kira’s hair, kissing the tears from her cheeks.


  Kira’s rear throbbed from the effects, her sex grabbing at the dildo in random fits as she recovered her senses.


  ‘I’m proud of you,’ the seneschal added, slowly pulling free, making Kira light up with new activity. Choking in gasps she doubled up as the dildo fled, the slightest motion bringing out savage shades of the orgasmic detonation that had torn through her. She had never felt anything like it, the closest approximation the brutal love she had made with Thanos, save that the addition of a sudden extraction of anal beads had taken it infinitely higher.


  ‘Thank you, seneschal,’ she muttered, her consciousness on the verge of a faint.


  The hand of her owner soothed her head, enveloping her in slender arms, the woman cuddling up to her, cradling the tight ball that was Kira. ‘Sleep, my sweet slave,’ uttered the seneschal, the soft words causing Kira to drift into the most contended slumber she had ever known. ‘Rest well. You have earned it.’


  




  Chapter Three


  Standing before her throne, bedecked in her cloak and crown, Thanos saw the queen snarl irritably as she spoke.


  It was a sight the trio of robed advisors beside her also spotted, the three women withdrawing a few steps, their hooded features hidden by heavy folds of black.


  ‘I have made my decision, Lord Christos,’ growled the queen, making the Californian vampire flicker with rage, his upper lip trembling, his fangs emerging. ‘It is final.’


  ‘Excuse me, your majesty, but Turan Incorporated is one of the last obstacles to the consolidation of the great houses of the West Coast. No one house can stand in that path!’


  ‘Do not presume to give me threats, Christos. Turan is mine. It’s board belongs to me, I control it, and I will not relinquish control just because some upstart colony takes a shine to it!’


  ‘We will not tolerate this obstinate impediment!’ roared the vampire.


  ‘Mewl all you wish, Christos, Turan stays in my fist, take care you do not get swatted by it.’


  The middle-aged man was clad in a dark suit, his slightly receding head of dark hair swept back, his eyes like ice. His gloved hands clenched to his mahogany cane, the silver head shaped with bat imagery in a classic mockery of the cliché.


  The six younger vampires of his entourage tensed behind him, their eyes flicking about, seeking the guards, assessing vantage points, readying for conflict. The group had been old vampires even when they first set sail with the colonists to take the Americas. Even by vampire standards they were extremely powerful, centuries of un-life having honed their combat skills, built muscles of iron and hides resilient to all but the most lethal attacks.


  They knew they could well defeat the queen’s troops, and maybe the queen herself, and the denial of their wishes was tempting them to take by force that which diplomacy had failed to achieve.


  Thanos stepped forward from the shadows about the throne, his massive form stamping against the stone.


  Moving before the queen he descended several steps so as to block any route to her while still allowing her to be seen. Letting his lips curl back he revealed banks of deadly fangs, the fulgent radiance in his eyes lighting up with new intensity at the prospect of combat, and the placing of threat to the queen. Lowering into a fighting stance he balanced himself and lifted one set of claws forward to block with, and curled the others back, the muscles rippling in preparation of punching the wicked talons through the first vampire to make a pre-emptive move.


  The vampires before him turned their eyes in his direction, the orbs full of ancient loathing borne from an innate fear of his kind. They were proud and arrogant, filled with their own sense of power.


  Thanos snarled, releasing a low growl of animus, his fur standing on end, making his monstrous form seem to swell even more. Instantly the ancient lord faltered in his resolve.


  The vampire had lived for so long that it was all he knew, making death a terrible concept. Thanos had seen this trait before in particularly ancient vampires. Christos was addicted to his life, and could not risk losing it.


  Against the queen and her troops he had a fair chance of victory, but with a lupine bearing down on them he knew that Thanos alone would decimate them.


  Suddenly one of the front ranks charged forward with a yell of hatred.


  ‘Yanosh, no!’ bellowed Christos with alarm.


  Thanos chuckled grimly as the impetuous youth launched at him, seeking access to assassinate the queen.


  There was a blur of motion, Thanos’s tendons like steel cables, his empowered arcane form making him whirl with a celerity that far eclipsed the vampire’s, whose body was snatched from the air, there was a flash of fangs and his decapitated head struck the stairs and started to roll back down them, bouncing, depositing a smudge of red with each landing.


  Without pause Thanos decided to give them a full display of his ferocity, and as a rabid harvester he gouged into the body, shredding it, his claws pouring through its anatomy as though it were warm butter. Body parts and chunks of the vampire rained down about him, pitter-pattering with soft squelches to the stone, a bloody drizzle staining the air, painting his fur a matted gore-soaked crimson. In the merest instant the body was an unrecognisable collection of tiny moist morsels and riven gristle.


  The last portion fell at his feet, sliding down the steps, the meat clinging to the stone. Thanos threw out his arms, flicking his claws forth as he unleashed a bellowing roar of anger, strings of thick blood swinging from the deadly talons. The sanguinary song of the lupine made every vampire in the hall flinch and back up a step, filled with instinctive terror.


  Levelling his stare back to the diplomatic party, Thanos started to walk down the steps with threatening precision, blood dripping from him in clinging strands, not one piece of the vampire remaining larger than a pebble.


  ‘Your majesty, I apologise most humbly for the rash actions of my subordinate,’ Christos stated quickly. ‘I ask for your forgiveness and mercy, supreme queen.’


  Dropping to one knee he bowed his head, offering himself as an easy target, trying to defuse the situation with such a display of relent else he be killed just as surely as if he could see the attack coming.


  ‘You take responsibility for your party, do you not, Lord Christos?’ she stated equably, and with her words Thanos continued his approach, an executioner approaching a block upon which all the visiting heads rested.


  The residue of the vampire began to desiccate with soft crisping rustles, turning to ashen powder, falling from Thanos as he walked, the remains being assaulted by the stolen years of un-life, restored to their true appearance.


  ‘I do, your majesty, and I can only beseech your clemency in this matter,’ he said without inflexion, keeping his tone respectful, hiding his bitterness at having to grovel thus. ‘Your decree has been issued, I shall comply, I am deeply sorry for having dared offend you with my questioning of your will. I offer you my existence, your majesty.’


  ‘It was a simple error of judgement, Lord Christos, a mistake which your party has paid for with the blood of one of its members. His remains – such as they are – shall be interred here until such a time as I see fit to release them to permit his resurrection, other than that, we shall call the matter to a close.’


  ‘Your generosity is boundless, your majesty,’ stated the ancient lord, bowing even more deeply as the rest of his force similarly abased themselves.


  ‘You may leave my presence now,’ stated the queen, her voice regal and powerful, letting the vampire know he was lucky to be leaving the hall with his hide intact.


  ‘Avail yourselves of any hospitality you and your party wish before you depart, Lord Christos. And I hope our next meeting will be a more cordial affair.’


  ‘As you wish, your majesty,’ he replied, and withdrawing at a stoop, they removed themselves from the throne room, the group under escort from several of the queen’s guard. The lift doors boomed shut, sealing off the chamber and declaring that they had privacy once more.


  ‘Have that gathered up and placed in the vaults,’ she ordered, causing several maids to emerge with brooms and pans, brushing the powder together and placing it in urns for storage. It was imprisonment for a vampire, the taking of the remains and storing them, preventing anyone applying the required blood to restore them to activity.


  In a few decades, providing Christos did not further agitate her, he would probably be sent the remains. If of course, he did not behave, the urns would be sealed, weighted and dumped in the deepest crevasses of the sea, or in a suitably active volcano for a far more lengthy sentence.


  Thanos brushed his claws through his fur, shaking to fling the last clinging dust from his pelt. Turning, he regarded his queen with adoring eyes, and after a moment she looked down to her faithful servant.


  ‘Come here, slave,’ she commanded, and clicked to her assistants. The two men moved forward and relinquished their charges before removing her cloak.


  Taking the leash and the large bullwhip she gathered in the woven black leather folds, the serpentine length being formed into coils that thinned to a wicked tip. Clutching the thick handle with its silver skull pommel, she held the captured hoops and clipped the lead to Thanos’s collar.


  His eyes were fixed to her form, aching with longing.


  Her perfect body gleamed in the pale light of the living chandeliers. Her torso was naked, her breasts open and on display, the sight of them making Thanos ache to just touch them.


  Her arms were sealed within gloss opera gloves, the polished material coating each digit. Gloss leggings hugged to her, a zip from the front hem dropping through her crotch and rising to the back hem. The midnight hose descended, following her contours until they entered ankle boots, the short zipped footwear fitted with spiked bootstraps.


  ‘Are there any more of these ridiculous grizzling idiots?’ she asked testily.


  One of the advisors produced a ledger, scanning down the lists and reading from them. ‘Three petitions for aid from various indigenous houses. A meeting with the Glass-Nomads sect concerning residency in the city. Four individuals seeking employment in the palace. Two requests for—’


  ‘Enough!’ she interrupted ferociously, then sighed, calming her tones. With a flick of her head she tossed her cascade of white hair over her shoulders and looked to Thanos, regarding the towering beast that she had enslaved and trained. ‘Reschedule them all,’ she stated, a small smirk tickling the corners of her black painted lips, a wicked glee that Thanos was overjoyed to see because it was aimed at him.


  ‘But, your majesty, these are—’


  ‘You’ve just earned ten demerits for questioning me, slave,’ she huffed irritably, bringing the woman to immediate silence. ‘Say another word and I’ll treble it…


  ‘Good. Now, I am the ruler of this realm, and I’ll not be a slave to the grovelling petitions of others. Affairs of state do not concern me, in fact, they have been grating on me all night. I require diversion. If these matters are so important, deal with them!’ she snapped, causing the trio to begin walking down the steps and heading out of the throne room.


  ‘Susan?’ she stated, calling the attention of the advisor that had angered her.


  ‘Yes, your majesty?’ she replied, turning to face her ruler.


  ‘I thought I said another word would treble your demerits? You’ve just aired three of them. I make that an amazing two hundred and seventy demerits to work off,’ she grinned with spiteful satisfaction.


  The woman seemed to sag, almost fainting from discovering the level of strife she had just earned herself from being fooled by the queen’s malicious trick.


  ‘Advisors, take her to head slave Strafe for placement in level three bondage,’ the queen said cruelly, causing the other two of her operatives to fall in beside their doomed companion and escort her away.


  Thanos looked concerned at how cruel the queen was being. The poor girl had just earned herself a staggering twenty-seven hours in the most strenuous bondage, with the eager cane or whip of Strafe regularly haunting her flesh. Thanos had done a spell under the care of this woman, and knew just how imaginative and vindictive her positions were. He had almost been driven insane by the one time he had chosen to work off his demerits via level three, and that had only been for two hours.


  Taking his lead, the queen led him out of the throne room and to the upper levels, leaving her private domain so she might move amongst her guests. There was no need for guards; with Thanos on a lead behind her, walking erect, towering up like a slaughterous monolith, she was completely safe from the factions about her.


  It felt good to be protecting her, and it gave him an unequalled opportunity to stare at her gorgeous curves, wriggling against the vinyl skin with every sauntering step.


  The slaves she came across bowed deeply until on their knees. The vampire guests gave her bows of respect, and all others merely acknowledged her with a curt nod, seeing no real cause to show obeisance beyond a token amount.


  She stopped when she came across three lupine women, standing and talking, one of them resting a clawed foot on a hapless latex slave who licked and preened her fur with his tongue. The sight of the female werewolves pushed Thanos’s mind back to Corin. He had been making a concerted effort to forget about what he had done, but the vision of these brutal females brought his treachery back to plague him. He had betrayed her. He had let her be captured and now she was somewhere in the palace – bound, abused, suffering, being trained, her will faltering against the terrible deeds of her oppressors. Had she even known it was him who had offered her to such a fate?


  If the seneschal were using her, Corin’s screams would be pouring freely by now. She would of course come to enjoy her slavery soon enough, just as he had, but right now she would be resisting, defying them as all the indoctrination of the elders demanded. Would she be rendered subservient more quickly than he? After all, her long years of crusade in the city had clearly affected her. A release from it would speed her submissive cravings. But then again, perhaps such reviling of vampires, of the Wyrm, perhaps such old ideology and devotion would make her fight to the very last ounce of her strength, and only then would she give herself over to her desire and become the willing property of the queen.


  Would he even see her again? Would the queen replace him with her once she was trained, or would he find himself side by side with his sister, on their knees, collared and leashed, walking at the heels of the queen with eyes mesmerised by her salacious physique? Would the seneschal even permit this? Her jealousy had to be in a state of psychosis by now – two lupines and a brood vampire in her midst, vying for the queen’s fickle attention.


  What would happen to Kira? Maybe the queen lost interest in her already, or perhaps she was merely patiently awaiting a time where she could make use of her new recruit in the fullest. Had the stalking and capture of Kira been the prime interest for the queen, and now that she had recruited and captured the sparkling jewel that was Kira, its radiance had dimmed significantly?


  The thought of her made him start to grow erect once more, his length hungry to sink deep and fill her lithe form with his seed, watch her shriek in pleasure and pain as he took her.


  ‘Greetings esteemed members of the Shadow-Angels,’ the queen said, drawing their attention. ‘I trust my hospitality is to your liking?’


  Thanos winced at the name, for he hadn’t recognised them as the beasts they were. The Shadow-Angels were a powerful splinter faction of the Dark Tribes – the lupines who had been corrupted or seduced into allegiance to the Wyrm.


  The amazon tribe was brutal and merciless, remorseless killers that even the other Dark Tribes feared. Due to a defect in their structure the females born from their tribe were stronger, faster and more agile than any other breed of lupine. But this had been gained by draining such characteristics from their menfolk. Shadow-Angel males were scrawny feeble specimens, kept as pets and servants to their females. The general inadequacies of their males made lesbianism a common trait, the women establishing relationships with each other in preference and using their male slaves only when the need to breed came to them.


  The women were sadistic, despising their menfolk, but their inability to successfully breed with any other tribe forced them to copulate with such lowly specimens, further stoking their resentment. Thanos had heard tale of these women abducting lupine, raping them for weeks, even months without relent, then killing them after unsuccessfully trying to break their cursed vicious cycle.


  Such dominance and an abiding thirst for cruelty had clearly been the lure that had brought them here.


  Ordinarily they butchered any vampire they came across, but the queen was a creature such as they, one whose connections across the globe might even be able to help them with science or sorcery, powers they had no concept of, let alone access to.


  ‘Exquisite,’ commented one of the black furred creatures, panning a glowing stare up and down Thanos.


  ‘Some of your women slaves are exceedingly adept.


  ‘Tell me though, your majesty, where did you come by this handsome pet?’ she stated softly, licking a fang in expectation, her words distorted by a bestial throat and a maw designed for howls rather than words.


  The other two women looked over her as well, the one resting on the male kicking him away and straightening up to her full height. Thanos felt his blood chill under their cumulative incandescent gazes.


  ‘This is Thanos,’ she replied flippantly, as though he were something of little consequence. ‘I captured him awhile back. Trained him, and now he serves me.’


  ‘A lupine of Gaia?’ purred their leader, putting a hand on her hip and regarding Thanos with new intensity. ‘And you trained him? Congratulations, your majesty, we have never managed such a feat.’


  ‘Not for lack of trying, mind,’ added one of the other females with a vicious chuckle.


  ‘Yes, you’ll have to give us the secret,’ said the third.


  ‘It’s a matter of patience, judgement, and the right raw materials,’ she replied with a smile, drawing him in close, bringing Thanos down into a crouch beside her. The women seemed even more threatening now. Already taller than he when he was standing upright, they were also far more robust, and now they seemed to loom over him like the heavens, their eyes sanguine stars against a black furred vault.


  ‘May we see what you have achieved, your majesty?’ asked their leader, stepping forward and lifting Thanos’s gaze with a hand under his chin, her claws locked under his snout.


  ‘Of course, Ghrethekk. Shall we sojourn to a playroom?


  I have time to spare and would enjoy spending it with you and your sisters.’


  ‘Lead on, your majesty,’ confirmed Ghrethekk, falling in behind as Thanos was led into the wings and to one of the private chambers catering to the appetites of the guests.


  




  Chapter Four


  Standing still, Kira was almost oblivious to the slaves slowly sealing her within her new uniform. Instead, she was fixated upon the reclining form of the seneschal.


  Since they had emerged from sleep, the seneschal had changed into new attire, strolling into her closet and vanishing from view. The sound of slaves dressing her emerged for a few minutes, along with the occasional sharp crack of a whip upon their flesh. Then she had emerged transformed.


  A leather basque with a laced front poured itself down her curves. The garment was boned, turning it into a cousin of a corset, dragging at her waist, forming her already trim figure into a sumptuous hourglass.


  The suspenders of the garment snagged fine denier stockings, grabbing the black band and being pinned down under the slender cord of a leather thong. The scanty garment ran a single strip between her buttocks, splitting to ride over her hips and plunge back down to grant a tiny triangle of polished fabric.


  Perched atop skyscraper heels, the leather ankle boots were laced down the front with a buckled strap around the ankle. The attire had emerged from the closet wet with the saliva of fawning shoe cleaners.


  A leather headband swept her cascade of blonde locks away from her face, and her cosmetics had been heightened and darkened, giving her acute eyebrows, a melancholy glower, and dark, smirking lips.


  Leather gauntlet gloves rolled up to her biceps, leaving her ebony nails exposed. One hand clenched a carved ivory handle, the grip spitting forth the long woven strand of a crop.


  Immediately she had called for Kira to be turned into a maid, and the slaves bustled from other rooms to attend their mistress as she lounged upon the bed.


  Kira was squeezed into a new array of latex garments, the material hugging her limbs as they were sealed within the smothering folds. Thigh boots clutched her skin as a pair of buckled straps at the top of each leg were wrenched tight, causing her to sway for a moment on her high heels. The rings of her fetters were pulled through waiting slots, bouncing against her with every movement. Then a dress was brought forth.


  Opened at the back with a zip, she stepped into it and had the slaves pull it into place. The short skirt arose up her body and into a high neck, the long sleeves ending in incorporated gloves that sealed over every finger. The garment was zipped up, and the zip locked to her collar to prevent any hope of removal.


  For a brief moment Kira spotted a small hand computer, the device releasing a thin cable. There was a click as it was placed to her collar, and a few keys were tapped before it was removed and taken away.


  The last part of the outfit was a corset. After being placed within the loose tube of boned rubber she was laid flat on her stomach. As two slaves pulled her cuff rings through vents in the dress, another pair worked to pillage all slack from the lacing.


  Groaning in delight she marvelled at the exquisite feel of the tightening process, the escalating squeeze to her body, hauling her in, making her rigid, imposing greatly on her deportment. More and more of the lacing was drawn away, the two ends of the corset finally meeting at a point where her ribs ached and her stomach was crushed into a ridiculous plunging contour.


  The slaves helped her to her feet where she tottered, dizzy from the experience, the corset so tight she could barely breathe, and she counted herself fortunate that such a function was purely optional for her. Perhaps it was designed this way, to make it a chore to gather the breath required to air words, making it laborious so that the slave would only speak if necessary.


  ‘Attend her features, slaves,’ purred the woman, causing the small squad of enslaved latex-bound beauticians to begin a new order of work. One of the men dropped to all fours and the others seated her on his back, serving her countenance to easier attention.


  Her hair was carefully brushed through, tended with delicacy and care, returning the tumbling red curls to their lustrous state.


  Brushes and pencils danced before her eyes, highlighting her beauty, using the cosmetics only to reveal her allure more clearly. A subtle lipstick was applied, and they stepped back to admire their handiwork. She could see the awe in their faces, the satisfaction that they had created such a masterpiece, and with their regard she could see a prurient longing, a desire to use the client they had just so meticulously enhanced.


  ‘Come here, slave,’ commanded the seneschal. The other servants withdrew into their closet dwellings, awaiting the time they would again be called free. Kira heard soft clicks of metal once they had entered, and sounds of strain. The women and men were confining themselves willingly, as an act of trained obedience to the mistress of the house.


  Kira walked to where the seneschal reclined, the woman’s eyes boring into her, scanning her new attire and her features.


  ‘Very nice,’ she said with firm tones. ‘I think we’ll have you as my personal maid for now, slave. You’ll do as you’re told without hesitation, and obey my every command and whim, is that understood, slave?’


  ‘Yes, seneschal,’ replied Kira.


  ‘Whenever I come into your presence or you into mine, you will kiss my boots as a mark of respect. Any failings will be met with immediate chastisement, and the allotting of demerits. And of course, you know what that will result in.’


  ‘Yes, seneschal,’ she smiled, well aware that she would have the opportunity to choose her bondage – one of three levels of intensity to work off the total, to pay for her crimes with the currency that was her suffering. And now, it would be the seneschal applying it, and then conducting the retributive beatings during it. The realisation tempted her to transgress immediately, just to start the process.


  Since their passionate exchange she had not expected any favours, any undue consideration. She had gained that which she wished and that was enough for her; Kira was not greedy. Freedom from chastity, the elevation from pet status, and of course, the banishing of the seneschal’s envious loathing for her filled her most pressing needs; anything else was just icing on the cake.


  ‘Good, you can begin by fetching me a drink,’ she ordered, flopping onto her back. ‘Rhesus negative – in a glass.’


  Kira turned to depart and walked towards the exit, feeling wonderful, her steps light, and the compression of her form glorious to her debauched senses. It felt like every part of her was constantly being kept under control.


  ‘Wait, come here first, slave,’ corrected the seneschal, bringing Kira back to the edge of the bed, standing over her. ‘Turn around and bend over. I have one last addition for your uniform.’


  Kira wheeled and draped herself forward, placing her hands to her thighs, her back kept straight by the corset.


  The short skirt rose, almost unveiling her in full. The snap of gossamer latex resounded and the seneschal moved closer. Kira’s gaze fixed forward as she tried to guess and anticipate what was going to be done to her.


  She had a terrible paranoia that the chastity belt was coming back.


  Surgical gloves brushed her cheeks, lifting her skirt a little higher, revealing her opened buttocks. The fingers scooped free some lubricant and began to massage it into the opening, circling and stealing entry. Kira gasped, her mouth dropping open, the feel of the slippery digits sliding into her causing quivers to run her body. The seneschal worked the gel into her, driving back and forth, making the orifice amiable to a more substantial feeding.


  The hands withdrew and the tearing crack of the gloves being pulled off preceded another touch to her rear. The sizeable butt plug kissed her sphincter and started to ride in on a slow push. Kira started to pant, gasping for breath as the weapon commenced its advance. Flashes of discomfort arose as the cone continued to widen, pushing her flesh to its limits. The widest part of the implement was cleared and she gave a startled quiver as her rear gulped it in, pulling the plug until its flanged base pressed in the cleft of her rear.


  Using her muscles to chew on the thin stalk that kept her perpetually open, she let out a choked whimper as the crop slammed across her rear. There was a pause to let the fiery trench settle, and another was applied, crossing the first, marking her with a flushed X. With her mouth agape, Kira paused for a moment, awaiting the effulgent heat to dwindle.


  The head of the crop appeared before her eyes and offered itself to her. Obediently she kissed it. ‘Thank you, seneschal,’ she whispered, the gratitude genuine, for she was being trained and disciplined by her goddess, and she could find no resentment for any treatment she would find under the guidance of this glorious vampire dominatrix.


  ‘There, now off you go, and if you remove the plug at any time I’ll punish you most severely for it, slave,’ warned the seneschal, settling back into the luxurious folds.


  ‘Yes, seneschal,’ Kira replied, and moved forward, shakily pulling down her skirt onto the angry weals, the skin protesting such pressure.


  The portal gave a compliant click and slipped aside, swinging back to permit Kira’s passage. Clearly the computer had changed her collar code, making her a maid, allowing the sensors of the doors to recognise her as someone worthy of letting through. Where else in the palace could she freely go now that her castes had been changed?


  Heading to the kitchen she started to realise that she was actually free, that she could move around as she wanted. True, she was still compelled to wait on the seneschal’s whims, but there were bound to be times where she was left to her own devices. At last she had an opportunity to explore this vast domain that hid from the sun, which was replete with every vice imaginable – and many more that weren’t.


  An ecstatic skip carried her into the room, where she twirled through its centre and stretched her bound arms, her fingers straining against the tight sheaths of her gloves. Kira giggled, overwhelmed with her sense of joy, her heels clicking upon the tiles like the frenzied routine of a tap dancer.


  Looking through the chamber she marvelled at how precious this place was to her. It was here that she had nuzzled into the seneschal and gained her favour. A hand dropped down between her legs. She let it trail over her sex, just to affirm that she could do anything she wished.


  Opening one of the few cupboards she quickly found an array of suitable crystal goblets, set one on the counter, and danced back to the refrigerator. Looking through the various blood types on offer she finally found the vintage required, and poured a generous measure into the glass.


  Replacing the rest of the store she grabbed the goblet and returned with haste to the bedroom.


  The seneschal was up and heading to the door as she entered. Recalling her orders, Kira settled onto her knees, holding the glass up and kissing the pointed boots of the seneschal while the woman removed the glass from Kira’s hand.


  ‘Come with me, slave,’ she stated, marching past, taking a sip from the goblet as she went.


  Upon entering the lounge two maids in identical uniforms to Kira appeared, marching through and to the feet of their owner, kissing her boots and each receiving a sound stroke of the crop, which they softly thanked her for.


  Stepping before a laptop the seneschal lifted the LCD cover and activated the device. As it booted up she clicked her fingers at Kira and pointed beside the table.


  Kira got down on her hands and knees, her submissiveness somehow accentuated by the plug and the corset, their constant influence making her even more eager to obey and revel in her slavery.


  The seneschal indicated one of the high-backed chairs, and anticipating her needs one of the maids pulled it out, turning it slightly to the side to face Kira.


  Settling into it the seneschal lifted her legs, crossed them and placing her booted feet onto Kira’s corset.


  Holding the glass in one hand she offered it to the nearest maid, using her as a living tray, and the freed hand took the crop, allowing the other to dance upon the small keys.


  The chirping sounds of touch-tone dialling filtered from the device, the seneschal making contact with others beyond the palace.


  For several hours the two slaves remained in these positions. The seneschal studied and typed sporadically, taking the glass for occasional refreshment. The other maid remained unoccupied.


  Kira remained still, blissfully content with her lot, serving to bear her owner’s feet and being treated as such a lowly caste. Even when her arms and legs began to ache from retaining this singular position for so long she did not move, intending not to irk her owner or make her question having released her from the caste of a pet.


  Another number was dialled, and this time a voice answered. Kira detected changes of light coming from the screen, suggesting a video feed in addition to the audio.


  The image of archaic dwellings and gothic mansions, ancient rituals and spooky attire for vampires had been created by the image of the palace Kira had seen. But they had not denied themselves the benefits of high-tech accoutrements.


  ‘What?’ demanded a gruff voice with more than a few hints of a Russian accent to it.


  ‘I take it I’ve caught you at a bad time, Volodia,’ the seneschal said with lightness in her voice.


  ‘Not really. Your government’s stepping in on one of my ventures. If I don’t get them stopped it’ll fuck everything up. The last thing I need are watchdogs.’


  ‘Military hardware again?’


  ‘Yeah. I’ve got buyers lined up around the planet.


  Trouble is, most of them are not what you might call pals of your country.’


  ‘Well, I could have a word with her majesty. All it would take is a call, and I can guarantee favourable results.’


  ‘You’re sure? There’s a lot of support for it over there.


  Public opinion’s been up their arse about this.’


  ‘The public are cattle. We’ll have words with the editors we own, put a scandal with a soap star on the front covers and they’ll be so enthralled we could outlaw breathing eating and sex and they won’t notice.’


  ‘I’d owe you big for this, Cassandra.’


  ‘And as part of the favour I need to know what your plans are concerning the premier.’


  ‘None as of yet.’


  ‘Come on, I know you must be readying someone to take his place. Unless you make the current one a ghoul, he can’t last much longer. We need to know what to do about our holdings out there.’


  ‘Well, our great houses have been toying with the notion of dropping one of the generals in.’


  ‘A full blood vampire? And a military one? You’re kidding, right?’


  ‘No. We’ve actually had backing for the idea from houses across the world. Seems everyone misses the cold war. We don’t want it back, but we could do with lowering the temperature a little, politically speaking, that is.’


  ‘How far has this been planned?’


  ‘Well, the easiest route we can see is to stiff the capitalists for all the money they’ve leant us. We borrow more, use it to kick out their people and seal our borders again. A professed return to staunch communism should have a nice chill in the air.’


  ‘Chill? It’ll be a blizzard.’


  ‘Come on, Cassandra, don’t you miss it? All that secrecy and paranoia, the tight reigns of throttled information. We were so free back then. Christ, the Net is the biggest threat to us yet. A million mortal idiots tapping away, blabbing about every suspicion they’ve got, hacking into this, monitoring that, it’s getting harder to hide ourselves. In the cold war, do you really think they would have let this technology slip out as unregulated as it is? It’s time we got our prey fearful again. When they’re trying to ban the bomb, looking for spies or sweating at the prospect of nuclear conflict and the Red Menace, they’re not peeking in the shadows looking for us.’


  ‘I guess, but it’s a bold step. You’ll need to make sure it’s airtight. This could backfire, big time.’


  ‘We’re working out the wrinkles. There’s a summit meeting in Siberia later this year. All the great houses are coming; maybe the queen would like an invite. I’m sure I could finagle one.’


  ‘Finagle away, Volodia. I’ll speak to you later.’


  ‘Good night Cassandra,’ replied the man, and the connection was terminated.


  Switching off the system, the seneschal rose from her position and walked to the middle of the room, stroking her chin in thought, pondering the words.


  Kira never ceased to be amazed at how entrenched the forces of supernatural status were. The queen basically had full reign over media, law and crime, and she was unable to be discovered, touched, even threatened. And now it seemed the whole fate of the world was planned and plotted, controlled from the shadows. All the conspiracy theories that abounded, all the fears about the powers that be, Kira couldn’t believe that they were not just incorrect; they were vastly inadequate to cover the true scope of the truth.


  ‘Slaves, in a line, lift your skirts,’ the seneschal snapped, taking hold of the crop and flicking it at the air, the tip rocking with her motions.


  The two maids stepped down and turned around, leaning over, legs pressed together, head lowered, hands on their knees once their gloved fingers had hoisted their latex skirts. It was a precarious position; one that meant any response to the crop would probably have them fall over.


  Kira joined them, shoving with her arms, throwing herself upright and onto her knees, the corset preventing her from rising normally. She descended the steps and copied the pose in full, opening herself to random chastisement.


  The seneschal flicked the weapon through the air, catching a rear and stinging it with a sharp crack. She continued the sadism, punishing her possessions for no other reason than because it suited her current mood.


  Kira bit her lip as she was afflicted, the searing kiss making her stiffen and fight to keep her balance. The other women were making no noise; she had to strive to be the same. Holding to her cries she felt the crop slam to her thrice more, the seneschal punishing them all before stopping, imparting a few welts to keep the slaves company and remind them of their station with the dull thud in their flesh.


  ‘Slave, come with me,’ she commanded, beckoning Kira forth. ‘The rest of you, back to work,’ she growled, causing the others to lower their skirts and scamper away into the rest of the dwelling, returning to the chores they had been set.


  Restoring her skirt, Kira walked behind her owner as she left her chambers and returned to the winding paths beyond. All around slaves were cleaning and handling duties, scuttling back and forth, ferrying things required of them. Punishment slaves ambled past, confined and abused within their arduous uniforms, staggering under the stresses imposed upon them, making Kira all to glad to have finally escaped such a placement.


  Passing through the area of guest wings, Kira found the place of the visiting clan vacant, their lounge quiet and empty, being cleaned and polished by a team of slaves. She was a little sad to find them gone; she would have liked to actually see them. All she had to remember were sights of the nuns and the vague silhouettes of those who owned them in the audience.


  Her eyes covertly lodged on a trio of women that passed by. A leather loincloth hung around their waists, the small panels of material dropping to a point between their thighs, covering from front to back. From the waistband of this garment dropped suspenders, grabbing fishnet stockings that plunged into leather thigh boots. Other than these token garments they were naked. They were not slaves of the palace, for they bore no collars, but it was not this that caught her attention, it was their very physique.


  Their mouths were wider than normal, armed with banks of needle fangs. Two prongs emerged from their brow, the small stubby horns rising to wicked points, their eyebrows lifted, perched high by the drag of this contorted visage. Their ears ascended to points, the lobes lost, the length of them fitted with numerous silver rings.


  Their hands had fused, two fingers merging to leave them with a pair of large melded digits, a curved talon pouring from the combined summit. Their toes had followed the same path, and they walked on the balls of their feet, their legs gradually adopting the initial stages of a goat-like structure. It was as though they were turning into devils.


  Their skin was pale, almost white, but colour remained in the form of a mottled leopard pattern, the soft purple markings distinct, and clearly not the work of tattoos.


  ‘Greetings, seneschal, I trust your night is going well,’ stated the lead female as they passed.


  ‘Thank you, Hyrthuz, I am currently on my rounds, but hope to have the rest of the night to myself afterwards.’


  ‘We would be honoured to have you attend our quarters.’


  ‘The sect of the Obsidian Fang honours me with such an offer. I shall most definitely accept, time permitting,’ replied the seneschal, giving a polite nod to them before they reciprocated and wandered off.


  Looking over her shoulder Kira walked after the seneschal, studying the women from behind. They had to be witches, ones that had been warped from their allegiance. Why had the Flesh Dancers not been affected so radically? If anything, their change had increased a natural beauty, not created a bestial allure. It was hard not to dwell on the visage of the witches, for even changed though they were, they were still beautiful, and Kira wondered what it would be like to be their carnal partner.


  One of them glanced back, feeling Kira’s inquisitive stare on her. She smiled and let a forked tongue spill out and flap in her direction, tickling the air before sliding back in. Then her eyes flashed with black light, the opaque radiance spilling into the air as small trails that faded a few seconds later. ‘Such a fine little specimen,’ said a voice that entered Kira’s mind, declining use of her ears, echoing through her thoughts, distinctly depositing the feel of something hot and insidious within her skull. ‘We’ll have to taste you, my sweet morsel.’


  Startled, Kira faced forward, following and pretending as though nothing had happened, the sweaty imprint of an alien presence still distinct in the canals of her psyche.


  The sound of raised voices drew the attention of the seneschal and she looked into a side passage, one of those that led to various playrooms and other halls of diversion and recreation. Duke Khardekk was biliously responding to one of the lupines. The towering black furred beast was leaning down, jabbing a clawed finger at him as he retorted with a booming growl. Both were conversing in a deep, almost animal dialect, a language the lupine was well suited to, and which the duke, with his command of flesh, was admirably coping with.


  ‘Is there a problem, gentlemen?’ asked the seneschal.


  The two stopped immediately and looked to the new arrivals. Pausing, each glanced back at their verbal sparring partner and straightened up, the duke tugging at his lapels and then preening his tie.


  ‘Apologies if we caused concern, seneschal,’ calmly replied the duke. ‘We were merely debating some theological matters.’


  The lupine gave a grunt of confirmation, cast a glare back at the duke and wandered off, giving a bow that was little more than a dip of his snout to the seneschal as he passed her by.


  The duke walked over, watching as the lupine entered the main corridor and vanished from view. ‘Ah, I do so love a good argument,’ he commented with amusement.


  ‘I can think of better people to incite than the pack leader of the Soul Barbs, Duke Khardekk,’ advised the seneschal.


  Noticing Kira, the duke turned his attention away from the passage and to her, his eyes running up and down her curves. ‘All part of the fun, my dear seneschal. But tell me, is this the slave I so recently saw as a pup at your side?’ he quizzed with raised eyebrows.


  ‘I decided to change her caste,’ she replied, declining to reveal the actual circumstances of Kira’s reprieve and subsequent evolution.


  ‘I can understand why. She is exceptionally beautiful.


  She would have been wasted as a pet. Did you have one of my Flesh Dancers add a hex or two to her, or is this natural?’


  ‘Partially. The Malefic Kiss was responsible. The anatomical changes can sometimes bring out what lay buried beneath mortality.’


  ‘Indeed. To lose such a creature to death would have been a crime in itself. May I borrow her for a while?’ he asked brazenly, a smile raising the corners of his lips, a flash crossing his eyes.


  ‘I’m not sure, duke, she’s very inexperienced,’ replied the seneschal with hesitation, unwilling to desert Kira.


  ‘Oh, I’ll be careful,’ he stated, trying to allay her fears.


  He could see that the seneschal was not concerned for Kira’s safety, instead, there was a greater force at work behind her hoarding of the slave girl.


  ‘I’m still not sure—’ began the seneschal, only to be interrupted as a male puppy slave scampered around the corner and to her feet, dropping an envelope and then kissing the boots.


  ‘Pick that up, slave,’ she ordered, and Kira folded with difficulty to retrieve the paper, the duke’s eyes never leaving her, watching her move against her uniform with potent appetite rising in his glare.


  ‘I have to attend the queen, if you would excuse me, duke,’ the seneschal stated. ‘Could I ask you to look after my servant until I return?’ she added.


  ‘It will be a pleasure, seneschal,’ he beamed, and with a last look to Kira, the woman wandered off.


  Kira could have stayed with her, but the vampiress was going to see the queen. Although the seneschal clearly didn’t want to hand Kira over to the duke, it was also obvious that her owner did not wish to reveal her to the queen either, just in case her interest returned and Kira was removed from the seneschal’s care. It had been a calculated move, but one her owner was not overly happy with.


  ‘Well, my little slave, shall we find somewhere more appropriate?’ he pondered, rubbing his chin and examining her with new intensity, assessing her merits and conjuring acts to perform.


  ‘As you wish, my lord,’ she replied softly and respectfully.


  ‘Come with me, slave,’ he commanded, and started to wander down the passage, heading to the wing where his followers dwelt. Passing through, he entered the deeper regions and to one of the playrooms.


  Led within, Kira found herself in a square chamber, the room dark, the walls black, the carpet a deep lush green. Rings were bolted to the wall, spaced equally at chest height. Similar examples adorned the ceiling, ready to ensnare and capture a supplicant body.


  One other door provided exit, and an alcove held a cabinet atop a set of drawers. In each corner was an iron brazier, the metal flecked with crooked thorns and etched with strange runes. The interior was dark and dead.


  The portal behind them sealed and locked itself, leaving them in complete blackness. With her eyes wide Kira beheld nothing save a featureless void.


  The hands of the duke reached from behind, placing palms to her shoulders. She flinched with shock. ‘Shhhh,’ he soothed, dropping the fingers into place one by one, holding her from behind. Could he see in this consuming night?


  The padlock at the back of her neck popped open of its own accord, the sorcery of the duke convincing it to release her. The same convincing song had the laces of her corset opening themselves, the cord animated, granted its own semblance of life to slither free and obey the duke. The corset loosened and then fell to the floor.


  Then the zip of her dress started to roll down, the hands of the duke still resting on her shoulders as he channelled his very will into the garments.


  Squeezing the material, he began pulling it down her front, stripping her of the dress, the material squeaking and clinging to her as she was deprived of its skin-tight embrace. Her fingers were dragged out of the gloves and the dress fell down her booted legs to her ankles.


  He led her forward. Compliantly Kira stepped out of the crumpled halo, shaking slightly, intimidated by the blackness, but aroused and excited by the danger. Naked but for her collar, cuffs, thigh boots and plug, she was brought to a halt and the duke’s hands began to wander further, rolling his fingertips across her smooth skin, making her shiver at the delectable touch.


  ‘What’s your name, slave?’ he asked, his warm breath issuing against her neck.


  ‘Kira, lord,’ she whispered, her eyes closed, her limbs becoming weak from the caresses.


  ‘How long have you been a vampire, Kira?’ he questioned, his hands brushing the tips of her breasts, causing her to flick with bursts of tension. His hands opened and accepted the flesh, holding it as his clothes brushed against her back.


  ‘I’m not sure, lord. A few weeks maybe.’


  ‘I hear you are brood, and that you bested Nigi-Tama?’ he wondered, holding her firmly in his grasp, his thumbs teasing her teats, making them stand rigid to his touch.


  ‘So I am told, lord, though I’m still not sure how, or even what it really means,’ she answered truthfully.


  Thanos had given her a rough education as best he could with his limited knowledge, but as for genuine hard facts, she had nothing.


  ‘It is a thing of prophecy,’ he muttered, airing his own thoughts, such things weighing heavily on his mind. ‘We all have them, and they all affect us whether we like it or not. Vampires, witches, warlocks, lupines, mortals, all of us, buried under fable and wishful conjecture, staring into the night for signs, portents.’ He shook off the serious tone and kissed her neck. ‘But enough of that, we are here for other matters.’


  There was a flash of darkness, a deeper black pulse that reached below even the complete lack of light about her. The darkness itself seemed to be eaten by the consuming charge of bleak power, and suddenly the braziers lit up, banishing the shadows.


  Emerald flames sprung from the coals, the dark nuggets glowing with viridescent light, the cracks in their structure letting it seep through and form into licking fire. The blaze was unnaturally slow, the fires lethargic, as though they were heavy, reaching up like lazy serpents.


  The duke released and moved around Kira, putting an arm around the small of her back, drawing her in as a hand took one of her breasts and his lips met hers. She responded to the kiss with passion, the warmth in his body making her quiver as she felt it, so different to the vampire love she had experienced.


  Her hands started to open the buttons of his jacket, peeling it back before loosening his tie and then dragging it out from under his collar. Dropping them aside she began to open his shirt, popping the buttons and then lifting it from his trousers. She let it hang loose, revealing the thin chain necklace about his throat, the device holding a crystal shard with jagged teeth. The single angular tooth flickered with an inner light, casting nebulous shadows around itself, pulsating within a glass cell, holding its esoteric power deep within.


  Giddy from his caress and energetic kiss, her hands continued to work almost of their own accord, her longing eclipsing any sense of decorum.


  Opening his belt and trousers she started to wilt, kissing down his front, his smooth skin imparting its heat to her chill lips. Spilling her tongue downwards she hooked her thumbs into his waist and drew down trousers and underwear, exposing him to her.


  ‘Such a bold little thing,’ he purred, looking down on her, his hands on his hips.


  She found him fully erect, her tongue rolling along his shaft and then swallowing it up. Locking her lips to him she let her head drift back and forth, her hands massaging his inner thighs.


  A flitting tongue caused the duke to drape his head back, eyes half closed as he delighted in the attendance of Kira’s mouth. Gentle fondling of his testicles quickened the procedure, her fingers rolling through the soft skin, delighting in feeling something so different to any female anatomy.


  Strange words emerged from his throat, a distant screech riding below the muttered complex strings of syllables. His hands lifted out, the fingers tensed, and as he brought them over his head he started to lower them, the digits contorted into a strange complex pattern.


  Breaking into a resonant hum the tone of the droning single note gathered in strength, getting more potent, not louder, just more savage, its depth starting to vibrate the air. The crystal at his neck started to shimmer, lighting up with new radiance, becoming a small dark star about his throat.


  A ghastly sound, like flesh being pulled and torn was joined by a dark moan of distress, of strain placed on the very essence of reality. As Kira continued to perform her fellatio she looked up and saw the duke expose a palm, the skin suddenly being cut by an unseen blade.


  Confined within a circle a detailed complex ideogram appeared, created from slashes. Trickles of blood started to fall against gravity, dripping upward, the essence charged with power, excess crackles of opaque lightning spitting at the air all about it.


  Darkness started to slither about the room, the shade not cast by any material object within its confines. It was as though some unseen giant were setting his hand against the radiance of the braziers, causing such swells of shadow to spill across the carpet.


  Four sets of glowing green eyes opened in the deepest pools. The eyes were without pupil or iris, burning with an inner light that failed to fully escape the clutches of the dark. Kira gurgled in worry.


  ‘Don’t fret, Kira,’ he purred, interrupting his dirge of summoning. ‘I have merely called for some assistance.


  They are here to help.’


  From the shadows emerged four women, stepping free of the darkness as though they had already been here, unseen, loitering within the shifting blanket of gloom before casting it off.


  The duke ended his litany, the sounds of stress fading, the echo dwindling until silence was restored. Continuing her attention as though it would somehow safeguard her from harm, Kira beheld the women and unleashed startled murmurs of shock.


  ‘They are what you would call demons. Manifestations of the Wyrm, a single facet presented in physical form and given autonomous will.’


  Each was tall and slender, her body shifting in and out of focus, her flesh in constant flux, paining the eyes to bear witness to it. Kira’s gaze was constantly being dragged out of any normal spectrum, following them into other spaces until she could go no further, forcing her to blink and look elsewhere before looking back to repeat the process. At those last few instances she caught vague images of other structures, other shapes moving about them, but she never caught more than a vague impression of whatever it was lurking there before her human eyes could proceed no further into such forbidden spectrums.


  The radiant females moved in and took hold of Kira, holding her shoulders and legs, opening her thigh boots and dragging them from her. They were strong, resolved, yet their very touch was strangely insubstantial. As she was stripped bare the duke groaned with pleasure and stiffened, sending warmth across her tongue. Swallowing the warm issue she moaned with pleasure at seeing him sated thus, lapping at the tip of his length to tickle his bliss even more. Suddenly Kira was wishing she had worked more lethargically, drawn out the event, for now she was fully surrendered to the intentions of the supernatural beasts about her.


  He drew out of her mouth and smiled, his eyes winking with a flash of emerald light. Suddenly Kira retched, movement within her body catching her off guard, making her panic rise. The seed of the duke began to shift, coming alive, rising up her throat, spreading outward, growing, reforming. With Kira’s startled cry a bushel of white tendrils jumped from her mouth and flung aside, slapping against her face in a wide cluster. Their sticky holds held to her skin, keeping the halo of white tentacles in place. The rest of the fluid dragged itself up her throat and welled in her mouth, forming into a ball, crushing her tongue, gagging her completely. The ball was slightly soft, like a silicone implant, and she could bite on it but could not close her jaws or spit it out. The sorcerous creation had set up permanent residence.


  Her hands flung to try and pull it free, but the devil women were ready for her. A set of ethereal hands each grabbed a wrist and others caught her ankles. Retreating suddenly, the creatures drew out her arms and legs, spread-eagling Kira, holding her off the floor.


  Despite her most powerful attempts to get free she could not even budge the incorporeal but irresistible grapples. Hanging in the air, held up by the eerie creatures, she regarded the duke, standing naked before her, a construct formed of his seed and his sorcery gagging her.


  With a mixed sense of dread and anticipation she awaited the rest of her session with this powerful warlock.


  ‘These are demons of desire. Creatures of carnal excess, vice, and depravity. They exist to sin against the flesh, to use it, to feed on the pleasure and pain conjured from its use. The acts we perform will feed them, make them stronger, and thus more inclined to heed my call when I have need of their more lethal abilities for my various causes.’


  Looking to the wound on his hand, he stared at the intricate runes of summoning. The talisman sealed at his mere glance, the flesh being told what to do by his magic, healing in an instant. It was as though reality were a figment of the imagination, and these arcane wizards had found the way to mould it with a thought, everyone else being trapped within a material shell they could not control because they believed in its laws so thoroughly.


  ‘I’m going to punish you now, Kira,’ he decreed, offering her a chance to withdraw should she wish, knowing full well there was no chance of such an eventuality. ‘Are you ready for this?’


  Kira nodded, causing the women to turn around, presenting their rears to her extremities. With impassive smiles they started to feed her into themselves, their bodies like iron as they closed their sphincters to her wrists and ankles, squeezing, the muscles inhumanely strong. Such were the powers of their material forms that when they arose and leant forward, they effectively racked Kira, holding her with these anchors. She moaned as her limbs lit up with riots of distress, the ligaments grumbling, the joints aching, the muscles strained as they hauled at her, punishing her frame.


  Her head swung around, her cry unable to escape the gag as the women chuckled in insipid tones, giggling mischievously as they abused her, their internal muscles squeezing in bursts, compressing feet and hands, escalating her woe.


  It was bizarre, it was impossible, but with such erotic bondage, she was aching to feel the brutality of the duke.


  She was anxious to have him lash into her with whatever weapon he chose, to beat her savagely, rekindle his lust until he could resist no longer and helped himself to use of her form.


  Lifting his hand forward he squinted a little, a shiver running though his skin, as though the creature within were settling into a more comfortable fit. Was this really the duke? Or just some suit of skin he wore when the mood took him?


  The presented right hand closed into a fist, the rustle of meat and the grind of migrating skin sounding before he unfurled the digits, revealing a thick membrane between each. The fingers flattened and merged more with the wings, forming his hand into the semblance of an organic paddle.


  Swinging his reformed hand at the air he tested its strength and satisfied, he walked to Kira’s side. Rubbing the palm to her rear, the soft flesh brushed her buttocks and made her reluctance melt further. Raising her cheeks as best she could, she offered herself to him.


  With a jolting swing he cast his arm back and fired it back down, slapping it to her rear. The flesh quaked and a hot flash spilled through the skin.


  Kira gasped against her gag, the warm sensation strangely pleasurable. Again he struck, and again, employing a slow though harsh attack, distending her buttocks with an inner heat. The more he applied, the more he fed the ambient glow within the flesh, each stinging stroke adding to the temperature, making her squawk and start to fight the hold of the women. But the more she fought the more they increased their hold and chuckled with derision, becoming more amused the more she resisted.


  With tears rolling down her cheeks her sex was wet with desire, excited by the stern punishment. Being held in the air while sheathed in gorgeous rears had made Kira hungry for more.


  He stopped suddenly, placing his left hand to her hot cheeks. If she could have achieved speech she would have begged him to continue.


  The fingers delved into her rear, tracing the plug before sliding into her sex to have her head rise and her back flicker as they slithered in, amply assisted by her juices.


  Testing her arousal with some dextrous caresses, he moved back.


  ‘I think the seneschal was being a little deceitful concerning your tolerances, Kira. I believe we need to go a little further than this,’ he commented with a smile, the paddle withdrawing, freeing his fingers as he ducked under her suspended form and arose before her.


  Kira watched astounded as the tissues shivered and continued to metamorphose. Each finger thinned and then broke into two, the rest of the hand gathering in, the bones fusing into one as the eight slender stalks of his divided digits started to lengthen. The skin spilled along them, stretching onwards at a fantastic speed as they welled with internal muscle, the translucency fading the longer they grew, hiding the interior.


  The structure shuddered and condensed, growing dark and leaving the right hand of the duke a solid ball of flesh with a thumb and eight individual, yard-long tentacles. It appeared as though the extremity were a bizarre version of a cat o’ nine tails.


  ‘Are you ready, Kira?’ he asked, stroking her hair as he shook the lithe strands beside him.


  She looked up at the warlock with adoration and nodded, her eyes wet with tears of pain and pleasure.


  His face was marked with occasional beads of perspiration, his hair dishevelled from the exertion as he assessed her expression.


  Without further word his arm launched overhead, swinging high and bringing the strands down across her back. Kira jolted, crying out against the gag, the burning lines the whip had painted being far harsher than the paddle.


  The women tightened their holds and pulled her more forcefully, making Kira believe she would be dragged apart should they apply any more strength to their task.


  She could not even claw against them; her hands and feet were squashed too effectively within a cushion of internal tracts.


  The whip fell again, its savage tone releasing fitful purls from Kira’s throat as she suffered for his delight.


  The duke continued to whip her, making her battle to get free, her mind churning with mayhem as the expanse of her back was rocked with fulgent streaks. The repeated blows ate into her, sometimes dancing under her flanks to attack her undersides, her belly and the sides of her breasts, the wiry stalks terrible harbingers of havoc. But there was a keen sense of abandonment, of being deprived of will and left helpless to the mercy of another.


  Going slack, each lambasting kiss of the whip brought out a moment of tension from her pained form, but then she fell weak again, the whip eating away her energy, almost making her resigned to it. Her battle was lost, so she was surrendering.


  Grizzling, she was treated to the whip again, the duke elevating her sorrow, lashing her with regular and swift strokes. Prancing back and forth, his hair spilling around him, his necklace danced in the light, his features flushed.


  For long minutes she was abused thus, the warlock dripping with moisture from his labours, hacking into her, a cruel smile across his lips, his eyes alive with pleasure, the crystal glowing with new levels of radiance.


  With a growling hiss he jumped over her arm, then her leg, placing himself between her legs after vaulting the hurdles. Grabbing one of her torrefied buttocks he clasped the flesh and purred with lust, confirming that the mere sight of her writhing under him was making the warlock burn with desire to again have her sultry body.


  Slamming the whip across her rear he thrashed from side to side, the oscillating strokes skimming her skin, making her screech, the welts all the more pronounced on this well-tenderised flesh. Dropping forward, he could resist her no longer. Grabbing his tumescent shaft and the plug he yanked the toy out, bringing wails through Kira’s mutated gag, the sharp flash of its flight kindling a similar paroxysm from her body. Flinging it rudely aside he replaced it with an organic sample.


  Kira’s head flung back to its limits, her mouth grinding on the gag as she felt him enter her, the feel of such penetration almost making her climax. The intensity of the pain she had endured carried her to a new intensity of pleasure. With his body resting on her he thrust deep, pounding with rabid drives, drops of sweat falling onto her back, warm and moist, a frenzied drizzle, the weight of his body elevating the mayhem in her stretched limbs.


  Growling with animal lust the duke clawed at her skin, recalling the whip, letting his fingers emerge once more, his nails scratching her, leaving flushed lines but failing to break her hardy skin. Kira was screeching for him to finish, to have him pour his seed into her, the rapture unequalled.


  The feel of a warm phallus in her cool tracts was glorious, like coming in from the cold to nuzzle by a fire. The drag at her rear as he stabbed into her, sinking to his fullest extent, made her groan with delight at being filled so acutely.


  With a roar of rapture the duke broke into random fits, injecting a hot jolt of semen into her, the grinding phallus moving in fitful stabs as he stole every portion of pleasure he could from her bottom. Kira squeezed to him, adding to the sensations, equally delighted by the feeling of being used so, of having him thrusting into her, churning her insides with bliss.


  The duke slumped back, dragging free of her rear and dropping onto the carpet, arms and legs splayed out, his breath long and panting as he recovered from his exertions.


  The demon women lowered to the floor, letting Kira’s front nestle upon the carpet before they released their sphincter shackles and pulled free of her, excreting her extremities.


  One of them leaned in and stole one of her tears, catching it on a shifting finger and running it across her pointed tongue with a smile. Then, as quickly as they had come, the women stepped back into the seas of shadow still shifting across the floor, their bodies vanishing into it. Only their eyes remained – fixed to her before they too closed, letting the tides of darkness retreat.


  Huddled on the floor, Kira’s body was alive with feeling. Wiping her eyes, she arose and crawled over to him, settling in beside the naked form of the warlock.


  He felt her settle and placed a hand into her hair, guiding her in to nuzzle beside him where he stroked her gently, his eyes closed, his features slack, his chest rising and falling with deep gasps. It was strange to see breath being so needed. To Kira it was rapidly becoming a forgotten function, one she could barely even recall.


  ‘Did I please you, lord?’ she asked, wondering if she had lived up to his expectations. Since coming to the palace, since losing her life, she had been possessed by carnal intent. Sex and sensation were never high on her list of priorities, but she had no idea how much she had been missing with her abstinence. Upon her death a world of possibilities, of new experiences, had been opened to her. She wanted to see everything, to feel it all, to do things with creatures and people no mortal had ever conceived of.


  ‘Most definitely, Kira,’ he chuckled, a smile broadening his lips.


  ‘May I ask you something, lord?’ she questioned, wondering if perhaps she should continue, afraid she might offend him, because she wanted to know about his art and was unaware if there were some binding code of secrecy about it.


  ‘Go ahead,’ he replied lightly.


  ‘How do you do this magic? What is it? What’s the Wyrm?’


  ‘There are two powers of nature. They are the source of life, of everything. In its simplest terms, Gaia is life, the Wyrm is destruction. The fight between Gaia and the Wyrm is necessary and eternal, for without the Wyrm, nothing would end, stagnation would set in, there would be no change, no evolution, no learning, no advancement.


  And if the Wyrm ruled, everything would be shattered and consumed.’


  ‘Then why seek Gaia’s destruction?’ she wondered, seeing no sense in such a goal. It would be like trying to destroy the world, a self-defeating objective unless one wished to die with it.


  ‘Not I, little Kira. I like things the way they are. But many are more fanatical. The Flesh Dancers are a carnal sect devoted to pleasure for its own sake, dedicating to one facet of the Wyrm. Others though are more military and radical. The sects that follow paths of destruction, greed, and carnage seek ascendancy, to destroy Gaia and let the Wyrm run free. They hope for a world of anarchy and chaos where they will thrive.’


  ‘And you tap this energy?’ she asked, her hand reaching out and enclosing his shaft, the flesh wilting in her fingers, warm and throbbing with a rapid pulse, one so different to her own lazy metabolism.


  ‘Very astute, Kira. Yes, through will and use of runes, talismans and charms, we gather that energy from the realms of the Wyrm and mould it, using it to affect reality and alter the physical world.’


  ‘And only the living can do this?’ she asked again, examining his length, taking the opportunity to take a close and prolonged look at such an organ.


  ‘The powers of living energy can only pass though that which lives. A creature beyond destruction and life cannot,’ he replied, knowing the reason for her question and confirming that the vampire was forever denied access to such arcane feats.


  ‘Now, I need a bath,’ he concluded. ‘Come and assist, slave.’


  He revealed a bath chamber, the white tiled room bearing a raised tub in the centre, the large jacuzzi-like structure bubbling with warm waters, pre-set and ready to attend them. Set on shelves to one side was assorted toiletries, soaps, sponges, oils and lotions. Next to it were racks of luxurious towels, everything scented by the small censers hanging from chains in the corners, their grey lines of scent mingling with the shifting fog banks of steam that ruled the humid air.


  The duke stepped up and put a toe in the water to test it. Finding it satisfactory, he slid down into the shimmering pool, sinking to his neck. ‘Aaaah, yes,’ he drawled contentedly, ducking his head under and rising again, trickles running his face, his hair slick against his head.


  Locking his arms along the sides he reclined and closed his eyes, relishing the feel of the hot waters as they swirled and lifted the sweat from his body. Kira almost felt envious. She didn’t sweat any more, she didn’t know whether she would if she ever got hot enough through exertion, or whether it was just not possible. It was not something she particularly missed, but the pleasure of sloughing off perspiration in a hot bath was a delight she would have liked to experience again, and she felt herself pining for this ridiculous chore.


  ‘Attend me, slave,’ he uttered softly, beads of moisture forming on Kira as her cold body attracted condensation.


  It almost looked as though she were sweating, perspiring profusely from the humidity of the room.


  Walking to the shelves she took out what she required, knelt before the pool and sank them into the water. The heat of the waters poured into her flesh, radiating inward, inspiring a shudder from her.


  Kira began to work the soap across his skin, attending him with humble devotion. It brought a smile to her lips to perform thus, to be someone’s body slave, to clean them, stroke their form. It was pleasing to attend the duke thus, but what she would really prefer would be to handle her seneschal. It was a foolish daydream and hardly likely simply because, like her, the seneschal did not perspire.


  But then again, perhaps it was not so fanciful a notion after all. Vampires would be soiled by their environment just like anyone else. They had to wash some time. She herself would probably need a bath soon.


  Her hands wafted across his bare form, foamy trails being left behind as the soap moved in small gentle circles, the sponge following behind. The necklace swayed and rocked upon the tides, the crystal surrounded by refracted lines of darkness, projecting its radiance into the pellucid waters.


  Watching her from the corners of his eyes, the duke seemed fascinated with her form, his eyes rarely leaving it, glazed and obsessed, as though mesmerised by an exquisite masterpiece. Was she really that attractive? It was not something she was used to – the adoration of males.


  Letting her hands explore and cleanse at the same time it was an excellent excuse to trace his whole body, to know that she had felt every part of him. When she reached between his legs she found him rigid against the turbulent waters, the feel of her gently working across him having stoked his appetite once more.


  The act of cleaning started to change, and instead of lathering his length she started to work her hand upon it, slowly masturbating him. A hand reached out behind her, slowly rolling up and down her back, her rear, her thighs. The duke’s eyes were closed, his head lounged back.


  With unhurried effort she continued to pleasure him, one arm in the water, clasped to his eager length, the other continuing to roll soap or sponge across him, a sensual massage to compliment her more carnal labours.


  ‘Come in with me, slave,’ he uttered softly, almost as though in his sleep.


  Rising, Kira slipped into the warm waters, the heat engulfing her, feeling even harsher to her because of the radical difference to her chill skin. Kneeling before the inert form of the duke she reached forward and enclosed his penis once more, continuing where she had left off, studying the relish carved distinctly into his features.


  On a whim she leaned in, letting her head drop below the waters, settling down and swallowing him once more.


  With her lips closed upon him she clutched to him to fight off her buoyancy and the steady shove of the bubbles rolling across her skin, tickling her with furtive caresses.


  Her hair flowed around her like the limbs of an octopus, riding the random eddies of the pool, a wreath of dark red lines that swayed and danced about the sight of his shaft in her mouth.


  Breathing out through her nose she released a steady plume of silver bubbles, emptying her lungs into the geysers of air being released all around her. Letting herself sink she remained at the bottom of the pool without effort, hibernating as bubbles poured across her from every direction. As an aquatic creature she lurked beneath the waves, her lips fixed to him, her head dropping down and hauling back, her cuffs and fetters scratching at the tiled interior.


  Occasionally she removed herself from him, to kiss and nibble at his thighs, to suckle on his toes and make him quiver, her hand maintaining the rhythm in the absence of her mouth. Kira felt the familiar tensing of his frame, his shaft throbbing, becoming more solid against her deft tongue. She pulled back, finishing him with some slow shuffles of her hand, her gaze peering through the clouds of bubbles in anticipation.


  Cloudy streams poured from the tip of his penis, speeding away and being dispersed on the whirling tides.


  The image was one that amused her greatly, the sight of it so eerie. Continuing with a few more pumps of her hand she treated him to the full banquet of orgasm, and then slowly rose up, her face emerging from the surface to regard a face sated and smiling.


  ‘Dry me, slave,’ he said, out of breath, recovering a semblance of awareness, dazed by the pleasure.


  Kira stood up, her frame rising from the waters, her skin flowing with streams that dripped from her, unveiling her physique to him in full, drawing him from his enervated coma. His eyes seemed to delve into her, marvelled by the image of the vampiress he had free reign to use in any way he wished.


  Stepping out she removed a towel, leaving wet footprints to and from the shelf as she opened the soft folds and presented them to accept the duke’s body. With a groan of effort he arose and ushered himself into the awaiting blankets, Kira enveloping him and then rolling the absorbent materials across his body, soaking up the water.


  Once she had finished she replaced the towels and knelt before him, awaiting his next command.


  Switching off the jacuzzi, the waters settled, the ventilation of the room siphoning out the steam, improving vision. The duke sat on the edge of the pool, running a tongue along the upper wall of his teeth as he watched Kira. ‘Perform for me, slave,’ he commented.


  Kira did not look up, keeping her gaze lowered, her wet hair hanging about her, the waters that had drenched her still setting loose their thin tails of steam.


  Almost of its own accord a hand shifted across her thighs and between her legs, her thighs parting in her kneeling stance, granting her easier access. Not only had she been trained to obedience, she herself craved it, thus her body now replied with willing, precise haste. The only cause she had to pause or deliberate was to purposefully gain punishment.


  A fingertip rose between the folds of her sex, touching her clitoris, starting to rub softly back and forth before breaking into small swirls. Closing her eyes Kira left herself to the pleasure, a delight spiced with the subtle humiliation of being made to enact such a private matter for the eyes of another.


  Wallowing in this powerful arousal she shivered and continued, her shoulders quaking, rising a little, rocking her belly against the air as her hand worked within. Her lips peeled open, her tongue pressing against her lower teeth as she panted softly.


  ‘Now, you will ask permission before you come, slave,’ he stated, his face enthralled by the display. ‘Is that understood?’


  ‘Yes, lord,’ she replied softly, glad that he was still controlling her, regulating her pleasure, making her ask to even feel it.


  The duke watched as she started to strain more and more to keep still, the rapture swelling within her womb making her writhe on her knees, gasping softly. She was on the very verge of release, and her words spilled out with her need. ‘Lord… may I come?’


  ‘No,’ he said flatly.


  Conditioned to obedience, Kira removed her hand and grabbed her thighs, sinking her fingers into the flesh, paining it greatly as she scowled, teetering on the verge of orgasm and being forced to deny herself.


  The explosive result of her onanism started to withdraw, trickling away, making her settle, her frustration rampant.


  ‘Begin again,’ he commanded, his entertainment being in seeing her wracked by pleasure and the effects of such denial. He knew her libido was thundering after her punishment, her bondage, her repeated sensual acts with him, and he was taking great delight in further pouring fuel onto the flames.


  Again Kira started her performance, teasing her erect clitoris, stroking her lips, sighing and panting as she worked herself to orgasm, and on the very verge she again pleaded for release, her words desperate. ‘ Please, lord, please may I come,’ she whimpered, her head flopping forward, hiding her face with a cascade of damp hair.


  But again the duke was not about to end his amusement.


  ‘No, not yet, slave… maybe next time.’


  Sinking down she threw her head back, flinging her hair away, the wet strands slapping across her back as a soft whip. With teeth clenched and eyes screwed shut she struggled against her instincts. For a moment her obedience faltered, her hand lingering, considering continuing, in stealing the last few whirls that would sate her hunger. But what then? He would punish her, that much was certain, and it was something she was not wholly opposed to, but then he might betray her rebellion to the seneschal. Not only would Kira be devastated to have disappointed Cassandra, but also, she was running the risk of losing her newly gained position. She had experienced too much already as a maid to risk being demoted back into the realms of a punishment slave, or a pet again.


  With her arm tensed, fighting the orders of her mind, she forced the limb back and shuddered through the harsh withdrawal symptoms of deprived orgasm, and once he was sure she had slipped far enough from her goal, the duke commanded her again.


  ‘Continue, slave,’ he grinned, slipping from his perch and circling her humbled form.


  Kira started afresh, praying that this was the time she would be permitted to finally end her frustrations. Closer and closer she drew, her finger moist with water and the wetness of her ravenous sex.


  The duke knelt behind her, reaching around, one hand locking under her chin, lifting it to place the back of her head into his shoulder. The other wove in and cupped her assets, squeezing them, teasing the nipples with the lightest of brushes.


  Gasping with bliss she nuzzled into him, his body supporting hers, ready to feel her orgasm, as though he could somehow steal some of it for himself, soak in the feel of a woman’s rapture through unbroken contact with her.


  Snatching brief influxes of air Kira’s eyes rolled back, her hand trembling, and again her words emerged, this time dripping with sincerity and pleading. ‘Please, lord, please let me come,’ she whined.


  ‘Yes, slave, you may,’ he stated.


  Barely had the words left his lips than Kira was spasming in his hold, her body bucking against his arms as she groaned aloud, and as her body was beset by orgasm she cried out, unable to hold in such sensations and still keep quiet. The dancing finger made her insane with delight, and sagging into his arms she slouched back, bathed in internal warmth, her thoughts soft and fuzzy, her body twitching with a random fit upon occasion, dazzled by the bliss.


  ‘Thank you, my lord,’ she mumbled.


  ‘Good slave,’ he commented, stroking her wet hair.


  ‘Now dress yourself and bring me my clothes,’ he instructed, removing himself from her and rising.


  Kira almost collapsed, her body drained of tension by the onanism, but she gathered her senses and mustered some effort, fighting her way back onto her feet. Walking to the door with shaking steps, it opened for her and let the cool arms of the room beyond envelop her, stripping off the heat her body had acquired but which could not easily support.


  The soft carpet tickled her soles, and once she was alone in the chamber where she had suffered the delights of the sorcerous duke she began to gather his shed attire.


  As she lifted his jacket, her mind reliving the experiences that had unfolded here, his wallet fell out. Kira held it for a moment in contemplation, looking across the plain leather surfaces, wondering what lay within, what secrets, what revelations. Looking over her shoulder to check that he was still not present, she opened it, and failed to find anything within that would distinguish the man from any other mere mortal treading the concrete halls and roads of the surface world.


  Tarnivelle Khardekk, a twenty-seven-year-old director of primary operations for Korin Enterprises, a massive multinational corporation Kira was well acquainted with.


  The company controlled numerous businesses and was often referred to in news and media. Quite what his job description meant she was not sure, but she could guess it was a front to make him blend with the mortal herd.


  A range of elite credit cards, several unmarked security cards with magnetic strip and barcode, a parking permit, and a few high denomination bills were all that existed.


  A picture fell from the lining as she turned it over, looking for anything else. It was a woman of astonishing beauty, a loveliness of similar captivating allure as the queen. They had different features but the same transfixing glow that made the eyes of the viewer stick to them, never tiring of studying the perfect countenance.


  A crooked crown of jet held back a mane of red hair, the striking shade almost artificial in its brightness. Her piercing blue eyes were like diamonds, boring through the representation. Silver serpent earrings dangled from her lobes and a silken cloak sheathed her tall frame.


  Behind her was a wall of contorted grotesque forms, travesties of humans, bloated and distended. The mutated merging of beast and nightmare peered out through dozens of eyes, their horrific ugliness only serving to accentuate the beauty of the woman through contrast.


  Replacing the picture she jumped at the sound of his voice, her preoccupation having left her unaware of his approach.


  ‘Found something, slave?’ he questioned softly, leaning in the doorway, her intense fascination with the picture having distracted her from the sound of the door opening.


  ‘I’m sorry, lord, it fell out as I gathered your things,’ she offered humbly, replacing it as quickly as she could.


  The duke strode over and tugged the photo out, removing it from her grasp before she succeeded in restoring the portrait to its hiding place. ‘Ah, Kitjana,’ he commented, running a finger down the glossy surface, a wistful tone of painful longing in his voice.


  ‘Is she your queen?’ asked Kira, the regal attire similar to her own ruler making her question whether his sect was but one allied under her banner.


  ‘No,’ he laughed, chuckling to himself before stopping and continuing with educating his slave. ‘She rules her own sect. I met her majesty through Kitjana. Shortly after I became grandmaster of the Flesh Dancers, I was invited to attend one of her ceremonies. Dana… I mean, her majesty, was also a guest, there by special invite from Kitjana, representing vampire interests in the city.’


  ‘Who is she?’ quizzed Kira, for if she were not vampire she had to at least be inhuman, for even the skill of the Flesh Dancers had failed to create the level of beauty wrought on Kitjana’s face. ‘A demon, like those you called here?’


  ‘Her father was a powerful grand warlock, one of the greatest of his age. He conducted one of the ancient rites and sacrificed his own sect to pour their power into her before she was born. The orders of Gaia intervened and killed him, but not before he had succeeded and brought the child into the world. Kitjana was taken into their custody. They foolishly thought that with the right guidance she could resist her innate evil and thwart a prophecy that matched such circumstances as Kitjana’s unholy birth. But she escaped, and is now one of the most powerful witches in the land.’


  ‘So what is this prophecy?’ asked Kira, recalling the duke’s harsh words about such matters.


  ‘The prophecy speaks of the unborn, turned to darkness and raised in the light. She would explore the darkness and sire the Wyrm child in a nest of tainted purity,’ he said, and then sighed before explaining a little further.


  ‘The Wyrm child is a sort of avatar that is said will set loose the Great Wyrm’s final apocalypse, the final cycle of mankind.’


  ‘And you believe this?’


  ‘I don’t know. A few years ago I would have scoffed, but I’ve seen too many omens and other prophecies unfurling around us. Something big is brewing. Whether it’s just a major war between the Wyrm and Gaia, or the apocalypse itself, I don’t know.’


  ‘People are taking this seriously then?’ Kira said, aware that such events could well influence her own life, even here in the palace. If there was one constant in the universe, it was that no matter who fought it, war always dragged everyone in sooner or later.


  ‘Why do you think the queen is making all these pacts?


  She wants everyone to know her strength, so that if something occurs she is more than able to defend herself.


  She’s been consolidating power for years now, making sure that she is at the crest of the wave if the deluge comes.’


  It sounded bizarre, foolish, nothing but superstition and fable. But then again, so did the existence of vampires, werewolves, witches and warlocks, demons and gods.


  ‘I need to mediate awhile, slave. Get dressed,’ he ordered, putting the picture back and starting to don his suit.


  Kira lifted her shed attire, and with liberal use of the talcum powder she found in the other room, and the polish beside it, she started to seal herself back into her uniform.


  Pulling on her boots, she buckled them tight to her legs, running her hands up the material to smooth out the wrinkles. Wriggling into her dress she interlaced her fingers and pushed the gloves into position, and with some contorted wriggling she succeeded in pulling the zip up before applying the lock to the back of her collar.


  Lying on the floor she laced herself back into the corset, stealing away the strings, her strength negating the need for assistance, her limbs having garnered power from the Malefic Kiss of the queen.


  The last part of her attire was the plug, which she aimed into herself and clutched to the wall for assistance as she filled her anus with the wide interloper.


  ‘Sit cross-legged in the middle of the room, slave,’ he ordered, straightening his tie back into place with some soft tugs. Kira did as he bade her, settling into position and crossing her legs, her hands on her knees.


  The duke regarded her for a moment, and then flung his left arm forward, little finger raised, thumb extended, forefinger pointing directly to her. The crystal about his neck flashed with a brief sheen of new potency, and Kira felt a sudden invisible weight enclose her, as though a huge fist had snatched her body, its influencing coming from every direction, stopping her from moving.


  The duke lowered his right arm and then started to raise it towards the presented hand, his fingers reaching out, tensed, like a claw readying to grab the other fist.


  Lines of shadow started to form about Kira, the darkness itself solidifying, becoming solid tendrils that emerged like reeds around her, spilling from the floor. The duke reached the base of his left arm and slowly took hold of it, his fingers clasping to the other. The serpentine coils dove in, snapping to her, coiling upon her body like midnight ethereal ropes, tightening and capturing her.


  Her folded legs were pulled tighter together, locked into their position by numerous coils. A single line flipped up, snaring her collar and bending her forward, doubling her up, drawing her into a painful stoop.


  Her arms were grabbed and pulled back, the strength of the conjuration’s defeating her with ease. Her elbows were pulled together behind her, and more tendrils slithered down to bind her wrists before the summoned manacles flashed around her waist, wringing her midsection and keeping her firmly pinned into the confined ball.


  She felt movement about her throat, and slimy passage across her cheeks before the lines poured into her throat, wriggling down, swelling and stopping up her maw as she gurgled and flung her head about. The eels of smoke used her fight to gauge her resistance, tightening their grips a little more in order to defeat her in full. Then the softness of the bonds vanished as they ceased moving, petrifying, becoming solid like stone, imprisoning and leaving her helpless and bound before the duke.


  With a smile he looked over his arcane handiwork and then settled into a kneeling position, closing his eyes and regulating his breathing, slowing his pulse and respiration, sliding into a deep trance.


  A few minutes later Kira thought she saw movement in him, a shimmer like heat haze rising from his body, an unseen spectral presence drifting from his body and fading further out of her view.


  Left in enforced silence Kira started to strain against her bonds, her body succumbing to aches, of being held in the twisted pose and unable to budge even the slightest.


  Whimpering against her gag, her only distraction was playing her muscles against the butt plug, spitting it out a little and swallowing it, a meagre pastime that did little to alleviate the boredom and distress of her confinement.


  But it was still a pleasure to the darker recesses of her mind; the knowledge that she was in bondage because she was a slave, that she had submitted to his desire and he wished her to be bound thus. It helped ease her resentment.


  The hunger for blood was starting to grow again within her. The longer she remained in bondage the more powerful and pressing the appetite became. The silence of the room started to gather new clarity, the sound of the duke’s pulse, the beat of his life, pushing that which she needed around his veins.


  Staring at him, her mouth watering, she began to fight more urgently against her bonds as the hours trailed by.


  All she needed was a little, a small amount to sate her, to take the vicious razor edge off her thirst. She was sure he wouldn’t mind. If only she could get free. But her delirious efforts found no success, making her all the more heinously frustrated at her incarceration and the distress in her body.


  




  Chapter Five


  The queen shifted in her throne, considering what to do, resting a hand on a fist before rising up and speaking to the seneschal.


  Cassandra stood before her, holding an electronic notepad, ready to jot down her decrees and implement them for the illustrious vampiress. It was hard to concentrate. Cassandra not only had her reservations about leaving Kira to the duke, but also the queen’s image was distracting her greatly. Sometimes she thought the queen did this deliberately to tease her most elevated servant, to hold a resplendent icon before its worshipper and never let it be touched.


  Standing aloof, the sublime curves of the vampire queen were encased in skin-tight leather, the garments created to fit her with precise comfort. The black polished jacket was a one-piece garment, with stern shoulders and her emblem set on the upper arm in the manner of military insignia. The sleeves descended into gloves and after a high collar it opened into an oval that exposed her cleavage, its depth allowing the most furtive peek at the aureole of her nipples.


  The hem dropped as two suspenders, the buckles grabbing her thigh boots, the arch between the two front fastenings allowing a glimpse of her leather thong. Her white locks tumbled down from behind her regal and sinister crown. Dark shades about her eyes emphasised her cold composure, while similar grim cosmetic work served to render her eyebrows and lips ready assistants to an even more callous temperament. Whenever she dressed in such belated styles, Cassandra found herself enchanted by the darkness of her enslaver’s image, by the danger present in surrendering to one so malevolent.


  ‘Send word to the directors of Turan incorporated. Let them know that they may be facing hostile takeover bids from other west coast operations. You know Christos’s major holdings, pass these over as the most likely candidates. Assure them of my complete support and protection, and remind them that I will not tolerate wavering fealty.’


  ‘Yes, your majesty,’ said Cassandra, tapping the details onto the pad, the distraction from staring at the queen making her wonder how Kira was doing under the duke.


  She hoped nothing happened to change her slave. After finding the truth within the girl, Cassandra did not want her altered in any way. In future she would make sure little Kira was kept under more strict containment, and in privacy. The very thought alone had her grinning subversively, pondering all the new positions she wanted to see Kira’s elegant form twisted into.


  ‘Have the clan departed?’ asked the queen.


  ‘Yes, your majesty, they left at sunset. They have agreed in full to the other stipulations in the treaty.’


  ‘Excellent. Now, what of the sects?’


  ‘Only one so far. Grandmaster Malekith of the bloodlords has refused a meeting, or even the opening of a dialogue.’


  ‘A predictable response. He seeks power for himself, I doubt he will negotiate or accept a pact. Mortals can be so fanatic.’


  ‘Shall I despatch Thanos to slay him, your majesty?’ she offered.


  ‘No, not yet. The bloodlords are of no real consequence. I have no pressing interest in their holdings.


  But just to be sure, have one of our cover agents report in and debrief. If there’s anything up Malekith’s sleeve I want to see it well in advance. Has there been any word from Kitjana?’


  ‘Sources have revealed that her sanctum was attacked a number of weeks ago by a concerted effort of the shamans of Gaia. Orders of the earth serpent and dragon were involved, and perhaps some from the swan. After all, their head, Eire, is said to have died in an earlier assault on Kitjana’s haven.’


  ‘The whole trinity in an assault? They must still be pursuing this ridiculous crusade to thwart their prophecy.’


  ‘It appears so, your majesty.’


  ‘Any other news on this matter?’


  ‘No, your majesty. The details are sketchy and there have been some wild and contradictory rumours, but nothing substantial. What are your wishes?’


  ‘Send an offer of assistance to Kitjana if she still lives.


  In addition, just to let the shamans know we are still about, deliver a relevant animal – bitten and drained of blood – to each of the main temples of the trinity, and let’s say, oh, each of the next nine strongest sects. Use my shadow-walkers to have the carcasses placed on their altars without detection.’


  ‘Yes, your majesty.’


  ‘Anything else, seneschal?’


  ‘The matter of the lupine, your majesty. I have had her in containment, with electro-stimulation since she was brought in. What are your wishes, your majesty?’


  ‘Well, I think I should perhaps pay her a visit. Send a letter of thanks to the duke for his participation in the capture, see to these other matters, and then you may pleasure yourself as you see fit.’


  ‘Thank you, your majesty,’ she replied humbly, bowing down and kissing the toe of the queen’s boot, a charming haze trickling through her thoughts as she considered the form of Kira, bound and tied, servicing her and revelling in her erotic subjugation.


  




  Chapter Six


  The heavy vault purred open on a lazy swing, unveiling Corin at the heart of the chamber, revealed by the bright spotlight. Splayed, penetrated, sodden with a fevered sweat from the long and arduous process of erotic teasing and diabolical denial, she had not been able to sleep.


  Locked to his full wolfen form, Thanos scampered at the boots of the queen, being led on a thick chain into the dark perimeter of the room. It was a little eerie not to be disturbed by the sight of his sister in such stringent and lewd travail; instead, he found himself envying her the attention she was about to receive from his goddess.


  He would have traded places with her in a heartbeat.


  The queen was still in her leather uniform, the rigid black hide tight upon her magnificent form, emphasising, protecting, and enticing with its polished midnight folds.


  Threading his leash through one of the rings by the door she left him crouching in the corner, bathed in the darker shadows, his identity concealed from the desperate eyes of the other lupine.


  With hungry eyes he watched the queen stride into the room and walk along Corin’s length, letting a hand trail out and run along her damp skin. Lifting the captured moisture to her lips, she sniffed its panicked bouquet and smiled, unveiling her fangs.


  ‘Mmmm, just right,’ she said softly, and wiped the salty waters across her tongue. ‘Positively overflowing with frustration…


  ‘I am the queen,’ she stated, and moved out of the light, her body being swallowed by the darkness as she reached to the wall and opened a concealed cabinet. ‘You belong to me, slave, and to prove this fact I’m going to use your body to amuse me with its suffering. If you are wise you will dedicate yourself to finding pleasure in this.’


  ‘Please, let me go,’ whimpered Corin, her abdomen jerking with the shocks that pleasured her so but made her insane with the refusal of climax. ‘Please, I’ll leave the city and never come back, I swear to Gaia.’ She was steadily losing her defiance, Thanos could see that well enough. The long hours spent in bondage, sweating within rubber, dwelling on having been tainted with vampire blood, and treated to such pleasures, was shattering the bastion of her dissonance, opening a route to surrender.


  The queen did not respond, she merely took out a curved knife, the wicked blade catching light on its edge as she sauntered back to Corin’s spread-eagled physique.


  ‘Damn you, let me go!’ Corin roared, throwing herself against the bonds, her damp hair flopping with her desperate bid to break free. Again she tried to don a form that would allow her to break free, the rubber croaking as the body within rippled and grew. ‘I’ll kill you all for this, vampire filth!’


  On cue the collar erupted into life, throwing blazing arcs of voltage into her, far less kind than the arousing rod sheathed in her belly. Squealing, her change faltered and faded, making her eager flesh settle back into that of a normal woman.


  The queen turned from her approach and went back to delve into the cupboard, gathering a gag.


  ‘This can’t be happening – this isn’t happening,’ Corin wept.


  ‘Hush, puppy,’ grinned the queen, forcing the large stubby gag into her mouth, taking advantage of her captive’s despair. The soft phallus-shaped length was crammed in, the metal plate which held it pressing to Corin’s lips, the rubber coating of the interior acting as an efficient airtight seal. The moulded rectangle ran below her nose and cupped her chin, then threw out several stern leather straps that held the plate in inviolable place. With detached effort the queen started to fasten them in place, hauling them tight to the lupine’s skull, stopping up her mouth with a fake manhood.


  Corin’s eyes were wide as she gurgled and fought to spit out the gag before it was fully established, but with her jaws spread wide and her maw swollen with a plastic phallus she could do nothing. Her teeth ground on the trespassing shaft but could not puncture the soft device.


  Her breath started to snort through her nostrils as she found it impossible to sneak air over her insulated lips.


  Belts were thrown up to cross her cheeks and connect at her crown, while others ran around her head and over her ears to lock together and seal her cries and words behind a wall of steel. Gasping through her nostrils, Corin’s gloved hands clawed for her bonds, fighting to get her arms lose so she could pull the horrid thing from her face. Her fight to escape escalated when she caught sight of the knife, the queen lifting and letting it waft across her offered torso, the spotlight catching strobe pulses on the shimmering length of the weapon.


  The tip descended and picked up the base of her girdle before running along, parting the material as it slowly swept up. The queen enlightened her prisoner as she did so, addressing her with a calm, grim aura, like the stern teacher of a dry subject.


  ‘The collar you wear is not just to keep you from changing form without permission; it has other functions as well. I can activate whenever I wish, like so…’


  Her hand brushed her choker and Corin hollered into the gag, jerking as a brief wash of chastising shock was thrown into her. The queen released the concealed switch and the captive sagged, breathing deeply, exhausted.


  ‘The longer you defy the collar by changing form or trying to break it the more powerful the intensity of the shock becomes. Eventually it will prove fatal. Also, the collar is linked to my own life. Should I be destroyed, should the beat of my undead heart end, then the collar will activate. You will be drawn through ever increasing agony, paralysed by it until it gathers to such a level that it will kill you,’ she revealed, the blade clearing the neck and then with two deft diversions cut the shoulder straps of the garment.


  ‘In addition, while within the palace you are safe.


  Should you step outside its perimeter without permission, the collar activates. The further you go, the more severe its reprimands, until you either return, or you perish,’ she stated, and unlocked the fastenings of the plugs.


  Switching them off, the queen smiled as Corin choked with their removal, the final loss of them dragging at her dry skin, all natural lubrication gone from the duration of her teasing. Placing the devices back in their cupboard, the queen replaced the knife and selected a small black tackle box. She opened the lid and then peeled back the cut folds of rubber to reveal Corin’s naked torso, her chest coated in a slick sheen of perspiration, rising and falling with frightened wheezes, her belly quivering from angst.


  ‘Nice breasts,’ she commented, taking hold of one and assessing it personally, examining size, structure, texture, the cold flesh of the vampiress making the nipple rise.


  Corin’s eyes were wide with mortified panic. ‘But they look a bit cold. Perhaps we can warm them up a little,’ she smiled, removing a candle from the box and throwing a lighter to bring flame to the wick.


  Turning the waxen shaft in the light, she watched the head gather a pool of molten wax while absently looking to Corin’s chagrin stare and finding satisfaction in it.


  Thanos shifted restlessly, his shaft growing erect between his legs as he watched the play unfold. He had no idea Corin was so lovely, having never really seen past her sibling status, but now, in this sensual realm, he could appreciate her in a whole new light. It was delightful to see such an alluring form squirm under the attentions of the queen. Her supple tanned form, bound and opened, her extremities coated in sensuous rubber, her body left defenceless, dancing against its shackles and the imminent travail the vampiress was to impart.


  With a hand dithering, questioning whether to take hold of himself, he pondered on how the two of them were so completely different from one another. The queen was a pale, elegant deity. She was strong, cold, calculating, an epitome of the undead. Corin however, was an athletic bronzed maenad, a berserker full of vitality and life, the very image of a lupine tribe woman. One led a vast realm of countless thousands, her every word affecting the fate of millions of mortals. The other was part of a unified force, a voice in a gestalt power that mortals remained completely ignorant of and were never affected by.


  To watch one of them break the other to her will was a show he studied with intensity, and lodged in the shadows he let the indecisive hand drift covertly between his legs, taking hold of his length and treating himself to some sly and subtle caresses. Hopefully, with the queen standing in the bright light he would remain a mere vague silhouette against a backdrop of jet, hiding his transgression from her. Even if she did notice, the sight of Corin’s treatment was just seducing him into seeking some punishment of his own.


  Corin’s wide eyes flashed shut and her face grimaced as a hot dribble fell from above and started to pitter-patter onto her breasts. The molten opaque fluids made the flesh shiver and shake, swaying as it sought to evade the attack, but the queen was not choosy about where she placed the searing issue, and Corin’s paroxysms only served more of her up to the molten kisses. Squealing against the gag her breathing rose and fell, her body straining against its prison as the queen watched like some impassive surgeon, applying her attentions with clinical disdain.


  The smooth tanned panes of Corin’s torso started to become more and more obscured by the crust of wax that formed across it, the queen remorselessly applying the hot dribbles, sometimes from a height, sometimes almost directly to the skin to make Corin sing aloud with new levels of duress.


  The queen leaned back, the leather creaking softly against her curves as she blew out the candle and let her eyes stroll across the suffering woman beneath her.


  Despite their fundamental differences, it was intensely arousing to watch one woman use and abuse another, and Thanos had to let go of himself lest he climax.


  The queen placed the candle back in the box, leaving Corin breathing in harried pants, her body wracked with terrible sensation. Thanos could guess from his own experiences what was going through her mind. She would be frightened, questioning why this was happening to her, why she was being tormented so. But also there would be the growing nugget of desire for these pursuits, festering in the back of her mind and growing every time she was teased.


  From the cabinet the queen snatched a flogger, the leather stem spilling forth a bright bushel of shocking pink strands of thin latex. The myriad of bright tongues rippled like water as the vampiress strode back to her captive, her features unmoved by Corin’s tears and quaking physique.


  ‘Still a little cold, are we?’ cooed the queen, running the curtain of strips over Corin’s body, trailing through her legs so that its silken tentacles tickled her aching sex before slithering along the fields of encrusted wax. ‘Well, I have something else to heat that attractive torso of yours, slave.’


  The latex fingers dribbled over her face, parting and falling free as the queen turned and began to walk around her prisoner, looking across the alluring frame spread so mercilessly before her, savouring the sights before she altered them again. Corin struggled and mewled softly into her gag, aware of the imminent flogging and desperate to evade it, more so because she knew she was beginning to revel in it, and she feared corruption considerably more than the pain.


  Thanos once again released his shaft, the hot swell of his release building almost to eruption, and he was forced to break off his onanism lest he obviously reveal his disobedience.


  With absent severity the queen began to lambaste the wax, thrashing the solidified crust, cracking it under harsh blows that also stung the skin beneath. Flickering afflictions tore the shattered particles away, slowly clearing the flesh of the lupine with stern swats. Gradually the wax vanished until only a few specks remained upon the harried woman. But these too were removed with diligent applications of the scourge, the queen tolerating no single speck upon her property.


  ‘There, now that’s a little better, but I think we can still get you all nice and toasty before we draw this session to a close, eh slave?’ she crooned, opening the tackle box and rummaging within its compartments for what she sought. Sliding her hands into surgical gloves, she hauled the semi-translucent sheaths into place with an elasticised snap and then interlaced the digits, pressing them together, settling them into place before clapping them together, the noisy smack making Thanos and Corin flinch, grabbing their attention in full.


  Thanos watched wide-eyed as his sister fought to see what the queen was intending, but he lacked the vantage point to do so. From his lowly position in the shadows his hand started to shuffle against his rigid member once more as he saw the tube of embrocating cream emerge.


  He winced to himself and smiled, recalling well just how brutal this medicinal salve could prove when misused on tender regions. He himself had suffered the infernal blight of its use on his genitals and rear, and though he savoured the memory, at the time it had made him livid with panic, the first occasion tricking him into believing he was being horrendously burned, so severe had the effects been. It seemed that Corin was going to endure the same initiation.


  Unscrewing the cap the vampiress set it aside and squeezed a single track of the gel upon her index finger.


  With a creak of her leather suit she crouched between Corin’s splayed legs, the woman’s chest rising and falling with frenzied gasps, her anxiety at what was going to be done to her devouring her mind.


  ‘Just relax, slave. It’s all part of your training. Soon you’ll be wondering how you could ever have resisted such treatment, and this will be a pleasant memory indeed,’ testified the queen, and with a gentle wipe she deposited the cream in a single streak along her labia.


  For a few moments there was no response from Corin, the cream taking its time to soak in and attack her, during which time the queen applied a new dab to the tip of the same finger in preparation.


  Corin erupted into the most tumultuous throes, her muscles pronounced, her tendons raised against her skin as she screeched into the gag, the caustic heat rending her nerve-endings. Thanos again had to let go of himself, the scene of harrowing one that had him dreaming of the times the queen had perpetrated such a crime upon him.


  He recalled well the heat, the burning throb that poured through his skin, as diabolic as the most pernicious caning. But it was a glorious torture, a pain born from his mistress’s desire to have him suffer for her amusement, to be obedient to her will, and such measures were necessary to ensure such a vaulted goal.


  The queen dithered, watching Corin’s loins tense, her body flashing with the fight to get free. Again she tried to change, guided by instinct, by the primal need to break loose and wipe the accursed substance from her.


  ‘Bad pup, you know that’s not allowed, yet still you persist in disobeying me,’ commented the queen as the form of Corin swelled and taxed the strength of the manacles, the latex stockings and gloves twinkling with new refractions of light as the flesh beneath started to expand. ‘Now you’ll be punished for it, and it’s your own fault,’ she added.


  Corin wailed as the collar loosed its serpentine arcs of voltage, chastising the naughty slave, demanding that she give up her futile act and return to the form required.


  Shaking from the twin abuses of cream and collar, Corin was sufficiently distracted from the baleful gel and let go of the controlling strings of earth energy. In resignation her form shrivelled back to its ordinary size, her skin sodden with sweat from her battle.


  ‘You see? You cannot deny me, slave,’ the queen stated, walking around to Corin’s face, settling beside her, stroking her wet hair, soothing her like some caring parent. ‘You belong to me. Your body is mine to do with as I wish. Your mind will follow soon enough, and the longer you hold out, the longer you deprive yourself of the pleasure of your slavery. There, there, it’ll be okay.


  We will have eternity together, my precious little slave.


  Now that I have infected you with my blood you can stay at my side until the end of time. So you see, there is no hope of salvation, I will break you, Corin, and I will make you relish your slavery. It’s all just a matter of time and patience. So fight if you wish, I’ll just keep teaching your body my lessons of love until your mind finally assimilates them as well,’ she added, using her cuff to wipe away Corin’s free-flowing tears.


  And Corin knew all too well that the queen was correct, for already her submissive nature was germinating, and the queen was making it harder and harder to resist the creeping influence upon her psyche.


  ‘Are you ready for your tuition to continue?’ the queen asked softly, kissing Corin’s ear, letting her lips brush the fine hairs, tickle them as Corin grizzled in apathy, knowing she was undone, that she was going to lose herself to the divine slavery of the vampiress. ‘It’s okay, you don’t need to respond, I know you want it. If you were really so disdainful of your fate you would endure the kiss of the collar and kill yourself. It’s strange, isn’t it? To know that the means to end this and save your soul has existed from the beginning, and yet you have declined to use it,’ accused the queen, causing both Thanos and Corin to flash open their eyes and stare wildly, startled by the truth.


  ‘I have left a veritable loaded gun beside you,’ she went on. ‘The collar can kill you, all you need is the courage of your convictions. If you despised my rule so much you would brave the pain and end it. I’m sure the collar can’t be that much worse than the deeds I have been orchestrating on this gorgeous lupine form. But isn’t it odd that you don’t end it?’


  Corin threw her head from side to side, trying to deny the malediction, but both of the werewolves knew it was so. Thanos had never thought of it before, that all this time, even during the initial rule of the queen where he fought her will with all his soul, he had been wearing the very means to end it around his throat. Yet he had never availed himself of the option. Concentrated voltage could well end their lives. It was a long shot, but if they had hated her tyranny as much as they professed, then they would have done it the moment they came to and found themselves captured by their greatest of archenemies.


  ‘I’m going to continue abusing you, Corin,’ continued the vampiress, stroking the woman’s moist cheek, speaking softly into her ear. ‘I’m going to train you to be my servile pet, lapping at my heels; a ghoul, an affront to Gaia, conducting the will of a vampire. Every deed you do for me, every time you please me with your actions, you compound this crime, disgrace your kind, shame your ancestors and your tribe. Your name will live in infamy for all time, Corin. So go ahead, end your life before your felonies grow any larger.’


  With distraught effort Corin fought to change, throwing her will to it, anxious to repel the charges.


  ‘That’s it,’ encouraged the queen, watching as Corin began to dress herself in the flesh of her full form. ‘If you truly want to avoid your fate, if you do not wish to be my sex slave for all eternity, then keep going.’


  The scenario captivated Thanos; the queen using the most expert means to shatter Corin, overcoming her staunch resistance with ease. It was a tactic as flawless as the body of the vampiress.


  The collar erupted into life, scalding the female for her actions. Undaunted she continued, the voltage rising steadily with her actions, growing more savage, dissecting her commitment.


  ‘Come on, Corin, you can do it. You’re going to be nothing more than a whore for the undead. You’ll be a base slut, suckling from vampires, committing the most degrading deeds, humiliating you and your kind with every second of your degradation.’ The queen used such stark words to bolster Corin’s efforts, just to make the fall all the more harsh when she did fail, as the queen knew she would.


  With a grizzling sigh Corin sagged, her shaking body returning to normal, the collar cutting off once she was restored to the image of an ordinary erotically bound female. The queen cradled her head, holding it to her bosom, letting her nuzzle in the gap of the leather attire that allowed access to her cleavage.


  Corin wept profusely, overcome by melancholy defeat, forced to face the damning knowledge that she was no longer held against her will. She was no longer a prisoner fighting the machinations of her enemies; she was a willing servant to them. Soothing her captive, the queen petted Corin’s hair and face, offering her condolences.


  ‘There, there, it’s all right,’ she said, her tones soft, comforting. ‘You were not ready for the truth, but you have to face it and you’ll benefit from it, I promise. You see, you really do want to be mine, little Corin, and I’ll take such good care of you, as I do for all my pets.’


  For a long time Corin vented her grief, knowing she was defeated. Her ability to resist, to tell herself that she was fighting the will of the queen was gone, demolished by the tactics of the aloof vampiress.


  Thanos almost succumbed to climax as he watched the maternal scene, a lump in his throat as he choked with emotion. He had watched the queen turn a defiant female into an adoring supplicant in a matter of minutes, exploiting her self-preservation to completely rewrite her psyche. He had never been more besotted with the regal vampiress than he was at this very moment.


  ‘Now, I’m going to continue, slave,’ she said, and started to pull away. Corin struggled afresh, shaking her head, trying to petition clemency, but the queen merely trailed her hand down the side of Corin’s dismal face and smiled. ‘It’s for the best, Corin. Now lie still and try and find pleasure in your defeat, in being owned. I’m blessing you with my attention – you should be grateful.’


  The cream-laden forefinger pressed forward and punctured the lupine’s anus, slithering in and depositing its cruel cargo both inside and out. Corin released a whimper with the entry, and then groaned as the queen rode her digit back and forth, the tiny phallic stem working against her, pleasuring her.


  Then the embrocating cream began to exert its effects, the heat rising steadily, the temperature in her sphincter growing stronger and more intense until she was squawking in apathy once more. But this time, as compensation and reward for her confession, the queen used her thumb to stroke the previously hassled sex of the woman, rubbing up and down, soothing her with some delight as she suffered anally.


  Torn between the soft stroke of rubber-clad leather to her clitoris and the scorching of her rear by a penetrating finger, Corin’s reviling of the vampiress’s attention was less distinct this time, her mind more resigned to the truth.


  Thanos wondered if perhaps it was a family trait between them, a perverse shadow in their personalities that all others had failed to detect. Corin was older than he and had fought with the tribe for longer, thus it had taken more stern measures to seduce her from this doctrine, but she still possessed that submissive streak that he had been exploring when his angelic vampiress captured him.


  The queen removed herself from the openings, the chemical fires ebbing, letting Corin settle down and enjoy her educated touch, but in a few seconds the immortal woman decided her subject was delighting in it a little too much for her purposes.


  ‘I don’t think we’ll need this any more will we, slave?’ she asked, ripping off the gloves and tossing them aside before tapping a leather-sheathed nail to the metal faceplate of the gag.


  Corin nodded, her jaws obviously aching from being parted for so long upon the unforgiving demands of the gag. The option of freedom was greatly welcomed by the aggrieved female.


  ‘Very well, I shall be generous this time,’ she said, and grabbed Corin’s chin in a stern hold. ‘You have been a good slave so far. But do not make me regret my decision, or I’ll gag you for a year in a mode that will make this seem pleasant by comparison. Understand, slave?’


  Corin meekly nodded against the iron grip about her metal shod jaw.


  ‘Good.’


  The queen began to unfasten the straps, removing the penis gag and setting aside, letting the woman lick her lips and yawn, exercising her long oppressed maw. ‘Now what do you say?’ she asked dourly.


  ‘Thank you, your majesty,’ Corin said softly, humbled beneath the shadow of the leather-clad dominatrix.


  ‘Good, slave,’ awarded the queen, patting Corin’s cheek as she once more let her hand search into the tackle box.


  Two shiny pinwheels appeared in her leather digits, the metal handles reaching forward to each hold a prickly spur. The wheels bore a set of tiny dagger teeth around their circumference, the pins winking with malevolence in the light. Holding each of them as one might wield a pen, the queen stepped between Corin’s legs and placed them to her inner thighs. With one wheel on each leg she started to push them along, the small implements rolling, applying gentle prickly kisses.


  Corin shuddered and gasped, the sensation dark and pleasurable, a threat of harm that was never administered.


  The pain she had expected was instead a covert pleasure, and her eyes fluttered shut as she relished their unique and tantalising effects.


  ‘There, that’s not so bad is it, slave?’ sniggered the queen, watching her slave writhe licentiously under her hands.


  The wheels rolled up across Corin’s hips, tracing routes across her belly and ribs, taking a meandering voyage slowly towards her breasts. Corin was swiftly panting for them to touch her teats, the escalating sensations mauling her sanity.


  With lethargic whorls the queen started to spiral up each mound, working towards the summit, drawing steady circles of pleasure upon them until the device ran over each hard and erect nipple. Corin immediately released a croak of rapture, overwhelmed and assailed by the small devices as they continued to prick her sensitised skin. Once more they began their descent, taking their time in the trip, heading back down until this time they were circling her loins like steel vultures.


  Corin’s respiration was increasing with each hoop of feeling they etched, the anticipation and fright growing, her uncertainty of whether they would be kind or baleful should they wander on her sex.


  The pinwheels ran over her vulva, marking roads of sensation along her most tender regions, eliciting pips of shock from the subject. It was pain and pleasure merged into a heady cocktail of incredible potency, the effects making Corin thrash against her bonds, torn between begging for mercy and wailing for more. Again and again the queen added to her plight, forcing Corin to endure such depraved delights, making her revel in them, feeding the slumbering behemoth of her masochism.


  ‘Do you want another reward, slave?’ asked the queen.


  ‘Yes, yes, your majesty… please, anything,’ she sobbed, ravenous for more, her pulse and breath racing, the sweat of pain replaced by a sheen of hedonistic lust.


  The vampiress rose and strode slowly to Corin’s head, standing beside her, looking down upon her, her face in shadow as the spotlight glared down from above. ‘Have you ever serviced a female before, little slave?’ she asked equably.


  ‘No, your majesty, but I’ll try my best, just give me a chance, teach me, I’ll be good, I swear it,’ she hissed, her mouth watering with anticipation, her appetite raging as Thanos envied her position.


  Swinging a leather-clad leg over Corin’s face, the queen straddled her, smothering her, pressing her nose and mouth into her underwear, the leather stopping her breath, briefly depriving her. Sinking her gloved fingers into Corin’s hair, the queen used them as moorings by which she pulled the lupine’s face more deeply into her crotch.


  The vampiress rubbed herself back and forth on a slow rocking shuffle, letting Corin drown in the scent and taste of the thong, her eyes sparkling with awe as she peered up across the torso of the salacious vampiress. ‘Do you wish to taste of me in full, slave?’ she asked, her hands in Corin’s hair, holding her firmly as she regarded her with a firm glare.


  ‘Yes, your majesty, please allow me,’ she gasped, a new facet to her personality suddenly opened and running riot through her thoughts.


  The queen smiled and dragged the thong aside, letting Corin thrust her tongue forth with excitement. The lupine lapped and fawned with enthusiasm, watching with astonishment as the leather-clad form of her owner rode her face, revelling in her attentions. The vampiress had been immensely aroused by having so expertly broken her subject, the reward of defeating Corin making the cunnilingus even sweeter for the cruel deity.


  ‘That’s it, slave,’ purred the queen. ‘Now use the flat of your tongue. Gentle… slow and delicate, there’s no rush. That’s it. Oh, oh my. Oh, good girl… such a quick learner.’


  Letting go of Corin’s hair she arched her back, grabbing Corin’s breasts and massaging them in oppressive fists, kneading the flesh as she thrust her own breasts into the tight leather cups of her dress, turning the front pane into a wrinkle-free sheet of polished hide. Corin convulsed at the image of her owner’s pleasure, the image branding itself into her thoughts.


  Thanos was so livid with frustration he could barely touch himself before almost climaxing immediately, the sight before him so astonishingly arousing. How he wished to perform such a deed, to be trapped beneath his goddess, adoring her in such a way.


  The untrained organ of the slave started to give in to fatigue, her muscles strained and pulled, the tongue growing weary from its diligent task.


  ‘Come on, slave, don’t slack off now – not when you’re doing so well,’ commanded the queen, snagging the woman’s nipples in pinches and gently tugging, elevating Corin’s sensory influx. ‘Much better, slave,’ she smiled as Corin gathered new dedication to her task, pleasuring her with frenetic oral agility.


  ‘Thanos, come here and lick my boots,’ she snapped, drawing him from his mental torpor; the dissolute haze he was wallowing in as he bestowed himself sly masturbation.


  Corin went rigid as she heard the words, the sudden awful realisation dawning on her that the lupine skulking in the corner, the werewolf that had decimated the vampire lords of the city and who had assisted her capture, was in fact her own long lost brother. Thanos took the leash from his collar and moved across the floor, keeping low and out of her sight, unwilling to reveal himself to her, to unveil his disgrace, his guilt still lingering by a few tenuous threads.


  The queen took in Corin’s chagrin confusion as her first lycanthrope servile started to roll his canine tongue up and down her boots, letting it twirl around the muscular limbs, the taste of leather filling his mouth while he swam in humbled dissolute delight. How he relished being her slave, fawning at her feet, kissing her heels, licking her boots as the sounds of oral attention continued to reach his ears, its speed starting to dwindle.


  ‘Don’t you dare stop, slave,’ warned the queen, harshly turning her pinches, making the woman scream into her womb and restore her former rate.


  ‘Didn’t you know I captured your brother?’ she aired, her head rolling from the sensations of having two of her kind’s most lethal enemies adoring her. Her words took on a personal edge, as though she was merely letting out her thoughts and opinions, addressing no one in particular, at ease with her servants. ‘Little Thanos was visiting a professional whore when I found him.’


  Thanos settled with a soft exhale, warmed by the display of her casual tones. It was a pleasing revelation to have her become more human with her two lupine slaves than at any other time. With any other creature she was the queen – majestic, perfect, a marble effigy of sadism and power, but now, in the privacy of this debauched sanctum, she was free to act and talk as she wished with impunity. The image had dropped; they alone were permitted time to dwell with Dana instead of the queen.


  It was the nearest he had seen her to being the woman who had initially enslaved him, long before she had obligations to her realm and her rule, when all she had was her house and her slaves. All other matters had been handled by the ruling council, of which she had been a small voice, but now she had defeated them all that previously occupied them weighed on her instead.


  ‘Such a pity that his first experiences had to have travelled to such places. Professionals are generally such pathetic little creatures. Reviling the name whore when it fits them so aptly. Mewling constantly that because they refrain from sex with their fool clients that their profession is not sexual in nature. Our debauched passions are sexual, aren’t they my pets,’ she stated, to which Corin gurgled her affirmation, and Thanos grumbled approvingly as he stroked his rigid length while continuing to lick and kiss the leather.


  ‘If one does not find this sexual in nature, one has no business messing in such affairs. It riles me immensely when others stain the purity of our perversions with their moronic dabbling in it.’ She hissed through clenched teeth, a fresh bloom of rapture spilling through her, tightening the muscles of her legs, making the lubricious hide ripple under Thanos’s tongue and gaze, his eyes bulging with adoration.


  ‘I guess it is a sign of our decadent times, eh, my slaves?


  So many bland mortals are seeking reputation and recognition through our delightful doctrines, trying to excel in it when in actuality they haven’t the slightest inkling as to the true motives behind it. They treat it as a race, as a fight to be the best, the most accomplished, forgetting any notion of enjoyment or true surrender. Any lowly insect can don rubber and crack a whip, and yet it seems that these are the very dregs who float to the surface and bob to and fro as professional dominas,’ said the queen, grabbing hold of Corin’s hair again as she started to work herself towards climax.


  ‘The world is full of ignorant fools demanding money for their uneducated and fraudulent services while they decry their status as prostitutes. Or they grovel and beg, trying to impress with displays of grandiose yet phoney submission. It makes it so much harder to find real prospective slaves, to separate these base tricksters and liars from those who would make sterling assets to my palace. Mortals are such a benighted breed, you should both consider yourself fortunate to be removed from their greedy, self-obsessed clutches, my pets,’ she muttered, pulling at Corin’s follicles, making the roots wail in protest as the female thrust her tongue deep, offering penetration in addition to her flitting attention.


  ‘But I guess it is not all their fault. If those seeking submission would not tolerate them, then they would be starved of their funds. Every woman with a dominant thought suddenly adopts it in a professional capacity, so few actually bother to indulge for its own gratification.


  Imagine the horror if every woman started to charge just for sex, and that those who offered themselves for free were the minority. The same applies far too closely to our art, and it perpetuates this ridiculous state of affairs, robbing it of its most powerful edge.’


  The queen leaned over, peering down upon the adoring lupine slobbering on her heels, his shaft a sword of lust between his legs, his hands trembling with craving.


  ‘Thanos understands that all too well, don’t you, slave?


  When under the care of the paid whore I found you with, you knew pleasure and satisfaction, thinking you had achieved fulfilment. But then once I had taken you in for real, made you my true slave, showed you the love of a genuine mistress, what then happened to your opinion of her, slave?’ She lifted her heel, balancing on her toes to let his tongue flail across the sole.


  ‘Yes, you realised that what you had was as nothing compared to what you could have had. There’s no going back, no accepting of what you now know to be inferior, slave. You’re both mine… forever,’ she crooned, licking her lips, her fangs free from the ecstasy of Corin’s homage to her loins and the service of Thanos to her boots.


  ‘Perhaps I shall harvest a crop of these fetishistic spotlight hogs, give them a true taste of slavery, teach them what the flavour of their professed lifestyle really does to the palette,’ she mused, and then suddenly broke into gasping sighs of rhapsody, shivering on Corin’s face, blocking her nose, stopping up her breath as she rode her further into the heady spires of fulfilment.


  Thanos suckled on her toes, dwelling deep in his degradation. It felt wonderful to hear her rant thus, for it confirmed all the more forcefully the truth that she was fanatic in her loyalty to her sadism and dominance. She was not seeking fame, renown, respect, money, to rule a scene or acquire a notoriety she could not otherwise attain; she did it because it was her one abiding love, her consuming passion. The queen had no tolerance for trespassers in any domain she dwelt in, be it her palace, her property, her city, or her chosen deviances. It was the fact that women demeaned her through association via their constant capitalist treachery and pointless greed.


  Every time someone opted not to perform their art for self-gratification, for mutual pleasure and instead chose the path of a simple whore working for money, then all whose evolved sexuality drew them into dark epicurean folds were diminished a little more. As a dying breed, every latex-sheathed whore and profane deceiver brought the genuine practitioners closer to extinction.


  The queen cast back her head and released a soft oscillating cry of ecstasy, the tone vibrating as she soaked up all of Corin’s caresses and then staggered forward, removing herself from her living seat.


  Corin gulped in fresh air, her features damp with sweat, tears, and the moisture of the queen’s titillation.


  Swallowing, Corin licked her lips, continuing to taste of her owner’s sex, her eyes half closed, taking in the image of her owner’s rear.


  ‘Not bad, slave,’ the queen attested, straightening her thong and looking down on Thanos as he continued to revere her thigh boots, working over regions he had rigorously cleaned numerous times already, for now he was working for his own satisfaction. ‘Not bad at all for a beginner. We’ll soon have you as a first class oral expert.


  ‘Are we having fun down there, slave?’ she asked, turning a leg to offer a calf and heel to him.


  ‘Yes, your majesty,’ he replied, the words corrupted by his wolfen countenance as he rolled his tongue in the instep of her boot, curling the organ up to adore her ankles.


  ‘You enjoy my rule, don’t you, slave?’ she quizzed, proving to Corin that her brother was far from an unwilling prisoner, just as she now was.


  ‘Yes, your majesty, more than anything,’ he swiftly replied, the words genuine and sincere. ‘I love you, I worship you, I want to be your obedient slave forever.’


  ‘Well, no doubt you’ll fail to be totally obedient, just to earn yourself some added punishment, eh slave?’


  ‘Yes, your majesty.’


  ‘And why is that, slave?’


  ‘I enjoy being chastised by you and your servants. It makes me feel more owned and reminds me of who and what I am.’


  ‘And what is that again, slave?’ she asked, seeking to have him confirm his status to his sister again and again, to lead by example the fact that there was no escape, that she would end up as her sibling had.


  ‘Your slave, majesty. To do with as you wish for all time.’


  ‘And you worship me?’


  ‘Of course, your majesty,’ he blurted, desperate to prove his allegiance to the one he adored beyond life and death itself. ‘I could worship no other.’


  ‘Good boy,’ she purred, and lifted the leg he was not attending, hooking the heel and sole to his shoulder, using him as a footrest while digging the heel into his fur.


  Thanos winced and turned his head to the side, lapping at the foot that held him down, his eyes rolling with voluptuous hunger along her boots and to her leather-bound form, mesmerised with her every curve and line.


  ‘You may masturbate to completion before me,’ she nonchalantly permitted.


  Instantly his hand slapped to his tumescent shaft, beginning a rapid shuffle, savouring the bliss all the more because he knew he would be permitted to find an end.


  The show, the queen’s words, all of it had inflamed his libido to the point of explosion, and every descent of his fist brought him closer to releasing this onus.


  ‘You see how devoted your brother is, Corin? You’ll be identical to this one day, and you’ll love it as much as he. Maybe more so. Who knows what the future holds with any degree of clarity, eh?’


  Thanos started to shift on his knees, his hips shaking as he pounded his hand up and down, the taste and smell of the queen and her leather attire washing like a flash flood through his senses, filling his mind with the image of his goddess. The warm creeping influence of his climax started to slither along his shaft, beckoning release.


  ‘Ready to finish, slave?’ she asked, detecting the clues that preceded ejaculation.


  ‘Yes, your majesty,’ he hissed through tightly interlaced fangs, nuzzling to her calves.


  ‘I want you to look into your fellow slave’s eyes as you climax, slave,’ she ordered.


  ‘Yes, your majesty,’ he weakly confirmed, her heel pivoting, guiding him forward and to the side of the table where he found himself staring into the glistening eyes of Corin. The queen was going to humiliate him and thereby teach Corin via this act of depreciation.


  With eyes locked to his sibling, he fixed his peripheral vision to the queen, trying to leave his main gaze unfocused, to deny Corin’s presence. It was distinctly anti-erotic, but he was so close there was no hope of depriving himself.


  With a snarling choke he felt warm droplets spill from his tip, each new thumping drive unleashing more of his seed as he cavorted on his knees, torn by the storm of his orgasm.


  ‘Keep those eyes fixed on each other, slaves,’ chuckled the queen, digging her stiletto into Thanos, emphasising his submission, making his climax rise to new heights.


  ‘Though you’ll never perform on each other, you can at least perform for each other.’


  Stealing all the pleasure he could, Thanos finally slowed his rhythm and then stopped, letting his hand drop free of his shaft.


  ‘Good, slaves,’ commented the queen, stepping back, letting Thanos’s gaze drop to the floor, suddenly beset by shame at what he had done. ‘But something will have to be done about that awful mess on the floor…’ she pondered with obvious intent. ‘I wonder what?’


  Already aware of what she was going to recommend, Thanos leaned forward and swallowed his revulsion as he swallowed the sporadic splatters of milky goo. The ghastly tang crept through his mouth, the already cooled slime sliding lethargically down his throat with every swallow. It was an obnoxious chore he was occasionally brought to perform, but because it humiliated him so he found a slim satisfaction in it, adding another paradox to his life.


  ‘That’s a good slave, don’t miss any now,’ she advised, stepping onto the presented surface of his back, pushing down as she put a hand to her raised knee for added stability.


  Rolling his tongue along the areas he had cleaned he made sure all was left spotless and then paused, staying beneath her boots while awaiting freedom. As usual the queen held him there for a moment longer, to impress her rule upon her slave.


  ‘Now what do you say, slave?’ she enquired.


  ‘Thank you, your majesty, for letting me find relief and for allowing me to adore your boots,’ he stated softly.


  ‘Excellent, now release your sister,’ she ordered, removing herself from Thanos and sidling over to the cabinet, opening the box and taking out a coil of coarse rope.


  Lifting himself onto his feet, Thanos towered over his sibling, the two of them trapped in very separate physical facets. Unfastening the restraints at her extremities, she was fully released and slid aside and onto the floor, her skin sticking to the padding. She crumpled into a heap, breathing slowly, her limbs aching terribly from their prolonged captivity. Hugging her latex-sheathed limbs to her, she comforted them as the queen appeared once more before her. From her lowly pose Corin looked up across the spit-shined boots and across the queen’s glorious cleavage to the features of her trainer and owner.


  ‘Stand up, slave,’ the queen demanded, causing Corin to grimace as she forced her weary muscles into activity, slowly acquiring a crooked stance before her owner.


  ‘Stand up straight, slave!’ she barked, and grabbed a nipple, compressing the tender teat to have Corin stiffen, her spine giving a soft crunch of readjustment.


  The queen lifted her hand higher, delivering Corin onto tiptoe where she swayed, her arms flapping at her sides, unsure of what to do against the punishment. She was held there for a few seconds, the queen assessing her scowling expression of endurance, and then let go. Corin sagged a little but kept herself to attention.


  ‘Put your hands on your head, get your legs apart and keep them there,’ came the next commandment, and Corin obediently shuffled into the required pose.


  The centre of the rope was located and placed across the back of her neck, letting the two long strands flop down her front. A knot in her cleavage connected them and a series of four other knots were set along the twined coil, the last being one that hung just above her sex.


  Feeding the paired lines between her legs, her buttocks were parted by the queen so that the coil could press to her sphincter, rise up her back and form another five knots before slipping through the rope at the nape of her neck.


  A single tug stole the slack and pressed the knots to her, digging the lowest ones straight into her anus and her crotch, the coarse rope abrasive as it slid into place, lifting her to the balls of her feet as she gritted her teeth.


  The ropes parted and reached around her front, grabbing a strand of rope and reaching back around to grab the twin strands at her spine. The same method followed all the way down her front, the two segments of rope located between the knots being pulled apart into a diamond shape, marking her front and her back with the same pattern. The laced coils drew the rope dress ever tighter to her torso and ground the intimate knots more forcefully to her orifices until the first stage was completed. Her breasts were now forced between a tight pattern, the ropes squeezing them as the others pulled in at her chest, the base of her ribs, her waist and her hips.


  Standing behind Corin, the queen held the two ropes that had pulled the lowest formation of ropes and transferring them to one hand, she used the other to mould Corin as she wished. The slave’s forearms were placed along each other at her back, and the rope was deployed to force them into this pose against any defiance.


  The two ropes initially fastened just above her elbows, squeezing her upper arms before they laced along the parallel section of limbs, locking them tightly together and preventing any chance of escape. The detailed plexus met in the middle and knotted before launching the reunited twin coils back up and over Corin’s shoulders, placing them next to the original beginning of the rope dress.


  ‘Sit cross-legged, slave,’ ordered the queen, keeping firm reign on her property as the woman lowered herself obediently to the floor, every breath pressing against the rigorous corset of woven strands, the feel of being so comprehensively bound clearly exciting her.


  No sooner had she adopted the required position than the queen pulled the strands together, knotted them and then yanked down, pulling Corin’s chin lower, drawing her almost onto her calves. She gurgled and croaked, fighting to keep quiet as she was treated so roughly, her worry at being bound thus obviously plaguing her a great deal.


  Using the separated coils to reach out to just above her knees, the queen formed a tight anchor and then performed the same procedure as used on her forearms.


  Corin’s shins were laced together, running against each other, her spine bent, her arms twisted up behind her, the extreme stoop becoming more painful with every second that passed.


  The queen had barely straightened up when Corin found she could take no more, her fingers and toes bunching and flexing, her mouth agape, droll slipping over her lips as she panted and gasped with discomfort.


  She glanced to Thanos as he monitored her distress, wondering if she was being treated any different than he had been, wondering how he could have taken this sort of bondage.


  ‘Please, your majesty, it hurts too much. I… I can’t take this, please, show mercy, please.’ She wept, her eyes glistening with new tears, her cruelly captured limbs fighting the detailed mesh of rope, the coarse bonds grating her skin, afflicting her most delicate regions.


  In an uncharacteristic display of tenderness, the queen lowered to one knee before her servile and cupped her hovering chin, Corin unable to straighten up or lower, only dwell in the severe position.


  ‘Shhh, my slave. You have to learn. Such lessons are necessary. Do you believe me, slave?’


  ‘Y-yes, your majesty, but—’


  ‘There are no buts, slave. There is only obedience and trust. Do you trust me? Trust me to do what is best for you?’


  ‘Yes, yes I do, your majesty,’ Corin whimpered, and nestled against the gloved hand that moved to her cheek, her tears running onto the burnished hide.


  ‘And are you content to languish here, alone, suffering for me, thinking on your slavery to me?’


  ‘Yes, your majesty.’


  ‘Then say it, slave. Let me hear your submission from your own lips. I want to know that you are entrusting everything that is you into my care, without hesitation or regret.’


  ‘Please, your majesty, please leave me here to learn what it is to be your slave, I want to be yours, forever,’ she stated with corrupted tones of strain, knowing how despicable her containment would be, but resigned and eager for her servitude.


  ‘Good slave. I will be back for you later. Until then, think over your woe and know that it is for me. You are in this pain for my purposes. By doing this I declare my love for you, the love I have for all my slaves, a love I express by punishing them so, by giving them what they need most. Control. The pleasure of submitting totally to another’s whim, in losing oneself to the rule of another, and gaining the security and fulfilment that consensual slavery brings.’ She rose, balancing on one leg to offer a pointed toe to the lips of Corin, who kissed it feverishly before it fled, taking this meagre reward while she could before she was deserted.


  ‘Would my slave like something to remind her of me more distinctly in my absence?’ asked the queen.


  ‘Yes please, your majesty,’ blurted Corin with haste.


  ‘Very well, slave. A little treat for you, because you have done so well today. I am very proud of your progress thus far.’


  ‘Thank you, your majesty, I’m glad to have made you happy,’ beamed Corin, because even against her bondage she was full of joy at hearing such words.


  The vampiress hooked her thumbs under her dress and drew down her thong, removing the slender garment and wafting it before Corin’s flushed features. Corin sniffed at the air, catching the scent and closing her eyes with hunger.


  Threading it over Corin’s face, the queen snagged the hips over her ears and placed the strongly scented crotch over her nose, allowing the lupine to smell deeply of her personal perfume with every breath. ‘There, how is that, slave?’ she asked.


  ‘Thank you, your majesty, thank you so much,’ she gasped, drawing of the scent, working herself against the knot buried against her belly.


  ‘Come, Thanos,’ the queen snapped, all the gentle emotion with which she had regarded Corin vanishing as she turned and snapped the leash to her servile male, leading him out of the room.


  Thanos felt a measure of sympathy for his sibling, for it was a position he too had suffered once or twice, and he knew from personal experience just how evil it would grow as time dawdled past. But as with all bondage the elation at being freed would be a reward, and the adoration of the queen would swell when she came to set Corin free. The gratitude of being shown mercy would clamp Corin to the queen’s heels and have her sobbing her thanks. Truly the vampiress was an artisan of no mean skill.


  




  Chapter Seven


  As the entrance to Corin’s tomb pulled aside it exposed the awaiting form of the seneschal. Cassandra was clad solely in polished latex leggings that merged expertly with her stiletto-heeled footwear, making the entire thing seem as one garment.


  Her chest was bare, leaving her breasts exposed to open view, pert and succulent to the eye. Latex opera gloves trailed up her arms, and her hair had been swept back away from her collar of ownership.


  Dana did not speak, instead she let the door hum with mechanised strain and restore the defences to Corin’s cell. Then she watched as her most trusted servant grovelled and kissed her boots in reverence, her leggings squealing in soft notes as they brushed each other, her thighs pressed together, her arousal plain as she conducted the obeisance. Dana smirked at the alluring image of her rubber-clad rear, wiggling in the air, the two rounded cheeks enveloped by the polished sheet, the fabric slung between the peaks, smooth and inviting to penetration or punishment.


  ‘What brings you here, my seneschal?’ she asked, looking down upon the back of Cassandra’s head, her hair sweeping from side to side as she adored each of the boots before her. ‘You should be contacting Kitjana.’


  The woman lifted up, brushed her ponytail back over her shoulders and looked into the face of her delicious tyrant. ‘A Wyrm demon arrived just before I was going to send forth your message. It was from Kitjana,’ she stated softly, her words half expressed, her mind clearly loitering upon the visage of her queen and all she dreamed of doing with her.


  Dana knew just how obsessed Cassandra was with her, but it made it all the more fun to tease and torment her as a consequence, and she enjoyed psychological torture just as much as more physical forms of abuse. ‘And?’ she firmly pressed, stepping back and putting her hands on her hips, the aggressive stance snapping her seneschal from her dithering and to applying herself more fully to matters of duty.


  ‘She says she will be arriving here in two weeks,’ stated Cassandra.


  Dana chuckled, letting a smirk of amusement spread across her features. ‘How very like her,’ she mused, noticing Cassandra’s sneer of contempt. Her seneschal bore no love for Kitjana, not just for the fact that she was a diversion whenever she arrived, but because she flaunted the normal decorum that Cassandra was largely responsible for. One did not just say when one was going to arrive at the palace. One could ask humbly, one could suggest a meeting and leave the queen to decide when and where, but to automatically invite oneself and assume it would be acceptable was an unheard of offence. There were several vampire lords in the feed banks who could testify to the consequences of such mistakes.


  But Kitjana was a lover of risks, she thwarted order, defied all etiquette, delighted in annoying and perturbing those who were sticklers for such pedantic matters. It was an endearing trait that kept the mighty witch in high regard with the queen, and thus they had remained firm allies throughout recent decades.


  Dana particularly relished the woman’s hurricane appetite for living. Kitjana was mortal, with powers beyond even the most learned and adept shaman, and because her longevity was finite she devoured every second of her life as though it were her last. This furious hunger had been one of the prime motivations in Dana’s recent rise back to authority. Before, she had been quite content, though slightly resentful of her position as part of the city council. But encountering Kitjana and spending a few weeks with her had changed everything.


  The infectious charisma of the woman had lit new fires in Dana’s dead heart. No longer was she willing to lie around and wistfully dream of better days, now she wanted to take the offensive, to fight for what she wanted


  – to tear back what was hers.


  It was soon afterwards that Dana had concocted and instigated her capture and training programme of Thanos, sent him forth, consolidated and plotted in the ensuing storm of assassination and wild paranoia. She set houses against each other, sent others into ambushes, framed, deceived, betrayed, kidnapped, blackmailed and murdered anything that stood in her way or posed an obstacle.


  ‘Well I can see I will have to prepare a great feast for our witch companion,’ beamed Dana, and patted Thanos’s head as he knelt beside her.


  ‘Your majesty, surely you cannot allow her to get away with such a demand,’ snapped Cassandra, venom in her voice, the hatred seeping through the professed protection of the queen’s image and social standing before others.


  ‘She gave you an order!’


  ‘Yes, she did, and I had best obey,’ she replied, looking into the fawning eyes of the adoring lupine.


  ‘What…’ began the seneschal, left speechless, unable to voice her astonishment that her divine ruler was going to allow herself to be commanded like a slave.


  Dana treated herself to a raucous laugh, having achieved her intention to antagonise her servile. ‘Don’t fret, my seneschal, I’m not going soft on you,’ she added, hiding the awareness that against the sorceress in a genuine combat, she would stand little chance. ‘It is a game with Kitjana, to bait each other thus. It is no sleight, it is merely a peccadillo between nobles, and I’ll not dishonour myself before the sects by rashly responding to it or foolishly treating it as anything other than what it is.’


  Kitjana might well be mortal and short-lived, burning her life in a raging dazzling and all too brief pyre, but that fire granted her power beyond match. Sorcery such as hers could breach the royal palace with ease. Her guards and defences would be as nothing, and even Thanos would be hard pressed to face her and survive.


  Where a whole regiment of shaman would fail, Kitjana could succeed with ease. It was a power Dana admired, adored and respected. Get too close to the entrancing fire that was Kitjana and one would be consumed by it.


  ‘As you wish, your majesty,’ muttered Cassandra.


  ‘Arise,’ stated the queen, the words without inflexion, making Cassandra wonder if she had seriously offended her ruler. With trembles in her limbs she stood erect, keeping her eyes lowered a little.


  Dana reached forward and let her left hand encompass one of the proffered breasts, stroking it, teasing the nipple as Cassandra released small shivers of pleasure at the touch. Continuing the play, the queen reached down and cupped the latex-sheathed crotch of the woman, rubbing the taut material, massaging her seneschal’s loins, the impermeable fabric slithering with ease against Cassandra’s moist sex.


  ‘Now listen to me carefully, seneschal,’ she stated, watching as Cassandra’s head draped back and she panted, using her lungs as an answer to the intimate fondling. ‘I want my orders carried out to the letter.


  Understand, slave?’


  ‘Yes, majesty,’ she hoarsely hissed.


  ‘When Kitjana and her party arrives I want a grandiose feast prepared and waiting,’ she stated with gravity, ensuring that her seneschal knew there was to be no forgiving of error in this matter. ‘I want you to excel yourself, to make me proud. I want everyone there, every quarter allied to me, a full menagerie of my followers. I want to show Kitjana just how powerful I have become since last we met. Is that understood, slave?’


  ‘Yes, your majesty,’ she murmured, her jaw drooping wide, her tongue running across her lips as her shoulders tightened inward, her body approaching climax.


  ‘And I want them to be entertained. I want shows that will have them talking of this feast for centuries, and make everyone who did not attend bitterly regret having failed to gain invitation,’ she continued, working the woman further onwards.


  ‘Yes, majesty,’ she groaned, and broke into wild shudders, rising to tiptoe, her hands clenching into tight fists that had her knuckles straining against the rubber gloves.


  ‘Oh, majesty… my queen… oh, oh… please don’t stop…’ she cried, overwhelmed with pleasure, swaying unsteadily, supported solely by the hand to her breasts and loins. ‘Don’t… oh!’


  ‘Suck!’ snapped the queen, thrusting the hands that had teased her breasts into the woman’s mouth. The seneschal swallowed the bunched fingers, her lips clamping to them with suction. Spasming, she adored the digits with insane verve, riding through the delicate yet assertive grip of the queen, taken to an apex of rhapsody.


  ‘I shall concern myself with the training of Corin. I shall have her ready to be unveiled at the feast. I want you to arrange her first public performance, so you had best make it a spectacular one.’


  Once she had been sufficiently toyed with, Dana stepped back, pulling the moist fingers from her servant and letting go of her. Cassandra wobbled on her heels, her body flickering with riots of residual feeling, her nerves tensed, her mind in a dreamy morass.


  ‘Now get to it, slave,’ she snapped, watching as the woman staggered away, lurching from one side of the passage to the other, trying to gather her senses and assimilate the orders she had been given.


  




  Chapter Eight


  The engine of the limousine thrummed quietly to itself, its signal seeping into the interior as the softest of background noises. The elegant vehicle cruised as part of the convoy, the mirrored windows screening the passengers from outside scrutiny.


  Kira remained on her knees before her seneschal, licking her owner’s boots as the woman gently stroked her tumbling hair. Kira’s oppressive uniform was gone, now she was dressed frugally in shades of silver and ivory, presented to tantalise.


  A white thong of satin was matched with albino hold-up stockings, the white band at her thighs dropping into a sheath of mesh, the fishnet vanishing beneath her white patent ankle boots. The stilt heeled footwear was zipped at the front, with a locking band whose silver padlocks denied her the option of removing them. Her fingernails had been manicured and painted silver, and her collar and cuffs had been polished to a mirror finish. Other additions of body jewellery had been made in the form of silver hoops through her ears, and similar matching rings that transfixed her nipples. Other than these token adornments, and a subtle application of cosmetics, Kira wore nothing save a silver chain leash, the leather handle of which was gripped by the seneschal.


  Her beloved owner was far less unadorned. Her hair was swept back and woven into a fierce plait, her military peaked cap pulled down onto it to add to her saturnine disposition. A sleeveless halter-necked dress of latex spilled down her alluring frame, ending in an exceedingly short skirt that barely served to hide the latex thong beneath it. A fishnet bodysuit covered her entire frame, the extremities of which were hidden beneath fingerless opera gloves of rubber and similar thigh boots. The only portions of it available to view were the areas between skirt and boots, and the mesh that covered her shoulders and upper arms prior to being submerged by the gloves.


  Kira continued to busily lick at the latex footwear, the taste of the material a succulent banquet throughout her mouth as she adored her owner. Her love for Cassandra was at new heights, the time between them of late having vastly inflated her obsession with the vampiress.


  The seneschal had been working diligently for a fortnight on some important project of the queen’s.


  During the times where she rested, she worked off her frustrations on her servant, punishing and pleasuring her with regular intensity. It had been a wonderful two weeks of concentrated attention after long periods of isolation where more often than not Kira had found herself sealed in cruel bondage.


  Now they were heading to the result of Cassandra’s toils, to some sort of celebration or party. Kira had no real details, and had not beseeched any. So long as she was with Cassandra, she didn’t really care.


  ‘Come up here, slave,’ ordered the seneschal, her eyes gazing blankly out of the window.


  Kira lifted herself into the soft leather seat beside her tyrant, nuzzling up against the latex goddess as though she were a kitten seeking attention from its owner.


  Cassandra released the leash and placed a hand about Kira, holding her close, her other hand reaching over and caressing Kira’s breasts, running her ebony nails across the pale skin and turning the nipple rings in their tunnels. The soft sensation caused Kira to purr with satisfaction, her thighs pressing together.


  Craning up she placed kisses to Cassandra’s covered neck, the latex dress riding over the woman’s collar, hiding it from casual scrutiny. Slipping a finger through her left ring, the seneschal gave gentle pulls, manipulating the hoop, making Kira gasp, her hands stroking the firm latex body of the woman. Her breasts were locked beneath the tight embrace of the dress, her body sealed within the impermeable armour, the tactile feast making Kira’s fingertips shake and her palms sweat as she traced the polished contours.


  ‘Would my slave like a spanking before we arrive?’ offered the seneschal, lifting Kira’s chin so that their eyes might meet.


  ‘Yes, seneschal, I would,’ she whispered.


  Her owner smiled and leant in closer, letting their lips touch, the fleeting kiss causing Kira to melt with desire, her body becoming jelly in the woman’s strong arms.


  The seneschal took up the forsaken leash and pulled upon its chain links, drawing Kira over, making her drape across the woman’s lap, her rear pert and bisected by the slender thong. Winding the links around her gloved hand, the seneschal caught the last of it in a fist, keeping tight reign on her slave as her other hand slowly rose like a serpent readying to strike.


  Kira closed her eyes against the sight of the passenger door and let a faint moan as the palm slammed to her left cheek, imparting a hot flash before the other buttock was similarly chastised.


  ‘Like playing the bongos, eh slave?’ the woman commented with a wry giggle, applauding the buttocks with a sudden drum roll deluge.


  The seneschal committed the spanking with swift pace, alternating from cheek to cheek, slapping her gloved palm home with harsh barbarity, the impacts warming the flesh until it was throbbing with effulgent riots.


  Then without warning she changed methods, releasing the accumulated rolls of chain and using the leather hoop of the leash as a makeshift weapon. The thick hide descended with a minute whistle and slammed across Kira’s rosy cheeks, making her gasp with endurance and rapture. The seneschal enclosed her freed hand into Kira’s hair, locking her fingers into it and drawing back, lifting her features back as she began a slow and precise abusing of Kira’s rear.


  With another sharp crack the hoop fell, sending ripples through the yielding flesh of Kira’s rear as her fingers sank into the seat, clasping tightly. ‘Oh, seneschal,’ she murmured, pulling slightly at the hold to have her roots grumble.


  The seneschal released her follicles and ran her hand down the naked canvas of Kira’s back, the silken skin and latex sliding effortlessly against one another, radical in their contrast of midnight black and snowy paleness.


  The car gave an unexpected lurch that had the seneschal look up with a snarl. ‘Keep your eyes on the road, dimwit!’ she snapped, and reached forward, thumbing a button on the control panel that served the passengers anything from the limousine’s wide range of epicurean accessories.


  Kira heard a faint electrical crackle from beyond the one way glass and gagged sounds of harrowing, the driver being chastised for his failings. She smiled and lowered her face to the leather, forcing her cheek into it, weathering the stabbing tempest.


  Just as it began to dwindle another fell, and another, the seneschal’s hand pressing into the small of Kira’s back, holding her in place as her belly squirmed upon latex-clad thighs.


  ‘Five more, slave. Five more and we’ll stop,’ she promised, pausing to softly rub Kira’s torrefied anus, sending a shudder through Kira and causing widespread eruptions of goose flesh. ‘Count them off for me, slave,’ she said, once more taking a stern bushel of Kira’s hair and holding it back, lifting her face, craning her neck back so that the vertebrae smarted.


  The leash snapped down and let lose its abrupt signal upon Kira’s rear, the lucid bite bringing her to attention before she drained back into a limp slouch across the knees of her owner. ‘F-four, seneschal,’ she muttered.


  The leash slammed down once more, crossing the previous angry weal and escalating the effects further.


  Kira interlaced her fingers and squeezed, grinding her teeth as she endured the latest episode of her voluntary correction. ‘Th-th-three, seneschal,’ she managed to say, squeezing the words through a rigid jaw.


  The next stroke made her gasp and shake, fighting to stay still, the woman having sunk it into her inner thigh, targeting one of her most vulnerable locations. Kira’s boots squeaked against the seat as she shuddered and kicked, sobbing softly, tears welling in her eyes. ‘T-two, s-seneschal,’ she finally managed to say after a pause to recover her senses, her rear awash of duress.


  ‘Almost there, slave,’ comforted the seneschal, and swung down with a malicious hack.


  Kira cried out and arched back, rigid with stress, her buttocks clenching and unclenching frantically. ‘One…one left, seneschal,’ she burbled, salty trails tumbling across her cheeks and dripping from her jaw.


  The final stroke was delivered with all the strength of the vampiress, the descending strap humming against the air before sounding loudly against Kira’s thigh. The servile girl released a screech that broke into upset fits of sobs and gasps, her body wracked by the ordeal as she shivered and quaked, keeping herself on the seneschal’s lap. Kira’s hands dropped to hold to the woman’s dagger heels, grabbing them as a means of security, a comfort, a reminder of her station to help her survive the tempest.


  ‘There, that’s all of them, slave,’ commented the seneschal, releasing her holds and gently pawing Kira’s hindquarters as the girl vented her duress.


  ‘Thank you, seneschal,’ Kira added automatically, gathering her deportment.


  ‘Good slave. Now you can continue cleaning my boots until we arrive,’ she ordered, causing Kira to slide free of her owner’s legs and return to the floor. Folding herself into a neat ball on the carpeted interior of the car, Kira’s tongue rolled up and down the smooth stems of latex as she nursed her pulsating rear.


  The road started to become increasingly more uneven, the tended routes of the city and motorways giving way to the more haphazard regions in the distant countryside.


  The car began to slow and finally came to a halt, pulling up silently on grass.


  ‘Here we are, slave,’ stated the seneschal, as a royal guard emerged to open Cassandra’s door for her. The driver remained where he was, harnessed and strapped to his seat, kept tethered to his post, cables reaching over to his collar and to his chastity belt.


  The night air poured into the warm interior, stripping away the heat with its icy embrace. The seneschal took hold of the leash and drew Kira out with her, pulling her slave in her wake.


  Kira felt a pang of agoraphobia as she regarded her surroundings, having grown exceedingly accustomed to the sealed walls and ceiling of the subterranean palace.


  To be suddenly presented to the outside world once more was unnerving.


  The night sky was clear and adorned with the full impressive majesty of the heavens. The lack of any homes nearby and the absence of light polluting cities and towns anywhere within many miles allowed a breathtaking view of the stars.


  The fields were dark, brooding, a faint nighttime mist skulking upon the floor, weaving through the low hills and sporadic encampments of trees. A few hedgerows sought to control the land, but mostly it had been left untended for many years. A short way away, she could see their most obvious destination. The craggy monoliths were as she had seen numerous times in books and media, the huge slabs arrayed in rough circles, capped by others, with various assorted stones scattered within. Their ordinary mottled greys were lost to the night, leaving them black, like congealed shadow.


  Kira drank in a deep breath, the cold crisp air alive within her as she expelled it as a hiss. No cloud of steam appeared as she expected, her body being as cold as the night itself, lacking any warmth by which to contrast it.


  Two dark vans pulled up near the limousine ahead of them, their rear doors swinging open and allowing squads of the queen’s troops to emerge and take up sentry positions all about the main vehicle. Kira could assume the queen was inside, for the cars had not left together, and had rendezvoused on the voyage here, so she could not be sure.


  But why were they here? Surely it was foolish to stage any sort of celebration in the open like this where any hostile force could attack, or mortals might see, or the sun destroy.


  Kira looked across the scene, trying to see if anything elsewhere might be their actual destination. But there was nothing save the famous archaeological site, and while it certainly was impressive, it was by no means comfortable and inviting enough to serve as a locale for revelry.


  Looking back she could see the other three limousines and four vans pulling into position, disgorging their occupants the moment they came to a halt.


  Kira spotted the head slaves, numerous warriors, and a small army of servants and other slaves, many of them carrying boxes and bags for their superiors. Kira was tempted to ask what was going on, but chose to remain silent and simply observe what was happening.


  Duke Khardekk emerged from the loitering numbers of servants, followed closely by seven other members of his sect, all of them bedecked in rippling robes, the fabric encrusted with strange runes. The warlock wandered across the dark field and entered the circle of stones, his subordinates taking positions with him, forming themselves into a line before one of the large arches at the heart of the structure.


  For a few moments nothing much seemed to happen.


  The sorcerers just stood there, eyes fixed to the area in the arch, as though they could see through this aperture into places currently unseen by any other person.


  Kira hid a yawn behind her arm, wondering when something of interest was going to happen. She had been excited about this event, all the stress and preparation promising a spectacular time, but for all the thrills currently on offer she might as well have stayed in the palace. She considered that perhaps she should have been bad earlier, so she could be sent for punishment and miss this dull sightseeing tour and token homage to a forgotten relic.


  An ache started to gather in her temples, ears and sinuses, growing in intensity with a swiftness that assured her it was not an ordinary complaint. The pressure continued to swell, causing her to rub the afflicted regions, stretching her jaw in a bid to relieve it.


  Looking to the monoliths she saw that they had begun to gather an incandescent quality, the massive stones becoming translucent in places, allowing light to trickle through. A vibrant rainbow emanation was joined by areas of sickly darkness, the two opposing sources of illumination vying for dominance as they shifted within the stones, flowing like water, casting their radiance across the area, bathing the sect in their rays.


  Arcs of condensed power leapt between stones, the electrical forks licking the other rocks, each bolt either being a malevolent midnight tear of power, or a joyous colour filled charge.


  Kira felt the ground and air shiver and seem to condense, as though the very life were being siphoned from it. She could feel a distinct pull, like wayward gravity being exerted by the stones, a drag that hauled not at her flesh, but seemingly at her psyche. A thunderclap slammed to Kira’s ears and made her slap her palms to them as protection while the echo continued to roll through her eardrums and across the landscape.


  A simmering veil of distortion poured across her from behind, catching her by surprise, the vast sphere condensing rapidly, drawing inwards. Like a wall of heat haze the ripple flowed through her, knocking her forward a step as she was buffeted by it. A few crackles of energy tickled her skin once the effect had passed onwards, the residue skipping between her fingers and about her torso before dying out.


  The shrivelling orb grew more distinct as it neared the stones, gathering power, stripping it from the land until it struck the mighty formation of rocks. There was an instant pulse of light and the ground bucked beneath her feet. Those who had not turned away were momentarily startled, their eyes maintaining an obscure sheet after being dazzled.


  As Kira risked a peek back to the source of this occult dabbling, she saw that every rock now blazed with light.


  Like huge crystals they shone from within, filled with the whirling pools of power. Also she could see strange talismans and glyphs inside the stones, the marks located within their very structure, lodged deep, the symbols burning with intensity, charged with wrathful energy.


  The archway before the sect spat bolts from side to side, the storm increasing quickly, growing more and more spry, until the entire aperture was little more than a single sheet of crazy patterns and wild blinding illumination.


  Kira started to draw closer to her seneschal, frightened, the powers being wrought before her like nothing she could have imagined. Surely the warlocks and witches could not contain such forces, and catastrophic explosion was imminent.


  Cassandra pulled the leash in and held Kira’s trembling form as she impassively watched the insane display of power build towards its crescendo. The outer stones dropped towards their natural state, the light fading, dribbling inwards, stealing the power from the others, the entire reservoir draining in towards the primary arch.


  Once all the monoliths were restored to normality, their inner runes swallowed by opaque normal stone, the main arch hauled its store inward, pouring it into the air. A creaking grumble rolled through the region, and with a dull tone a dark hole opened between the stone barriers.


  All sound and light had vanished from the site, leaving everything unchanged. Peering intently at the place, Kira wondered if what she had seen had really occurred. A few twinkles of light dotted the main arch, but everything seemed utterly normal.


  The doors to the first limousine opened and the queen emerged with Thanos and Corin on leashes, the two lupines clad in their terrifying wolfen forms, their glowing eyes piercing the gloom to scan for sign of threat to their mistress.


  The vampiress wore her jagged crown, her body and limbs completely sealed within a comprehensive latex catsuit, the garment moulded to a perfect fit, the polished black skin incorporating gloves and stiletto heeled boots.


  A single oval had been cut at her belly, the opening running from the base of her ribs to a few inches below her navel.


  Amidst a wall of her warriors, with her most prized pets at her side, the queen began to walk towards the archway. The troops cradled their weapons in readiness, guarding their deity with zeal, their goggled sight flicking across the darkness, using their aim to seek danger.


  A few words were exchanged with the duke and his followers and the procession wandered into the arch. As they stepped in they were swallowed by shadow, vanishing into darkness. Kira rubbed her eyes in astonishment, unsure whether she had seen correctly.


  The moment the queen disappeared the seneschal indicated to the rest of the entourage, and as one, they started to walk towards the opening.


  Several dozen warriors set themselves up around the stones, guarding the doorway as servants and slaves were swallowed by the arcane portal, taken to some other place.


  Kira was led sheepishly forth, tugs to her chain overcoming her awe and bewilderment. Her mind raced with possibilities of what would be waiting on the other side. The night had definitely taken a great leap into enthralling enticement. Brought before the arch, it seemed little different to normal, save that as those before them walked in, the night itself devoured them, merging them into the Stygian folds and then removing them completely from sight.


  The seneschal strode forward, unperturbed, the vampiress used to such hermetic means of transport. The latex cocooned form of her enslaver was stolen by degrees until all that remained was the silver links of the chain stretching out of the air.


  Taking a deep breath, Kira succumbed to an impatient jerk of the leash from the other side and stepped in. The depths seemed to gather in strength, enfolding her as an inky fog that hid all sight and then parted in steps to reveal a new place, a place far different to anything she had ever borne witness to in dream or reality. Kira paid no heed to the four warriors stationed on either side of her to guard the mystic tunnel, for her jaw had dropped and she started to quiver, her mind reeling from what she saw on the other side.


  The vast hall had a dome for a ceiling, but from there all semblance of normality was lost, for the room itself was carved from the deranged imagination of supernatural beasts. The very fabric of the place was sculpted from flesh. The smooth surfaces were a glistening sheet of flushed pink skin, meandering veins winding themselves beneath the epidermis, pulsing softly with their own gradual beat. The hall was alive.


  The floor beneath her was slightly soft underfoot, the tissue like a layer of padding, akin to a deep carpet. Even through her boots she could feel the tardy heartbeat of the room. Clustered nodules grew from the wall in places, the veins that fed into them pulsing with a swifter beat, the misshapen growths radiating a sombre, warm light that spread lazily throughout the entrance hall.


  Several muscular sphincters lay at floor level, the large apertures serving as doors to other chambers of this insane realm. The puckered mouths stretched back and opened as the queen’s various slaves approached, letting them through before withering shut again and clenching tight. For a celebration of carnal depravity, it was the perfect stage.


  ‘This way, slave,’ ordered the seneschal and made for one of the doors, the serviles bowing as she passed by.


  Kira looked briefly about to try and locate the queen, but she had already entered some other area.


  A doorway opened itself to passage and with a slight frown of disturbance, Kira followed her owner through and into a chamber that sprawled like a cathedral of raw meat, ready to accommodate multitudes of guests.


  The high ceiling was supported in places by great pillars of bone that grew from the floor and spread cartilage into the flesh of the roof. Nodules of light dangled on long stalks of flesh, hanging like organic chandeliers to provide illumination.


  Situated in a vast circle were bizarre divans. The large cushioned mounds were held in place by a perimeter of stout ribs that curled up to hold the large sac of soft, yielding flesh. Across the top of the seats fur had grown to form a dense layer, but it was not the cold, dead fur of a skinned animal, it was the warm, inviting fur of a living thing, the difference between laying on a fur coat, or upon a vast purring cat.


  Across the expanse of the room servants bustled to and fro, ferrying assorted cargo – clothes, storage boxes, food, implements of torment, and all manner of devices to appease and entertain the appetites of others.


  The duke emerged from behind them, wandering past Kira and trailing a hand across her rear, the stripes of her earlier chastisement already healed. ‘Greetings, seneschal,’ he said idly, looking across the array of moulded meat that held them.


  ‘You have done exceptionally well, duke. The hall meets all my specifications. I trust there were no complications in completing the rest of it as well?’


  ‘No, seneschal, my sect have laid out the entire structure as according to your schematics, and finished the additional functions well ahead of time. The Charm of Vicissitude should handle your Pegasus needs. Has the queen voiced an opinion yet?’ he enquired with a slight degree of enthusiasm, eager to hear the praise of his creation.


  ‘She vanished straight into her personal chambers to start getting ready for her guests. I doubt we’ll ever get one,’ the seneschal added morosely, knowing how the queen was about such things. Flattery was a rare gift from the ancient vampiress, a being hard to genuinely impress and never prone to false pleasantries.


  ‘A pity,’ he replied, massaging his forehead with frowning disappointment.


  The seneschal noticed his deflated mood and decided to improve his spirits with the compliments he sought.


  ‘But I’m sure she is as impressed as I.’


  ‘That was my intention, and I’m glad I have succeeded,’ he replied with a little more cheer, his efforts validated.


  ‘Though I suspect you are seeking to impress another, even over the queen,’ added the seneschal, detecting the hidden edges in his words, drawing them out from behind his ability to conceal.


  ‘Really? And what makes you say that?’ he quipped, taking another attempt at keeping his secret, but the seneschal was centuries older than he, and though he might be a practised spinner of lies, and a master of flesh and sorcery, she had the years of skill at reading lost truths in the mannerisms and inflexions of others.


  ‘Your enthusiasm for the project increased significantly once I revealed the guest of honour.’


  ‘I had no idea I had been so clumsily obvious,’ he stated with a dark tenor to his words, infuriated not with the seneschal but with himself for having let himself be read so easily.


  ‘It was subtle, my duke. Your love for her remains covert,’ soothed the seneschal, putting a hand to the shoulder of his robes and treating him to a compassionate smile that unfortunately boarded on patronisation. With a little moue of temper he shuffled her hand off and regarded her with a haughty arrogance.


  ‘We all have our vices and obsessions, seneschal.


  Though some are more attainable than others.’


  The seneschal stiffened as though slapped, and Kira winced inwardly, expecting some manner of argument or conflict to ensue. But the seneschal merely loosened her anger and smiled, aware that both of them shared the same doom – to love and distress about that which was unattainable.


  ‘ Touché, my duke, touché,’ she acknowledged, before the duke suddenly changed the topic, this being a subject neither of them wished to dwell upon any longer, it being far too personal and close to their hearts to contend with a conversation into it.


  ‘And how is little Kira finding my architecture?’ he asked, looking to her as she tried to keep herself discreet and unnoticed.


  At the issuing of her name she turned to them and saw that both were now regarding her. Her lips fumbled for a moment and then found a voice. ‘It’s amazing, my lord.


  I don’t know how to express my… my…’


  ‘Reverence?’ interjected the seneschal.


  ‘Awe?’ added the duke with a grin.


  ‘Yes, my lord, but where are we?’ she asked, looking about the ludicrous structure, unsure of how something so alien could actually exist outside of a nightmare. ‘Are we still in the field?’


  ‘In a way; this place was forged in the realms beyond our own, in the twilight domains… do you mind me telling her this, seneschal?’ he enquired, unsure whether Cassandra wanted Kira briefed in the arcane truths loitering behind the calm face of the material world.


  ‘Of course not, duke,’ she stated, stepping behind Kira, reaching around and taking hold of her, holding a breast and stretching down to stroke the front of her underwear with her other hand; Kira melting into her owner’s arms with a soft purr of relish. ‘Enlighten her as you wish.’


  ‘In dreams we visit the spheres beyond our own, where thought controls the formless matter about us, allowing us to conjure with our subconscious. In the real world matter is more coherent, requiring earth power to help us use this same skill to alter forms. Trances, astral projection and spirit walking allow deeper travel, but only those adept at true sorcery may travel these deepest of regions unassisted.’


  The seneschal swung the leash between Kira’s legs and drew it up, causing the chain to press into her like a steel crotch rope. Gentle tugs caused its rippled length to tease her, the cold metal riding down her front, pulling at her collar before ascending between her buttocks. Kira clenched to it in fits as she listened to the duke, the seneschal kissing her neck, her soft lips brushing her skin just below her ears, her fangs emerging to draw the smooth enamel upon her earlobes, delivering prickly pecks of adoration.


  ‘Beyond these voids lay the deepest realms, where Gaia and the Wyrm fight for supremacy, taking new domains, losing others in an eternal struggle,’ said the duke, stepping forward, unable to resist entering the scene before him. With a shrug he freed his hands of the folds of cloth and reached out to enclose his palms to Kira’s naked breasts, holding the soft flesh, using his thumbs to brush her teats. The touches had them stiffening immediately, the haze of sensual crapulence descending through her as the two of them teased her for their amusement. Kira tottered on her heels, her eyes flitting shut as she surrendered to their manipulation.


  ‘We warlocks use these realms to scry and to learn, walking the hazardous voids such as these to gain insight and learning about the powers themselves, for like ripples in a pond, the battle occurring far away allows glimpses to the wise. With a concerted effort we created this place and set its defences to prevent access by any interlopers.’


  The duke enclosed pinches to her nipples, rolling the nuggets between his fingers, lifting, bringing Kira to tiptoe as she swayed and gasped with rapture. The seneschal continued to draw upon the leash, riding it against her loins, her thong becoming damp with her amorousness. The other hand descended and drew nails across her rear, leaving light scratches upon the flesh, little pips of harried joy dribbling over Kira’s pursed lips.


  ‘The monoliths are part of a massive power network established long ago. Lupine forces seeking to thwart our use of such power have destroyed much of it, but enough remains to allow us to exploit some of the primary mustering points. Sites such as the one you just saw are used as a sort of transformer of earth power, magnifying our powers, and siphoning more energy than we could hope to gather otherwise. The ley lines funnel energy to these places, storing it, and with this we created the stable Wyrm hole that allows travel to and from this construct.’


  The duke released his hold and the seneschal drew Kira back against her body, the latex dress slithering against her spine as the woman gyrated with sloth against her possession.


  ‘Are you bringing her to the feast, seneschal?’ asked the duke, ending his lesson.


  ‘Of course. I’ve developed quite an attraction for my personal maid, I think she deserves to experience the revelry, and besides, she should at least see those she will be accompanying on the hunt.’


  ‘You are going to give her a place?’ wondered the duke, taken aback by the statement.


  ‘I think so,’ answered the seneschal, taking in Kira’s earlobe and suckling upon it.


  ‘You must be impressed by her. Not that I can’t appreciate such sentiments, I myself found her most enchanting during our short time together. I may have to try and persuade you to give me another turn with her, seneschal.’


  ‘We’ll see, duke,’ smiled the seneschal, and removed the leash, taking it up as normal. ‘Well, I will have to continue this later, duke. I have preparations of my own to finish, and the guests will be arriving soon, I should be ready to greet them.’


  ‘Of course, I’ll see you later,’ he answered, turning and heading away into the crowds.


  Kira watched him depart, recalling her time with him, thinking on what he had said. What was this hunt? And why was it so strange that she should be part of it? Was it a noble pursuit, one for the guests of this place, something slaves were not supposed to be part of?


  ‘Come, slave,’ said the seneschal, taking her away to ready her for the main event.


  




  Chapter Nine


  Standing in the entrance hall, Kira loitered just behind the seneschal in anticipation, her heart and belly aflutter with furore.


  A wall of servants formed a premature corridor around them, so that as soon as the guests began to enter they would instantly be equipped with serviles to tend to their every need and show them to their allotted place in the main hall.


  From the air itself coalesced a series of forms, the people materialising in an instant, stepping into the archway and using the mystic tunnel to access the sorcerous other world domain.


  The servants stiffened to attention and the warriors arrayed behind tensed in paranoid anticipation.


  A group of women emerged, each of them clad in vinyl lingerie, their hair wild, their appearance intense and savage. Sauntering within gloss basques and thongs, with matching gloves and boots, their eyes flashed around, their predatory senses sharp and keen. There was a strange scent to them, one she had barely picked up on before, but which through association she could now allocate. The seneschal confirmed her suspicions.


  ‘I bid you welcome, daughters of the Shadow-Angel tribe, may your time here be joyous,’ she announced, bowing slightly. ‘The property of the queen is at your disposal.’


  ‘Thank you, seneschal,’ stated the leader as several rubber-clad female servants emerged from the lines to offer their leashes to the women. Taking the chains, they smiled and followed their guides past and into the main hall, every step full of might, their power a tangible aura about them.


  A large group poured from the ether, the men and women clad in silken pastel robes and sections of sculpted armour. The plate mail was armed with studs and spikes, granting a fierce appearance to the group.


  ‘I bid you welcome, esteemed members of the Purple Tentacle sect, may your time here be joyous. The property of the queen is at your disposal,’ said the seneschal with a bow, as more maids emerged to offer themselves to their temporary owners.


  ‘We accept your gracious offer, seneschal, and look forward to availing ourselves of your hospitality,’ hissed the first member, his forked tongue flitting through his lips.


  As they passed her by, Kira noticed that what she had mistakenly thought were decorative additions to their metal garb were in fact natural growths that had been incorporated into the style. The horns that spilled from their helms, the spines, the scales and claws, the extra eyes and mouths, and additional limbs all were part of their mutated bodies. It took a concerted effort to avoid staring at them once they had wandered past with their serviles, their warped flesh attracting the eye with its methodical, precision deformity.


  The women of the Obsidian Fang emerged again, and as they thanked the seneschal they locked their inhuman eyes to Kira as she dwelt behind her owner, showing that they had not forgotten her. Even now they were still interested in exploiting her for their sensual recreation.


  More and more attendees emerged and were furnished with slaves and greetings. Vampire houses were announced, shamanic sects of the Wyrm, tribes of dark lupines, representatives from every quarter of power in the land that could appreciate decadence and depravity.


  They stemmed from across the globe, representing every portion of human heritage – proud Asian nobles, bold American tycoons, defiant European aristocrats, mighty African chiefs, aloof Middle Eastern sheikhs, and gaunt Russians whose head, Volodia, she had already heard Cassandra conversing with. No doubt his invitation to this event was designed to augment his ties with the queen, especially with the upheaval his people were readying to implement on the world.


  Of all the new arrivals, none disturbed her as greatly as a duo that stepped through the portal near to the end of the rota of people. One was clad in a full catsuit of leather, a studded harness laid over the closefitting polished hide. Gloves coated his hands, and heavy boots were buckled to his feet. A mask that covered his entire head hid his features. It depicted a snarling wolf effigy, the copper surfaces encrusted with gems and flowing lines of strange bizarre script. The seneschal addressed him as Deil.


  The other was a little taller and more muscular, his body entombed within a latex suit, with a matching harness and a different mask to his partner. The crescent moon mask was a leering horrible sight, the sneering features of the crooked visage joined by fangs and acute ears, with veins of rage throbbing at the temple. This man was introduced as Mammon.


  As they passed by, taking their slaves with angry yanks to their leashes, Kira froze as their hidden eyes fell to her for a moment, a terrible hunger in them making her dread ever being left at their mercy. There was something innately dark about them, an evil presence that agitated her soul and filled her with anxiety. For a short time after she was plagued by their residual aura, the two men tainting her mind’s eye even as more guests arrived to show themselves as wanton arrays of perverse indulgence.


  The last of the slaves fell in with a sect of shaman called the Eldritch Claw, and the seneschal indicated to the warriors beside the portal. ‘Close the defences,’ she ordered, causing a pair of the murderous goliaths to step back through the rift, their bodies vanishing into thin air. A moment later that same spot gave a startled shimmer and then settled.


  ‘Seneschal?’ asked Kira, looking at the sealed gate and the empty chamber about them.


  ‘Yes, slave?’ replied her owner, marching towards the hall with Kira in tow.


  ‘What about this Kitjana?’ she asked, aware that the duke was obsessed with this woman and thus deducing it was she that was to be the primary guest of the feast.


  ‘Where is she?’


  ‘She will use her own means to achieve entrance,’ scowled Cassandra.


  Kira chose to drop the topic, as the name of the woman irked her owner greatly. There was obviously some sort of animosity between the head of the queen’s house and this most honoured of guests.


  The muscular ring unfurled and granted them access, the hall now resplendent with the sounds of life and enjoyment. The guests reclined on their soft divans, being tended by their slaves, the serviles serving as cushions or footrests, while others were being made to perform on each other or the guests. Some were being tormented, others were sent off to gather food and drink for their charges.


  Clearly anything was available to the denizens of the hall, for other modes of slave were being brought in – pets and furniture, harem slaves, all served to the licentious whims of the preternatural gentry that dwelt there.


  Kira was led to the side of the circle, where three divans remained unoccupied. Two were vast and sumptuous, with purple fur and a spinal column that reached up at the back, swinging ribs out in an ascending triangle, offering a throne-like appearance to the twin seats.


  The seneschal stepped up onto the ordinary version, hauling Kira with her. Kira settled into the glossy fur, the living hair sensuous and delightful to her skin as she sank into the giving depths of the large organic cushion.


  It was comfort beyond anything she had known before.


  The seneschal reclined, lying on her back, propping herself up on her elbows and looking across the menagerie of obliquity all about them. ‘Pleasure me, slave,’ she snapped, giving a jolt to the leash and parting her legs a little.


  Kira formed into a ball, her hands taking gentle hold of the seneschal’s fishnet-smothered thighs and then burying her face between her legs. Nuzzling into the rubber thong, she stroked and probed with nose and tongue, working through the thin material, unsure whether to risk moving it aside or drawing it down to permit easier access. Her owner was in a fickle mood.


  She was enjoying herself, and her post, but exterior political machinations were putting a melancholy edge to her temperament.


  Kira stared lovingly across the fabric-coated torso of her gorgeous oppressor, following the ravishing latex curves. Cassandra closed her eyes, her head lolling to one side as she delighted in Kira’s attention, letting the cunnilingus take away some of her stresses, the slight obscuring of feeling through the latex drawing it out for longer. ‘Good, slave,’ she purred, her fingers stroking the soft fur.


  ‘Seneschal, when is the queen intending to make an appearance?’ grumbled a female voice after Kira had been working slowly and relentlessly for a lengthy time, her own libido and hunger rising with every lap. ‘Or is she declining to attend her own party?’


  ‘I apologise for any delay, Hyrthuz,’ replied the seneschal with dreamy tones, setting her legs wider, the thigh boots brushing against the fur as she exposed herself more promiscuously to Kira’s attention and perhaps suggesting that her slave should escalate the affair.


  Kira straightened a little, unable to resist temptation any longer. Using her left hand to pull aside the obscuring curtain of rubber, opportunity was gained for her right hand to slide fingers through the slit in the mesh bodystocking and into the seneschal’s sex. The vampiress arched a little with a gasp, Kira’s dextrous toils playing her loins and conducting symphonies of euphoria.


  ‘But her majesty will probably not appear until the guest of honour has taken her place,’ she added, indicating with a dip of her head the empty divan beside the vacant neighbour which obviously belonged to the queen.


  Kira glanced aside, the momentary glimpse catching the eye of the inhuman guest, and like a shy child she threw her eyes back to her seneschal.


  The demon woman was kneeling on the arms of a latex-clad maid, her splayed thighs pressing naked loins into the female’s features, smothering the girl as she performed valiantly against the cruel impositions of Hyrthuz and her companions.


  Pinned down, the maid wriggled as another of the devil women kept her taloned fingers locked about the hapless slave’s ankles. Holding her legs up and apart, stretching them exceptionally wide, the hircine sorceress employed a dark strap-on phallus to pound into the sex of the maid, thrusting with severity. Small gurgles of pleasure and pain seeped through the muffling loins of Hyrthuz, the girl assailed by sensation.


  The third member of their party simply reclined beside them on the expanse of the divan, a second maid kissing and suckling on the female’s breasts, attending the albino leopard patterned flesh with diligence.


  The demonic woman held a dressage whip, the long weapon allowing her to deliver flicking swats to the rump of her slave, the arbitrary sadism only escalating the arousal of the maid serving her.


  Their third maid simply knelt to one side, her hands folded on her lap, her eyes kept low as she awaited inclusion or an order to bring her to life.


  The woman released a string of complex words, the soft clicking and hissing syllables causing the others to smile. The other woman addressed her compeers in response with a similar unintelligible speech, their private language like a sibilant chattering.


  ‘Isn’t that the same little filly you were towing through the palace?’ wondered Hyrthuz, being the first to speak in English after their swift hidden discussion.


  ‘Yes, she is my personal maid, Kira.’


  ‘The brood?’ asked Hyrthuz, a wide grin revealing her banks of slender teeth.


  ‘The same. You like her?’


  ‘I’d like to fuck her,’ she snapped with crass hunger, using such a phrase to aim it at Kira and trouble her with worry.


  ‘Help yourself to an orifice,’ smiled the seneschal, watching as Kira’s eyes widened with dolour.


  ‘Thank you, seneschal, I think I shall,’ replied the diabolic female, rising from her seat, the slave girl gasping new breaths to recover, her face wet with the juices of the succubus. The other woman dropped the captive legs aside and flopped beside the girl, clamping a hand over her mouth, dragging the back of her head firmly into her chest, the other steering the strap-on into the untouched anus of the maid. A jerk of motion had the length fill her, and she choked against the muting hand. The devil girl started to thrust, opening her hands, letting the slave suckle on her malformed fingers, treating them to a display of mock fellatio as a forked tongue lapped and ran along her neck.


  With a spry leap Hyrthuz jumped from one divan to the other, her landing causing a rippling disturbance to wash through the structure. Stepping boldly forward, her hands danced before her loins, her fingers crackling with a malignant power, the thin arcs of radiance pouring into her flesh, altering it, sculpting it like clay and encouraging prolific growth.


  The seneschal pulled at the lead, towing Kira’s face in nearer to her loins. Once it was sufficiently close she let go and reached forward, enclosing a hand into Kira’s hair, to force her mouth tightly against her clitoris.


  ‘Present yourself, slave,’ she commanded with a soft voice, drinking again of Kira’s flitting tongue.


  With concern, Kira did as she was told, trusting herself to the rule of her seneschal. Shuffling her knees back she lifted her rear, her knees slightly apart.


  ‘Mmmm, now that’s quite a sight!’ complimented the woman. The two-fingered hands of the beast took hold of her buttocks and ran along them, testing the surfaces, examining her more physically after her visual assessment of Kira’s merits. ‘Very nice,’ commented the female, and with a tug Kira’s underwear was drawn down, exposing her in full to the bizarre and fell form.


  A warm tip laid upon the base of her spine, and moving back the woman trailed the rigid length through the valley of her rear. As it was about to fall free she shoved forward, drilling into Kira’s belly. The sudden rude filling of her womb by a massive penis made her jump in response, hurling a startled wail into her seneschal’s tracts. The acute sensation continued, the woman having sorcerously changed sexual organs, creating a monster of a manhood that pounded into Kira. Her eyes flashed wide, her mouth working in fits and starts, her senses scrambled by the sheer volume she was accepting. Even Thanos had not proven this titanic a burden.


  The thrusts lifted her knees from the divan, the tip pushing to her very limits, and the size of the intruder by no means distracted from its skill. It was being used with an expertise that would have had her in bliss had it been a faction of the size, but coupled with perfect dimensions and sterling skill she was almost losing her mind from the rhythmic stab deep into her.


  Her head jerked up as she howled, the talons of the woman having drawn apart further, pulling at her cheeks and sliding thumbs against her, etching two shallow grooves, the sudden pain exquisite in its intensity. During her yell she clapped her hands to her own breasts, squeezing them, massaging them as her song merged with the multitudes of groans and cries that spilled through the air of the hall, forced from dozens of stressed throats.


  Taking advantage of Kira’s unauthorised break in duty, the seneschal nimbly flipped over onto her front, casting her legs wide, the tendons of her inner thighs taut as she offered her rear to Kira’s moist lips.


  The hands of the female went to new work, her left grabbing Kira’s hair in the seneschal’s stead, the other reaching under to play Kira’s clitoris with the back of a nail. The grip in her hair forced her face into the milky valley of the seneschal’s rear, her lips kissing the smooth sphincter of her owner. Her tongue spilled recklessly forth, sliding in, the ring tightening against the organ, making Kira fight to keep going as the demonic lover continued to dig deeply into her. Forcing her tongue in as far as she could, Kira threw it back and forth in imitation of meagre penetration, the slippery saliva dripping from her chin, the scent of the seneschal’s sex rising as thin lines of fluid started to mark the fur beneath them.


  The female started to draw out her attentions, slowly gliding her full shaft into Kira until she met resistance and then hauled back with more speed before conducting another leisurely drive. Kira moaned with every plummet into her, the penetration making her quake and realise now that the other succubus was not wearing an imitation phallus. It was not an artificial construct being driven into the sobbing maid beside them, but a conjured embellishment of real flesh and blood.


  Kira’s hands deserted her breasts and reached to the seneschal, continuing her play of the woman’s loins, her fingers working into the humid sex of her owner as her tongue continued to feast on her rear. Kira could feel herself building towards climax in leaps and bounds.


  Every thrust brought her closer and closer, her body shaking as it tried to ready itself for the maelstrom.


  ‘No, not yet, slave,’ warned the demonic partner, continuing her relentless drives, aiming into new regions to tax every part of her insides. ‘Don’t dare come before I let you!’ Kira tried to defeat the will of her body, to make her mind the more decisive force. ‘That’s it. Good girl. Now keep yourself under control,’ ordered the woman, flicking Kira’s clitoris, her other hand reaching down and snagging a nipple ring, manipulating the jewellery to tease her further.


  ‘Please, please let me have permission,’ Kira whimpered into her seneschal’s loins, her mind burning with need, unable to hold back the inevitable any longer.


  She felt as though she were going to detonate. She had to orgasm, she could not hold on any longer, she just couldn’t.


  ‘Don’t talk with your mouth full, slave!’ berated the woman, clamping both hands to Kira’s breasts, compressing them spitefully, the wicked talons adding to the severity of the embrace. In addition she rotated and gouged with her length, using it as a weapon to have Kira cry out in sorrow.


  ‘I’m sorry, my lady, I’m sorry, I’ll hold on,’ she grizzled, her words panted through locked teeth, the venom having washed back her exaltation.


  The hands became instantly gentler, toying with her teats as the length returned to a more satisfying method of insertion, restoring her undeniable ascent towards fulfilment. Between filling her mouth with her owner’s rear, her hands burrowing into cool, inviting sex, and being thrust callously into, Kira had no hope of obeying such orders for much longer.


  ‘Okay slave, now,’ growled the woman, breaking into thrashing drives. ‘I said now!’ she roared vehemently, the last drives causing Kira to break into wild throes, her body torn by exquisite ecstasy, carried upon the thrusts.


  Her hindquarters seemed to liquefy, the burning battering ram of a penis grinding into her, drawing out more pleasure than she would have ever thought possible, and screaming into her owner’s womb, the vibrating pitch of her holler carried the seneschal over into orgasm, the two of them riding a crest of delectation.


  As soon as the seneschal had been fully pleasured the woman grabbed Kira’s hair and hauled back, removing her from the plate of her mistress, bringing her onto her knees. Upward thrusts continued to lift her up, stealing her breath, a lump in her throat, her arms being tightened from within by flashes of tension. A two-fingered hand clamped across her face, holding her head back, her body resting against the woman as the penis continued to batter her womb, her membranes feeling as though they were aflame. The other slapped to her stomach, pressing in to feel the shuffle of movement deep within her; the rounded tip of her phallus as it migrated within Kira.


  The woman cast her off like a soiled garment, dropping her to the divan beside her owner, and screaming in rapture Kira almost fainted from the intensity removal brought. Laying curled into a ball, holding tightly to herself, her limbs spasming, her insides shaking, Kira battled to weather the hurricane of sensuality whirling within her.


  ‘Kiss,’ came a voice, and she managed to open her tear-filled eyes enough to see through a distorted pane of water and bear witness to the object of her ravishment.


  Obediently she moved her head forward and kissed the head of the flushed length, before dropping back into her recuperative state.


  ‘Good girl,’ commented Hyrthuz, the raging shaft retreating, being absorbed into its owner and restoring her previous gender. ‘A fine specimen, seneschal,’ purred the woman, sliding over and exchanging a kiss with the vampiress before rising and returning to her own divan.


  ‘Did my slave enjoy that?’ asked the seneschal, running the back of her hand over Kira’s temple, and while accepting the touch Kira pulled up her underwear, but before she could answer there was a shrieking cacophony of sound, a merging of tears and rupturing splits that polluted the air, paining the ears with screeching treble and bone-rattling bass.


  Flicking her head up Kira saw her seneschal leap from the divan. A spherical plasmic cloud of reds and blacks poured bolts of power inward, the lightning issuing from the air and converging on a single spot. The air rippled and shook under the punishment of the streaks, slowly turning, gathering more speed until it was a tornado of colour and light, then the mystic gale broke away, dying instantly and revealing a group in the eye of the storm.


  The seneschal bowed deeply as a mark of welcoming and respect, and Kira’s jaw dropped open as she saw the sorceress Kitjana for the first time in the flesh.


  Her jagged crown of jet rolled with her mane of red hair, the shade almost unnatural in its shocking hue. Her sapphire eyes shone like stars, full of amusement and dark intent, bathed in hidden power and knowledge.


  Serpentine earrings of silver dangled from her lobes, her features acute and severe, but of a beauty that was easily the equal of the queen. Clad in a silken cloak she flung open the dark folds with a theatrical gesture, revealing herself to the crowd in full.


  A strapless bra embraced her torso, pressing her breasts together, forming a cleavage that had Kira aching to settle her features within. Intricate silver studs tipped the cups, and within the cleft of her assets hung a crystal as she had seen on the duke and all the shamanic followers of the Wyrm. The silver chain supported a clear crystal in a thorned embrace. The artefact pulsated with a black and diabolic power, the esoteric creation throwing consuming lines of shadow across her divine physique. A thong of the same burnished fabric hooked straps over her shapely hips while flinging loose suspenders to snatch the black band of fine denier stockings. Regal patent thigh boots clutched to the contours of her succulent legs, setting the already imposing female atop skyscraper heels, the silver metal daggers carved with swirling patterns.


  Behind her were several aberrations that may have once been men and women, but were now contorted parodies of their former shapes. Exaggerated of size with overlong limbs full of talons and wriggling cilia, the beasts were muscular and plated with sections of rough carapace, perfecting their image as guardians. Some had extra tentacles, or limbs that ended in serrated bone claws or wicked sets of pincers, the extra arsenal of natural weapons complementing their murderous visage.


  ‘I bid you welcome Lady Kitjana, may your time here be joyous,’ stated the seneschal as Kitjana stepped forward, lingering trails of acrid steam clinging to her billowing cloak. ‘The property of the queen is at your disposal.’


  A set of claws reached forward from behind her and removed the garment, allowing her to simply walk from it, entrusting it to her monstrous servants. ‘Thank you, seneschal, I see that all are here…’ she began, turning her elegant gaze across the scene, acknowledging those she knew and accepting their bows and nods of fealty in response.


  ‘Except for my Dana… where is she?’ enquired the woman, taking subtle delight in Cassandra’s sudden tensing scowl, the familiarity with which she had addressed her beloved queen greatly riling the seneschal.


  ‘Her majesty will no doubt attend shortly, my lady. If you would care to take your divan I—’ began the seneschal, indicating with her hand the allotted seat, but Kitjana again deliberately interrupted, dismissing her with casual indifference.


  ‘Later, I shall acquaint myself with those who are actually present first, seneschal,’ she stated, and walked off towards the other divans, greeting more personally those she knew well, leaving Cassandra virtually trembling with rage, her eyes flashing with resentment.


  ‘As my lady wishes,’ she spat, the woman already oblivious to the response Cassandra’s etiquette and station demanded she make. ‘Let the entertainment commence!’ she snapped, and with a huff of choler, Cassandra turned on her heel and marched back to her divan.


  From the walls doorways opened up, stretching to let new flocks of people wander in and set up. The men and women arranged engines of restraint, and other erogenous devices, strapping down gorgeous slaves to be abused and tormented in ingenious ways, a spectacle for the crowd.


  Fire dancers cavorted about the displays of algolagnic vice, juggling their brands, performing astounding feats of gymnastics. Shows of martial skill were also on offer.


  Lethal combatants, enhanced by their undead status gave a more barbaric brand of entertainment to those who wished to enjoy the captivating show of combat ability and physical prowess.


  The seneschal climbed up and dropped into the softness of her divan. Kira edged cautiously forward and kissed her boots, the act of obeisance failing to distract her owner as she continued to regard Kitjana with bubbling loathing. ‘May I get something for you, seneschal,’ she softly offered, hoping to ease her beloved owner’s strife.


  ‘Did you hear me ask for anything, slave?’ she barked sharply, making Kira flinch and retreat slightly. Tears started to well in her eyes from being scalded so, her wish being only to placate Cassandra’s wrath, instead she had only succeeded in annoying her further.


  The seneschal saw Kira’s appalled reaction and her subsequent vain efforts to hide her distress, so she lifted herself, putting her hand to the face of her property and regarding her with an apologetic expression. ‘Massage my shoulders, my sweet slave,’ she said, unable to break her rigid shell of dominance by openly apologising, instead extending her regrets as best she could.


  Kira offered a weak smile, sniffed back her sadness and crawled behind the woman as she sat upright, draping her arms over her knees, exposing her back to her servant.


  Taking hold of the rubber-coated muscles and the mesh-sheathed shoulders, Kira began a gentle squeezing and rubbing.


  ‘Mmmm, that’s much better, slave,’ purred the seneschal, closing her eyes and drifting on the results of the tender care. ‘Once I’ve seen to the guests we’ll have to spend some time together, my little Kira. Would you enjoy that?’


  ‘Yes, seneschal, I’ll look forward to it,’ she said honestly, working her thumbs along Cassandra’s spine as her fingers continued to massage her neck. ‘Just you, me, and my demerits.’


  ‘Hungry for some discipline are we, slave?’ smiled the seneschal, letting her head loll forward for a moment before it jumped back up, her senses having detected something. ‘The queen!’ she exclaimed with glee, vanishing from beneath Kira’s hands and jumping back to the floor. With the sudden loss of her charge, Kira dropped forward onto her hands, recovering her balance.


  With a sneer of anger her fingers curled into the fur, her jaw wriggling with rancour. Yet again the queen had stolen her love from her. Cassandra leapt at every glance and word of the queen, forsaking Kira every time she opened her lips. Kira’s resentment of the vampiress was starting to turn into actual hatred. It was a highly dangerous emotion to bear, one that could well destroy her, resolving her to either eradicating it or hiding it exceptionally well, but it was consuming her from within.


  If she did not love her owner so, she would try and find a way to strip away Cassandra’s seneschal status, to make them both slaves again. They would be equal and together, unseen and unnoticed, placed where the queen could not affect them with duty.


  A plan formed through her red haze of fury, and with a smile she considered how to take the title of seneschal for herself, not to rob her beloved of it, but to swap places, and make sure Cassandra was at her beck and call, not the queen’s.


  No sooner had the seneschal’s heels touched the floor than a section of wall parted to allow the powerful vampiress a means to march majestically in. Still dressed in her comprehensive latex garment, polished shoulder-pieces now adorned her shoulders. The metal sections of armour ascended to peaks and were studded with a rim of dark gems. These shoulder-pieces held a long flowing cloak of black silk, the shimmering veil trailing behind her as she strode forward.


  Scampering on all fours on either side were Thanos and Corin, the lupines in wolfen form, their fur groomed and preened for the occasion.


  As she walked the assembled guests bowed and nodded as their fealty decreed, the queen barely replying to their shows of reverence. The entertainers grovelled, abasing themselves for her pleasure. The seneschal bowed and kissed her toes with reverence, the queen barely acknowledging the act before rising onto her divan and settling into its comfort. Thanos and Corin ascended beside her, settling into feral crouches, their glowing crimson stare panning across the audience. Many eyes were upon them, the shocking appearance of two trained lupines at her heels being an event of no small distinction.


  Impressed gasps and subdued mutters of gossip suddenly rolled through the hall, the guests succumbing to the very result the queen had desired.


  Kitjana made her way back and ascended into her own seat, her monstrous abominations taking positions about the throne, regarding the lupines with uneasy stares.


  The seneschal moved back and returned to Kira, letting her faithful and devoted servant continue where she had left off. But even though the woman seemed to be watching the rest of the hall, Kira saw her studiously keeping track of her neighbours, trying to listen in on what was being said between the two salacious females.


  Every suppressed glance Cassandra made to them raised the temperature of Kira’s bitterness until finally she squeezed harder than she should have, attacking a tender muscle to break off the seneschal’s gaze. She knew what the result would be, but she wanted the seneschal with her, not the queen.


  ‘Ouch!’ Cassandra yelped. ‘What is wrong with you, slave?’


  ‘I’m sorry, seneschal, I—’ began Kira with worried apology.


  ‘Sorry doesn’t cover it by far!’ she hissed, grabbing Kira by the hair and dragging her down onto her front, defeating her half-hearted wriggles of resistance. ‘You think you can treat me like that and not be reprimanded?


  Well, you’ve just earned yourself more demerits than you can even contemplate, slave!’ she barked, swinging a leg over, dropping her buttocks onto Kira’s shoulders, using her folded legs to squeeze inwards, pressing Kira’s arms to her sides, keeping her trapped beneath her.


  She was overwhelmed by the feel of latex legs compressing, controlling her, the smooth soft buttocks crushing her body, keeping her down as the seneschal called forth one of the entertainers.


  ‘Give me that!’ she snapped, her fury at Kitjana’s disrespect and the queen’s indifference seeping out, turning itself to the chastising of Kira.


  Kira closed her eyes, aware now that she was to be the vent through which the seneschal exorcised her bilious temperament. She didn’t mind; it made her feel that she was serving her seneschal, assisting her in alleviating her mood.


  The seneschal snatched the cane from the male and cast it up over her head. The bamboo strut howled down and sank into Kira’s rear, imparting searing agony upon her. Kira wailed, struggling under the woman, fighting her entrapment as the seneschal continued her assault with manic verve.


  ‘You think you can manhandle me?’ she growled, targeting Kira’s thrashing thighs.


  ‘No seneschal, please!’ she howled, tears running down her face, her hindquarters alive with utter distress. ‘Show mercy! It was an accident, I swear!’


  ‘I’ll teach you to be more careful, slave!’ ranted the seneschal, slicing into her with all her might, her legs squeezing, crushing Kira’s torso.


  ‘Please, seneschal,’ she wailed, accepting another trio of vindictive hacks.


  ‘I elevated you from being a pet and this is how you repay me.’


  ‘I’m sorry, please, seneschal, I’ll never—!’ Her words ended as they ascended to a squeal with the affliction of more scathing strokes.


  ‘You think a few licks covers your crime?’ yelled the woman, continuing her revenge with gusto.


  Kira hollered beneath her owner, receiving her retribution in full, questioning having performed her plot but not regretting it for an instant.


  When the assault stopped Kira was laying slack upon the divan, sobbing softly, her body exhausted. The seneschal removed herself from Kira’s back, stretching her weary arm and setting the cane aside.


  ‘Thank you, slave, I needed that,’ she whispered into Kira’s ear and kissed her while softly rubbing the welt smothered rear of her property.


  ‘I only want to serve you, seneschal,’ grizzled Kira.


  ‘And you did,’ comforted the seneschal, wiping away her slave’s tears. ‘And as always you excelled.’


  




  Chapter Ten


  Thanos looked over to Corin to see his sister glaring at several other members of the assembly, locating regions where her loathing had failed to be diminished by slavery.


  She still had old enemies, quarters of power that had offended or crossed her. The old hates died hard, and she was obviously dwelling on them as she studied the crowd.


  It had been almost unbelievable to see how quickly Corin had been attuned to the will of the queen. A concentrated regime of torment and erotic teasing, indoctrination tapes, and of course his presence to show her how well the whole system worked had turned a defiant wilderness warrior into an adoring pet of her greatest nemesis.


  ‘So how has the world been treating my favourite witch?’ asked the queen, regarding Kitjana.


  ‘A few setbacks of late, but in the end it all worked out,’ the woman replied flippantly.


  ‘Do tell,’ encouraged the queen, snapping her fingers to call over one of her maids. The woman pulled herself up onto the divan and looked meekly down in anticipation of her orders.


  The queen opened her legs and gave a brief indication downward. The maid shuffled forward and lowered her face into position, locating the concealed slit that provided access through the walls of latex. The sounds of lapping and soft moans of delight emerged from the mop of blonde hair between the queen’s legs, and both Corin and Thanos regarded the humbled servant with envy.


  ‘Of course, but first, shall we see to some entertainment for me as well?’ she quizzed.


  ‘Anything you wish,’ replied the queen.


  ‘Well, your male pet seems to be ready for action,’ she said with a voluptuous purr, her eyes scanning Thanos, his arousal by the lesbian act before him plain. ‘Mind if I see what he can do?’


  ‘By all means,’ answered the queen, and reached forward, unclipping his leash and pointing to the neighbour.


  ‘Obey her, slave,’ she ordered, and Thanos looked to see the woman beckoning him with a crooked digit.


  Swallowing for courage, Thanos made his way over and through the wall of beasts guarding the woman. Moving up onto the divan, he found her already stripping off her briefs, revealing her shaven sex to him.


  ‘Come here, slave,’ she smiled, a twisted leer creeping around the corners of her lips as she lifted a hand in his direction. A small sparkle of darkness curled in her palm and from its heart spat a line of barbed chain. The new leash snapped claws to the D-ring of his collar and allowed her to reel him in with more substantial control.


  She grabbed his rigid length and massaged it in a callous grasp, making Thanos wince, but the roughness also served to continue feeding his arousal.


  ‘Not bad,’ she murmured as her efforts brought Thanos to full size, and then using her hold as a mooring she steered him into herself leaving nothing to his control.


  Thanos moaned as he slid into her, the warm flesh swallowing up his hungry shaft. ‘Mmmm, delightful,’ commented the witch, stretching herself against the soft fur, squirming in a heady haze as Thanos sank into her in full.


  Holding himself up by his arms, Thanos commenced his ravishment with dilatory haste, working slowly, savouring the moment, unsure when he would get another chance.


  With a chuckle, the sighing woman beneath him placed her fingers to his nipples. Thin tongues of energy curled around her forearms, racing around and to her fingers, forming contorted skeletal clamps, the demonic mannequins snapping serrated teeth to his mamilla.


  Dribbling out a grunt of shock Thanos stiffened, the woman drawing back, paying out new wires of barbed black metal from the implements. Then, pulling down the cups of her bra she exposed her breasts and conjured another set of clamps, linking the two of them, making every thrust and pull apply new strength to the sprung implements, increasing their havoc.


  ‘That’s it slave, nice and easy, I don’t want you finishing prematurely,’ she warned with a grin, draping herself back as her breasts were pulled to points by Thanos’s movements, the two of them succumbing to the throbbing arctic pound of the compression.


  The effects were swiftly seeping into the surrounding tissue like a cancer, spreading tendrils forth as they stored the hidden sensation, saving the reservoir until the clamps were removed. Yet both of them thrilled at the minor pain, letting it accentuate the pleasure.


  ‘Does he meet with your approval?’ asked the queen.


  ‘Oh yes,’ replied Kitjana with sultry tones.


  ‘So, about your recent tribulations?’ continued the vampiress, closing her eyes and succumbing to a twitch of response to the labouring tongue between her legs.


  ‘Well, I don’t know how much you’ve heard, but the trinity decided to pay me a little visit. I say, the trinity, but in fact it was only the other two, because the Swan met an unfortunate end when they assaulted my haven earlier.’


  ‘Someone said you captured their head – Eire?’ asked the queen, enclosing a hand about the maid’s hair, rotating the girl’s features into her loins.


  ‘And a fine slave she made too,’ answered Kitjana, pulling at the chains, causing both of their nipples to stretch as Thanos continued to thrust deep into the woman, his fiery eyes fixed upon her with wonderment.


  ‘I’d broken that virginal little bitch with such disgraceful deeds. But, the little sneaks went and mounted a psychic attack before their physical assault. Little Freyja gave me quite a beating before I managed to pull out.’


  She was an amazing sight beneath Thanos, her sculpted form lazily squirming, her sex gripping to his, its heat seeping into his already flushed length. The latex bra folded down, the black folds offering up her succulent breasts, her moist lips agape with her warm panting breath, her stockinged legs locking about him, the thigh boots smooth against his flanks and back. She was delicious as the queen, and Thanos refused to even blink, intending not to miss one fraction of a second of this awesome view.


  ‘Freyja? That little shaman insect managed to best you?’


  ‘She had her followers behind her, condensing their power via the Rite of Engagement,’ said Kitjana, reaching down and enclosing Thanos’s testicles, wringing the skin to make them swell. ‘I was lucky to get out in one piece.


  Anyway, when they stormed my sanctum they liberated little Eire, and caught a handsome stag I had discovered and was grooming for a mate. They managed to take me too.’


  ‘Captured, eh?’ smirked the queen. ‘That doesn’t sound like the Kitjana I know.’


  ‘Hmmm… well, anyway, they tried to convert me. Gave me a crystal of Gaia, used blessed water to soak and cleanse me; forcefed me the accursed stuff. Douches and enemas galore. Enchanted bonds mummifying me, with shaman all around me, stopping me calling on the power of the Wyrm. They thought I’d end up drawing in Gaia’s power, give in and corrupt myself,’ she added, her hand detecting that Thanos was close to finishing.


  ‘No, slave, not yet,’ she threatened, and her eyes flashed with a shimmer of dismal shadow.


  Thanos lurched with a pained yelp as a plexus of slender coils appeared in her hand and, animated by her will, started to ensnare his genitals. The tiny octopus of steel flung its tentacles around his scrotum, wringing it tightly, forcing the testicles out until every wrinkle had been forced from the skin. Another grabbed the root of his penis, squeezing, forming into a stern cock-ring that greatly stifled any hope of easy release. With a chuckle she laid back, her deed having taken even more control over her sex slave.


  ‘A tricky situation,’ pondered the queen, interlocking her legs, hooking the toes together to squeeze her thighs and compress the girl’s head.


  ‘At first, but then little pure and innocent Freyja decided to step in. Got me all alone, hanging from the ceiling, tied up nice and tight, spread-eagled and with a whip in her hands,’ stated Kitjana, raising her eyebrows with a licentious smirk.


  The queen lifted herself up and looked to the witch with enthusiasm. ‘I am all ears. Do tell me more.’


  ‘As it transpires, sweet Freyja had been besotted with me since we were children. She had been protecting me from the elders when they thought I was turning to the Wyrm. So she gave me a good scourging as she confessed these things, trying to get me to use that damned Gaia crystal, grab power and escape my torture.’


  ‘You reviled a whipping; that sounds a little odd,’ wondered the queen, watching as Kitjana dismissed the clamps, causing the arcane constructions to disintegrate and fade from view. The witch and the werewolf stiffened and grunted, teeth clenched, the pleasure of their lovemaking intensified radically by the stabbing riot of duress that afflicted their nipples.


  ‘It was all that foul purity they used on me. The waters had flushed through me, permeating my body, the bonds had seeped into my skin, and without any influence of the Wyrm I was starting to lose every dark trait I had,’ she stated quickly, pushing Thanos off with an impatient shove.


  His member fell free and he watched with burning hunger as she reversed her position, lifting her haunches and indicating for him to continue. Thanos’s breath paused as he looked along the jet thigh boots, her gorgeous legs rolling up into stockings and then to her naked rear.


  Grabbing her alluring hips he continued to briefly take in the sight of her bare hindquarters, presented to him, smooth and perfectly formed, an image of seduction.


  Without further delay he committed the sight to memory and guided himself back in, the pose allowing him to drive even deeper than before, taxing the limits of her tracts, his passion having had a few seconds to retreat, giving him a greater chance of holding out until she commanded otherwise.


  Kitjana arched her head back and growled with animal passion, revelling in the feel of Thanos, kneeling upright behind her, driving so deep that her fingers clawed at the fur of the divan, pulling tufts free.


  ‘It was hideous, to be rendered moral and pure, to despise and actually not enjoy decadence and pain,’ she panted, biting her lip to weather some virulent stabs.


  ‘I’d have rescued you if you’d been turned,’ murmured the queen with fond joviality. ‘Locked you away and done terrible things to you until you’d come back to the fold, Kitjana.’


  Kitjana laughed, her eyes closed as her cheek lay pressed into the fur, a glistening layer of sweat sparkling across her body. ‘I may have to take you up on that, just for the fun of it,’ she offered lightly, wincing as Thanos dug further into her. In reply she lifted her forearms, locking her fingers together over the back of her head, holding tight for a moment before opening them again.


  With a muttered string of croaking half words and strange clicks, her inner forearms opened with lines of jagged script, the arcane language being set in shallow cuts that were delivered by an unseen edge. The blood lifted from the wounds and coagulated, forming into a long undulating serpent, the liquid structure rippling in the light of the chamber. The cuts healed over immediately, restoring unblemished skin as the two creatures she had born slithered around behind Thanos.


  ‘So how did you escape?’ enquired the queen, observing casually as the blood forms slapped together behind Thanos, the point of their meeting suddenly welling and transforming into a ribbed phallus.


  ‘I’d managed to swallow my Wyrm crystal before they’d taken me,’ hissed Kitjana, concentrating tokenly on the conversation and more significantly on controlling her newly born familiar. ‘It gave me the tiny seed of darkness I needed to resist their trials.’


  The beast darkened instantly, forming the wet blood into dark chitinous carapace. The black shiny rod of a manhood now spouted two long lengths of segmented cable, akin to the body of some obsidian worm. The two coils lifted its phallic body, aiming it at Thanos as he continued to sink himself into the belly of the witch.


  Like a cobra it flashed forward, sheathing in his rear, sinking to its base. Thanos roared and spasmed, the acute penetration a shock and a delight at the same time. Before he could fight the intruder it flung its slender arms around him, casting them under Kitjana and forming a tight hoop around each of her breasts, strangling them, making the admirable orbs swell with engorged distress. Kitjana moaned aloud as Thanos’s pace became momentarily more haphazard, his rhythm affected by the sudden sodomy, the phallus rocking back and forth into his rear, every thrust also serving to wring Kitjana’s breasts.


  ‘They tried everything to get it out, but were unsuccessful. But with little Freyja all torn and bloated with tainted emotion I managed to sneak a little line of influence through the guards and converted the crystal at my throat. With my powers restored I stomped out of there without any trouble.’


  ‘And what of Freyja?’ asked the queen, lounging back, taking her own breasts in her hands and kneading them within their latex folds, her hindquarters jolting against the delving tongue of the maid.


  ‘That’s the juiciest part. I embellished myself with a phallus and gave her a good seeing to. Sowed my old Wyrm crystal deep into her belly. It slowly exerted its influence, corrupting her steadily, making her turn to darkness. She started visiting professional doms, collecting illicit pornography, tormenting and teasing herself. Finally her hunger was such that she actually came to my sanctum to petition enslavement,’ laughed Kitjana, her back rolling as she squirmed beneath Thanos.


  He felt as though his penis were going to erupt unless he were able to finish soon, the arousal of his partner and her sorcerous craft too much to hold in check.


  ‘And you accepted?’


  ‘Naturally,’ said Kitjana, and then smiled with glee, giving a soft titter of amusement before adding to her statement. ‘After a suitably depreciating initiation fee, of course.’


  ‘You’re wicked,’ chuckled the queen.


  ‘Personified, my sweet Dana.’


  ‘So then what happened?’


  ‘Little miss prim and proper became my slave, and then I had a wonderful plot come to me; the fine male that I mentioned earlier? Well, he was perfect, so I sneaked back into the temple, stole his seed, cast his psyche into the depths of the Wyrm’s realms and returned to impregnate Freyja.’


  ‘She carries your child?’ solicited the queen, her eyebrows furrowed with consternation.


  ‘Mine and… and… a…’ started Kitjana, her words becoming lost as she started to succumb to the swell of her orgasm. ‘That’s it, slave, come on, faster, deeper,’ she spat, making Thanos thrust into her, diving from root to tip, dragging himself almost to the point of removal before jamming his full length back into her. He could feel his own climax, locked in his shaft, battling the strangling bonds.


  ‘Now, slave… now!’ she howled, her mind setting loose all of her creations. The wire crumbled from her breasts, letting a flash of sensation stampede back in.


  Simultaneously the wires entombing Thanos’s genitals sprung free and vanished, and like the shattering of a dam his orgasm charged through his penis, seeming to have magnified by being forced to wait. As he roared with rapture, ejaculating into the velvet womb of the witch, the phallus inserted in him ground sharply back in and then fled with a spry jolt, the sudden excavation causing a new influx of sharp feeling. The conspiracy of influences took him even higher, his body shaking with delight as he thrust chaotically into her, capturing his measure of bliss as Kitjana bucked and wailed beneath him.


  She sagged, lowering to the soft cushion, letting Thanos remain atop her, his length still buried in her flesh, the two of them panting, their bodies dripping with perspiration.


  Thanos could feel her raw membranes gripping to him in spasms, the remnants of their climax still rolling like the echo of a thunderclap through their systems. Nerves flicked and muscles contracted in sudden jolts, the two of them resting for a moment, to gather energy enough to move.


  ‘The child is the spawn of myself and Jason,’ the witch continued hoarsely, licking her lips.


  ‘A little close to the prophecy, isn’t it?’ said the queen, the sight of Thanos and Kitjana’s maelstrom coupling exciting her sufficiently to carry her to her own peaks of ecstasy. Her rubber-clad form squirmed against the maid, her limbs sliding against the fur divan as she gasped for breath, just to feel the influx of oxygen as it leapt in and out of her lungs. Snatching fits contorted her, causing her to appear as though she were being subjected to steady electrical impulses. The rhapsody started to subside, and once sufficiently satisfied she locked her boot to the shoulder of her maid and pushed her away, setting her back and then placing her feet on her, using the oral slave as a footrest.


  ‘Precisely. Now is my time, Dana. This has to be it.


  This is my destiny. Those Gaia fools actually helped me orchestrate what I was born to do and which they had striven to prevent.’ Kitjana turned onto her side and slammed a fist to the cushion in endurance as Thanos’s shaft slid from her sensitised interior. She bit her lower lip for a moment, her eyes scrunched up, and then the tightness in her features drained away, leaving her with a relaxed, serene expression.


  ‘You’re sure?’ asked the queen.


  ‘This child could start the prophecy, bring the apocalypse. All the stars are in precise alignment, the astral dagger of twin comets have breached the tropic of Hades, it’s almost time. I’ve got the ritual set up, the stone, the sacrifice, every loathsome incantation I can think off already cast. All I need is the right time,’ she stated, laying on her back, looking at the ceiling as she recovered her breath, her fingertips idly wandering her body.


  ‘I wish you luck,’ whispered the queen, lacing her hands across her stomach, her crossed feet upon the back of the girl who had serviced her. ‘Everyone has been gossiping of prophecy and a time of upheaval. I had no idea my little Kitjana was going to be the starting pistol for our finest hour.’


  ‘Oh, it’s going to be a grand time, Dana,’ assured Kitjana, rising with a strain of effort, running a hand along Thanos as he lay beside her, his body exhausted.


  ‘So, I guess congratulations are in order, seeing as you are going to be a mother. Any ideas on a name?’ laughed the queen, her witch companion mimicking the humour before turning to other matters.


  ‘Seriously though, I’m in the mood to party. What’s the entertainment going to be?’


  ‘Seneschal, is the main show ready?’ asked the queen, glancing over to where Cassandra was relaxing, Kira licking across her dress as she watched a display of rope bondage occurring before her. Upon hearing her title, her head flashed around to report to her owner.


  ‘Anytime you wish to begin, your majesty.’


  The queen turned back to Kitjana and perked her shaped eyebrows, the two women exchanging a hungry look. ‘Shall we get to the hunt, then?’ she offered.


  ‘A hunt? How exciting! What is the quarry?’ asked Kitjana.


  The queen looked to Corin and then to Thanos, before meeting Kitjana’s eyes as they lit up with excitement.


  ‘Seriously?’ she questioned, rubbing her hands together as though tempted with a surprise gift she was forbidden to unwrap.


  ‘If you catch one, I might even let you keep them,’ the queen stated absently.


  ‘That, my dear Dana, is a challenge I shall readily accept. To the iniquitous go the spoils,’ she decreed, failing to see the horrified look on the faces of Corin and Thanos as they realised that they might well be separated from the ownership of their divine ruler.


  In addition to the dismay of the lupines, the seneschal looked aside and hid her pursed grin, unable to hide her ebullient mood at possibly losing some of her most staunch rivals for the queen’s attention.


  




  Chapter Eleven


  The landscape was a dark and menacing realm, a place where the fog clung to the ground out of fear, slithering amidst the blasted outcrops of jagged stone and mutated blisters of warped vegetation. The ground was split and dry, having never tasted anything but the most stagnate spatters of drizzle from the miser heavens.


  The plants that managed to peek through the splits clung by shallow roots, and had been infected by the insidious wickedness of the place. The bushes and frugal amount of trees were bleak specimens, their limbs arthritic, clawed and flecked with thorns. They looked like agonised screams set as sculptures to intimidate those who bore witness to them.


  Volcanic pits were sporadically placed amidst the uneven hillocks and shallow valleys, smoking angrily, chugging great plumes of sulphuric smog into the sky.


  The heavens were low and possessed by insane turmoil, the lugubrious sheets of clouds smacked by tempestuous winds that churned and rushed them across the sky.


  Sporadic discharges of lightning spat hatefully from above to lick the soiled ground, sending rumbling tones across the landscape.


  But despite the agitated air it remained cold and still upon the ground, numbing the skin, defying the pits of molten rock.


  ‘I really like this place,’ decreed Kitjana, with effervescent merriment. Like all the competitors the witch was on horseback. The midnight chargers showed more than a glimmer of sentience in their eyes, the slaves transmogrified by sorcery into the semblance of a true mount. The arts of magic had done more than just recreate them as horses, it had gone further, and each steed extended folded-feathered wings at its flanks; in lands beyond the furthest reaches of dreams, the will of a warlock could alter and transgress any normal law.


  In addition to cloned mounts, each of the eager contestants was attired in the same uniform. White riding trousers clung to their legs, the stark garment sliding beneath polished boots. The males wore knee-high riding boots, while the females had skin-hugging thigh boots equipped with a shallow heel. Both examples of polished leather footwear offered wicked spurs for the encouragement of their mount.


  All of them wore a leather top; the high-necked garment zipped down the front, with long sleeves that entered gloves, reducing all to absolute shades of black and white.


  With hair tied back and an assortment of crops and dressage whips at hand, they held the reigns of their beasts and shifted in the saddle, waiting for the trump that would start the race.


  Kira looked left and right, her seneschal beside her and staring dolefully at the artificial kingdom. Relaxing in the saddle she savoured the feel of her new outfit. She admired the way her legs appeared in the white trousers and thigh boots, the flattering mixture added to with her top, her breasts pressing against the front, struggling against the contoured fit, the leather smooth and sensuous upon her. The black crop she held felt good in her grasp and she was eager to use it, to fling the implement into her steed and abuse someone for the first time.


  The queen, Kitjana, and several of the most prestigious and high-ranking leaders of house, sect and tribe had joined them, taking the full number to around two dozen riders.


  About the shod hooves of their steeds scampered the hounds. The slave pack had been bound in tight latex uniforms of the same kind Kira herself had once been condemned in. Their rear legs were free though, allowing them to scamper with greater ease. Their faces were fitted with snarling snouts, the elaborate gags buckled firmly in place and only permitting the most bestial grunts and moans to seep through. Their upright tails bobbed and waggled as they milled lazily about, brushing up against one another, wondering when they would be set free.


  ‘Release the wolves!’ yelled the queen, and with a sudden flurry of activity the leashes were set free of Thanos and Corin. Together the two lupines bounded forward, vaulting boulders and dashing into the hesitant half twilight of the landscape. Their mighty furred bodies sprang and darted, quickly carrying them out of sight.


  From what Kira had heard of the plan, they had fifteen minutes before their collars demanded that they resume a less formidable state, granting the two fugitives a valuable window of opportunity to gain distance on their pursuers.


  The minutes continued to trickle by, the soft winds descending from above to brush the surface, vastly less savage than the tornado raging overhead.


  Kira regarded the skies and thought on what to do.


  Ascending into such a storm would make her steed hard to control, and besides, visibility of the land below would be greatly reduced. Her best bet was to use a mix of running and gliding, exploiting chances to fly from peak to peak, gliding down valleys, almost like leapfrogging through the realm in search of the prey. She wanted to catch one of the lupines, to have her way with them before anyone else turned up. And if she could ensure it was Kitjana who won the beasts, then Cassandra would be ecstatic, a blessing that would translate into some intense days of pleasure for her as a reward.


  A single trumpet note blasted the air, shrill and melodious, the signal causing a thundering stampede of hooves, the slap of crops to flesh, the pounding drive of prancing paws and the rustle of feathers against the air as some immediately took to the skies.


  Kira started to trot forward, nudging the flanks of the woman she had seen wracked by a swirling bank of scintillating mist, her body changing with the will of a warlock until she was altered to the state she now bore.


  Watching the others streak into the terrain with gusto, Kira pondered her tactics. Corin and Thanos might well be prey, but they were also intelligent hunters and knew well what was expected of cunning quarry. But this experience at stalking was tempered by the fact that she knew Thanos was besotted with the queen, and Corin was most likely of the same doctrine. Thus they would be desperate to avoid capture by any save the queen, and the best way to do that was to hide and wait until the game was called off.


  Stroking her chin, Kira took a deep breath and released it as a sigh, the feel of the strong beast between her legs strangely arousing. Bouncing lightly in the leather saddle she flicked her weapon into the woman and steered her towards an outcrop.


  The sounds of the others were dimming into the middle distance as Kira considered the possibility that one or both of her targets would rush pell-mell until out of sight and then stop before taking refuge. They were skilled at woodcraft, they could easily find a hiding place that would elude easy detection, and with the initial mad advance of the hunters, they would surely miss the lupines in that first crazy bolt to catch up and close the fifteen-minute gap as quickly as possible.


  Afterwards, the pair could work their way back to the starting area, pass it and find shelter to wait until the hunters had scoured the regions beyond for hours. Once they were exhausted, bored and infuriated enough to call the hunt to an end, the two of them would emerge, ready to return to the queen.


  Kicking her spurs into the steed she slapped it with her crop and took firm hold of the reigns, driving the steed into the air. Its wings flung open and the woman leapt from the outcrop. The wind rushed under her sorcerously enhanced wings and she glided forward, ascending upward with Kira’s demands.


  The wind billowed through Kira’s hair, streaming over her body, the leather tight against her skin, feeling like a shell against the elements as she steered her mount onto a higher peak. It was an exhilarating rush to travel thus, and the crop gained alacrity in her hand, feeling strangely at home in her leather-clad fingers.


  Hooves clattered on a tenuous perch and she brought the creature to a halt. She scanned the land, looking across the plateaux and crevasses, considering routes that might lend credence to her strategy. It was distinctly possible, so she slipped from her saddle and slapped the beast’s rump.


  ‘Go, fly off as far as you want,’ she ordered.


  The Pegasus launched into the air, diving into a low swoop that buffeted the plants and scattered small stones upon her turbulence. Kira realised that if she kept this low on her route out, the lupines might see that she was rider-less and suspect an ambush. ‘But keep high!’ she shouted, making the servant climb radically, her dark form vanishing into the overhead storm.


  Watching with satisfaction as quiet descended upon the area, Kira jumped from the ledge, falling the distance to the ground and landing into a crouch. Rising from what would have been a crippling plunge to any mortal, she started to jog off and locate a vantage point from which to covertly spy. Settling into the arms of shadow about some misshapen trees, she remained still and watched the land.


  Scarcely an hour had passed when she caught a hint of movement. Smiling to herself, Kira squinted, trying to focus more clearly. A huddled form was skipping from cover to cover, working a path along the trenches and lowest regions of shelter.


  A glimpse of short blonde hair testified that it was Corin.


  ‘Well, well, well,’ whispered Kira to herself, rubbing her gloved hands over each other in anticipation and then down the contours of her snug jacket, straightening the leather folds. ‘I spy with my little eye…’


  She watched unobtrusively for a little while longer, keeping her eyes on Corin’s progress, watching her naked form slip through shadow and shade, her body athletic, seductive, teasing her eyes, making a hand drop between her legs and caress the front of her white breeches.


  Kira fantasised of what the woman’s flesh would be like, how it would feel to pin her down, take her, defeat a creature that would ordinarily prove her equal or even her better. To forcefully make a woman service her, to taste her, to control her; it was a delightful notion that aroused Kira more every second she was looking at Corin, the sight feeding her impatience.


  Occasionally she diverted her attention to the rest of the scene, trying to see if Thanos were abroad. But of her lover there was no sign.


  Eventually she gave up on him and waited until Corin had settled into a subtle cave well behind the starting point. Wandering down she carefully padded over, avoiding any lose debris that might give premature warning of her approach. It was a futile precaution.


  Corin’s senses were those of the wilds, and she picked up Kira’s almost inaudible sneaking steps long before she arrived.


  With no option to rash flight, Corin leapt from her hiding place and ran from Kira, her naked human form far less speedy than the robust brawn of her full canine visage.


  Kira gave chase, her thigh boots carrying her from rock to rock, her balance perfect even against the small heels.


  The bright tone of their scrape and click against the rock was a metronome beat, counting off the seconds of the chase. With her dead heart thumping in her chest, her fangs started to emerge, coaxed out by the chase, the adrenaline surge of pursuing prey, hounding it to exhaustion.


  Her senses seemed to sharpen as she continued the hunt, her vampire blood accentuating her sensory input, answering the demands of the chase, and fulfilling her primary purpose.


  She could hear Corin’s ragged breath, sobbing in and out. Her mouth would be dry, her lungs cold from strain, her limbs aching as her own pulse screamed through her veins, her senses dizzy as fatigue continued its encroaching gnaw into her anatomy. It was as though Kira was sharing the woman’s body with her, and the fear and stress within it made her hunger continue to bloat.


  Stumbles and reckless staggers started to appear in her step with increasing regularity, the woman nearing collapse, fighting to escape, to stay the property of the queen. It was this thought that spurred Kira onwards, all hint of mercy evaporating. She maliciously overtook her prey, working a swift route ahead of her, and crippled by tiredness the woman failed to detect her.


  ‘Going somewhere?’ she stated, skidding to a halt on a boulder, her heels scratching long lines in the granite.


  With hands on her hips she glared down at the woman below her scrabbling to get up onto the high rock, which Kira now occupied.


  ‘No!’ wailed the lupine, throwing herself back, almost falling down the short slope from her impetuous and panicked response. Lurching carelessly back along her path, her shins and feet were scratched by the unforgiving terrain, her sole instinct being rapid flight.


  ‘I’m coming for you, Corin!’ laughed Kira, thrilled with the hunt, her body tingling with relish, of power over another being. She had no idea how exhilarating it could be, or how this shade of dominance could kindle a new thirst within her.


  Smacking her lips she slid her crop into her belt and vaulted across another rock before sprinting down a short trench, accelerating towards the end, her ears keeping perfect track of Corin’s locale, her body moving like fluid, almost without her control, answering the blood call of her vitality.


  With a mighty spring she launched into the air, vaulting the natural stone wall and landing on the area beyond, dropping right before the terrified Corin. ‘Boo!’ she softly declared, causing Corin to whirl, lose her footing and collapse. Possessed by her fight to escape the woman clawed her way backwards, scrabbling on all fours, shoving randomly with her limbs to escape.


  Kira walked menacingly forward, her sauntering stride filled with arrogance, her hips swinging, her hands occasionally tracing a brief line on the rocks as she idly closed in on her captive. ‘Nowhere to run to, baby,’ sung Kira with a jovial brightness, tilting her head quizzically to one side as she beheld Corin’s aghast expression.


  ‘Nowhere to hide.’


  ‘Please, please don’t!’ Corin sobbed, her back bumping a craggy pillar, signalling an end to her retreat.


  ‘Please, what!’ growled Kira, furrowing her brow and regarding the frightened woman from under this grim glare.


  ‘Please, my lady,’ she corrected.


  Kira excogitated the title for a moment, and then shook her head. ‘No, call me mistress,’ she ordered.


  ‘Please, mistress, just let me go, don’t let me be caught, mistress,’ she implored, her body running with lines of sweat from her run.


  ‘Scared? Scared of losing your precious little queen?’ she mocked, moving resolutely upon her target, taking her time, her crop slapping against her side as it lay tucked in her belt. ‘Well you should be. Who knows who you’ll end up with? Who will find us first, eh? The queen, or Kitjana?’


  ‘I don’t want to leave her,’ she wept. ‘Please, help me.


  I know you’re from the palace. Surely you can understand?’


  ‘Enough!’ snapped Kira, a sudden vehemence entering her words as she ducked forward, clapping a hand around Corin’s neck, pinning her to the stone. ‘I’ll be taking my own prize from you, Corin!’ she snarled, unveiling her fangs, her eyes lighting up internally with crimson fury.


  With a thrust she cast the woman to the ground, dropping her onto her front, and before the startled woman could move she set a heeled foot into her back and pressed, the leather thigh boot rippling with her muscles as she defeated Corin’s attempts to rise. It felt wonderful to subdue someone thus, to see a gorgeous naked form squirm under her boot. ‘Down girl,’ she purred, and grabbed Corin’s right arm, hauling it up, stretching her backwards a little, leaving the other scrabbling vainly against the rock.


  ‘Ow, stop… that hurts!’ Corin mewled.


  ‘Really? Then this must be insufferable agony,’ she chuckled, and tugging the crop from her belt she swung it down into the lupine’s rear. With a hearty smack the flesh quivered and the woman yelled, bucking, her legs kicking as she fought Kira’s hold, her other hand reaching round to paw at Kira’s other boot.


  ‘No! Stop! Please! I’m begging you!’ she wailed.


  ‘Oh come now, surely the queen has done far worse,’ retorted Kira, and thrashed the woman’s rump again and again, painting hot welts on her skin, her body cavorting under her control.


  Corin’s free hand bent back and slipped against the polished leather of Kira’s boots, unable to dislodge her as the fingers of her other hand clenched and wriggled in desperation.


  The queen had to have taught Corin to enjoy such punishment otherwise she would not have risked displaying her at the feast or including her in the hunt.


  The girl was just resisting because she did not know Kira, perhaps believed her inferior to the queen, and of course, there was the fear of losing her precious royal vampiress.


  All the possible rationales irritated Kira further, making her more stringent in her scourging.


  ‘Aaah! Stop! Ow!’ whimpered Corin, responding energetically to every lick of the woven stalk, the leather hoop ringing against her soft flesh.


  ‘If you don’t keep quiet I’ll punish you more!’ Kira snapped, and started to strike harder into her target to ensure she failed to comply. Corin tried to bite down onto her words, but the added ferocity coupled with Kira’s significant strength and personal knowledge of where and how to achieve the sternest results had her howling with duress in moments.


  ‘That’s it; I warned you,’ Kira murmured bitterly, twirling the crop and lodging it under her armpit, pinning it in place before turning the captured limb. Snagging the other wrist she pulled them up, turning Corin onto her back before descending with her knees, pinning them beneath her shins.


  ‘Beg my forgiveness and I might spare you,’ she offered, peering into the lupine’s distressed eyes, glaring down her leather-clad torso, the crotch of her riding trousers hanging over the woman’s face, threatening to smother her.


  ‘ Please, mistress, I’m so sorry…’ she croaked. ‘Please forgive me. I’ll do anything you want, I didn’t mean to offend you.’


  Kira pondered for a moment, deliberately exaggerating the feat, putting a finger to her lips as she looked up in contemplation. ‘Not good enough,’ she laughed, and started to lower into position.


  ‘Noooo-mmmph,’ came Corin’s response, the words lost as Kira settled into position, the nose of the female pressing into her loins, a wonderful precursor tease. She could feel the soft drag of air through the weave of the fabric, Corin sifting the most meagre influx through the tight material, hauling at it, her eyes wide as she fought for every fraction of a breath.


  ‘What’s that?’ Kira questioned, throwing a hand to cup her ear as she detected faint murmurs from beneath her.


  ‘Speak up,’ she snapped, and flung the crop back, catching the side of Corin’s thigh. The woman’s eyes screwed up, her legs curling together, knotting intricately as she battled the effects of the stroke. Kira lifted herself a little, letting the woman gulp down lungfuls of air, coughing and spluttering.


  ‘I’m going to give you a good beating now, Corin.


  Understand?’ she questioned, rolling the crop in her fingers.


  ‘Y-yes, mistress,’ she stammered, her eyes half closed and full of water.


  Kira frowned, caught by surprise at the ease with which the woman had accepted the chastisement. Perhaps the queen had trained her more thoroughly than she at first thought. But then as she settled back down, allowing the woman to steal a great gasp before she was stifled, she saw her open her mouth wide, and as she rode the woman’s face, she could feel her tongue tasting the fabric of her riding breeches.


  Despite these suspicions, Kira hurled the crop around behind her, afflicting the powerful thighs of her prisoner with the weapon, and when she parted them Kira never once missed the opportunity to hack into her inner region, installing the most caustic of weals.


  Kira rode the woman as she bucked and kicked, jolting under the weight of her torturess, unable to defeat the awesome strength of the brood vampire. Corin’s hands were rendered claws, trying to grab her oppressor, her legs slamming against the ground, the slap of flesh to rock merging with muted hollers and the stinging crack of the punishing implement as it went to work.


  Only once Corin was red in face and thigh did Kira stop and rise, allowing her charge to drag down her breath. Barely had she gained the first than she addressed her villain, Kira stroking the warmed front of her trousers, saliva and her own moisture tainting them, her mind heady with the elation of dominance.


  ‘Th-thank you… m-mistress,’ Corin managed, swallowing for strength at the end, her eyes closed, her senses reeling, her mind full of haze from the effects of deprivation.


  ‘Good slave,’ commented Kira, reaching down to cup the woman’s chin. ‘Such a waste; to squander something so delightful,’ she said to herself, reaching back and running a gloved hand down the woman’s thigh, tracing the purple lines set indelibly upon her, and as she crossed the pudenda of the woman she found her damp with arousal. ‘You little pervert,’ she grinned with astonishment, reaching across with the crop and running its ring of hide through the folds of her labia. The woman groaned deeply, her mouth wide as she felt the passage of the weapon across her naked loins. ‘Look at this,’ said Kira, showing her the glistening moisture upon the leather. She smiled and forced it to Corin’s lips. ‘Clean it off, slave,’ she demanded, making the woman lap it as she continued her accusations.


  ‘All this time you’ve been playing me like a fool, having me think you were genuinely resisting me.


  Tricking me, no less.’


  ‘I… I’m sorry, mistress,’ she snorted, her tongue rolling across the leather with fetishistic craving, adoring it as the tool of her own derogation and torment.


  ‘Well, I can see I…’ Kira began and then paused, yanking the crop away from Corin’s squirming tongue.


  ‘Hold on a minute,’ she said, wondering, running her theory through her mind to see if it could be true. Then, placing her fists around her waist, she glared down on her subject.


  ‘Just who are you running from, slave?’ Kira hissed.


  Corin seemed to go pale, as though some terrible and dark secret had been unearthed and she was too frightened to let it be confirmed.


  ‘Tell me!’ shouted Kira, making Corin flinch, her eyes wild, her mouth forming half words, trying to air them but her reservations were too great.


  ‘Fine!’ huffed Kira, unbuckling her belt, unbuttoning her trousers, dropping the zip and then pulling them down, revealing her naked hindquarters to the captive.


  Dropping back into place, Kira heard a startled gasp before the lupine was smothered by her humid sex. ‘Lick!


  Lick or I’ll suffocate you, bitch!’ Kira tersely ordered, wriggling her loins on the buried face, her legs still keeping the woman’s arms under firm control, her inner thighs squeezing her skull in a terrible grip.


  Looking into the eyes of the woman, Kira could see the joy in them, the pleasure in being so mercilessly controlled; forced to service another woman, to taste her, her very breath regulated by the results of satisfactory cunnilingus.


  ‘Tell me, Corin,’ Kira demanded, and flung the crop back in one hand while the other grabbed the woman’s hair and pulled it towards the ground, afflicting her roots as a further incentive to confess. The crop stung her thigh, then her hip, before continuing its random targeting of her legs with occasional soft slaps into her loins, these being the ones that gained the most wild results from her captive.


  Occasionally Kira lifted a little, allowing the woman some much-needed sobs of air before she was again submerged. During these moments of reprieve Corin was offered another chance to testify her truths, but she refused.


  ‘I guess I shall have to try other methods,’ Kira finally decided, her belly alive, her pleasure heightened to new zeniths of intensity by her new fledgling love of domination.


  Leaning back, Kira aimed the crop, making Corin tense in anticipation and then melt as the woven stalk was drawn back and forth like the bow of a violin, sinking into her crotch, softly teasing her clitoris. Corin went more rigid than she had ever been under the lash, her body breaking into fits as Kira continued to play her womb, singing a song to have her confess this most lethal of secrets.


  In mere moments Corin was almost on the verge of climax, at which time Kira stopped suddenly and lifted the shaft of the crop away. Corin twitched with tension, deprived of release, torn by a sudden and diabolic frustration.


  ‘Tell me who you are running from,’ commanded Kira, lifting up a little. ‘Tell me and I will finish you,’ she promised, bobbing the crop before Corin’s mortified eyes.


  ‘The queen! The queen! Now please, mistress, please!


  Just a little more!’ she begged, so close to exhilarating release, hanging on the very lip and unable to gain it.


  ‘Good slave,’ cooed Kira, patting Corin’s cheek with a heavy hand. ‘Now do you want your reward?’ she taunted, swinging her hips, turning her crotch before Corin’s starving eyes.


  ‘Yes please, mistress… please,’ she snivelled. ‘I’ve told you what you want to know.’


  As a response Kira settled back into place, putting the crop into its sodden valley and continuing the action. In seconds Corin exploded into orgasm, Kira dragging her through such bliss for a lengthy period, melting her sanity with the ordeal of utmost pleasure.


  ‘Come on, slave, let me here you squall,’ she scowled, her eyes sparkling with intense glee. ‘Sing to me.’ The crop rose and then fell, stinging the woman’s genitals with a brief swat that unleashed an undulating wail. ‘Oh, much better,’ reported Kira, the feel of someone’s sorrow vibrating her membranes satisfying her demands. ‘Now, continue, slave,’ she ordered, the woman requiring little extra encouragement to continue adoring Kira’s sex. Her tongue spilled forth with zeal to suddenly have Kira holding tightly to the woman’s head, gasping as she weathered the rapture, denying her slave breath until she had taken her full measure and been sated.


  Shifting back a little onto the woman’s chest, her breasts like pillows, Kira regarded the lupine, moisture across her face, beads of sweat flecking her suffocated brow. ‘Why are you fleeing the queen, slave?’ she asked, refastening her attire.


  ‘I don’t want to end up like my brother, mistress,’ she whispered, on the verge of a faint.


  Kira shook her head disapprovingly but sympathetically. She understood the woman perfectly. It was her own fear of being the queen’s consort, for the loss of her fickle favour would be damning. Corin was smart, she had seen this terrible fate and was trying to avoid it. While Thanos fled Kitjana, praying that his queen unearth him, Corin was doing the opposite.


  ‘So you want Kitjana to find you, to win you?’ asked Kira.


  ‘I… I’m not sure, mistress. I don’t want to stay with the queen. Any longer and I’ll fall in love with her, I know it. But if I am Kitjana’s I’ll never see the palace again. Plus, she is mortal. I’ll no longer be able to stay as a ghoul, to live this life for all eternity. I don’t want to die… my ancestors… Gaia, I… I’ll be damned if I die,’ she grizzled, afraid that mortality would prove her greatest threat. To live a long and luxurious life of perversity was adequate for most, but to this former paladin of Gaia, it was only a brief interlude before eternal purgatory from the wrath of the deity she had spurned descended upon her.


  ‘And what have we here?’ enquired a female voice, disrupting Kira’s turmoil beset thoughts as her mind raced to and fro, trying to find a way to resolve this predicament.


  Turning on a whirl, Kira saw Ghrethekk jumping down onto the plateau from a ridge, the sound of her sisters close behind. The woman ran a hand down her leather covered breast and purred with libidinous glee.


  ‘Well, well, well, looks like my suspicions were right,’ she gloated, striding closer. ‘Little Corin backtracked.’


  Kira arose and looked down on the terrified woman, the reputation of the Shadow-Angels chilling her soul.


  Ownership by these lesbian harridans offered the same end as if Kitjana had caught her.


  ‘And now this little Gaia lupine is all mine,’ Ghrethekk growled hungrily.


  ‘Ours, dear sister!’ spat Tyorn, climbing over a neighbouring rock, her short brown locks damp with sweat from a long run.


  ‘Okay, ours,’ corrected Ghrethekk as Sesharll emerged from behind a plinth, the tall woman smiling quietly to herself as she regarded Corin.


  ‘You can leave her now, slave,’ stated Ghrethekk, absently motioning for Kira to step aside, treating her as nothing of consequence, as property that had fulfilled its function for its betters.


  ‘Others can win her?’ Kira questioned. ‘I thought only the queen or Kitjana could win the lupines?’


  ‘Things change, slave. Your owners need hardly bother enlightening you when the rules have been altered. I’m amazed you were included in the hunt in the first place.’


  ‘In that case, I claim her for myself,’ hissed Kira, standing over her prize. ‘I found her – you were too slow.


  She is mine.’


  A flicker of a grin touched Corin’s lips, but she knew Kira was hopelessly outmatched and knew also that Shadow-Angels rarely accepted defeat.


  ‘Don’t make me laugh, slave!’ snorted Ghrethekk derisively, striding casually over.


  ‘Give it up, slave girl,’ advised Sesharll with a chuckle.


  ‘You may be a vampire, but we are Shadow-Angels. We’ll carve you up even without full form.’


  ‘She’s right Kira, don’t do it,’ whimpered Corin, well aware of the strength these women commanded, a power she would be hesitant to face one on one herself, let alone three against one. ‘You’ll not stand a chance.’ She could be of no help; her collar stopped her changing form and providing assistance, and without a wolfen form she was just a mere mortal to them.


  ‘I am giving you one last chance to back off, Kira,’ Ghrethekk warned. ‘Queen or not, you’ll be dead in a second if you do not step away!’


  Kira did not respond, instead she just steadied her heart and lowered her gaze, tensing her form, breathing softly, letting the blood of her heritage spill through her limbs, tightening the muscles. She could feel an itch in her fangs, the four incisors pushing forward, sensing the fight ahead.


  ‘Out of my way—’ began Ghrethekk, reaching forward to shove Kira aside and take what she wanted, but with a blur of motion Kira span, slamming her knuckles across the jaw of the woman, sending her arching back through the air to slam against the stone with a jarring crack that caused shocked silence to descend.


  Ghrethekk did not turn immediately; she glared forward across the land, a trickle of blood seeping over her lip as her jaw shivered with inveterate bitterness. ‘Fine, if that’s the way you want to play it, girl,’ she growled, turning slowly to meet Kira’s gaze, her own eyes suddenly lighting up with empurpled radiance. Her flesh shuddered, unleashing the power of the Wyrm, changing her body, gathering muscles, claws and fangs, filling her female form with vicious unstoppable juggernaut power.


  The uniform groaned briefly and became rags as she burst from it, shattering seams and letting the torn fragments fall from her. On taloned feet she stepped forward, flexing her new body, growling softly, her fangs winking in the dull light.


  Kira held her ground, fixing the woman with a dead stare, letting her senses keep location on the others as they started to siphon in their power, charging their bodies slowly, building gradually to full form in case they were needed. They were being cautious, suspicious; a vampire did not challenge a lupine unless they had an ace up their sleeve.


  Kira jumped forward, accepting the plunging claws of her opponent as they stabbed for her heart. A swat of her forearm connected with Ghrethekk’s, deviating the assault, letting it lance past, taking a nick from Kira’s shoulder and cutting the leather with ease. The severity of the thrust crippled the woman’s balance, sending the lupine forward a step and into Kira’s upsweeping leg.


  With a dull note her knee sank into the iron muscles of the woman’s gut, the supernatural power behind it lifting the adversary from her feet, her breath exploding forth as a shocked choke.


  Setting loose a hateful hiss, Kira whirled, throwing an arm up and bringing it down, keeping the fist to her chest so that the elbow skimmed the brow of the beast. There was a flesh-muffled crack of splintering bone and the woman was fired like a shot into the ground, the rock shattering beneath her.


  From her supine position Ghrethekk sneered and kicked up, her foot like lightning, but Kira was ready for it, her eyes flashing with power, her blood like quicksilver in her veins. Her gloved hands caught the foot, holding it in a grapple and with a sidestep and a raging haul she tore the woman into the air and flung her at Sesharll.


  The other lupine had been closing on her back and was caught by surprise, hardly expecting Kira to have the brawn to hurl the titanic form of Ghrethekk with such might. The woman slammed into her comrade, stripping her from her feet and sending them both into a twisted heap of arms and legs, fighting to disentangle themselves, their choler making their actions wild and reckless.


  Tyorn sprang, leading with a spinning circle kick that whistled through the air. Kira could almost hear the woman’s thoughts in her skull as she whirled to face the new onslaught. Almost without looking she ducked into a crouch, evading the maiming swipe and throwing her arms up, catching the secondary attack, for the kick was a distraction, one to permit this homicidal riposte. Kira’s hands clamped to the upper and lower jaw of the woman, the long canine snout being caught and held dead in the air, unable to close, Kira’s sheer vigour eclipsing that of the lupine.


  With a twist she thrust into the ground, dropping to one knee, slamming the woman’s crown into the stone.


  With a brittle note Tyorn crumpled, fighting to regain her equilibrium, her battle frenzy leaving her oblivious to the injury.


  But before Tyorn could bring her legs to bear on Kira the vampiress launched a hand up. Tyorn’s eyes caught sight of the gloved bludgeon as it reached its highest point, the light refracting the leather and the few dribbles of blood upon it. The werewolf’s eyes widened in shock at the sight and the fist descended with meteoric force before she could even react.


  The massive displacement of flesh snapped the woman’s dense vertebrae, bringing a violent throe from her form as all strength drooled from it, a gurgle seeping over her spasming lips, the flesh curling back to expose sneering fangs.


  Standing up Kira kept her eyes to the slack form, the lupine twitching, fighting to move as her body started to heal the grievous trauma. Without needing to see them Kira could hear the two women regaining their feet, regarding their enemy with berserker bile.


  Looking calmly up at them, Kira smiled, revealing her fangs on the grin, her eyes trailing small particles of glowing bloody motes in the air.


  Unable to admit defeat, the two women charged together with ascending roars of animus. Kira did not flinch, the ancient blood of her kind was in her mind now, and it wanted to rage.


  Ghrethekk flung her claws forward, the razor-edged swords whistling past as Kira dodged, stepping aside to have Sesharll lance past on her momentum, deprived of a target by the nimble and impossibly fast sidestep.


  Like a coiled spring Kira launched her head forward, the extended face of the lupine accepting her brow. Teeth shattered against her skin, the enamel fracturing before the wicked impetus cracked Ghrethekk’s jaw as well and doubled her up, casting her head low and straight into Kira’s upsweeping knee. Pain flared through Kira’s leg, her muscles straining at their limits, the joint almost breaking from the sheer velocity it imparted to the chest of the lupine.


  Ribs snapped like dry kindling, her chest cavity staving in, crushing her organs as flabby grapes before her spine was dislocated. Ghrethekk’s body made a vertical ascent, a stream of red pouring from her mouth, marking her rise into the air.


  With her descent Kira pirouetted like some diabolic ballerina, releasing a leg and slamming the side of her foot into the broken form, sending it skimming along the ground to smash into a raised boulder.


  Tyorn turned and charged, both claws outstretched to grab her enemy, to stop her evasion, to defeat the dexterity that was ruining them.


  Like air she passed through the natural blades, weaving in and locking her arms about Tyorn’s head. A violent spin pushed her neck beyond all tolerance and shattered the bone discs. The massive form spasmed and went limp in her arms. Kira released the indolent mountain of muscle and fur, letting it collapse at her feet.


  Curling her leg up she kept her eyes on Ghrethekk and kicked down, stamping into Tyorn’s chest, committing similar atrocious carnage on the fallen warrior. Tyorn choked a stream of gore and spasmed into unconsciousness.


  Reaching down, Kira trailed her gloved fingers through the blood and delivered it to her lips. Painting it on as a cosmetic, she then meticulously licked it off and rolled her digits across her palate. Shuddering from the frenzied eruption of energy through her anatomy, she walked towards the fallen form of Ghrethekk.


  Ghrethekk had sagged, her body unable to quickly heal such mayhem, leaving her completely at Kira’s mercy.


  The vampiress closed leisurely in, her arms flickering with bloodlust as the soft rustling crunch of re-knitting bone and healing flesh trickled into the air about the fallen amazon.


  Kneeling before the defeated lupine she lifted the woman’s fractured jaw so she could meet her eyes, their red gazes locking to each as Kira spoke. ‘Know this, Ghrethekk. Corin is mine. This disagreement is at an end. Next time we fight, it will be to the death… and it will be to yours.’ She arose to walk back to her captive; Corin’s eyes startled, her voice stammering randomly, unable to fathom how the things she had just seen had actually happened.


  ‘It’s okay, Corin,’ Kira smiled, touching the woman’s cheek as she remained on the ground, the whole sanguinary conflict having taken a few paltry seconds.


  ‘I’m here to take care of you.’


  ‘Bravo, Kira, bravo,’ applauded the queen, clapping her hands as she stood on a spire of stone, a bright smile spread across her beautiful features. ‘I knew it the first time I tasted your blood,’ she added, stepping casually off the precipice and dropping near to her servant.


  ‘Your majesty, I… I…’ began Kira, her thoughts running everywhere, unable to think of anything to say.


  Was she in trouble, had she broken laws by almost killing the queen’s guests?


  ‘Who could have guessed that such a whirlwind of death could be swimming through these veins,’ the queen went on, stepping behind Kira, running her hands up Kira’s arms. The sensation made her shiver, wobbling on her heels, the touch of the most salacious of vampiress exquisite. It had been so long that she had almost forgotten it, her resentment hiding the sweet memory from her.


  ‘You knew, your majesty?’ she asked softly, the hands moving in, pressing her against the form of the goddess, the queen taking hold of a leather-sheathed breast as another traced a finger down Kira’s fangs.


  ‘I suspected,’ she answered, embracing Kira as tenderly and lovingly as she had that first night. ‘When one reaches an age such as mine, you get to notice when there’s something different about the essence of mortal.’


  ‘You are not angry?’ wondered Kira.


  ‘Of course not. You had laid a just claim to Corin, you enforced your will as you did when attacked by that Asian pet. That was self-defence; this time you took the initiative. I’ve plans for you little Kira. You’ve exceeded my expectations, and I can assure you that it is no easy feat to impress me.’


  ‘Thank you, your majesty. But what of Corin, and my seneschal?’


  ‘Oh, I won’t deprive you of your one true love. I know how much you need her. I also won’t steal Corin away from you. You won her fair and square. Kitjana will just have to accept that, as have the Shadow-Angels. Though I wouldn’t count on any Christmas cards from them for awhile.’ She chuckled, stepping out from behind Kira and holding her shoulders.


  ‘Quite divine, and this is just the beginning, Kira,’ she stated, a secret smile blossoming upon her lips. ‘We have much more ahead of us, but that can wait for now. First, I have a little surprise in store for you, something I’ve been keeping hidden for years, waiting for this very moment. Let’s call it a coming of age present, to help you finally shut the door on an old chapter of your life before you face the new.’


  




  Chapter Twelve


  ‘I don’t believe it!’ hissed Kira, a mixture of shock and long-suppressed anger spilling through her voice. Her hands clenched into fists as she beheld the sight before her.


  ‘The royal harem has been waiting for you Kira,’ revealed the queen, indicating the luxurious chamber, its rooms at Kira’s disposal, as were its denizens. ‘You are now monitor slave of my most prized specimens, and Corin will be introduced to your care here. You answer only to me, and will be party to the meetings of the head slaves. Thus you can wander the palace freely and attend Cassandra as you wish, providing you do not forsake your duties here.’


  Staring at the three adolescent girls, chained and naked by the wall, they stared back at her with trepidation, recognising the face but unable to place it. Kira knew them though. They had not changed since the very last time she laid eyes on them, the status of ghouls keeping them perfectly preserved, resistant to the passing years.


  




  Chapter Thirteen


  Walking down the musty corridors of the school, all was quiet, the students in the classrooms, neatly positioned in rows before blackboards and teachers.


  Kira had asked to go to the toilet, but the relief she had to sate was a call of nature more pressing than merely urinating. Opening the door, she walked into the pristine white chamber and proceeded into one of the cubicles.


  Closing the door, she threw the lock and sat down, placing her bag before her.


  Her teacher had berated her for arriving late. It was a token chastisement; her exemplary record and sterling academic skill was ample compensation for this one lapse.


  She had been late because of a detour, a furtive visit to a corner shop far from the normal routes she took to school. Opening her bag, she removed what she had purchased. The magazine was of a standard girlie genre, with lingerie-clad women exposing themselves lewdly for the eye of the camera. Flicking through its pages a tickle of naughtiness inspired her to misbehave further.


  Delving into the bag she removed the boxed vibrator, tore open the lid and removed the albino white finger of solid plastic.


  Removing a battery from her Walkman, she slid it into the toy and turned the base. It immediately started to thrum quietly to itself in her hand.


  Reaching up under her skirt she opened the magazine across her lap and started to stroke herself through her cotton underwear. The vibrating tip poured its oscillating kiss into her clitoris, making her panties grow humid and then damp with her desire. Her eyes locked to the glossy portraits within, dreaming of once more lapping like a dog at the sex of a nubile woman.


  Turning the pages, she fixated on the images, the pleasure she was extracting turning her more towards female worship, forsaking heterosexuality, concentrating solely on her own gender. Pulling aside her underwear she started to slide the plastic rod into her tracts, thrusting it in and clamping her legs together to squeeze it. The device was alive within her, making her bite her tongue to stop herself from crying out.


  The sound of the door opening made her panting breath stumble to a halt. Holding her respiration she panicked and turned the base of the instrument, bringing it to silence. With slow and silent actions she closed the magazine and put both visual and physical stimulants in her bag.


  Footsteps closed in and the door suddenly erupted back as it was kicked. With a squeal of shock she jumped as the door slammed against the partition, jarring its hinges, the feeble lock falling to the floor.


  The bleached blonde countenance of Sabrina was before her, the painted lips of the girl broad, her blue eyes sparkling with malevolence. The tall leader of the trio of girls that bullied her chuckled merrily and then spoke. ‘Well, well, well, if it isn’t little fucking Kira,’ she hissed as her two lieutenants emerged behind her.


  ‘What are you doing, bitch?’


  Susan was a small vicious girl of Asian heritage, with a bob of black hair and dark penetrating eyes. Tracy had long blonde hair that was fastened back into a French plait, revealing her smiling face with eyes devoted to doing exactly what Sabrina told her.


  ‘Nothing, I… I was,’ she began, and then reached to stop the girl as she grabbed her bag, but a stern slap skimmed her cheek, filling it with heat and dropping her back onto the toilet seat, nursing the injury, her will to rebellion trickling away.


  ‘We’re here to get our homework, Kira,’ Sabrina growled. ‘Have you done it, like a good little girl?’


  ‘I… almost… it,’ she stammered, because the escapades in her dreams had ended her work, leaving it unfinished.


  Another slap stung her cheek and the girl moved in, clamping a hand about Kira’s throat, squeezing to make her choke and struggle in the strangling grip, pinning her back to the wall. ‘Tracy, get to the door,’ ordered Sabrina.


  The girl jogged away, closed the main door and threw the lock before standing as a sentry.


  ‘Please, Sabrina, I—’ implored Kira, tears starting to well in her eyes from sheer fright.


  ‘Shut up!’ the bully hissed, and slapped her again across the face, the strike making Kira wilt. In the moments of her weakness the girl released her throat and snagged her hair instead, taking a firm hold at her crown and using it as a leash with which to steer the harried victim.


  ‘I guess we need to teach you another lesson,’ she stated, and dragging her off the seat, Sabrina threw up the lid and started to force Kira’s head into the bowl. Employing both hands the girl was shoved deep until her head was wedged tight and could go no further.


  Kira had been through this before and dreaded a repeat experience. ‘Please, Sabrina, I’ll do it, I swear!’ she offered, only to have the spiteful harridan replace the hands with her knee, using her bodyweight to keep Kira subdued, her arms flailing.


  ‘It’s way too fucking late for that. It was due in today, and you didn’t do it. Tonight we’re going to get detention out of this Kira, and that makes me really fucking mad!’


  ‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry,’ she wailed, her voice echoing in the bowl.


  ‘Not sorry enough, Kira,’ she stated, and then yanked the chain. ‘Time for another face wash.’


  The bowl roared with a flood of water, the chill tidal wave engulfing her, filling the bowl as her head stemmed its escape. Submerged, the sound of the cascade was lost as her ears went beneath water level. Kira thrashed and tried to get free, but the knee of the girl kept her under.


  The level started to slowly recede, stopping her from breathing, making her struggle and panic at the sensation of near drowning. She gasped for air, but each inhale was stained with moisture. Her face ran with rivulets and her hair hung before her as a sodden mass.


  ‘Ready for another, are we, Kira?’


  ‘Please, stop, I’ll not fail you again, I swear,’ she implored, desperate to end this degrading rite.


  The system played a gurgling tune as it refilled, dropped in fervour and the restored flood was thrown back into the bowl. Snatching a quick breath Kira’s face was numbed by the cold once more, forcing her to endure and await the slow retreat of the waters until she could find access to air.


  Coughing and spluttering she choked and sobbed her promises to do what they wanted in future, but Sabrina was not about to end the torment quickly.


  ‘You’ve got to be punished for your lack of loyalty, Kira,’ she spat venomously, grinding her knee in, making Kira squeal in distress. ‘Now say it.’


  ‘I need to be punished!’ Kira sobbed, torn by humiliation.


  ‘Say it again!’


  ‘I need to be punished,’ she wept. ‘I need to be punished for my lack of loyalty.’


  ‘Susan, take over here,’ Sabrina ordered, removing her knee but putting her hands back to keep Kira in the bowl until Susan’s joint had replaced it. ‘Keep her hands behind her,’ she added, causing the brutal girl atop Kira to grab her arms and fold them painfully up her spine.


  ‘Aaaah, you’re breaking them!’ Kira cried, her hands being delivered up so that her fingers could feel the bare thigh of Susan.


  Her skirt was thrown up around her waist, her rear wriggling as Sabrina eased the seat of her underwear into the crevasse of her buttocks, clearing all obstruction.


  ‘Dunk her,’ ordered Sabrina.


  ‘No, please!’ managed Kira, before the roar of the waters forced her to drag in a deep breath. Drowned again within the bowl she wailed and fought as a long ruler started to swing in an underarm arc, its plastic rectangular head sinking into her rear and thighs, and the screams of pain she released squandered valuable air, making it harder to endure the captivity.


  Kira writhed, her legs skipping against the tiled floor as she was spanked with cruel, stern strokes. The worst were those that caught the connection between rear and thigh, this area being particularly vulnerable to a lambasting. Sucking in a deep gasp she broke into fits of sobbing, begging without reservation for them to show mercy, but her demeaning display only bolstered their glee.


  ‘Again,’ Sabrina ordered, and the system discharged its full reservoir once more.


  Instantly the ruler began to thrash her, etching hot trenches into her skin, making her jolt and spasm with each impact. Kira tried to hold to her air, but the savaging of her rear made flocks of bubbles escape, wasting air, making it ever harder to await the eventual release of the subsiding waters.


  Wheezing in recovery, her panties were pulled down, exposing her even more brazenly to the ruler.


  ‘One more time – just for luck,’ Sabrina insisted, and again the system punished Kira as the cruel girl applied her scourge with full force. Six searing strokes fell, and suddenly there was a pause. Kira felt the folds of their school uniforms touch her, and then her entire stock of air was spilled as a scream.


  The toilet brush had been taken up and the harsh bristled head used to rub abrasively against her pudenda.


  The scratching passage made her wail in agony; her loins had been made extra tender by masturbation, and now they were being terribly tormented.


  The ruler continued, one hand serving to chastise her rear, the other jerking the brush back and forth, making her screech.


  Both stopped before the waters set her mouth free, and as she once more accessed air she grizzled in apathy, relieved it was over.


  ‘Give her another go, Susan,’ Sabrina ordered.


  ‘But you said…’ wailed Kira, the mechanism already pulled, the waters rushing inexorably down the pipes.


  ‘Did I? Oh well, so I lied, just like you did when you said you’d get our homework done on time,’ laughed Sabrina, and all sound was muffled as she was submerged.


  The brush and the ruler returned to make her life hell, scratching and slapping, making her cry out despite her most fervid attempts not to. When the waters dropped before her eyes she was begging for clemency, promising to do anything they wanted if they would just stop.


  ‘So where’s what you did do, then?’ Sabrina demanded, leaving the brush poised against her raw loins as an imminent threat.


  ‘I-in the bag,’ she spluttered, coughing up the water she had rashly breathed in, her rear throbbing, her sex aching terribly, and then the sound of the accessory being retrieved made Kira realise her folly, for the interrogation had made her reveal the location without thinking they would search it immediately. ‘Wait, no, it’s in my locker


  – I’ll get it for you,’ she added swiftly, her heart racing, her mind cold with fear of what would happen if they found the items within. Would they blackmail her further, or would they simply tell the whole school, making her a social mockery?


  ‘Shut her up Susan,’ said Sabrina with a testy intolerance.


  Immediately Kira was thrown back beneath the cold waters, her mind churning with the possibilities of what Sabrina would do to her when she saw the contents of her bag.


  ‘You dirty little dyke, Kira,’ she accused as soon as harried splutters and retches emerged from within the bowl.


  ‘Please, Sabrina, don’t tell,’ she begged with all her conviction.


  ‘What is it?’ asked Susan, pushing deeper with her knee to have Kira grimace and groan.


  ‘Girlie mags and a vibrator,’ chuckled Sabrina. ‘It seems our little Kira is a secret lesbo.’


  ‘So she wants to eat pussy, eh?’ mocked Susan, tightening her grip on Kira’s hands.


  ‘Please, no, it was an impulse buy, I’m not, I swear.’


  ‘Don’t fucking lie to me you little cunt eater!’ Sabrina shouted, and gave her another lick of the ruler for her outrage.


  ‘Hey, Tracy, little Kira here’s a dyke,’ reported Susan.


  ‘Ah, it’s probably just because she’s not had a good dick inside her,’ purred the girl.


  ‘Is that it, Kira?’ asked Susan, pouting theatrically. ‘Are we a little love starved and have started to go all queer?’


  ‘Well, we can’t have that, can we?’ added Sabrina.


  ‘After all, we’re friends, and friends help each other out, right?


  ‘Hey, Susan, you still got that dildo on you from the party on Tuesday?’ she asked.


  ‘I sure do. You want it?’


  ‘I don’t, but poor little misguided Kira probably does,’ she laughed. ‘Chuck it over here, babe, we’ve a hungry hole that needs a meat feast.’


  ‘You want to do it there, or out here?’ quizzed the monitoring girl.


  ‘Good point,’ Sabrina acknowledged. ‘Susan, bring the little slut out, we’ll have a show of this.’


  Kira’s head was pulled up by the hair, the sodden cascade dripping wet and leaving a trail across the floor.


  With her arms still locked up her spine she was steered out of the cubicle in a distressed stoop and thrown to the floor. Weak from the abuse, she collapsed and huddled into a ball, terrified.


  ‘Now then, how shall we do this?’ wondered Susan.


  ‘Get her to do it herself?’ offered Tracy.


  ‘That’s good, but do we really want her cured?’ asked Susan.


  ‘What do you mean?’ said Sabrina.


  ‘Well, we can give her a love of boys again, but if we show her what babes we are she’ll be more obedient, lusting after us too,’ Susan reasoned, the words not really believed, just professed as another way to humble their victim. ‘If she fancies us she’ll be less likely to fuck us up again.’


  ‘That sounds okay to me,’ Tracy chuckled in agreement.


  ‘A little dyke bookworm servant, eh? Okay, you two get her on her back and pin her legs down,’ commanded their imperious leader.


  ‘What about the noise she’ll make?’ pondered Tracy.


  ‘I’ll handle that, just do it,’ she hissed.


  Kira moaned in morose apathy as they grabbed her.


  She resisted a little, but she was just too weak, in shock, and too humiliated by this ongoing crime to resist.


  Susan and Tracy shoved her onto her back and splayed her legs, each of them leaning to her shins, pinning her down.


  Sabrina stepped across Kira’s chest, towering over her, the short skirt revealing her lace underwear. The sight was opened in full as the girl drew up the pleated folds and tucked them into her belt.


  Lowering, she interlaced her fingers into Kira’s hands as though readying for a game of Mercy. Then shuffling forward she put her knees wide, her loins hovering over Kira’s face, while her ankles and feet hooked over the prisoner’s upper arm and reached into her armpits. Kira started to struggle and whine, terrified of screaming for help because it would reveal what she had been initially doing. The lowly position gave her no leverage and besides, the girl was far stronger, and she could do nothing as her hands were bent painfully back despite her most berserk efforts to resist.


  Sabrina leered down at her from her domineering position. Her eyes were wide, glistening, filled with pleasure at subduing another, in causing such heinous degradation.


  ‘Okay, take a good look, Kira,’ she smirked, turning her grip to make her grimace and sob. ‘You like?’


  The lack of a response made Sabrina turn her grip more sharply, twisting Kira’s arms in an unnatural manner to have her grizzle. ‘Yes, yes, I do, I like,’ she wept, tears rolling down her cheeks.


  ‘Then sniff,’ ordered the girl. ‘Go on, sniff,’ she growled, applying more punishing turns to gain obedience.


  With stammered motions Kira craned her head up a little and smelt the warm sex of the girl, the scent fresh, her arousal by this abuse plain. Sabrina had deliberately shown Kira this, to make sure she knew that she was being greatly titillated by Kira’s distress and shaming.


  ‘Tell me you want to eat my pussy,’ she stated.


  ‘I… I…’


  The delay caused the most brutal twist thus far, coaxing her to air a pip of shock, her face distorted into a masque of suffering. ‘I want to eat your pussy,’ she sobbed rapidly.


  ‘Are you sure?’


  ‘Yes, yes, please let me.’


  ‘And the others? You want to bury your face into Tracy and Susan to?’


  ‘Yes, all of you, I want to!’ she wept.


  ‘Okay, you can have them later if you’re good,’ the cruel bully testified, and grabbed Kira’s arms, throwing them over her head and pushing down on each bicep to keep them raised. ‘But first you can do me.’


  Clamping her folded legs inward, her thighs and shins pushed Kira’s arms together, trapping them beneath and allowing Sabrina to let go. Immediately she started to pull aside her panties.


  ‘Hey Sabrina, you’re not actually going to… are you?’ asked Susan, with concern in her voice.


  ‘What the fuck do you think? You think she’ll be a good little bitch from just a look?’ snapped the girl with venom, and then settled the damp folds of her sex onto Kira’s face, wriggling into position. ‘No, she needs a good taste to get her addicted!’


  Kira squirmed and fought her bonds, her arms unable to get free, her legs pinned down. The flesh cut off her route to air, smothering her, leaving her staring up the torso of Sabrina, into her malignant stare.


  ‘Jesus Sabrina, what are you doing?’ deplored Tracy.


  ‘Shut the fuck up and get that dildo ready,’ ordered the girl, her subordinates being commanded to do as they were told. ‘And as for you, Kira; if you want to breathe you’d better get licking and do a good job of it!’


  With her face heating from deprivation, her lungs sucking and unable to grab air, Kira swallowed her shame and let her tongue rise and slither between the hot folds of Sabrina’s labia. Stroking upward, she touched her clitoris and began to lap at it.


  The girl lifted up a little, letting Kira’s nostrils free so that she could snort in breaths, the air filled with the aroma brought by such proximity to Sabrina’s womb.


  ‘That’s a good little bitch,’ crooned the girl. ‘Now, get that dildo into her, let her feel what a cock’s like,’ broadcast the girl, reaching behind her to clutch at Kira’s breasts, squashing them in fists and pinching her nipples, her croaking cries lost amidst the gag of intimate flesh.


  Kira wailed in dismay as her panties were drawn down, stretched taut as they were left at mid-thigh. In their place the round head of the large dildo tickled her belly, nuzzling through and seeking a home.


  ‘Sabrina, I’m not sure I can—’ began Susan.


  ‘Get it fucking in there or you’re next!’ snapped the leader.


  Kira arched upward and screamed as the shaft was thrust into her, hauling her open, stealing her virginity.


  The hand responsible for wielding it started to rock it back and forth, operating it from root to tip, the oversized weapon filling Kira to a degree she was sure she should not be able to accept, but the pleasure of its route in and out of her was a tenuous reward for enduring such maltreatment, and weeping freely all she could do was spasm and continue to service Sabrina.


  The sight of Kira, suffering and torn by derogation between her legs had Sabrina succumbing to flares of climax in moments. The girl squirmed like an eel, spreading her juices across Kira’s features as she snagged a nipple in each hand, squeezing with monstrous strength and pulling just as savagely. As Sabrina gasped and panted, closing her eyes with rapture, Kira was squealing in duress beneath her.


  The holds came away and the girl shifted forward, straightening her underwear and sitting upon Kira’s arms to keep them under control. A sheen of moisture was across Kira’s appalled features, her body still being plagued by the dildo as it was drawn out and set aside.


  ‘What are you doing?’ Sabrina questioned with animus.


  ‘We’re done, aren’t we?’ replied Susan.


  ‘The fuck we are! Tracy, get your arse on her face right now, it’s your turn.’


  ‘Sabrina, you can’t expect me to—’


  ‘Did I ask your opinion? I told you to do something, now do it, or I’ll fucking bury you! The school will know all your little secrets, bitch, all about your little romp in the sack with that greasy lump Scott Wallace, and let’s not forget the abortion from that either, or the time I told you we were smoking weed, and you got ‘sooooo high’ from tobacco!’


  The girl flinched as though slapped, and with resignation she shoved Kira’s leg to her partner to hold.


  ‘Fucking okay, I’ll do it,’ she grumbled, infuriated, but scared to disobey.


  ‘Tracy, please don’t,’ whimpered Kira as the girl stood astride the supplicant face. The girl paused, her sadism failing to readily let her do this to another female.


  ‘Well, fucking shut her up then,’ snorted Sabrina.


  Tracy lifted her skirt and chose to fully remove her underwear, dragging it free and then settling to straddle Kira’s face.


  ‘Stop, don’t do this to me, plea-mmmph,’ Kira managed, the curtain of the skirt falling about her head, hiding her face as Tracy enveloped it with her pudenda.


  Thighs and shins replaced Sabrina’s hold and the ringleader of this depravity took the leg Tracy had held and snatched the dildo from Susan.


  ‘Okay, Kira, get licking, you’re not even halfway yet,’ stated Sabrina, and started to feed the dildo back into her, making her shake and throw her tongue into the task.


  Tracy shuddered, keeping Kira’s face hidden under the skirt, unwilling to see her as she worked. ‘Okay, I’ve done it, are you happy, Sabrina?’ she stated angrily.


  ‘No, stay on there until you come, that’s the rules.’


  ‘Rules, what rules?’


  ‘My rules, now ride that tongue you stupid bitch.’


  Susan released a titter of mocking at this exchange, only to have Sabrina turn to her with venom in her voice.


  ‘What the fuck’s so funny? Your little pussy’s next,’ she promised.


  ‘Oh, come on Sabrina, enough’s enough,’ she deplored.


  ‘Not until I say so, and I say we all do this,’ she hissed.


  ‘Okay, okay,’ acquiesced the girl, giving up before Sabrina released her secrets to force her into it.


  ‘Are you there yet, Tracy?’ chuckled Sabrina, with virulence in her voice.


  ‘No,’ she snapped, demeaned by the display but heedless of the far graver humiliation on hapless Kira.


  ‘Damn, some people are just slow beginners, eh?’


  Sabrina mocked.


  Kira continued to lap and lick, trying her best to make the event pass quickly, but Tracy was not sexually aligned to this sort of play and it was difficult to bring the necessary arousal to carry her to climax. Her tongue was aching when the girl’s thighs started to flash with bursts of tension and she started to gasp and croak with orgasm.


  ‘There we go, that’s what we needed to see,’ commented Sabrina, as she continued to operate the trespassing staff. ‘Your turn, Susan.’


  Tracy surrendered her place to the girl, who removed her underwear and then hiked up her skirt. Capturing Kira’s arms, she held them tight and settled into position.


  Kira wailed into the smothering sex as the dildo – lubricated by her treasonous loins – was pushed into her rear, the sudden violation making her sob and tremble, trying to get free of the impaling shaft.


  ‘Get licking, Kira, you’re almost done,’ purred Sabrina, rotating the length.


  Never having experienced the like before, Susan rode Kira’s face with gusto, taking joy in cutting off her air as her smooth belly pressed to her prisoner’s nostrils.


  ‘That’s more like it; ride that bitch, Susan, ride her,’ derided Sabrina, enthralled to see another enjoying this attack.


  Within moments Susan threw her arms up, clutching her head and caressing her pert breasts as orgasms were painted in her womb by Kira’s tongue, and once she had drunk her fill she slipped aside and started to thread her underwear back on.


  The dildo was pulled out, making Kira whimper and screw herself up into a ball.


  ‘Hold it, give me your underwear, both of you,’ ordered Sabrina, her own panties still in her hand.


  ‘What?’ asked Susan.


  ‘Just give me them,’ she stated petulantly, snatching them from Tracy and then waiting as Susan handed hers over as well.


  ‘Hold her,’ she instructed, and Kira wept as the two girls grabbed her arms and held her to the floor, stopping her from getting free. ‘First we have some little gifts you can treasure when they come out.’


  ‘Sabrina, no, haven’t you tortured me enough?’ wailed Kira.


  ‘Not yet, no,’ she impassively stated and began to force a set of underwear into Kira’s anus, stuffing it in until finally the accursed garment was in. ‘That was gratitude from Susan.’


  Another set was jammed in, punishing her rear, making her shake and battle against the two girls holding her down, her legs kicking and scraping against the tiles as Sabrina sat on the small of her back and proceeded with the bizarre award ceremony.


  ‘That was gratitude from Tracy.’


  Sabrina’s underwear was placed to her rear, and forced in with equal ruthlessness, thrusting it in then forcing a finger deep to ensure it was properly in place. The finger slid out, leaving Kira with the grim feeling of being stuffed and filled.


  ‘And that was from me. Now, as a special treat, you get to keep the dildo too. But first, stand her up.’


  The two girls acted as automatons, doing as they were told, unable to question their mistress. Lifting her up, they kept reigns on her arms and as promised the large rod was again forced back into her sex.


  ‘Oh, and let’s not forget your little toy either,’ Sabrina teased ruthlessly, and Kira’s own vibrator was forced into her rear, acting as a ram, forcing the underwear deeper.


  With Kira held in place for a moment Sabrina leant over and grabbed her bag, and tugging adhesive tape from inside she proceeded to affix it to the base of the toys. ‘Legs apart, Kira,’ she warned, and Kira obeyed with resignation, for she had been taught the cost of resistance. It was just easier to give in and get this over with; she had no more will to fight back.


  Opening her legs as far as her hobbling underwear permitted, Kira let her head drop back and she regarded the bland ceiling as the tape issued its sticky ripping song.


  Sabrina wound it around and around, running the cleft of her rear and across her sex, catching the base of the dildo. With rapid and numerous twirls she created a sticky tape thong for Kira, one that stopped any hope of getting the underwear or dildo out. She could not believe they were going to do this to her.


  Sabrina patted her handiwork and drew up Kira’s panties before setting them in place. ‘There, that’ll ensure you wear it all with pride until you get home,’ she commented, straightening Kira’s skirt. ‘Now let’s all of us walk you to your classroom.’


  As a single unit they walked in silence, Tracy and Susan holding her wrists, ensuring she did not try to run. Every step was uncomfortable, her sex and anus held open, stuffed, her abdomen encased in garrotting layers of sticky tape.


  When they passed her door they let go and continued walking, the teacher having seen her, stopping her from running back to the toilet without having to offer plenty of excuses.


  She entered despondently, the teacher berating her for taking so long. She took his abuse and sat down, wincing as the rods were forced deeper by settling onto the wooden seat of the chair.


  As she sat in class she wanted to reach under her skirt and pick at the tape, but that would be noticed. She couldn’t get them out, she could do nothing save wait and endure for the next three hours, and then she could use the lunch break to try and get home. Once there she would try and soak the tape a little, to stop it ripping out her hairs and make the removal feat a little easier on her.


  She could not even raise a decent level of hatred, all she had was misery at being picked on, the psychology of a victim, humbled and broken by her oppressors.


  With the taste of three girls on her lips and tongue, she opened her exercise book and picked up where she had left off, trying desperately to concentrate.


  The recollection of their crime faded from Kira’s mind, an empurpled light flashing across her gaze, the rage of her blood lighting up. The girls huddled together, defeated, frightened, at her mercy. She knew know what had happened to them after their shameful deed. The next day at school was a less vivid though no less important memory.


  Walking towards the school, cradling her books, Kira felt her chafed loins with each step. Because of her tardiness she had been kept in at lunch by her teacher, leaving her to the terrible fate of enduring the intruders for the entire day.


  The walk home had been the most gruelling, making every step a pain to her. When she got in she delicately cut the tape so she could finally draw out the accursed instruments… but the panties had become lost to her.


  Weeping freely she had pounded her fists to the floor and cried in sorrow, infuriated at her own pathetic weakness. How the three vixens would have laughed if they saw her, naked and grovelling on the floor, her fingers delving into her rear to try and ferret out their underwear.


  Stamping on the dildo and vibrator until her feet were bruised she vented her fury and then soaked herself in the bath, letting the tape lose its stickiness before trying to remove it. Then, for hours she sat on the toilet, hoping to have them come out. She prayed diligently that they not be lost or entangled, for to have to attend a physician and confess the shameful truth would be more humiliating than she could ever stand. Plus there would be the informing of her parents, and they would not only be disappointed that she was failing in defending herself, but when Sabrina and her cronies were questioned they would of course betray her pseudo-lesbianism. She would be lucky to be disowned and would spend the rest of her life neck deep in shrinks trying to make her straight again.


  It was only this morning, when she got up after crying herself to sleep, did she manage to excrete two of them, the material finding its way out of her rear. The third was more stubborn, forcing her to the last ditch measure of grabbing a funnel and jug from downstairs and filling the container with lukewarm water.


  Lying back with her heels over her head so that her naked bottom faced up, she swallowed her embarrassment and pride and fed the stiff nozzle into herself. Tears of derogation started to meander down her face, the thought of having to do this, of having been bullied and abused and now having to continue demeaning herself to erase the aftermath.


  Pouring the jug in, she gave herself a makeshift enema, the strange feel of the warm waters as they sifted through her not unpleasant, but the reason for having to do it removed any hope of finding a hint of pleasure in the bizarre sensation.


  Once the jug had been emptied she jogged on the spot, holding herself as long as she could, straining to keep her barricades in force, to stop the waters leaking out until she was sure she had dislodged the baleful garment.


  Only once she was red in the face from fighting to hold in the struggling ocean she had been forced to inject, did she drop herself onto the toilet and release a concentrated pressured jet of soiled water. For half an hour she waited, releasing small spurts that had lost themselves within her, until finally the intimate garment of the miscreant girl finally reached her orifice and was hatefully spat out into the bowl.


  She had flushed and stormed from the room, her body quaking with resentment and unbridled animus.


  The gates of the school honed into view as she turned the corner. Instead of the usual groups loitering outside, stealing every possible moment of freedom before having to cross the border and enter into the rule of the school system, there was a vast gathering. It was not just students either, but teachers, parents and some news crews.


  Walking over with her thoughts racing at what was going on, she reached the outer perimeter of the crowd and found the entire throng alive with stunned gossip. It was too hard to make out any details, so she worked her way timidly through to the reporters, so she could listen into what they were saying. The snippet she caught both shocked and delighted her, and it took all her mental effort to stop from laughing out loud and airing a cheer of gratitude to the fates responsible.


  ‘…Visited the renowned public school, when last night, three of its students were abducted. The three girls whose identities are being withheld until family members can be notified were apparently in detention when the attack came. The teacher monitoring them has been killed, his body taken away where an autopsy hopes to learn more.


  In the meantime, forensic teams are scouring the hall and surrounding school premises for any sign of what happened to the girls, and early reports suggest that clothing and possessions were left behind. This is…’


  Kira turned and started to head home. With school cancelled and her arch nemesis gone, she was free. It was not long until school finished with her for good, and no doubt more oppressors awaited her in college and in the public sector, but surely none could be as bad as Sabrina.


  Perhaps she should have felt a hint of regret, of guilt about being so elated at someone’s possible death, but at that moment she was only hoping that Sabrina, Tracy and Susan never be seen alive again.


  Kira stepped forward, accepting the chain leash that connected to the naked form of Corin. Looking to the queen she then peered down at her pet, the woman regarding her with a happy grin. Corin was obviously amazed to have found a way out of her doom, to have escaped her dreadful fate and found a mistress more powerful than any other she could have hoped for, one who appreciated her for what she was, and could understand her better than any other.


  The returning smile of satisfaction turned to one of callous conjuring as she looked to the girls, chuckling softly to herself as she contemplated all the dark deeds she would perform in revenge for their spite.


  ‘Congratulations Kira,’ added the queen, reverently kissing her on the cheek. It was almost maternal, a loving event that made Kira’s thoughts suddenly develop a new theory. She was not here as some arbitrary slave, or a mistress, she was not another faceless piece of the machine that was the palace, another cog in its gears, she was being groomed by the queen, tested, drawn through experience, carried somewhere for a reason.


  The door closed as the queen departed, and Kira suspected more fully that she was here as the prodigy of the queen, an adopted daughter to carry on her legacy when the time of changes came.


  The apocalypse was looming, the end of days, the beginning of eternal night, and Kira was ready to face whatever her destiny might be with distinction… after she had taken suitably apt revenge on the three miscreants before her, of course.
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