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	This novel is fiction — in real life practice safe sex 

	 

	SUMMARY 

	 

	Massively.in debt, Tyra is auctioned to the highest bidder to recover the vast sums she owes: Sold as a pleasure slave to a nefarious businessman, she is used to sate his whims as well as the dark unbridled lusts of his aids and favoured supporters.

	Kept in the fofty palace of her owner, Tyra finds the locale a place of unrestrained camal excess, where anyene with the money or connections can indulge even the most depraved passions. Subjected to diseipline and punishment, she is taught to revel in her slavery, and finally Tyra begins to find pleasure in heg,xain.

	Then, betrayed, she finds that perhaps ber life was not as she thought and that there is more to her enforced captivity than her debts.

	 

	 

	A realm of sky-stabbing peaks and cloud-piercing neon stalagmites arose below her like a bed of daggers. The titanic mile high columns were adorned with flickering lights and myriad illuminated specks, each boring down into the hazy and obscured depths. The belated monoliths were held amidst intricate winding mires of airborne roads and paths, the tiny arteries penetrating the skyscrapers and adorned with measured tracks of lights as people and vehicles moved upon them, flowing in ordered waves, lost to their own distractions. Air traffic flowed in dense shoals through the thick blankets of smog below, or buzzed like whimsical gnats through the stained upper atmosphere. Broiling columns of smoke and steam rose from the deepest heart of the city, filling the sky with a disturbing olfactory symphony. The blackness of the oppressive night leapt back from the towers of grimmest shades, where wild rainbow explosions of colour from advertisements and signs saturated the area around them, corrupting the night and the air with their aura. Beams of light washed across the maze, the headlights of passing sky craft cruising across the areas the neon and holographic portraits could not reach, the stained smog revealing the beams right back to their source.

	The chattering song of the duel gravity jets drowned out everything save Tyra’s fixated thoughts, locked to her mission. Her ride passed over the required destination and she let go of the steel hull, listening to the roar of the wind as it stole away the dwindling signal of the craft. The twin drums affixed at the flanks of the extended dart of jet flickered from within. The magnetic pulses corrected its path as it began heading around to start a true approach now that the covert passenger had been deployed.

	The night poured around her slender frame during a plummet through the skies, the winds boring through her catsuit of matte black Shadasticine to tickle her skin. The fabric dulled her energy signature, protecting from the gaze of any static scanners, the material covering everything save a slit at her eyes. An opaque visor, the band worn to elevate her sight into hitherto unseen spectrums, hid this chink. The sections of dull body armour adorning her were fixed to the fabric and dragged as she fell, the solid vambraces and greaves sculpted to flow along her forearms and shins, her flak vest fastened tight and protecting her body, the wide shoulders and high neck granting added shielding from harm. The foe was no doubt equipped for possible attack by one such as her. It was extremely doubtful that they would not have taken the appropriate precautions after her last attack.

	With a deep penetrating crunch, Tyra landed, her legs folding beneath her as she dropped into a low crouch, the concrete of the rooftop shattering under her weight. Weaving Jagged arcs were sent outward, spilling from around the craters her soles had punched from such a lofty plunge.

	For a moment she remained perfectly still, listening intently, browsing for sounds that perhaps suggested her arrival had been detected. When only the unbroken background chatter continued, she rose slowly and stepped from the cracked halos about her feet. Moving into the shadows of the air vents and fans, she merged with the depths.

	Wearing the night as a cloak she started to prowl through the mire of cables and outlets. The heat of the darkness was cast back by plumes of cooled air, pouring out across the paths she took, prickling her skin with their conditioned caress.

	A rigid form came into view before her, his eyes looking across the area with a veiled intensity, his apparent boredom a deceptive thing to encourage complacency and overconfidence in others. His eyes failed to pick her lithe form out of the ambient blackness, and she started to close in upon him like some spectral predator.

	The bodyguard was covered by an expensive but stark suit of green, its jagged lapels and trim formed as a sparkling border of bright multi-hued glitters. The flowing lines of faintly shimmering material tried and failed to conceal a powerful frame, one honed for combat and swift action. His movements were timed and fluid, all trace of clumsiness erased by years of methodical training in the arts of attack.

	A deft skip carried her through a pane of light and back into shadow, the fleeting movement catching his keen senses and prickling his sense of danger. The response told that he was a sentry, no more, here to watch for any sign of armed incursion and protect his remaining paymaster when he finally chose to emerge.

	With his attention diverted to a point she had long since deserted, Tyra wove around with celerity, her footfalls so delicate as to create no detectable sound. A forward roll carried her out behind him, the faintest rustle of stretching material going unnoticed when she cast a leg around in a circle kick that skimmed the rooftop and stripped his feet from under him. The massive form fell and struck the ground with a harsh thud, the battle senses of the sentry already causing him to go for his holstered machine pistol. In response, Tyra acted with a speed beyond the scope of organic vision to detect. The open-handed strike smashed into his throat, shattering the larynx and vertebrae with a soft moist crunch to rob him of speech and life.

	She listened again, awaiting sounds of alarm from the detection of her attack. The undulating noise of the city remained unbroken. The din of thousands of voices packed together, the stresses raising their tunes and adding savagery to it. The added blare of horns, with occasional gunfire and shattering of glass ripping across the steady thrum of purring engines and speeding cars.

	The grumbling rumble of a nearby train trundled past, the weighty monorail making the tracks squeal at the chore of carrying its burden. Tyra waited until it had gone, for the transit might conceal sounds that she needed to alert her of danger. Clapping hands to the body, she hauled it aside and into the depths. Lodging it between two air conditioning outlets she returned to slinking onward toward her target.

	The dull rhythmic drum roll of motors punishing the air started to rise into more distinct volume, warning her of the arrival. The small clearing that served as a landing pad came into view, the pulsing cross of navigational lights attracting the craft like a flame for a moth.

	A brilliant cone of light and a hammering gale descended without warning, whipping up dust and smaller debris. The sleek outlines of the hovering craft appeared, making its speedy descent before settling directly overhead. The vehicle was dark, its commercial identification visible only as subtle hints. She could see where she had held onto it, the alcove at the root of the tail being a perch she had diligently clung to for over an hour.

	Landing gear extended from opening portals. Reaching out, they accepted the weight of the craft while it settled onto the strobing cross, the lights bathing the underside of the dark craft with their discharge.

	The rear doors opened out and permitted a wave of hulking bodyguards to step forth and check that all was safe. Their hands hovered nervously near the interior of their long coats, and though cybernetic visors covered their eyes, they were plainly conducting an intense observation. Such levels of paranoia illustrated that they had not been informed of the plan.

	In the wake of the guards came its anonymous orchestrator in the familiar visage of Balthazar — the slender frame of her owner adorned with his standard immaculate white suit that granted him a considerably larger and more impressive appearance. His long mane of hair was tied back, the red cascade whipped wildly in the chaotic turbulence being wrought by the engines, the transport resting, ready to flee at the first sign of trouble.

	A weighty trapdoor swung open near to the pad, the arriving platform bearing a group that marched into the twisting winds. Buffeted by the slap of the myriad whirls and eddies, the flap of their clothing revealed dense arsenals of concealed weaponry in addition to light body armour.

	The tall, corpulent form in the core of a group of guards was instantly identified by her memory. The detection of his presence sparked her into dedicated and tumultuous activity. Throwing herself into full speed, Tyra charged around the obstructing machinery and tore across the pad with superhuman swiftness.

	When her approach was noticed, the foe initiated their response in futile effort, for their reactions were much too slow to stop her before she reached them. The first man was catapulted back into his fellows upon a lethal jab. As those behind him were still crumbling under his velocity, their weapons firing into the sky, she swatted the second man aside. The backhand punch flung him away as though he was made of straw, his smashed skull leading his flight. With the defence cleared and her primary target acquired, she launched a horizontal kick into his rotund belly, her hands spread apart and ready to catch his head when he doubled up with a cry. The man complied perfectly, and the poised palms slapped to his temples and span. Her acute strength snapped his neck and she immediately reversed her direction, beginning a hasty sprint from the site of methodical murder.

	Firearms sung a chorus of clicks and metallic snaps as they were cocked. The subtle quiet was then rent with shrill bursts, the guards of both sides opening fire in response to Tyra’s assault, filling the air with blizzards of lethal rounds. Scintillating coughs spat from her body when the most accurate or lucky shots struck her during an oscillating weave back for cover. Keeping her head low she allowed her armour to capture a greater share of the impacts. With a springing leap she entered the air and arced behind a bank of exhaust ports, the metal erupting with shrieking punctures as the rain of wanton fire tore into the soft structure. Already the outraged sentries were charging into her vicinity, weapons spewing randomly into the darkness, seeking her form. The small arms fire was of no consequence, but they had learned from her last assault and had prepared accordingly with high velocity rounds and armour piercing bullets. These posed a definite hazard, and already she had sustained several minor hits that had successfully pierced both armour and protective shell, bringing minor internal damage.

	Re-routeing her affected or impaired systems, she kept low and moved for the edge of the building, threading a hasty path until she reached the lip.

	The side of the skyscraper fell down through countless storeys, linking with other, smaller towers via numerous pipes, cables, and pedestrian routes. Several roads wove past at lower levels, the streams of traffic dense even at this late hour. Without pause for her safety, she dropped into a squat and thrust with both legs, the virulence of her spring cracking the Plasticrete. Leaping out into the void, her form dropped down and with a heavy metallic tone landed upon the monorail track several stories below, her legs bending to cushion her landing. Pausing, she looked around in assessment and suddenly the area about her was alive with whistling streams of projectiles. Sparks burst like blooms of light upon the metal rail and tore at her armour, gouging small craters in the ablative material while others tore at her flesh. Slipping her feet back, Tyra dropped from the beam and grabbed it with both hands, hanging and using the dense pole as shelter. Undaunted, the rain of fire still splashed upon it, creating a fanatic drum roll of metallic tones. Dragging her legs up, she put her soles to the underside, enhanced her sight to select a new point of landing far below, and kicked into the rail with both legs.

	Swooping down, she kept her body streamlined, increasing the speed of her descent, carrying her far from her assailants as they threw torrents of tiny missiles after her.

	Steering herself, she opened her limbs and guided her diving form towards a pipe. An outstretched hand brushed it and clenched, jerking her to an abrupt and savage halt. The pipe unleashed a resonant metallic twang with a deep crack and her joint flared with tearing pain, the arm almost being torn free from such brutal usage.

	Hesitating for a moment, Tyra recovered her strength and hauled herself up. Rising into a crouch upon the thin pole, she increased the sensitivity of her balance and adjusted her equilibrium to take the minor injuries into account. A quick look saw that small punctures in her artificial flesh dribbled thin lines of translucent gel over tears in her Shadasticine suit, and her armour was pockmarked with dents.

	With speed she jogged along the tenuous high wire and made for the squat building before her. Its dark and seamy back was riddled with grime-rimmed exhaust pipes, the chimneys trailing a dark thick smog into the air. The dense pollutants hung and loitered, slowly being carried away upon the lethargic breeze managing to waft between the plexus of skyscrapers.

	The industrial plant was apparently deserted and hopefully fully automated. The lower reaches were armed with thick automated safeguards and laser wire fencing to keep out any trespassers, but the pipe she was using as a means of access was too hazardous and fragile an entry point to risk for any others, and was thus undefended.

	A slim path wound past overhead, the sky borne bridge between two housing blocks almost empty because of the late hour. The dull yellow streetlights adorning it were spaced well apart, and many were dying or broken. Evaluating the distance, she judged her impaired limbs capable of carrying her to it.

	Lowering slowly, she unfastened her sections of damaged armour and released them, the bullet-riddled garments vanishing into the smothering depths. Having shed the greatest clues to her participation in the battle, she locked her stare to her destination and waited for a larger than usual gap in the dwindled flow of dreary pedestrians. As an opening of suitable width presented itself Tyra sprang, kicking into the pipe, fracturing it from her ferocious leap. Her body arced through the air like a dart, and as she reached the zenith of her trajectory, arms shot up and snatched the guard-rail with a deep resonant clang. Her weight fell onto the anchors and one of the weak struts snapped instantly, the metal bending outward in her grasp. Without any expression of panic she released the pole and jerked the hand further along, accepting a strut and holding tight. The steel remained firm and she lifted herself, snatching the handrail and flipping nimbly over.

	Dropping into the shadowy recesses at the central point between two lights, she took advantage of the gloom to hide her entry and walked slowly while she straightened. Ripping off the hood and visor before entering the light, she shook her head to set her hair free, restoring some shade of normal appearance. Dropping the shed attire over the edge, she left the road and entered the huge residential monolith arising before her.

	The interior buzzed with light and life, deafening her senses with the din of laughter, shouts and roars. Dulling the acuteness, she scanned for sign that she was being followed or watched and started to move towards ground level, the degeneration of society being distinctly visible with her downward route. The level at which she had initially entered was a fairly safe, moderately wealthy domain. But while she moved through the levels by lift and escalator she could see the shops and homes changing for the worse. The acquired murkiness gradually became more distinct. The lack of repairs or attention welled to make decrepit squalor spread like a vile tumour. The population grew more rough and barbaric, and less concerned or intrigued with her brutalised appearance. Pleasant coffee shops and brightly lit malls gave way to sex shows and rowdy bars. These in turn slowly started to vanish when derelict dwellings took precedence, the belated wrecks infested with tramps and fugitives, the homeless and the hounded.

	Gangs of varied description and allegiance milled at corners, guarding their territory with brutal ardour. Prostitutes pouted in small groups outside ramshackle hotels, their salacious attire clinging tightly to them and revealing the merchandise they proffered for rent. The sight of these women made Tyra’s fingers clench into fists. The memories were denied, but the feelings were there, and the ethereal recollections were bitter enough to seep through the mind blocks.

	The police presence was token at best in these depths. The armoured cars patrolling the roads that bored through the towers took a vague glance at their designated domain, and continued unless there was an occurrence of major importance. The sprawling interiors were largely neglected, the sporadic firefights and violence too much trouble for them to bother with. The tackling of blatant crime on the streets was enough to occupy them, without the additional chore and danger of entering the winding labyrinthian innards of the skyscrapers.

	From the vantage point of her current position she could see down through the last dozen or so levels to the city bottom. It was held in confidential privacy by a coiling ocean of materialised stench, the ground of the city an ambiguous bank of curling fumes and smog that thankfully obscured the deep piles of refuse coating it. No one could live amongst such rampant sewage — the product of the myriad levels rising high above them. The denizens casually cast forth their litter and let it fall to the lowest regions, causing the neglected base of the city to turn into a festering quagmire of rotting garbage. Patrolled only by the teeming rogue legions of felines, rodents and canines, such a population would strip bare any trespasser daring to set foot upon their domain.

	Stepping into a side passage, she left the street and entered the dull corridors. The lights were more than occasionally smashed to deprive her of illumination, forcing her to enhance the clarity of her sight and turn up the sensitivity.

	The walls were stained with refuse and leaks, the panels occasionally coming away from age or vandalism to expose the wires and pipes within. Some of these had been shattered or broken to unleash their cargo into the wall space or across the corridor, leaving pools of accumulated water to saturate small areas. Other alcoves were gutted by fire, the plume of soot rising up the wall and occasionally staining a whole section when neglected fire suppressers failed to deal with the blaze swiftly enough. Every door was heavy and fortified, the reinforced security shells requiring obscene amounts of damage to breach. Yet some had tried, and traces of attempted jimmying or pounding were evident as scratches and dents on locks and surface alike. Traces of refuse and general accumulations of grime ran the walls, the central path streaked with smears from shuffling footsteps.

	Reaching a deep interior lobby, Tyra noticed that the lifts had been torn by fire, and from the smell of charred flesh emanating from within they had been occupied at the time. Jumping onto the stairs, she ascended quickly, her senses piqued for danger. Several young bodies lay huddled together, shivering from the cold, their eyes glazed and dull.

	Moving upward she passed dirt-smeared children playing and fighting in small groups, scrawling on the walls or digging at them with improvised tools. The parents ignored such antics and remained at their dwellings, their haggard features drained by the toll exacted by such a stark existence.

	Suddenly the sound of automatic fire tore through the gentle chatter, sending everyone diving into shelter or slamming doors shut. With a twist she found cover in a doorway just as tracer rounds tore through the gloom and the walls sparked with repelled bullets, the ricochets bouncing down the corridor while the warring parties fired randomly. The blare of automatic side-arms ended and gave way to the sounds of running feet pounding to the floor. The flight of the mysterious factions allowed people to warily emerge, and Tyra similarly checked that all was clear before continuing.

	Such random gang warfare was always rife, and was randomly recurring enough to prevent any chance of stopping it. Avoidance was the only solution, and although it was unlikely that they could harm her with their base weaponry, alerting witnesses and informants alike that a cyborg had passed by was not wise, for it might give investigators a path to follow.

	Slipping into a shadowy passage, the winding corridor trailed off into the gloom, the doors placed equally along it having long shed all identification, leaving them free of all traces of distinction from one another. Keeping her own account of the numbers passing by, she used the few remaining hints of marked abodes to confirm her count until she reached her destination. Tapping her fingers across the keypad, she entered the code. The lock gave a soft click and several weighty thuds emerged through the dense portal while it withdrew bars and bolts from the deep frame.

	Touching the surface, Tyra pushed inward and stepped cautiously into the cool and musty folds of darkness. The interior was totally devoid of light, the bulbs failing to activate with her entry. A touch to the manual switch elicited no response, making her step up her intensification to maximum levels.

	The abode was devoid of all furnishings, the windowless walls stained yellow from cigarettes and cooking. Bleached squares marked former sites of pictures or decorations, distinct and wreathed with darker shades. \

	The quiet was total, suggesting the others were not back yet. Perhaps the advisors to the opposing crime lord had seen through the deception, or as was more likely, they were encountering added trouble in explaining away the situation. In either event she wanted to get back; she had ideas and new torments to inflict on her entrusted supplicant.

	Thinking fondly of her worshipped status, she stepped into the former space of the living room and heard a soft unnatural whine from behind the kitchen wall. It was a hissing betrayal of motion, one of cybemetic strain that would have been well beyond the scope of any mortal ear, and it had touched the very limits of her own significantly bolstered senses.

	A bright squeal of high-speed revolutions brushed the same senses and the lights burst into radiant life. The bulbs were of obscenely high wattage, the sudden intense burst of illumination so piercing as to scramble her vision, making all detail vanish amidst an unblemished white pane of shock.

	The whirling signal gave way to a thunderous chattering, the cannon unleashing a high-speed deluge of massive calibre rounds. The interconnecting wall erupted outward with geyser coughs of shattered debris, the cascade of heavy fire eating through in a dotted horizontal arc.

	Diving to the floor, stern impacts clipped her shoulder and flipped her in mid-fall, spinning her with their impetus and making her tumble clumsily. The rending tear of the explosive bullets ate into the wall opposite, burrowing in and erupting amidst belching balls of fire. Scorched particles leapt through the air, pelting her supine form while she kept low and scampered for the door.

	The punctured kitchen wall swelled when a massive form slammed to it, the fabric cracking and scattering outward, bursting into sundered chunks that fell amidst a cloud of dust, revealing a crab-like form.

	The squat shape was dense and thick, the armoured body sprouting four articulated legs. A hemisphere upon the back held the main weapon — a stout cluster of six fat barrels, arrayed in a circle, the collection whirling at a speed that reduced them to a visual smudge.

	The floor shuddered when it stepped forward, the ground cracking under the immense weight, telling that it had been assembled within the room. The combat cyborg regarded her with blank features and turned the mangling weapon down at her low form. With a tensed spring Tyra launched herself directly upward, the ground beneath her degenerating into a vibrating crater of punishing stabs, the bullets drilling into the floor and detonating in rapid succession. Clapping her hands to the ceiling, she cushioned her connection and flipped her legs up before her velocity was spent. A mighty thrust with both legs fired her down at the site of destruction, for with the integrity of the ground compromised by such fierce damage, she was sure to break through.

	The stream of fire jerked up, having expected this manoeuvre, revealing the extent of the treachery. The cyborg had not only been set up well in advance of her mission, but it had been programmed with her own combat files, so it might expect her tactics and compensate for them. This machine had been sent by those who owned her, to destroy their own property. But why?

	Heavy rounds bored into her torso and threw her back, slamming her spine to the wall as the tips exploded, gouging open her torso amidst incendiary plumes. The strike against the wall robbed her of motion and she fell to the floor a limp heap. Through flickering eyes she watched her sight be corrupted by influxes of static, the image of her assailant lost while she frantically tried to adjust her hampered optics. Her chest was open, the cavity revealing the intricate mechanisms and cybernetic components within. The damage was extensive, her main motor functions had been crippled, and her power unit was cracked and failing fast, but it was all repairable if she could just escape. With a maximum effort she tried to move, but her limbs only twitched lightly, the connections between central processing unit and receptors crippled or severed. The black fibre bundles that were her muscles spasmed and shuddered. The bio gel that was her blood drooled from the wounds, making her motions slick against the floor.

	Audio traces revealed the approach of the cyborg, the monstrous instrument of mass destruction closing upon her with menace. The cyborg dipped at the front, taking a point blank aim so as to ensure it could pierce her fortified skull, the nesting place of her mind tougher than any other part of her body.

	A flash crossed her sight, the damage to her neural net crossing the paths of her memory cells, breaking down the walls that had been installed. The captured engrams fell through and smothered her, bringing them back in full. Their linear passage was akin to the reliving of the event first hand, without foreknowledge, the story filled with new and unexpected revelations.

	A dense wall of impenetrable static rose across her vision, the flickering monotone shades dazzling her mind with an obfuscating river of chaotic data. For a moment there was a glimpse of a scene, but the image was too brief to ascertain what it could have been. The static returned, and after a few moments vanished to reveal her true gaze, the view rolling several times before stabilising and focusing to a piercing clarity.

	Tyra’s body was laid out upon a slab, surrounded by monumental cradles of machines, each spewing out dense bundles of cable that affixed themselves to her frame. Her mind was sharp, her thoughts razor-edged and cold. The arctic slash of every engram was polished and refined, her memories so clearly defined as to be difficult to separate from true and current events.

	The intricate contraptions flickered with lights and flows of energy. Data streams pulsed within the circuits and wires, pouring through her like a torrent. Terminals offered up views of schematic readouts, her body laid bare and rendered as spectral lines and discs, the outlines revealing her contours in hints and suggestions. It took a few moments to realise that the frame being displayed was not her own. The sculpted perfection was far different to her usual wasted appearance, the wreath of neck length hair a sable black rather than her usual brown.

	The empowered monitoring stations and scanners were not standard medical fare; they were far more elaborate. The expense suggested that her catastrophic relapse had ended in her being dispatched to a locale far from her usual low-class hospital.

	Blue gowned figures moved amongst the towering monoliths of electronic paraphernalia, their features covered by breathing masks, hiding their visages, sealing them off from her environment and denying her any chance at recognising the nameless doctors. Others were adorned with cybemetic enhancements, their eyes appearing as visors and lens, riding out from their faces while wires and cables returned to pierce and tunnel into their countenances.

	‘Visual reception of subject; Tyra May... clear, zero corruption. Installation complete, data upload continuing,’ announced a dispassionate voice, the words issued with dull artificial tones, like those of a machine speaking through a human throat.

	‘Disengage higher function relays and prep for final closure,’ replied a similarly insipid male, and without warning everything suddenly shuddered and vanished into oblivion.

	With a rolling flash her sight was restored, the clarity of vision sharp and perfect. The hazy blur that was her view of the world was gone, as was the customary sight of her sickly hospital bed and the innate discomfort of her existence.

	Placed within a dark metal chamber, rows of overhead lights illuminated her as though she was some treasured display in a vault. Her bare form seemed to shine in these anaemic lights, the elegant contours of her body shown without blemish or mark, the radiance of her pale skin reflected upon the dark gloss panes about her.

	A rotund man in one of the blue environment suits approached, his paunch pushing against the accommodations of the one-piece garment.

	‘Do you understand me, Tyra?’ he asked, looking over her in assessment, but not with lust, only cold, clinical analysis.

	‘Yes,’ she responded, finding her voice a strong possession, the feeble cracked whisper replaced by a bold, seductive tone.,

	‘Excellent. Now, if you could attempt movement we will see if the connections are functioning correctly,’ he said, removing a small rectangular device from his belt and running it over her body, his eyes fixed to the small multi-hued readout.

	It had been so long since she had tried to move. Usually the attempts were not even worth undertaking, for even the most minute motion proved a graphic reminder of her plight, the action replete with pain. So it was with no small amount of trepidation that she tried to recall how to engage such movement and apply that recollection to her arm, the bafflement and her familiarity with being attended by doctors distracting her from her nakedness.

	The slender limb rose up before her without even a modicum of strain or exertion. Her jaw dropped open and she let her hand unfurl like a flower, her fingers stretching out and then closing into a tight fist, the muscles rippling beneath the sheet of milky white hide.

	‘Can you walk?’ inquired the stranger.

	The thought struck her with severity, and looking down to her legs she cast her concentration away from her mesmerising limb, attempting instead to try and move. Tyra half expected some ambulating shuffle or hesitant steps. Instead, a bold stride carried her abruptly forward and almost walked her into the wall. Stopping sharply, her face nearly touching the cold black surface, she caught an image of her reflection. The sculpted features were so unlike her own that it took her breath away, making her question whether this was truly her. Spinning, she found no one lurking over her shoulder and was left with no alternative to this being the truth; that this was now Tyra May.

	‘What... what happened to me?’ she questioned, reaching up and running her fingers across her features, the sensitive tips telling her that what her eyes had revealed was no deception or error.

	‘Any dizziness, lack of balance or sensation?’ he questioned, her own words virtually inaudible to him.

	‘No, I feel... great,’ she revealed, the confession absurdly inadequate to describe her current mood and condition.

	‘Excellent. Now, if you would step back into the centre, I will explain,’ he promised, and moved aside while she complied, revelling in her new-found mobility.

	‘As I am sure you are aware, you have undergone somewhat of a radical change. Your body and identity perished thirty- six days ago at fourteen hundred hours colony time. As part of your pre-emptive donor plan to help compensate for the exorbitant medical fees you have incurred with Corporation hospitals, your organs have been harvested. Six recipients have helped settle some of your debt, and to clear it, your brain has been transferred into a cybernetic body. The cost of this new frame is extremely expensive, and is maintained by the Corporation that created it. The costs involved will be recovered by the hiring of this frame to various parties who will pay the fees involved for your indentured servitude. You have no rights or legal recourse, you donated your organs freely, and by law, your brain is just another available organ. Thus after you were pronounced clinically dead it became mere property for us to use to recover your lifetime of medical expenses.’

	The joy at this artificial rebirth shattered and fell away, the realisation of the truth of her plight dawning fully and stealing away all merriment and gladness.

	‘You will be subject to auction shortly, whereupon your new owner shall explain any duties you are to perform,’ he notified, and stabbed a switch upon his instrument, the mere touch stripping her of all feeling, depriving her of everything save sight and thought.

	From some undetected external urging her body settled into a tensed stance, and the anonymous engineer returned to the wall, his demeanour unchanged, the informing of such loss of freedom an everyday speech. Hammering his fist to the wall, the metal gave several deep resonant clunks, and with a hydraulic hiss a section slid aside to reveal a bright corridor beyond.

	Stepping out, the featureless door sealed in his wake, leaving her alone in the room with nothing save her own addled thoughts as meagre company.

	A series of soft clicks pierced the quiet, and panels in the walls hauled aside to reveal camera lenses. The gleaming eyes extended and began to cover her with their blank gaze, perusing her form and sending the image to awaiting buyers, who hovered like vultures far from this place. In her mind’s eye she could hear the bids being placed, the price of her body rising as they competed for it, the crafted beauty of its anatomy stoking their interest. She was like chattel, a thing to be bought, her foolish generosity before death condemning her to this living hell. The donor plan was there to help sway life support costs, and the loophole it purposely begot was now being expertly exploited, catching her in legal slavery. Surely there must be some way out, either by revealing this injustice or escaping it. But should she wriggle free of the Corporation’s confines, would she not also lose her hold on this magnificent new body? She had lived a life as a crippled husk, unable to survive without the attention of machines, confined to her bed, her existence a shadow of normality. Now she had a second chance, and it was one with a form more wondrous than anything nature could have provided. Cybernetic body parts were highly sought after simply because they were massively superior to organic ones, and fully artificial bodies bestowed their owner with a state of perfection, longevity, and superiority to all other humans. Such constructions were the exclusive preserve of the ultra wealthy, and she had received one for nothing. Was the loss of freedom that high a price? It was an answer that hinged on what was demanded of her in exchange for her devotion.

	The cameras withdrew and the tiny portals sealed, announcing that her fate had been sealed and that some faceless buyer had secured her for his companion, his staff, or maybe for his harem.

	Once more the main door ground open and the rotund man entered with a considerable amount of lightness in his step, a joviality matched by his broad smile.

	‘You gained a good price,’ he announced, lifting the control box and switching off her cognitive and visual functions like they were the most rudimentary appliance. ‘I hope you prove worth it.’

	Awareness returned in a sudden dazzling flash, every sense reaching full clarity in an instant. Tyra was lying upon a soft bed, the satin sheets a striking violet shade, sensuously smooth against her skin. The chamber itself was opulent in extravagant styles, the cascading drapes forming a shimmering circle about her, the soft breezes winding through them scented with a catalogue of subtle fragrances.

	An inert forearm lay before her gaze, her body on its side. The unblemished snowy flesh looked so perfect, so alien, the usual sight of a withered, painfully thin limb was gone, and only this exemplary creation remained. It looked and felt so real it was hard to imagine that beneath the tender skin lay an artificial interior, painstakingly constructed by bio engineers. Closing her hand, she watched the fingers tense and move while she tried to picture the hidden mechanisms at work within the slender digits. It was as close to real as humanity could produce, and a zenith of achievement — motivated fibre bundles as muscles, veins of bio fluids, a Crysteel reinforced skeleton — a superior copy in every respect to the organic original. God created man, and now man created virtual gods.

	Sitting up, Tyra looked across her body and found it clad in seductive lingerie, the ensemble presented in white shades and of exquisite quality. A satin and lace basque closed about her torso. The near translucent lace of the front panel and the cups revealed her skin and nipples to furtive view, the plunging design offering up her cleavage to adoration. The attached suspenders reached down and slipped beneath the thin straps of her plain thong, grabbing the ivory tips of fine denier, albino seamed stockings. Her feet were left bare within the hose, her toes sealed within the snowy sheet.

	The sight of such provocative attire did not bode well for the fate to which she was allotted, yet it further impressed upon her the glory of her new form — the flawlessness and radiant pulchritude. It readily seemed as though the flesh was crafted to show off the attire, her form equally pleasing to the eye as that of any model. Also, it felt glorious, the soft satin smoothness, like milk beneath her fingertips, brushing her skin, making her squirm within its opulence. Arching her back she let her hands roll down her sides, diving and ascending upon her curves, her broad smile stretching across her painted lips.

	She had always dreamed of a cure, of being reborn and being able to live a fantasy of being beautiful. It was her ultimate escapist dream, and now it was real.

	Movement in her peripheral vision caused Tyra to snap her attention aside. Her eyes focused to a degree impossible for normal vision, drawing forth an image from behind the curtains, a human form moving through the rippling sheets.

	Rising onto her knees she watched with central intensity as he emerged. The man was moving deep into his thirties, with a slender mane of dark red hair running along the centre of his head, falling down the back to his waist. A tattoo of a scorpion was painted along the shaven left side of his skull. The depicted chitin sparkled in the light and was embellished with several exposed circuit implants — neural reservoirs to allow the speedy upload and assimilation of data. Silver rings dotted his lobes, and his features were dark and sinister, the eyes betraying a feral and cold nature that was almost inhuman. Clad in white close fitting attire, a set of tall grey boots and matching baggy jacket complemented the stark garments, the wide shoulders and high collar trimmed with silver. He moved with a confidence gleaned from arrogant power, and thus she surmised that this was in all likelihood, the person responsible for her purchase.

	‘Where am I?’ she questioned, panning her gaze over her shoulders in search of other hidden denizens, confirming they were indeed alone.

	‘In my home,’ he announced frankly, seating himself at the end of her bed, his eyes fixed upon her, staring intently. ‘Where you are to provide services to myself, and my guests,’ he added, his words banishing all semblance of civility.

	Without warning he moved forward towards her, reaching out to snag her new body with licentious fingers. The spontaneous advance caused her outrage to boil over.

	Recoiling suddenly, her actions had him to turn his groping clutch into a dive, the extended hand clamping to her trailing bicep and anchoring Tyra suddenly before she could flee the surface of the bed.

	Jerking her head around she regarded the grip, and rapidly followed it back until she saw his broad grin, the tight smile exposing lust-clenched teeth.

	‘And where do you think you are going?’ he hissed.

	A lifetime of passivity evaporated under the leering stare, and her hands furled into tight clubs.

	The new flesh moved like lightning, the perfectly sculpted artificial muscles and tendons swinging around to aim a deadly punch at the source of angst. A ferocious jerk afflicted her arm and torso, causing her to spasm aside and drop to the floor. Her body had acted contrary to the demands of her mind, the velocity of her sanguinary attack leading her fall, the treachery leaving her stunned.

	Collapsing heavily onto her flank, the thick carpet proved an excellent cushion, leaving her sprawled at his feet.

	‘A vain attempt, but a lesson more easily learned by experience than through verbal education,’ he purred smugly, dropping his hovering hand to the bed and leaning back to lounge upon the soft sheets.

	Looking up at the ceiling, he gently kicked his legs as they dangled over the edge.

	‘As your owner I am quite safe from any ravages you may decide to unleash upon me, and you are quite bound to do my bidding, no matter how distasteful you may find it.’

	Flexing her body, she shivered upon the floor, clawing at the carpet, overwhelmed by a sense of bitter rage that she was powerless to exorcise.

	‘Now, Tyra, I command you to get up here,’ he uttered, the demand finding reception in her body and causing it to act without any help from herself. The frame remained completely oblivious to her most fervent demands to stop it from performing that which he had requested.

	As she arose he grabbed her wrist and with a sudden yank caused her to flip face down onto the bed. Before she could move he was upon her, his weight settling on her back while she flailed vainly beneath his desire. Hooked fingers slid into the cleft of her buttocks and ferreted out the back of her thong, the feel of such attention making her gasp in dismay. With the slender strip in his grasp, a sudden abrupt haul removed the exiguous underwear amidst the soft rip of delicate fabrics. The barbaric stripping tugged her abdomen into the air and then let it fall back, bouncing to a halt upon the soft mattress. Tyra stared up, chagrin at her inability to mount any coherent form of defence against the impending ravishment. All she could do was paw at him with weak limbs, all the strength having fled, leaving her fingers to slide ineffectually upon his arms and body.

	Motivated by the subtlest whim, a backhanded slap emerged from nowhere and danced across her slightly exposed cheek, spinning her head aside and filling the flesh with stinging heat. The sharpness of the sensation was startling, the level of what should have been a meagre pain causing her to wilt, her psyche unwilling to inspire another dose of such intolerable feeling. Unbridled euphoria ruled his face, his delight in subduing her, in defeating her struggles and indulging his passion without any chance of her stopping him.

	Locking digits upon a shoulder and lifting himself upon his knees, he straddled her form and flipped her beneath him. Clapping hands to her shoulders once more, the fingers tightly caressed the rounded joints, luxuriating in their shape while he stared across the rest of her body, the gaze lingering across her breasts and inviting contours.

	‘Yes, a wise investment, more so for the other purposes I can put to this innocent frame. But enough of that, you will learn such things when the time comes. Right now I want to see the Corporation’s meaning of — fully functional,’ he announced, using the words like a weapon to maliciously batter her psyche while he stretched out to lie alongside the fearful captive.

	Flipping her arms over her head, he locked her wrists there with one hand. His strength easily overcame her deliberately feeble body, and his body moved atop hers while his other hand chose to explore. Fingers meandered down her torso and squeezed her assets, leaving Tyra to grit her teeth. Her face screwed up in endurance and disgust, unable to do anything against this ignominy.

	Growling in her artificial skull, she tried to tell herself that this was not happening, that it was some horrible daydream afflicting her while she snoozed in her bed. But the delusion failed to gain roots and was revealed as a dim lie. What made it far worse though, was the pleasure rising from the touch, her skin so eager to be touched, the slightest caress sending ripples of willing response through her system. The contradiction tore her between revelling in his touch, and reviling it.

	When his hand began to swing lower her straining efforts to escape grew more intense and she writhed beneath him, her legs kicking while she tried desperately to get free. The fight against his lust only seemed to please him all the more, and when her breath quickened to an uneven pant, he manoeuvred his legs between hers, slipping between them and starting to draw down his trousers.

	With a brutal glower residing in his eyes he removed his tumescent length, guiding himself into her. Locating her sex, he clamped a hand to her breast as he forced an entry, pushing with his hips, applying steadily increasing potency.

	Clenching her tracts tightly shut to try and deny him, she wailed in loathing and shrieked for aid, her howls causing him to throw back his head and laugh aloud in amusement. The raucous cackles burned her ears while he casually thrust onward into her writhing form.

	Her spasming legs did little more than stroke his, the soft stockings sliding weakly and proving to be little more than an arousing tickle to the villain.

	With a final push he defeated her defences and sheathed himself deep inside her, her new level of sensation allowing her to feel every aspect of the penetration. Amidst the shock of the intrusion was the explosion of unequalled bliss, a luscious sensation that seemed to melt her insides, mixing with the pain, scorching her thoughts.

	Stabbing violently, he drew screams from her throat. The burning tear while he employed his sex as an instrument of defilement caused her to wail for salvation, hiding her eager response to the assault within her bold hatred.

	‘No one can hear you, no one cares. You are a possession, a thing, like this bed, or this room. You are a mere artifact to be used for its function and regarded only for its material value,’ he whispered into her ear, his speeding breath hot upon her face, the words being a wound to her mind more grievous and painful than the truculent thrust of his impaling sex.

	Stalling in his molestation he slapped a hand across her chin, holding her face upright so he could kiss her lips, the feel of his features against hers making Tyra gurgle. Demanding release through tempestuous writhings, she could not escape the grip of her controller, her actions only making his invading shaft move within her during her dance beneath it.

	The act of trying to slither herself free was only serving to stimulate his already raging, prurient mood. But it felt good to fight against him, to show her defiance, to help hide the hot lewd tide swelling within her. It was hard to despise this act, regardless of the savagery. It felt more wonderful than anything she had ever felt before.

	The hand at her wrists flashed down to join the other and together they squeezed her breasts, crudely massaging them and catching nipples in pinches that made her unleash a pip of shock. The spiteful teasing created the very rictus he desired, and brutal fingers dug into her cheeks. Holding open her jaws so he might lock his lips to hers, he treated himself to a deep, unreturned kiss, her anguish doing more to arouse him than her compliance to the exchange.

	With her freed hands Tyra pounded fists to his shoulders, her body able to act only in the most feckless manner, the soft impacts doing nothing to stop him, only inform him of her plight. Turning to his hands, she tried to prise them off, but it was like trying to manipulate stone, the grip a thing of potency - she could not trifle with.

	The villain pulled his face up and caught digits in the soft lace panel of her basque, ripping it down and exposing her cleavage in all its bare glory. With her rendered more naked before his eyes, he continued to ignore her profitless endeavour to gain release. The fists of Tyra were unable to affect him in any way while he crooked his back so he might slink down and draw up her breasts in his hands, offering them into his mouth to be kissed. When she felt teasing lips enclose the erect tips, Tyra lifted her head from the sheets to investigate. Teeth snapped at her nipples and took the morsels of flesh to chew at, the cruel bite making her shriek and push at his skull, trying to get him off as he continued without any hint of pity.

	Shrugging off her hands he dropped another slap across her cheek, throwing her back to the bed. Skimming a second clap upon her cleavage, the punishment of such sensitive assets unleashed a croak of suffering. Yet even this mordant play made them tickle and murmur with rapture, her body a glutton for sensation no matter what the source. For every particle of pain there was a great measure of pleasure as compensation.

	The anonymous author of her enslavement once more took hold of her wrists, defeating her resistance with untamed glee and securing them over her head, capturing both in one hand.

	Turning back to his assault, he started to plunge into her

	once more, speeding his rhythm, a scowl of sadistic bliss mutating his smile. With a final volley of apoplectic jabs, his grip tightened and his body stiffened with a potent climax. To her abhorrent shock she felt moisture within her, the membranes her exalted benefactors had bequeathed being just as universally sensitive and discerning as any other part of her body. The detail she gained from such a sensation only turned her stomach with a greater level of repugnance. The small measure he had deposited within her was a thing she could feel so distinctly that it made her shriek aloud with nausea, and further empowered her sense of hatred for this man.

	When he withdrew his penetrating shaft she shuddered and wept. Pulling the cups of her basque back up to restore her modesty she threw an arm over her eyes to shield herself from the scene, while the other clenched into the blanket and drew up a fistful of the smooth fabric. Blocking the view, she hoped it would all vanish if she failed to pay it attention, that she would awake somewhere else.

	Tyra instantly flashed open her eyes when she felt him grab her hips and flip her over, turning her face down. Before she could react to the restoration of his attention his heavy form sat upon the small of her back, his folded legs gripping along her torso as his body pinned her at her middle. Her legs jolted and kicked, unable to affect him. Her arms tried to reach back and stop him but lacked leverage and strength enough to achieve their goals.

	‘Please stop,’ she whimpered, her continuing pleas for mercy soliciting no response.

	A handful of her hair was stolen and used as a reign to drag her back. Lifting her torso from the bed, he forced Tyra to use her arms to help support herself as prickly pangs rode across her scalp.

	Choking in pain, Tyra felt him reposition himself, and she closed her eyes when she realised his intentions. Squeezing her buttocks together with all her might, she screwed up her face and prayed that she be able to deny his intentions long enough for him to get bored and give up.

	Fingers delved into her sealed cleft, seeking to slither through, but the barrier was not to be breached so easily. The hold on her head deserted her, letting her sink back down while his other hand joined in. His head and body were now resting on hers, his cascade of red hair falling before her vision as his chin dug into her neck, keeping her subdued beneath him. Tyra declined attempts to get him off, for the ineffectual fight only seemed to stir his desire for her.

	The hands sought to part her but needed extra aid, and he hooked his boots into her legs. Working from the inside he forced them apart, using his limbs to splay hers, the wide split helping to defeat the wall of tensed flesh.

	The tip of his penis kissed her sphincter and she croaked with alarm. The arising words of crying solicitation were crippled and reduced to a howl of violated horror the moment he shoved. Opening her rear he let himself sink his way in and then commence a renewed assault, this time with added savouring lethargy. The rash initial assault had sufficiently eased his libido to allow him to take added time with this repeat. Even though her arms remained largely inactive, merely gripping at the bed as she scowled in her sorrow, he grabbed her wrists anyway and kept them pinned down. Lifting his torso off of her, he kept himself elevated by the struts now imprisoning her arms.

	Choking back her tears she felt her anus heating from the friction and drag of his penetrating length, the opening swirling with a secret heart of alluring detail, a captivating treasure that beckoned her on. If it were not so intense she would have cursed such feeling. But she had never before had such an acute sense, never had feeling, and this acuteness spoke to the darker recesses of her mind. The whispering seduction told her to find the rapture in this ordeal, to treat herself after all her denial and starvation, forget the havoc, and fill her soul with the heaven.

	After an eternity of this depreciating affair and mental warfare of opinions, her attacker started to speed his assault, relenting to the inevitable rising tide of another intense climax. He ended with a grumbling hiss, the sensation of warm thick sludge being laid within her making her croak in self-pity and disgust at her maltreatment. With all the bliss she was exacting from this barbarism, it would be astounding to contemplate just how sweet tender attention might be.

	Scorning her situation with laughter, the man once more withdrew, the slide of his semen-lubricated shaft from within her body proving a final and damning curse to her memory. The villain moved from the bed, refastened his trousers, flicked his hair back over his shoulders and retreated into the maze of flowing drapes, still beset with amusement at his iniquitous conduct.

	Tyra remained upon the sheets for a few minutes, swimming in a tide of misery, her thoughts revolving and flicking between random subjects, assailed by too many varying emotions and thoughts to make any vague shred of sense. All the while the tears flowed steadily, the small glistening rivulets still possessed of a salty tang, indistinguishable from the authentic article. How could she hope to last this offence? She was to be rendered a whore for another. Yet despite her wish to hate this lot, her senses had tasted new fruit and her starved mind was now screaming for more. So long had she been left without sensation that since she had partaken of it at a level no mortal could ever feel, she was addicted, and craved it with fervour, no matter what the source. In response to this hunger, her dignity, morals and rationality all decried such notions of acceptance.

	With a shriek she manifested the combat within her skull as a physical war upon her environment. She whirled, her fingers ploughing like knives through the soft materials and the surface of the mattress, the long furrows torn down to expose the soft white innards of the bed. Springing from the surface she landed in a crouch and wrenched a set of drapes from their supports. With another squawk of deranged fury she shredded them.

	A tornado of insane choler, she waltzed through the room, demolishing everything in her path. Her body was amok and incapable of fatigue while she sprung and span, her limbs flashing out to rip through fabrics or shatter light fittings.

	Another soft cascade of silk was sundered upon her indignation, and when it fell it revealed the door, the only portal in the shattered, sealed chamber. There were no features anywhere upon the surface; no lock, no keyhole, nothing. She put her fingers to it, letting the delicate tips smooth across the polished surface. It felt dense, but maybe she could break through, because without her oppressor’s proximity her true incalculable might was loosed.

	Skipping back, she wheeled, and with a sudden burst of acceleration charged towards the door. A few metres from the innocent surface she sprang, increasing her speed as she kicked with both legs and delivered her shoulder into it. The surface rang with a deep tone and she dropped to the floor, the area she had misused as a battering ram pounding with intense pain.

	Having failed to even dent her prison door, she rubbed the contused joint. The physical harrowing faded at a swift rate, the flesh regenerating and repairing the damage she had so impetuously wrought.

	Thrusting her legs up, she wrenched herself back onto her feet with a superbly agile flit and hurled a driving punch into the stubborn sheet. A low tone akin to that of a massive bell was her response and her fist seemed to erupt with fiery pangs. Fuelled by this consequence of her attack, she slammed her palm to it, kicked high and slammed a heel upon the surface, span and rammed her elbow to it, all of her efforts bringing not even the slightest hint of reward. Tyra dropped and let herself hang limp, her body gifted with a distracting pain she could at least define and fathom, the physical duress infinitely preferable to her mental maelstrom. Yet even here there was the softest crooning whisper from the pit of her being, a beguiling tone, pledging her to finding more of this glorious trait called sensation, no matter what type, even pain being something new to explore.

	Languishing upon the floor, Tyra lay in her apathy until she was stirred from the numbed coma by the signal of locks unfastening from within the impenetrable portal. When it slid aside and retreated back into the wall, it once more exposed her deliberately anonymous enslaver. He surveyed the demolished interior without any real concern before turning his eyes down to grant her a playful leer.

	‘If you are so eager for relocation, then I shall happily oblige you,’ he said, and after fishing around in his pocket he removed a collar and leash like one might employ for a pet. The thin black leather band was studded and embellished with a name tag at the front which simply read Tyra in flowing sentimental script.

	Slipping his fingers through the lead, he snapped the strip between his hands and moved toward Tyra’s humbled frame, the soft suede interior presented to her. Shuffling back in fright, Tyra retreated from his approach and the dark restraint he had readied for use, the derogation of such an adomment more intimidating than the prospect of its utilisation. The chain sparkled in the weak light trickling in from the corridor, the swaying links singing a soft, merry jingle, a lullaby to entice her into domestication.

	The edge of the shredded bed bumped her spine, signalling an end of available space for her flight. Being unable to react fully in his vicinity was all the more frustrating for having learned just how powerful this expertly carved frame was. To have such potency denied because of his accursed presence was infuriating.

	The collar rippled in the weak light, creaking between his tensed fingers while it encircled her throat and tightened to a snug fit.

	Wrapping a little of the excess chain around his palm, he drew Tyra to her feet, her body rising with his demands like an obedient puppy. Trailing behind him, held in tow by a thin silver tether she could snap between two fingers if it were held by anyone other than this diabolic individual, she was escorted out into the corridor. Accustoming instantly, her gloom dependent eyes revealed wide winding passages of mauve walls. Thick blue carpet spanned them and led to sporadic plain doors of the same shade, each portal unmarked and ignored as he led her onwards. Soft lights ran along where the walls met carpet and ceiling, the submerged illumination filling the halls with an ambient sinister glow. Rectangular exterior windows displayed a city she had only ever seen within distant pictures on the holo’s. Faced with it in the bounds of an actuality, Tyra stared longingly with no small measure of wonderment upon the view, for it was real; for the first time it was not a depiction or facsimile.

	The piercing towers rose up through shadow, bathed in the shadows of their neighbours, the great sheets of darkness speckled with myriad tiny lights and rainbow signs and projections. The gloom was less consuming than at night, but even with the sun high in the sky, the burning orb had difficulty penetrating the murky blanket of smog brooding over the city, the cloud fed by the billowing columns of exhaust, pouring unchecked from vast venting towers. Through this filthy fog cruised tiny flocks of vehicles, the heavy trucks and cars flowing in staggered arteries, guided by the various beacons and signs that were lodged in the air, and whose demands were enforced by poised police units. Wherever she was, she was placed at the very top levels of the city, in a peak that would shame even the most mega wealthy.

	The scene was stolen when she was forcibly led away from the windows and deeper into the lofty dwelling.

	Placing his open palm to the wall beside a door, there was abrief hint of light from beneath the presented extremity and the barricade whirred aside. It let a subtle smell waft through, the scents touching her nose and revealing leather, sweat, latex. It was an aroma that curdled her thonghts when he drew her within, defeating her hesitation with sharp pulls.

	Strobe light pulses afflicted the darkness that lay awaiting inside, revealing leering shapes and twisted creations in freeze frame hints before the overhead strip lights settled into full radiance.

	The room was a Stygian domain of twisted delights, the perverse fare on offer displayed in the facet of racks and wheels, stocks, crucifixes, cages — all manner of restraining engines. Everything existed to present those destined for sadistic treatment to the attention of the arsenal of diabolic tools on offer. The walls were armed with banks of weapons of punishment; crops, whips, straps, paddles, every manner of instrument designed to afflict flesh with searing pain. In addition to these basic devices were clamps and dildos, restraints, hoods, harnesses, a plethora of monstrous contrivances ready to feed the whims of a debauched beast and the quarry they had brought to their lair. Would this be her lot if she surrendered to her libertine mood, if the lure of fulfilment continued to gather strength within her, fed by her own super sensitive flesh?

	A hand snagged her wrist and she fought to break free of his grasp. Dragged screaming towards a suspended bar, the leash swung and flapped against her body, the villain keeping his hold on her with both hands. Overhead spotlights lit up, casting crimson cones onto the site from every angle. The main lights flickered and perished, leaving the room bathed in a furtive glow, rendering Tyra a centre of extreme attention. Dropping to her knees she tried to stop him delivering her unto this creation, wrenching in fits as he hauled her joint up and caught it amidst the heavy shackle riveted into the end. She wailed when the restraint gave a soft click, signalling its closure and the instigation of a lock. The instant he released her she grabbed the device and clawed at the solid bracelet, unable to break it but nevertheless determined to find a way out. While Tyra was distracted by this, her other wrist was taken and dragged aside, opening her arms wide. She begged for mercy, even as he impassively sealed the other limb in the embrace of the opposite manacle.

	Cursing him with words, she vent her bilious rage within an incoherent verbal stream that was brought to silence with another backhanded swipe across her features. The severe impact threw her head away and left her limp in the bonds.

	Sagging in defeated despair, she offered no resistance when he drew her legs apart and applied fetters, buckling them to her ankles. He kept them in an enforced split with the sizeable leg spreader he selected from the wall and quickly chlipped to the cuffs.

	A few weak twitches against this restraint divulged her helplessness and left her wondering what her captor’s next move might be, the panic causing her pulse and respiration to quicken. The fear of the unknown was a tremendous rush, a pounding feeling that made her senses shiver, her heart racing. She had always been aware of her fate until now, always known what lay ahead. Nothing ever changing for her, yet now unknown possibilities were before her, and they teased, the mystery something she found intoxicating.

	Still crouching at her parted feet the man placed a boot to the pole, his weight forcing it down and anchoring it, the drag at her ankles bringing a soft shade of discomfort. The wince it caused added a smile that tickled the end of his lips, granting a brief glint of his tensed teeth before warm palms closed to her calves. Tyra leant her head back and kept quiet as she felt the gentle brush of his hands. It was clear even through the stockings, distinct and wonderful while they cupped the rendered muscles of her shins. Tracing upward, the passage across the backs of knees made her shudder and bring forth small herds of goose bumps to her entire frame. Fighting against any joy in this groping, she kept her reticent attitude and ground her teeth in endurance as the fingertips reached her inner thighs and etched swirling circles, making the tendons tickle from within.

	The man leant in and started to kiss the long legs, placing his pursed lips to the skin, feeling its silken quality beneath the hose and rising up. Letting her imprisoned frame and the delicate mesh brush his mouth as his tongue extended, he took a long lick of the stockings. Clearing the top he ran onto her exposed limb, tasting the flesh, testing every aspect of his property, appraising it in full.

	Stopping in his devotions, he removed his foot from the pole and moved back, stepping behind her, applying his fingertips up and down her satin spine. The most delicate touch caused her to shiver with cold bursts.

	The hands took hold of her buttocks, one in each, softly squeezing them. The prospect of him opening her to another anal ravishing hung heavy in the forefront of her thoughts. She did not want to be taken by this man, yet her body was screaming for attention, to be devoured by forbidden sensations, things it had never before tasted.

	Instead of the entry of his sex, his boot dropped back onto the pole, holding her in place between the two rods. A hand lifted high and then swept down, smacking the palm to her rear and imparting a stinging applause. Tyra gasped, the wash of heat soaking through the flesh, sharp and bitter, startling her thoughts. The claps continued with swift and heavy- handed accuracy, coating her ramp with a harsh spanking.

	The minor ordeal made her choke and splutter but was insufficient to drag out anything as piercing as a scream. It was like being treated as a child, the smarting impacts an unwelcome thing, but nowhere near to the level of barbarism and malevolence that had already been unleashed upon her, and what this room offered in abundance.

	Breaking off his session of mild discipline, Tyra’s owner sauntered back before her, rubbing his palm, his subject’s rump warmed and aglow from the mock chastisement.

	Removing his jacket he set it aside, his grim glare seeming to continue right through her. With a mischievous smirk he walked into the depths of shadow, intent on elevating his amusement with the use of the treasures presented in this library of sadism. Watching him from beneath a lowered brow, Tyra studied her owner. The villain was casting his eyes across the presented view of tools and weapons, waiting for something to please his imagination.

	Taking down a rigid collar, he returned to his subject and removed the token cousin before fastening the weighty example about her throat. The high walls forced her head up and maintained it upon serrated leather. Any wilting of her neck from a tensed stance would now cause the teeth of tanned hide to nip into her skin. '

	With her head rendered immobile and punished for any movement he returned to the walls, able to make his choices without her knowledge, her sight restricted to facing to the closed door.

	The sound of metallic chimes and soft clanks ended, and footfalls closed slowly in from behind. Her heart skipped erratically in worry. Spread-eagled in the air, Tyra closed her eyes as an expectant quiet reigned about her vicinity, her owner having made his choices and readying himself for their usage.

	The close-fitting folds of her basque were ripped open and forcefully removed, making her sway against her bonds. In her moment of distraction a spear of fiery sensation rode into her rear when a lubricated phallus dove through her buttocks and bored into her sphincter. The dimensions opened hertoa degree far beyond her ordinary tolerances, the intimate weapon larger than any mortal shaft. Tyra’s mouth snapped open into a distorting rictus, her scream filling the room. Her body rippled with exertion and battled to get free, to drag itself from this monstrous intruder. Her head tried to flick to and fro, the fangs of stiff leather digging into her jaw, escalating her woe as he began to draw the rod backwards. Turning it so that the plastic length dragged at her membranes, the discomfort caused her dance to continue and her song of duress to resound with an ear-piercing symphony. But as the severity of the initial entry started to dwindle, the pleasure of it started to rise, giving her an equal taste of both sensations. Her body was sensitive to the most minor touch, and this bulbous shaft was bringing a bliss with its hated fires. She reviled it, yet found pleasure in its deep thrusts, the feeling of being filled so acutely driving her mad with lust.

	Twin clamps were dragged from the flared base of the intruder, the thin wires paying out the required slack while the small jaws were looped around her hips. Riding over her pelvis they snapped to her inner thighs, almost grabbing her vulva. The tender meat suddenly erupted with a scintillating throb as the source of the clamp’s emergence drew back, stretching the wires unbearably taut. With subtle clicks they locked into position.

	The dilemma of her situation left her teeth chattering upon her gurgles and wails as she begged without reservation and issued insults and hatred, mixing the two at random while all she sought was escape. Any attempt to force out the evil trespasser caused the affixed clasps to drag back and increase the brutality of their mechanical nibble. The soft tissues were responding with volcanic heat of such magnitudes that she could scarcely fathom how the flesh was remaining intact. But again, the tugs at such an intimate region pulled free shades of delight, her every wriggle making the trapped skin harass her with delectation.

	Tyra’s bolstered skin sensitivity revealed that a thin rope was being looped around her waist, the strand being sealed at the base of her spine. The gentle touch of this woven hoop burrowed into her, dragging in the skin while the villainous miscreant stole away the coil with vengeful tugs. Hastily he forged a mordant corset in the soft zone between her hips and ribcage. The twin lines of excess slipped beneath the emerging cables of the dildo and onto either side of the flared base before traversing her crotch. With a swift skip her captor moved around to face her, his features fixated with her suffering and ignorant to her words of imploring and insult. With the rope wrapped around his left fist he hauled up, permitting the rope to divulge a hard knot as it slipped into her opened sex, biting into the cheeks of her spasming rear and her womb. Another swift knot anchored the lengths together at her ribcage before they split once more. Each end was tied to the base of a metal pincer, the clamps rising up and biting her nipples. The gasping inhale their grab wrought caused them to drag all the more ferociously at the mamilla. Tyra suddenly flinched inward, doubling up as. much as the restraints allowed so she might try and ease the effects of the cruel implements. Any movement of the crotch rope from her vain wriggles caused the knot to chafe her most sensitive areas, and take her suffering to new plateaus. Even the most miniature shuffles administered both discouraging mayhem and a teasing rapture, one that could be continued to orgasm if she could just cope with the scratching texture of the rope to her belly.

	With tears streaming unchecked down her cheeks, Tyra looked to him with imploring. Her jaw quavered whilst she sobbed, unable to comprehend why he was doing this to her, or what he could be extracting from such evil. Dizzy from the pain and pleasure, her mind reeled under the fulgent waves he was having crash down upon her with this vicious treatment. When she tugged recklessly at her bonds, she prayed that she faint, unable to conceive how she could sustain such levels of suffering and remain stubbornly conscious. A life of pious disbelief had been defeated by suffering, and without faith she sought salvation in a deity she failed to even acknowledge, motivated by spite at having given her such a crippled life.

	The ordeal was also made worse by the delight she was finding in it. How could she be enjoying this? It was torture, yet there was a dark voice in the back of her mind, craving more.

	Remaining within her sight, he took a leisurely wander towards the wall and reached out. Running his fingers along the selection of weapons, he kept his eyes on her, devouring her dolour as though it were the most succulent fare.

	Fingers closed around a whip, the solid black handle spitting forth a dozen pendulous strands of dark leather.

	Unhooking the scourge, he shook it and let her see the long tentacles dance in the light. The ribbons winked like jewels, the hide shivering with vivacity as he moved back towards her, swinging the weapon in a loose grasp.

	‘Ask me to whip you,’ he announced coldly, the same twisted leer plaguing his lips.

	There was no response she could give to such a demand. Her voice started to tremble a few random syllables, but could not articulate and so she dropped back into silence. Her arms tugged at the bonds, hoping that some weakness had developed, some way of letting her get free of the churning lucent pangs in her belly, rear and breasts.

	The free hand of her oppressor slipped into a pocket once more and emerged with a peg, the end embellished with a short chain and an oval weight. A pinch caused the device to open wide and he lifted it up with deliberate menacing sloth, taking up a mouthful of her breast before letting go. She winced and jolted, the compressing bite causing pain to seep into the gripped meat and slowly spread like a cancer into the surrounding tissues, afflicting them with the effects. Letting go, the weight dropped to drag at the snagged hide, magnifying the trauma. Her breathing devolved into rabid pants and hisses, and the words to ask for the whip rose in this unguarded moment. Ruthlessly squashing them in their infancy, she ground her teeth and refused to succumb to his goading. She would not ask to be flogged, not just because of the humiliation, but because seeking such play might open the gates on her descent into becoming a hedonistic disciple to such pursuits.

	Another clamp was removed from his pocket and produced to her gaze.

	‘Ask me,’ he repeated, snapping the device threateningly upon the air, the clicks swearing to cause more trauma to her soul.

	‘No,’ she spat with defiance, her bold attltude vamshmg when he closed in. . )

	The scow! across Tyra’s visage tumed to a quivering fright when she tried to back away and evade him. The shivering breast was snatched, the clamp holding firm and drilling its heat into the offered underside, making her shriek.

	Catching her breath Tyra stifled a cry and simply whimpered, her ability to weather the increased pain faltering. The pulse in her burning rear, her assailed breasts, the rough knot to her clitoris, all were demanding her compliance, screaming into her thoughts that he would continue with this torment until she finally acquiesced and beseeched the whip. It was futile to hold out, her dignity was long gone and could not be recovered. She was a slave to the sexual appetites and deviance of others. What was pride in the face of such servitude?

	Another clamp grabbed the underside of the other breast, her shivering torso causing the weights to swing and bounce upon their chains. The voice in her mind that demanded obedience shed yet more levity in favour of profound volume.

	Swallowing for strength, her fluttering eyes rolled in their sockets as another was applied, and another. Her cleavage heaved under a heavy cargo that made the flesh shriek with a suffering that had her bucking within her restraints.

	‘Ask me to whip you, and it will all be over,’ he whispered seductively.

	‘I… I…’ she stammered, her resistance ebbing rapidly.

	In her moments of indecision he added another decoration to her flesh, the extra stab dissolving her resistance.

	‘Whip me,’ she yelled, her gaze affixed to the ceiling, the image blurring from the effects of her physical grief.

	‘You are sure,’ he offered, with false consideration for her will.

	‘Yes, yes, whip me!’ she howled, desperate to initiate the attack before she succumbed to foolish rebellion again.

	‘As you wish,’ he crooned, reaching up and stroking her cheek, capturing her tears while new lines wove down into her vindictive collar. Lifting back the finger, he looked at the single heavy droplet hanging from it, the mirrored orb wondering whether to fall from its current position or continue hanging on. Craning his head back, Tyra’s malefactor extended his tongue and laid the tear to rest upon his palette. Closing his mouth, he looked back to her with a broad grin of amusement, like a child with all the new toys he could ever possibly wish for.

	Turning and walking behind her, Tyra braced for the imminent flare the whip was sure to impart, and when a soft whistle streaked through the air she was not disappointed.

	Lines of white heat were drawn across her bare back, ranging from shoulder to hip. The horrendous blast dove into the stripes and wriggled in the attacked flesh, escalating the suffering immeasurably and making the kindled yowl rip through the dungeon. She arched up onto tiptoe, causing the rope to gnaw into her sex. The clamps upon her flesh hauled back. The crowd of artificial mouths eating at her breasts danced and dragged.

	The shriek from the initial blow metamorphosed into one of response to a secondary barrage of violence, for in the foul wake he had followed with another slash of the whip. The tendrils reached around her hip to flash across her belly. The unexpected assault on her front made her bounce within her restraints and render the consequences of her wild and reckless movements all the more terrible to her.

	Before she could catch her breath or solicit mercy, the scourge returned to her rear, applying searing tips across her buttocks, stealing away her words.

	Her sight flickered and devolved into crackling arcs, bands of darkness cascading down across her vision as her mind was lost to the savagery of the eager cat. Every moment seemed to be an eternity, and all awareness was lost when the blows escaped her count. She suddenly became fully convinced he was intending to flog her to death, the stink of heady trails of fear stinging her nostrils.

	The levels of her punishment started to subside and it took long moments for her to realise he had actually stopped. The continuing echoes of the whip still ricocheted endlessty within her, fed by countless stripes to leave her at a steady peak that only started to dwindle long after the whip had ceased it’s monotonous kisses. The heavy sound of the weapon dropping to the floor drew her from her stupor and she opened water- laden eyes to see the man before her. His hair was ruffled and broken into wild strands from his exertions, and a flushed hue darkened his features. Wiping his brow, he affixed a chain to the leg spreader, the length riding up in the direction of the door and flinging over a winch in the ceiling.

	Moving away to the end of the coil, he took hold and started to draw inwards. Flicking her eyes to shed the obstructing veil of water, Tyra tried to mouth her pleas. Before the words were even formed the chain promptly took her feet from under her and caused her body weight to fall onto her wrists. The edge of the shackles bit into the skin as her legs were dragged out and up, stretching her like a hammock between the two metal poles.

	Delivered to the correct height, he flicked the lock and left her held at this position, her joints pounding from the effects of the cruel suspension. Her mind was already betraying her, the softest recollection being used to fill the borders of the ordeal. Was she beginning to think fondly of the whipping? No, it could not be, she would not let herself succumb to it. But it was sensual input, no matter how harsh. She was feeling things again. Had she been deliberately chosen for this lot because of this very flaw?

	The daze of her ordeal started to dwindle, and the inveterate bitterness at his behaviour and her own acceptance made her shriek her hatred for him. The recital of insults continued while she heard him closing in. The collar kept her gaze fixed to the dark ceiling, unable to lounge back, unable to lean forward, all measure of ease denied by the bank of penetrating triangular incisors. How could this be happening to her? The very situation was diabolic and insane, and furthermore, what hope did she have of keeping her mind intact against such atrocity?

	The words were lost when they formed into a squeak of shock, the subdued fury in her squashed nipples suddenly leaping up in intensity with the flight of the clamps. The rope lifted from her belly and dropped away, removing the baleful knot from grinding into her sex, the flesh already raw.

	But this was no act of mercy, or the beginning of a removal of the many pegs, but a mere event to allow her oppressor access to her. His bondage had delivered her openly to his desired height, offering her to him. The coil from her crotch dangled from the tight loop around her waist and he closed his grasp onto the pinched flesh of Tyra’s abdomen. Slowly inserting himself into the opened orifice, he slithered his entry like an expert thief.

	Her gibbering imprecations perished when he grabbed her breasts, centreing on her exposed nipples and squeezing, pulling until she was squawking for him to let go. While he kneaded and clawed at the clamped assets he molested her at a dilatory rate, savouring the feel of her spasming sex upon his length. All the while he grinned as she was riven with the anguish that he alone had installed and was regulating.

	Inspired with a spiteful fancy, he leant his weight onto her hovering body and made the bonds sink deeper into her flesh. The skin failed to split, but the strength of her artificial hide in no way diminished the sensitivity to this punishment. Boiling flickers ran her muscles and ligaments, her joints groaning inwardly from having to support his body in addition to her own.

	This escalation in her yowls brought him to greater fervour, and clenching his fingers into her breasts, he threw himself into her with ever greater zest. He was trying to steal any hint of pleasure she might have found with this violence, but to one who had never seen such frontiers, it was a futile attempt. Her body resounded with pain, the warm slithering presence in her womb making her mind cloud with lust. The use of her breasts, even the pounding ache of the clamps and her stretched limbs, was stoking an unnatural relish. Lodging her response within screams she succumbed to a tearing orgasm. The extreme peak flowed through her like a flash flood, making her tense and forget all the pain for a brief moment, the suffering washed away like so much flotsam. The joy withdrew to merge with the pain, and moments later she felt it return, the jolt overwhelming her. It was glorious and terrible, the mixture of two such radical opposites creating something unequalled to the senses.

	Thinking she was only being subject to mayhem, climax swiftly hovered within the grasp of her violator. Shifting forward until he was perched upon her, the spasm of his abdomen continued to eke out minor thrusts. Drawing out the longevity of his orgasm, he placed wild kisses across her screaming features. Simultaneously he clawed at her body, wildly feeling the smooth skin, the rigid muscles, the perfect curves, the male filling his mind with a banquet of sensory satisfaction. Tyra could do nothing, and it took all her effort to suck in a rapid inhale before she was forced to expend it upon a shriek. She howled to illustrate the effects generated by his weight upon her; the violation, his slobbering devotion before her shuddering vision, and also to hide her dizzying spires of ecstasy.

	With a growling animal yell he came within her, his random stabs during the nova burst of delight making him drop the burden of his frame onto her and increase her woe. The feel of the semen injection churned her thoughts with yet more mental distress, making her belly shudder with glee, heated by passion and quenched with his seed.

	His form drained of tension, going slack and lounging upon her, the dead load making her scowl and grit her teeth to endure. The deceleration from chaotic movement to a steady, predictable pain allowed her to steel her bleeding mind against it and end her screams. Regulating her breath with intense concentration, she devoted her efforts to placing a reign back on her respiration.

	Shuffling back, each jerk made her squeak into her rigid jaw, fighting to hide the new libidinous flashes his withdrawal drew from her tenderised tracts. Deceived by her performance he moved back, thinking her repelled. As an act of supposed spite, he shoved himself back in, sheathing deep, wringing a cry from her lips. It was a shout of pleasure, the tender membranes erupting at the new touch and the deep penetration. Satisfied with her tune, he retreated again, and immediately his body dropped back, his energy expended on his possession.

	The loss of the dire cargo brought her to an exhilarating relief, the influx of endorphins and adrenaline still thundering in her body. It was a potent feeling, her mind floating in a warm haze, clouded and smothered despite the discomfort of her confinement.

	Hanging lost within the heady folds of aftershock and physical confusion she heard a new noise, her ears able to pick out the sound of muted cracks coming from without the door. Against all reason she knew it was the scanner lock being broken open, and even more insane was her sudden revealing of it.

	‘Someone’s breaking in,’ she gasped.

	‘What?’ he snapped, and whirled when the door released a soft click and started to move aside in reluctant jerks, the mechanism averse to permitting the intrusion.

	Her captor’s right hand dove into the removed jacket and hauled free a stubby firearm. Sprinting aside he flicked the weapon into readiness and slipped into the shadows of a heavy rack, his words reverberating in her ears like they were divine commandments.

	‘Tyra! Defend me!’

	The sudden need to preserve him from all harm washed through her. The alien emotion was unstoppable and complete in its control over her. Though she fought to deny it, the power of the influx stomped through her psyche and ignored all barriers. All she knew was that she could not allow him to be threatened, and the rancour towards the despicable man was suddenly diverted like a wayward river, channelled onto the culprits without.

	Four crooked forms slipped into the light, revealed only by outlines. The border of optic distortion that surrounded them was the only hint to betray their existence, the defence near to perfect. The protective sheaths were stolen the moment her sight automatically changed to defeat them, exposing them as they truly appeared.

	The hunched inhuman forms bore spindly limbs, overlong and flecked with small thorny protrusions. Their legs had a hircine quality to them, the feet tipped with claws. Upon sunken heads were arrayed clusters of eyes, the dark orbs unblinking and fixed at the sides and front to grant a wide area of sight. Mandibles surrounded circular maws rimmed with tiny teeth. Their elongated skulls were marked with dense clusters of small growths, the wriggling fingers picking nervously at the air, their sensitivity eliciting information for the beasts. Each wore a harness decorated with pouches and sheaths, a small arsenal of small arms and blades supporting the squat compact firearm cradled in their hands. Levelling these weapons at her enslaver’s position, their eerie gaze allowed them to immediately locate the quarry amidst the maze of shadow wreathed engines of torture.

	The assault pistols gave a click and opened -out like mechanical flowers, exposing targeting sensors, gyroscopic stabilisers and secondary barrels.

	With a twirling spin Tyra snapped her shackles and fetters, the metal giving a brief squeal of strain before breaking. Dropping to her feet, she flipped upright and grabbed the material of her baleful collar. Effortlessly ripping it in two, she locked her sight to the enemy before bolting forward, appraising the tactical situation at a glance.

	A pair prepared to move on her persecuting fiend’s position while their compeers intended to keep him pinned with suppression fire. Silenced gunshots chattered, the deluge sparking upon the metal of the rack. Bright sprays spat in all directions, the rapid fire ricocheting from the dark surfaces.

	Possessed by a sense of knowledge and purpose that eclipsed comprehension, Tyra was within their midst before they could even acknowledge her existence in the room. Adding her impetus to a lancing kick, her stockinged foot crashed into a chest. With the snap of ribs the target sped back, almost diminished to a blur. Passing through the corridor he struck the wall opposite, the panels quivering under the connection and causing the weapon to fall from its grasp and rattle upon the floor. The creature shuddered and dropped to what served it as knees, revealing the deep dent in the wall. Through the unnatural cavorting of a now pliant torso the creature flopped and also betrayed its shattered spine. The cadaver was still falling when Tyra was already dealing with the second opponent.

	The beast jerked its aim around with unnatural celerity, divulging the potency of its own enhanced body. The cascade of unleashed fire tore into the wall. Ragged fiery craters opened across it, lighting the underside of her abdomen and widely parted thighs, Tyra having launched herself into the airand over the deadly stream. Snapping her legs closed with a scowl of effort, the shins snapped together on either side of the squat neck, mashing the throat. The blank eyes bulged briefly and she pivoted back, clapping her hands to the ground at its feet, keeping her hold on the assassin and twisting viciously before letting go. The body dropped in a slack heap, leaving her held in her handstand, scrutinising the indolent flesh for any sign that life remained.

	The two remaining monsters whirled, their hands having dragged free wicked blades to deal with the attacker in their midst. Dropping into a roll, a crooked knife whistled horizontally through the space her belly had occupied just moments ago. The virulence of the hack caused the beast to lose balance and stagger into Tyra when she leapt upright at the feet of this aberration, a swinging fist leading her rise. The connection at the base of the rough chin snapped its head up, camrying it from its feet and into the air. The creature dropped back onto stunned feet and collapsed, its legs folding beneath it.

	The other beast instantly drove its weapon at her spine upon a sanguinary stab. A sudden pivot and the back of her hand appeared from nowhere. Slapping the blade aside, she altered the trajectory so that the ramming attack lanced past her flank and delivered the now helpless face of her attacker into a vicious elbow. The strike shattered the bony plates of its hardened brow, causing the inhuman form to drop at her feet, twitching and unleashing a soft gurgling murmur.

	The sprawled beast jerked a hand for a pistol. The weapon came free and then span from its grasp as Tyra kicked and sent the small firearm skidding into the darkness to bounce from metal furniture. The same hovering foot curled up to her chest like a spring and then stabbed down, smashing a heel into prone chest. Bones shattered and organs were crushed, paralysing the beast while it spasmed covertly, all life ebbing before her gaze.

	Pausing, she listened onto the air for sound of secondary waves. The chameleonic skin of the creatures began to flicker, revealing their purple flesh. The powers of optic camouflage failed with the loss of life, exposing not only their true face, but also the intricate yellow tattoos crawling up their arms.

	With silence as Tyra’s only answer, the quest to protect her enslaver vanished, the programme cutting out as swiftly as it had come. Dropping to the floor with a muted cry, the pain of his tools suddenly ran back in place of her rage. Grimacing, she took hold of the clamps near her sex and tentatively squeezed them. The jaws released their morsels, which erupted with fresh pain and made her pound her fists to the floor. The dildo slowly slithered from her until it dropped free, Tyra swimming through the effects of the loss.

	Gathering her senses, she turned her attention elsewhere and cupped her breasts in trembling hands to start the evacuation of the pegs. Each removal brought a sudden spike of agony, and then allowed a slow and gradual withering.

	Curling into a ball on the floor to await the dwindling of her pains, she heard her tyrant rise from his shelter and move forward towards the twisted piles of the slain.

	‘It seems as though my competitor is stepping up her campaign. I shall have to increase security around here, although it would seem pretty superfluous with you at my side,’ he said, nudging one of the bodies with his boot while slotting his pistol back into the holster of his jacket.

	‘Pretty lowly Geec fare, even for Clan Jeortek assassins. They must be answering the contract randomly. If they were true professionals, I doubt they would have been so sloppy in their attack.’

	The revelation as to what they were was all more massively surprising from the fact she had dealt with them so easily. Genetically Enhanced and Engineered Clones had been used as standard assault forces in the settling and exploration of the outer colonies, and for the various conflicts throughout the United Territories. Created specifically for each custom designed purpose, they were supposedly unable to break their genetic programming. Yet despite the myth of fanatic and eternal loyalty, individuals and occasionally entire brood forces sometimes went rogue, going to ground, adapting themselves to their new existence, rewriting their DNA codes and programming, replicating to bolster their numbers while they hid from view. Police and military were under orders to exterminate them on sight. High bounties existed for their destruction, but equally the fugitives found a ready source of support and income as assassins and mercenaries. There was always someone, somewhere with a use for such perfected remorseless bio killers. Due to the difficulty in getting off world, they formed into tight knit clans on the planets in which they were stranded. Each had their own distinct customs and traits, commissioning their personnel to the contracts they received. How could she have slain such forces so easily?

	‘What have you done to me?’ she muttered, alternating her rigorous stare between him and the hands that had butchered the perfectly designed warriors.

	Looking at her, he frowned in puzzlement before noticing her shocked assessment of the carnage she had so naturally caused.

	‘Combat programming. I had hoped it would not be necessary, but I have a rival who is determined to have me eliminated. Upstart treacherous bitch! I’ve run this colony for nine years, and there is no way I'll let some minor player seize it from me. Especially one that I myself took from the filth of the streets,’ he ranted, his anger rising before he recaptured his emotions and quelled them.

	‘You are more than my plaything, you are a bodyguard and perhaps enforcer should the need arise. And as for Lily, she will suffer for the folly of her betrayal.’

	Lowering into a crouch, he cupped her chin with one hand, bringing her stare up to meet his own while he removed a Pocketcomm. Extending the stubby antenna with his teeth, he started to tap out a number.

	‘As a top quality cyborg, you have instantly annihilated the riches it has taken me decades to acquire. But I value my life greatly, and becoming a wealthy corpse is a career move I have no wish to make.’

	Listening to the tone of the device, he pressed the door control while awaiting an answer. Touching it had no effect, so he slammed a fist to the panel, and with a sputter the portal ground closed, restoring privacy.

	‘This is Balthazar. There's been a try and I want security tightened. Now it’s begun I want everyone alert and ready. If there’s another breech I'll be dropping those responsible from my balcony.’

	Closing the channel, he put it away and changed his expression from one of concern to that of libidinous conjuring.

	‘Now, where were we?’ he uttered with a grin.

	Seeing the deserted phallus he tutted and shook his head, exaggerating the false disappointment.

	‘Now why did you remove that? I wanted it left in.’

	Grabbing the oversize toy he dropped it by her hands.

	‘Put it back in, and I won’t punish you for it... this time.’

	‘Please, no,’ she whimpered. ‘I saved your life, don’t make me do this.’

	‘You have a count of ten to put it back in, otherwise I shall get a bigger one, and I shall sheath that one myself, my way.’

	‘Please, I—

	‘Nine.’

	‘Look, I'll—’

	‘Eight.’

	With shaking hands she grabbed the monstrous appendage and opened her legs slightly, her stomach quivering with nervous fright.

	‘Seven.’

	‘All right, all right!’ she sobbed, bringing it lower and putting the bulbous tip to her rear. Closing her eyes she readied to start pushing it in, torn by the recall of the discomfort it brought.

	‘Six,’ he counted, her time running short as she dawdled.

	With a slight pressure she caused it to kiss her sphincter and start to part the muscular ring. In the moments since removal, the flesh had grown accustomed to its freedom and responded bitterly to her attempted restoration of the tool.

	‘Five,’ he said, causing her to grind her teeth and apply greater strength. Her rear seemed to ignite with ardent pangs, the dildo inflicting greater havoc with every millimetre she forced in. Choking back her cries she had to stop and tug out the small measure she had inserted, her tolerance snapping.

	‘Four.’

	The prospect of having him shove it in and applying added pains for her failure drove her to greater efforts, and this time with a gradual rocking motion she started to slip it deeper

	‘Three.’

	More of the length vanished within her, the pain of the insertion making her kick her legs in strain to endure the ordeal.

	‘Two.’

	With a final hiss she slid it fully in and held it with clenched hands, weathering the pounding havoc while her jaws chattered.

	‘One. And oh dear, you have not succeeded,’ he chuckled.

	‘But I have,’ she protested in outrage. ‘It’s in!’

	‘Ah, but these are still loose, and I meant for the full restoration of all I had applied,’ he revealed, flicking the clamps and then taking firm hold of them.

	With a frantic clasp she sought to prevent his intentions, only to have them defeated when he tugged solidly. His strength was aided by his will to have her body fail her and let him yank the accursed instrument free in one. The sudden flight made her arch her back with a shriek and then clutch the offended opening with her hands, cradling the pulsating flesh while she wept with self-pity, her face pressed to the cold floor.

	Taking hold of her hair, he used it as a means to steer her, and with it lifted Tyra to her feet and began to tow her deeper into the room. Driving her beside him, she rose to tiptoe in his grasp, her scalp flicking with little riots of pain as her roots squealed against the hold.

	Presented to a set of customised stocks with only one aperture, Tyra closed her eyes against the sight, unwilling to assess the confines she was being delivered into. Of its own accord the dark metal contraption opened its upper jaw at the centre with their approach, beckoning to her and demanding an insertion. Hungry for a captive, her neck was snagged the moment it entered, the jaws closing back and spitting struts across to lock her within. A soft rubber cushion then inflated along the inner rim to press tightly to her throat.

	Throwing her hands to the device, Tyra tried to prize open the crushing hold. With a whimper she sought to pierce it with her nails, only to have her biceps grabbed and hauled painfully back. The latex strap Balthazar applied was tightened with one savage wrench to make the joints of her elbows touch and hold there. Pawing at her own torso, she could do nothing save whimper as he took her wrists and used a second strap to secure them together above the cuffs. Winding it around the forearms, he forged a hold that gave a little elasticity, a promise of freedom that was denied when the fabric snatched back all the slack it maliciously bestowed. Exploiting her vulnerability, Balthazar’s hands wandered upon her flesh for a moment, feeling the helplessness of his subject before turning to continuing her entrapment. Twin chains were snapped to her wrist restraints and threaded through the centre of the elbow strip. Passed over her shoulders and down at her breasts, the spring clamps at the tips were drawn towards her nipples. With one hand her oppressor lifted her wrists high, twisting them up until she was wailing from the churning torment welling in her shoulders, afflicting every tendon and muscle in her cruelly contorted arms. The position was made all the more severe when the chains were pulled taut and then clipped to her nipples, the pads holding firm and crushing the sensitive points in rigorous maws. Fighting to keep her arms raised, any wilting made the brutality of the clamps increase to intolerable plateaus. She was being stretched between these two tortures, the details causing her to break into wild wriggles and hissing begs for clemency. She appealed to him with every measure of persuasion she could muster, saturating her voice with her desperate melancholy. It was all to no avail, the sadist merely laughing at her words and continuing his dark work.

	Only the stocks stopped her collapsing, her stocking sheathed legs shuddering under her torment, barely able to support. Taking nooses of thick rope, he slipped one over each delicate mesh covered foot. Riding the bands upward, he tightened them with a pull at the very top of her thighs. The grip caused her mind to race with ghastly possibilities, her enforced position keeping her gaze away during his application of a leg spreader just above her knees. A pair of leather shackles held the short pole between them, enforcing a lewd split as he attached the loose ends of the coil to a winch in the ceiling. The device stole away the slack in an instant and ripped her legs from the floor, stretching her terribly between her neck and her thighs. The nooses sank in to hold firm, the compressing stout garrotte about her thighs making her shriek aloud. Her voice wailed while she was racked in a most stringent mode. Her legs kicked wildly, the jolting causing the bonds to elevate in their effects, but instinct ruled her and she struggled without hesitation. The floor was now out of reach, holding her in a suspended demeaning pose that filled her entire form with waves of thundering myalgia.

	Screaming her protests, filling the chamber with her keening holler, she could do nothing when the dildo was once more taken up and aimed into her splayed legs. The touch of the bulbous tip to her rear had her fighting to close her punished limbs. But the leg spreader denied her this retreat and kept her abdomen all too willing to accept the thrust of the tyrant.

	Her final words of imploring vanished into a choke as he pushed roughly, stabbing the monstrous replica phallus into her. The return was announced with a detonation of internal suffering during a deep ride where it stopped only once, until it was pushing against the limits of her innards. The sliding entry had her squawking, the acute penetration filling her, making it feel as though she were being spitted. The presence of the intruder was made all the more noticeable and appalling when he started to rock it back and forth.

	Turning the impaling rod he pivoted upon her sphincter to churn her insides while she squealed in a continuous drone. Taken to a peak of woe, her lungs were being pushed to the very limit of their ability as they tried to feed enough air to supply her shrieks. Amidst this storm was the bliss, the feel of being opened so massively, of being deflowered by this beast of a dildo, of surrendering to its titan assault.

	Ending the manoeuvring of the instrument, he drew the clips around and snapped them back into place. The anchors that opened her sex were just as unbearable now that he had restored the initial position in full.

	Heid aloft by her shackles, she could do nothing while he walked around before her gaze, dining upon her cries, the tears streaming down her face and the imploring in her glazed stare. The rapture in his face irked her more than the tools of pain, his satisfaction in her hell stoking an animosity she was powerless to act upon. Her deepest wishes had been fulfilled by this new life, but they had been granted in the most twisted form imaginable.

	Afflicted by Terra Syndrome from an early age, her crippled gene defects were the product of the human race’s degeneration into decrepitude, and the lingering effects of the Genetic viruses that had been so popular in long forgotten wars and skirmishes. It was a widespread problem that sentenced its victims to a life of inactivity as wasted husks, bedridden and helpless. All her life she had dreamed of being able to move and feel, to experience new sensations and to do the things others took for granted. Now she was being bestowed sensation in abundance, but only in the bleakest forms. This new life was a monstrous joke, and an unendurable burden she wished she was ready to shed, whatever the consequences. But despite the horror, the bliss was becoming more tempting, melting her slowly to this lot.

	Praying for an end to her ordeal, she could do nothing save suffer and wriggle while Balthazar soaked up her distress and stole a thin cane from the wall. Slashing through the air before her eyes, he displayed fully the venom he was about to apply to the blows. Strolling behind her, he left her ignorant as to where he was to attack first.

	A brief whistle of air preceded an explosion of heat across her shin. The stripe was joined by a sudden chaotic deluge of similar strikes, each hacking into her legs. Her writhing limbs caused his whacks to fall all the more randomly while he exerted all his strength into the punishing of her flesh, the stockings proving to be a woefully inadequate defence. She instinctively tried to shield her beset regions. But the attempt was mindlessly discouraged by the clamps at her breasts, which tore back at the movement of her arms and demanded she cease her struggles. Her rear clenched with the strain of enduring the storm, her muscles pushing at the phallus to make it pull at the clamps, the pinch upon her thighs increasing ferociously with every denied attempt at expulsion.

	Tyra knew all to well that her mighty form could break free of the restraints with minimum effort. This made it all the more exceptionally harrowing because she could do no more than hang in the web of restraints, airing her sorrow for his ongoing pleasure. If only others would attack, to let her rip herself free of the ordeal, even if it meant surrendering herself to the protection of this monstrous villain. If she was at least simply suffering it would be easier, but the delight she was finding in it was more than she dared face.

	Dozens of blows fell, his assault continuing until she was no longer able to keep track of his vindictive tally. When they stopped she could barely notice, the throbbing keen of his strikes still remaining at a constant powerful level. They dwindled slowly, until she was left solely with the dismay of her unrelenting bondage.

	Balthazar stepped back around to replace the weapon that had been so diligently applied to her helpless form. His features were streaked with sweat, a trait she realised her own flesh was not capable of mimicking. The fact that this superb frame of hers could sustain tortures that would have crippled or killed a mortal shell, while still cursing her with more sensation than organic flesh could muster, was all the more distressing with the foreknowledge that Balthazar would be continuing this regime of sadism — a regime that could not possibly be curtailed by her demise.

	Wiping away the perspiration with his sleeve, he hooked the cane over the vacant peg and turned back to her with a demonic glint to his stare. The mere sight of this made her flinch and issue further gurgling protests, the words virtually incoherent because of her extreme state of shock. Her mind was too beset by tragedy to string together anything more than random, slurred syllables.

	From an awaiting shelf he lifted a pair of thick latex gloves, the black sheaths slipping onto his hands with a slow pull. The moist fabric sparkled in the dull light as it creaked upon the knuckles of his balled fists. Each phallic sheath was dotted with tiny nodules and ridges of carnal intensification.

	With a steady pace he advanced upon her, his fingers metamorphosed into rounded batons by the gloves. Moving behind her she cringed in anticipation and then groaned when she felt the slick fingertips probing around her loins like inquisitive worms. Fingers moved into her belly, the bunched collection opening the clamp-parted orifice. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes rolled back, the bumpy digits tickling her womb, bringing about a shredding maelstrom of utter rapture. A licentious fog spilled through her frame, making her gasp aloud at the sheer purity of it, erasing the effects of the bondage, even making the dildo a more welcome instrument.

	The feeling remained, but was shrouded in havoc as he pushed deeper, the conical bunch of digits opening her to an insufferable degree. Tyra spasmed in her restraints, the internal violation of her intimacy driving her wild with added resentment and calamity. The fingers began with sterner play, stretching and diving deep, punishing her tracts with their oversized dimensions. Such intrusion made her shriek afresh with this new duress, the small bumps tickling her to chalienge it.

	The other hand flipped over and began to knead her cleavage, the rough groping of her flesh continuing while he probed her internally, exploring his sentient article in full.

	Mewling in despondence the feel of his punishing invasion dragged out a new sense of ..4usea and added it to the loathing of her captor. The impaling extremity rode around for long minutes and slowly drew free. His fingers hooked upon her tracts and brought out a prolonged groan of disgust and faint shudders of delight before they started to slip free for real. She hated him more for making her enjoy this than for being responsible for it. She did not want to be like this, she did not want to become a devotee of such perversity, but against such treatment it was inevitable.

	After wiping the residue of her juices upon her back, Balthazar tore the gloves free with an elasticated snap and flung them carelessly aside. A sudden cranking grind drowned her wheezing breath, the winch paying out the stash of slack, restoring her feet to the floor, letting her take the pressure from her afflicted throat. The clamps were set free from breasts and thighs. The moments of her quiet were destroyed with a squeak of shock, the pinched flesh disclosing a last malediction in response to the fleeing metal companions. With a strain she started to force the dildo out, pushing with all her flagging vitality until only a little remained, the implement drooping and about to fall free. Balthazar decided otherwise, and grabbing the base he forced it back in, erasing the product of her efforts. Her groan of misery rose to a gasping grunt when it pushed against the limits of her anus. The grip fell away, leaving her to once more renew her attempts to expel the stolid interloper, the plastic gliding against the burned tunnel of her rear until it was almost lost. Yet again he let her reach the very moment of relief before cancelling her efforts and stuffing it rudely back in.

	‘Bastard, stop doing that!’ Tyra spat, her resentment finally exploding now she was not compelled to spend her breath on howls.

	‘Watch that language, slave,’ said Balthazar, and ended the antagonistic deed with a sudden twist. Turning the dildo as though it were a dial, he flicked it one way then the other, searching for an elusive setting that had Tyra’s abdomen convulsing before he relinquished his control over it.

	‘Stop! Aaaah! Stop! Please, you’re killing me!’ she wailed, intent on exploiting any lie to cause a cessation.

	‘Then say you are sorry,’ he offered, jabbing deep and making her cry out. .

	‘I’m sorry,’ she blurted hasuly ‘I apologise. I didn’t mean it, I swear!’

	The moment she stopped speaking his hand fell away. The discomfort and existence of the injected rod demanded that she continue, even though it was probably futile. Sobbing with effort and exhaustion she manipulated her already massively overtaxed muscles, fighting for ejection. Without his interference this time, the dildo slipped free and dropped to the floor with the chime of chains and a muffled thump. Tyra gifted herself to a gasp of relief at her triumph.

	A touch to the stocks by her abuser brought them to life and had the interior cushion deflating and the jaws opening to set her free. Crumbling as though all energy had been stolen, Tyra fell into a loose slouch and then dropped onto her side. Conducting the occasional shiver through her structure, Tyra’s nerves felt frayed by the ordeal. Her legs were zebra striped with mauve weals, and dithering wells of discomfort had set themselves up in wherever she had been abused.

	Tugging weakly at the straps pinning her arms back, she kept her face to the chill metal floor and let the residue of pains dwindle to less effulgent pinnacles. Her body was restoring itself at an incredible rate, the legions of microscopic robotic maintenance drones within her now repairing the over exerted fibres of her being. But some damage was beyond their ability to correct. They could heal her anatomy, but could do nothing to quell the psychological scars Balthazar had carved into her psyche with his deranged lusts.

	The sounds of the grand miscreant moving to and fro failed to rouse her, for she simply did not care any more. Her mind was numb, seemingly coated in feathers.

	With a merry skip he seated himself upon a nearby rack. With his legs dangling over the side, he lifted one of the assassin’s forsaken weapons and looked over the complex structure.

	‘Get up,’ he commanded, tracing a finger over the stocky weapon and then unscrewing the silencer before setting aside the thin tube.

	Tyra failed to respond, instead choosing to remain prostrate on the floor. Her legs were folded up to her chest, her ears still ringing from the pitch and din of her own screams.

	‘I told you torise!’ he repeated with added sternness, and a familiar soft metallic clunk aired prior to a brief chorus of hydraulic murmurs and clicks.

	The sound was identical to the cocking of the weapon and the deployment of the various added functions, the fircarm spreading itself out into a more comfortable position.

	Too frightened to risk calling his bluff that he would not fire upon his new toy, she shuffled her welt and hose covered legs beneath her. Rising to her knees, her ashamed gaze was kept low. It was here that she saw a triangle of small red laser spots lingering across her body, the pale skin shivering with trepidation while his aim served to demand her compliance. Her eyes shuffled and peered into the spectrum that permitted her to see the full beam that created the dots, adapting instantly.

	‘Come over here and lick my boots,’ he purred softly.

	To be kept captive and tormented when there was nothing she could do about it was one thing. To actively humiliate herself before him was beyond her ability.

	Though she knew she should obey, she could not bring herself to do it, the call of her salaciously fashioned vessel to do what he commanded being overruled by the bile that was almost choking her. The capability to resist revealed that the inserted general servility to his will was a lowly thing, something she could resist if she tried. Did this also mean that with enough effort she could defeat the cardinal rule that stopped her from injuring him? If she could gather the willpower, collect a reservoir far greater than anything she currently possessed, maybe she could manage it.

	A momentary burst of fire ripped aside the heavy weight of silence and caused a short trail of sparks to run beside her. The blare of the weapon made her cringe in terror, throwing herself aside from the proximity of the assault. Huddled on her side, her hands fought the straps, her eyes screwed shut. Tyra listened as meagre quiet returned in the wake of the cheerful chime of spent cartridges bouncing upon the rack, dropping onto the floor, their xylophone rattle singing a duet with her sobs.

	‘Do as I command,’ he snapped, all patience having evaporated from his voice.

	Etching another scintillating line before her face, the expert placement of his attack suggested more than a passing familiarity with firearms. The blinding flashes had her shouting with alarm and shaking back, frantically restoring herself to her knees and haphazardly shuffling forward with a clumsiness borne of fright.

	Letting the smoking source of her encouragement hang loose in his grasp, he smiled broadly while Tyra arose at his hovering feet and let her tongue fall across them. The smooth material of his boots passed under her attention while she lapped at them, her heart and soul being savaged by the derogation. How could he be so inhuman towards her? Surely he could not actually see her as a mere object, a non-sentient thing to be used like a mere tool for his pleasure? Yet he continued to mete out punishment without any interference from conscience or regret.

	‘That’s enough,’ he muttered, pressing the muzzle to her shoulder, pushing the flesh and driving her back to cower before him.

	The wavering barrel swung before her, the merest squeeze being enough to shred her frame. Would it kill her, or merely hideously maim her body, leaving her mind to experience the full ravages of such abuse without any possibility of blessed demise? Just what were the limits and tolerances of this body? And would he make her find out?

	‘Now get up onto your feet,’ he demanded, indicating with the weapon via abrupt bobs.

	The dipping muzzle had her shuffling into a squat and then lifting up, her balance still a little unsteady from the prolonged effects of the ordeal. Standing naked before him, presented to her enslaver in the manner of a wanton trinket, she closed her eyes and flinched as he dropped the tip of the barrel to her collar. He began to lazily trail the cold metal tip downwards, weaving around her breasts and to her belly where he rubbed it against her womb. The touch of the smooth metal sent shivers of sudden pleasure through her. Tyra shuddered violently at the unexpected ferocity of this rapture, her legs quivering as she shuffled on the spot, divided on how she should respond to this unexpected action. The intensity with which this body felt did not just extend to the insufferabie, but covered the heavenly as well. The discovery was one that cased her mind slightly, for it meant that if she could just dissuade the amercement, unparalleled bliss would be within herreach. -

	Rocking the point against her sex, Balthazar had her eyes flitting while she started to grind her teeth. Such an intense response to this intimate caress caused him to reach up and stroke her cleavage with his spare hand by way of compensation for this supposed favour to her. Straining against the straps, their slight give continued to promise a means of escape, of wriggling free and sloughing them off. Such a gift was then stolen away before it could be attained, making them an all the more annoying curse.

	The stimulating tip withdrew and he set the weapon on the surface of the rack before slipping free and roving off towards the wall. He began making selections, leaving Tyra to simply remain where she was, shaking slightly. The fury of her joy from such contact was troubling her greatly, for despite the humbling nature of her ravishment, her delight in it had eclipsed all her mental troubles. Against such fierce bliss she would be defenceless, rendered a wanton creature to this criminal’s ownership.

	A small pile of latex and leather was dropped onto the rack and her enslaver suddenly stepped behind her to begin unfastening the straps. The whirling pulse within her arms almost brought her to a faint, the storm of renewed feeling distorting her balance and making her sway. The rubber coils fled fully from her arms, letting the limbs finally fall by her sides, the feeling returning to them swiftly as the pinch marks started to fade. Clenching her hands into fists, finally able to move freely, the long trials of his attention seemed over — for now at least.

	In place of the warm glow of pleasure came an unexpected tide of resentment and anger. The animus stemmed from his using of her thus, and that she had succumbed to the ecstasy of his caress so freely.

	It would be so easy to strike him down, for even without her lethal abilities at the forefront of her mind her superhuman form was more than able to dispatch him. Yet it was a denied fantasy, one she was sure never to manifest in reality unless she could garner the force of will.

	‘Put those on,’ Balthazar crooned, stepping away and lounging against an ornate set of gallows while he watched her from a short distance.

	It did not matter that the clothes were probably penurious fetishistic attire, she preferred anything to nakedness before this lecherous beast. So she moved forward swiftly and spread the accumulated pile to find out what he had gathered for his animate mannequin.

	The latex undergarments he’d selected were not objects of ease or comfort, for they had been embellished to ensure the continuation of his corrupt dominion. The briefs threw off suspenders and were armed with swollen inward aiming phalluses. The strapless bra had silver metal cones at the tip of each breast. The additions were more than mere ornaments, for within she could see automated clamps, ready and waiting to snag her nipples the instant they settled into the awaiting slots. Even the collar upon which she was to be set had visible veins of circuitry running within, their purpose as yet unknown, but no doubt dark in intent and evil of purpose. The only things he had prepared for her that were remotely normal were fishnet stockings and the stiletto heeled ankle boots of patent leather, the shoes prepared with their own locked band.

	Resigned to the company of these garments, she removed the fine denier hose and slipped her legs into the net stockings. Applying the boots, the dagger heel took a few moments to accustom too, her body resetting its equilibrium automatically to take the violent stilt into account.

	Opening the waist of the briefs between her thumbs, she looked at the horrendous arsenal of implements within and sighed with futility and worry before stepping in and pulling them up. Steering the rounded heads of the dildos to her orifices, the entry made her moan because they were harder to insert this time, their dimensions making her whimper and jolt with the hesitant application. They were longer than she could accommodate, leaving the sceptres of uneasiness pushing to the maximum depths of her orifices by the taut fabric pinning them in position.

	With a final gentle pull she wriggled her abdomen into them, the rods slipping deeper as the exceedingly tight fit pressed about her, warm and safe feeling, like a second skin.

	After clipping the suspenders to the stockings, she clenched her teeth and picked up the bra. The cups welcomed her breasts and the tips gave a hollow click and snapped to her nipples, squeezing tight, dragging into themselves and holding firm. They made her air a segment of a scream and grab the solid devices, unable to remove the garment now it had locked into position. The initial peak of their bite settled into a more troubling deep throb, and she eased her breath.

	With her body once more afflicted by mayhem, she grabbed the high collar and wrapped it about her throat, the buckles giving a soft snick once they had settled and sealed into position.

	‘Get on your knees,’ said Balthazar.

	The momentary delay wrought by her intense discomfort brought a zealous response. Merely brushing one of the circuit implants on his temple, Balthazar caused the collar to explode with excruciating life. A flow of searing voltage poured into her, making her tense into a rigid stance, her body vibrating as her mouth was thrown open. But she was unable to scream aloud, only remain in a petrified stance, her body crippled by the lightning force ripping through her every fibre, gnawing upon her nerves with ragged teeth. Deprived of speech and breath she could do nothing except stretch her jaws wide and hang in a tensed cruciform.

	A powerful grip clasped her biceps, crushing the flesh and pinning her arms back. The immovable hold rendering her helpless while a shadow bathed form moved before her, its outlines exposed by the crude bonfire behind. The grimy light flickered within a hole-peppered drum, the barrel serving to cripple the outpouring of illumination.

	The stink of the ramshackle chamber was a mixture of decay and rotting meat, corrupted with soot and the scent of squalor and bodies. The glow emanated from the corner, revealing the form before her as a vague, burly silhouette.

	Hands locked to the plummeting neckline of her clinging dress and with a wrench tore the front open, leaving her naked save for her thigh boots. The torn rags were cast aside and hands grasped her breasts, squeezing them while she gasped under the touch.

	The nebulous form closed in and sunk fingers into her belly, proking at her sex, a reconnaissance so he could steer himself within. The rigid member flowed up into her, lifting her to tiptoe, her heels wavering unsteadily when he pushed deep and pawed at her cleavage. Fetid breath washed over her Jace in racing fits while his comrade’s cackling giggle rose into her ears, his hold taking the opportunity to massage rather than merely restrain.

	The short burst ended just as quickly as it had come. Swaying on the lofty heels, her body then collapsed as though the energy he had poured into her had washed away all trace of life. The drop into an otiose crouch made her arch her back and yell, the latex being drawn tight over her rear, driving the dildo deeper, causing her to suffer their infernal jab.

	Rising to her knees she pulled at the crotch of her briefs. Giving herself some much needed slack, she employed her anus to push the intruder back out, the tightness of the rubber making this minor feat a gruelling one.

	Balthazar loomed over her with menace in mind.

	‘Put your hands on your head,’ he uttered softly, and watched as she lifted her arms up and carefully interlocked the fingers over her crown.

	The toe of his boot shifted towards her and rose to find the base of the nearest dildo. Resting on his heel he exerted a slight push with his toe, making it ride up and push more fervently to the deepest regions of her sex. Tensing while he increased the stress, she dug her nails into her fingers and closed her eyes. Scowling inwardly in endurance of his latest misdemeanour, her muscles rippled while she straightened into a flexed posture.

	‘Now open my trousers,’ he said without inflection, declaring his wants in the manner of the most mundane of ultimatums.

	With the spear of pain digging into her belly all dissension suddenly vanished and she flicked her hands forward and unfastened the front of his white apparel. She knew what he was after, and by anticipating it perhaps his shocking attention would pass all the sooner. Trying to disassociate herself from this act of carnal submission, she reached into the small vent to pull free the desired member. Upon trying to unfold it from its hiding place, she found him already rigid with unleashed concupiscence, and Tyra froze.

	‘Perform for me, slave,’ he whispered, the slight touch of her soft fingertips to the guiding influence behind his actions stoking an already raging libido.

	Tyra desperately wanted to comply, but even with an added push to the dildo that had her twitching, she could not debase herself thus for his pleasure.

	Riled by the lull in her submission, Balthazar’s hand rose to his exposed scalp, causing Tyra’s stomach to knot in chagrin dread of another dose of voltage. But instead he brushed a new section located towards the tail of the scorpion.

	The sudden inflation of the dildos doubled her up with a cry, her hands dropping from his opened trousers to grab at the bases and try to pull them out. The intruders were swelling swiftly to light up her abdomen with a struggling force, one that brought a level of pain she could not have even anticipated.

	Hooking her fingers into the waist of the garment she was lost to animal instinct, and was about to haul them off when

	Balthazar snapped at her with such severity that it instantly paralysed her.

	‘Don’t you dare take them off!’

	A touch to the forefront of his tattoo brought the collar to vengeful life and threw Tyra back. Dropping her shoulders to the floor, her legs still folded beneath her. Her arms splayed out, reduced to shuddering claws, and she shrieked and vibrated under the mordant flow, her wail corrupted into an infantile squeal.

	The current broke off and left her an exhausted wreck. The occasional uncontrolled convulsion ran through her, and blurred vision caused the world to flow like water.

	Any promise of rest following Balthazar’s indoctrinating therapy fled as the dildos began to swell again. Reviving her with the discipline, he once more made her clutch at her crotch and sob with despair. i

	‘They’re tearing me apart, stop them! I can feel my insides splitting!’ she professed, exaggerating the lie to try and find mercy.

	‘Do as I command and perform for me!’ he growled, and gave her a momentary burst of electrical encouragement.

	Weeping without reservation, Tyra clawed her way back to her knees. Her limbs were responding meekly to her commands, the connections between brain and body pressed to function properly in the face of the ordeal.

	Tyra’s innards were pounding with the terrible ache from the bloated dimensions of the dildos, and unable to hold her rejection of him any longer, she reached in and pulled free his tumescent shaft. Dropping her head forward she parted her lips and swallowed up the length, torn with disgust at her own inadequacies, her inability to endure his abuse and maintain her fagade of rebellion.

	The trespassers stopped growing and left him to soak up the delight while she performed the required fellatio. Her head dropped back and forth, his shaft rubbing against her mouth, sliding against her encouraging tongue. There was nothing she could do to improve her fate; only through obedience could she hope to alleviate her nightmare. Perhaps she could escape, flee to the lost shadows of the colony. Her body was self-sustaining and required nothing in the way of nourishment or rest, but self-sufficiency would not be enough. The Corporation would be hot on her trail wherever she went, and if they caught her, she could well end up being removed from the body as though she were no more than a defective part. Such a prospect carried the thought of her final demise, but also it held up the chilling possibility of storage. To be hooked into minimal life support, floating in a sea of sensory deprivation; no body, no eyes, no ears, no mouth — only her thoughts, trapped and sealed within a cell the size of her own mind. Without the possibility of a body to fail her she might last another lifetime in such purgatory, going insane within her own confines. The mere notion made her shudder as though icy fingers were tickling her spine.

	Digits slid into her hair, closing and enforcing a more speedy rate. The dildos began to slowly dwindle, deflating and alleviating the horrendous strain within her, the gentle relief making her more amiable to the task. The jerking of her skull was kindling small clusters of whiplash in her neck. Raising her arms to try and stop him she hesitated before they intervened, realising the possible folly of trying to exert any measure of control. After a moment pondering she thought better of irking the villain again and reluctantly let them lower, leaving herself to be used for Balthazar’s lust.

	Tyra could hear his breath quickening while he neared orgasm, the feel of her sculpted mouth upon his sex driving him into a frenzy. The soft groans from his throat rose in volume until he suddenly tightened his hold and jolted. His face shrivelled into a grimace of exquisite delight and he drew her head fully onto his length, pushing his tip to the back of her throat, uncaring of the choking invasion. A wash of hot fluid stained her mouth, the salty tang upon her tongue turning her stomach while she considered the prospect of consumption. With tears riding out across her cheeks she gulped and shuddered when the treacle cargo flowed lazily down her throat, clinging to the fleshy walls. His enforced motions became random and spasmodic, the quantity in her mouth being increased with smaller influxes. Balthazar extracted every amount of ecstasy from her, manifesting his every quivering nugget of rapture as another dose of his seed. The whimsical jolts started to slow until he finally stopped and pushed her away with a satisfied exhale.

	Scuttling back rather than dropping into a crouch, she wiped the thin line of viscous slime from her chin. Glaring up at him, the foul flavour still pervaded on her taste buds, her inveterate bitterness swirling in her heart. The satisfied smirk on his face irritated her all the more, and she had to hold her voice in check before she unleashed her poised imprecations at him.

	After restoring his own preened visage, Balthazar clipped a leash to her collar and lifted Tyra to her feet. The heels brought her eye to eye with the brute, his dark gaze boring into her own pale pupils as though the answers to her temperament were locked within. Balthazar reached out, his hands wandering upon her, tracing the edges of ber latex garments, revelling in the smooth velvet skin she had been granted.

	It took all her resolve to maintain an impassive countenance in the face of his close scrutiny, the sensation of him groping at her in any way he wished screaming for her to retaliate somehow. The touches to her were enticing, especially when they made her more aware of the tight embrace of her latex attire. But she was just as eager to hldc this as she was to hide her choler of him. . ‘

	A soft beep came from within the folds of hxs Jacket, causmg him to stop suddenly and curse under his breath. Grabbing her chin in one hand he peered directly into her eyes, adding greater weight to his words.

	‘This rebellious attitude is entertaining, but I am growing rapidly tired of it. Become more compliant to my wishes or I'll have you broken in like an animal. The acts you’ll be dragged through will leave your soul in ribbons and have you reduced to an obedient pet. The decision is yours, so contemplate it while we attend a business meeting.’

	Taking up a gag, he pressed his fingers into her cheeks, forcing open her feeble jaws so he might slot the rectangular brick of the device into her mouth. The smoothed sides reached in, the end that led the way being open and hollow.

	The plate that threw this object into her maw bore riveted straps, the thick leather strips hanging from their source like slender tentacles. Balthazar lifted the uppermost, the two small strips affixed to it rising along her nose to merge at her brow, riding over her forehead, locking to the rear of her collar. Another pair snaked from the sides and extended around her head to snag the strap riding over her crown. The last cupped her chin to close her jaws upon the solid box in her mouth.

	‘Slot your tongue in,’ he ordered.

	Tyra dithered for a moment, her tongue raised and holding baek, her concern of what the gag would do unsettling her. She had suspicions but no certain answers, and it was this mystery that inspired her fear.

	‘Now!’ he growled.

	Tentatively reaching the tip forward, it found the rim of the opening and entered with caution. A sudden powerful suction established a vice like grip upon the base of the soft flesh, grabbing her tongue and hauling it in, snapping the organ to the limits of its elasticity. Just at the same moment the array of straps suddenly withered, shrinking to establish a ghastly crush upon her head, singing a cheery chorus of clicks, locking into position. Grabbing the thick plate that bore the device, Tyra wrenched herself away from Balthazar. Her eyes wide she fought to get herself free. The sound of her gurgling distress was stifled when the exterior of the box that had so ruthlessly arrested her tongue threw out thick balloons in all directions. The expanding sacs billowed to apply extreme pressure upon the interior. Forcing open her jaws, it suddenly filled her mouth in all directions, expanding outward with might until her maw was being strained against the imprisoning straps, her tongue held forward and entrapped within the cocoon of balioons. Choking upon this stifling companion, she clawed at the locked buckles and wheezed slowly through her nose, retching uncontrollably until she was able to accustom a little to the device’s push for her gullet.

	Having silenced his recalcitrant creature, Balthazar wound his hand about the leash, smiled, and stepped aside, drawing her in his wake like a faithful hound. Donning his jacket, he checked his own firearm and straightened the folds of material before moving off again.

	Held upon the demeaning leash she was taken from the room and back into the corridor, the soft carpet under her feet letting her rapier heels sink into the accommodating depth. When the door opened and permitted them to step into the foreboding light, it revealed that the slain assassin she had smashed into the wall was gone, only the damage remained. Six men in suits had replaced the alien form, their styled clothing concealing the covert bulges of firearms at waist or beneath armpits. The employees of her owner were wary eyed, the instigation of conflict with another group causing them to pique their senses.

	‘Clear up that mess,’ Balthazar announced, indicating the dead bodies within the chamber.

	The men tried to keep their attention fixed on their sentry task, but each seized any chance to leer at Tyra with a powerful desire.

	Three of them stepped in and each grabbed ankles, dragging the slack carcasses from the room and down the opposite path of the passage, leaving Tyra to be drawn deeper into the dwelling. The latex clothing tightened upon her while she walked, the winks of light upon the polished surfaces lost to her when each step made the pane stretched across her hindquarters tighten in the rhythm of her stride. The motion caused a slight but sharp twinge of added discomfort from the phallus’s slotted within her.

	A set of double doors beckoned at the end of the corridor. The plain panels were flanked by two elevated alcoves, the small boxes centred in the wall. The apertures extended twin short barrels with a trio of lens eyes reaching out to one side. The gun ports moved slowly, tracking them while they approached, the computer systems within running through their files and finding the approaching entourage acceptable.

	At the portal a rectangle flicked into illuminated life, accepting Balthazar’s palm. The pane of light flicked with pulses and then vanished, the disappearance causing the doors to slide gracefully and silently apart.

	The metal veil parted and disclosed a spacious circular room, the walls barren and plain. The polished surfaces reflected the lights that dotted a circular table at the heart of the chamber, the dark wooden perimeter surrounded by talt chairs. The carpeted floor was a deep blue shade, as though mimicking the vault above, for the ceiling was a lattice of large glass panes. Through the vast skylight could be seen the prowling majesty of the night sky. The heavens were dark and ominous, streaked with black and blue that flashed with cascading jagged forks of lightning. No sound penetrated the room from without, giving the sights of the sky a dreamlike quality, like they were a projection rather than a view of reality. The flashes of light cast back the gloom of the chamber in strobe light flickers, alternately revealing the occupants in subdued hints and blinding bleached white clarity.

	The dozen or so assembled guests were of varied visage, their only thing in common being the aura of malfeasance that clung about each like some intangible cloak.

	Tyra suddenly felt extremely exposed in this public setting, especially when the group cast their eyes to her and lingered while Balthazar moved round and took the only vacant chair. Slipping into it, he dragged down with the leash to make her settle into a crouch at his side in mockery of a canine. The gurgle of pain when the dildos were forced deeper went unheard, the gag smothering her signal of distress while her jaws ached from the compression and her tongue from the racking ordeal.

	‘Very well, no doubt we’re all busy, so let’s get on with this,’ he said, sinking back into his throne, an idle emperor listening to the news of his realm. ‘Report.’

	‘Kevorkian’s initiated a substantial contract on your life,’ testified a wiry man, his reedy voice irritating to the ear. ‘It’s unknown whether or not she’s made links to the main clan and commissioned assassins, but it’s a distinct possibility.’

	‘But we’ve had Jeortek assassins in here,’ interjected a suave individual, his manner confident and smug. ‘I think that hints to her having established contact with them.’

	‘It’s a possibility, but not a likely one,’ retorted the slender mobster. ‘If she’d contacted Clan Jeortek, then the agents sent here would’ ve been considerably more lethal. I think the group that attacked were freelancing, trying to gain prestige in the ranks of their fellows or some such nonsense. You know how the Geecs are when it comes to proving their perfection.’

	‘I prefer to err on the side of caution,’ replied Balthazar, and nodded to the next of the assembled as he flicked a hidden switch and had a small section of the table rise before him. The inch thick panel flickered into life and projected a screen and keyboard onto it’s slanted surface. The crystal data display rolled with streams of information, holographically projected across it. ‘I want all perimeter guards trebled and internal sensors adapted to scan on all energy frequencies. I don’t want a repeat of what happened earlier.’

	‘She’s also trying to wriggle her way into our northern business dealings,’ reported a slender woman, her fringe of dark hair almost hiding a gaze that lingered frequently upon Tyra. It disturbed the captive greatly, all the more so because of Balthazar’s detoured attention, now fixated upon the console where he was checking monetary figures and detailed ledgers. ‘Already our people are encountering problems at every level,’ continued the woman. ‘Profits are suffering.’

	‘Tell all outlets to be on their guard. Increase all security measures, and keep business as close to normal as possible.’

	‘We are not going to retaliate?’ she retorted. ‘Surely the eradication of the encroaching forces would be a wiser move?’

	‘Angelica, until we know where she’s operating from and thus can sever the head of this infant cartel, any destruction of the operatives she has abroad via open conflict will only serve to solicit police attention. At present we can count on their apathy, but armed warfare in the streets will demand intervention.’

	‘So? We can sustain the loses, can Kevorkian?’

	‘The reason we’ve so much influence in authority is because we maintain a low profile. If we respond to this threat with heavy-handed barbarity we could lose every quarter of power we hold over the colonial government.’

	‘But, surely we—‘ she began, and had her words cut off with a silencing wave, an act that obviously irritated and infuriated to no small degree.

	‘I’ll deal with our little rival and former comrade soon enough. In the meantime I want everything running like she did not even exist. Be wary and careful, but take no pre- emptive action against her.’

	The finality in his words ended Angelica’s argument, an argument that was too filled with rancour to stem from the mere act of deserting the cartel to become its chief rival.

	‘Now, go back to your territories and do not concern yourselves with this problem. Our sources and backers are used to our reliability, they do not like risks, and we have them believing us a safe and trustworthy organisation. Lily Kevorkian is a minor annoyance such as arises from time to time. She will fade soon enough.’

	The assurance in his voice was vastly different to the anger and worry he had displayed in private. Balthazar was giving his underlings courage and secunty, despite his own misgivings.

	‘We will meet again in a few days to reassess the situation.’

	The assembled rose from their chairs and filed out, talking irreverently amongst themselves while the doors parted for them, permitting exit.

	With the meeting concluded, Tyra was moved out and back into the winding maze of passages that was his bastion in the clouds. A door presented itself and slithered aside with Balthazar’s palm print, revealing the same grim room as before. The dungeon had not changed, only the damaged portions repaired and the unwelcome guests removed.

	Still held upon the leash, she was delivered to a small cage located in one of the shadowy recesses of the chamber. The stout metal bars formed walls and a roof that bore a thick chain at the centre, the dark links flowing up into the ceiling of the room. The floor was solid, with numerous holes set across its surfaces, the neat rows running across the thick base and catering to an as yet unknown purpose.

	Hauling down, he forced Tyra back onto her knees, the repeat of the phalluses’ plunge deeper into her abdomen making the flesh clench. In this instant of distraction he drew her arms back and slid a single conical leather sheath onto them. Tightening the laces with a pull, he hauled her arms closer together, bending them painfully while her hands struggled within the single mitten at the tip of the cone. The leather creaked with strain as he made sure it was fully drawn in, leaving no measure of slack for her to exploit or enjoy before tying off the laces in a complex knot.

	All hope that he would remove the aggravating gag was crushed when a latex hood was tugged down over her features. The firm clinch of the unusually thick garment compressed her entire skull and face, holding the gag to her with even greater potency and denying decent sight. The only apertures were small circular holes to allow her restricted vision and hampered breath through her nose, every inhale making the impermeable material cling all the more fervently to her skin. A wrench at laces set down the back tightened it further, turning the mere hood into a most rigorous discipline helmet.

	A buckled strap was threaded through the belt hoops at her wrists, and closed the joints tightly together to steal away the bagginess of the mitten. A clip at the apex accepted a short chain that he reached up towards her collar, and with a twist he reversed the leather band at her throat. The leash was forgotten in this configuration of bondage and dangled as he applied a new strand of silvery links. Catching the first notch in the buckle he left the loosed strap to lie upon the roller, leaving it free of the anchor. The connection made any attempt to lower her arms tighten the collar, creating an effective choke chain that was readily and frequently to be employed. The shortness of the link held her arms high and straight, forcing her chest out with mock pride. Also, the hold of the leather sheath denied her the ability to bend her limbs and thereby alleviate this added stress upon her already amply assailed frame.

	‘Get in the cage,’ he uttered, and she jumped when a buming weal was painted upon her stockinged thigh.

	The unknown weapon paused a moment before laying down another stripe on her rear, the red line fully crossing the soft white flesh of her buttocks.

	‘Now!’

	With a crippled scuffle she crawled in, recalling the direction from memory. The engrams were clear and accurate, so detailed that she could move into the tiny prison without bumping into the restrictive walls.

	Facing away from the door, she stopped and listened while the fiend continued his work, preparing her for an as yet undetermined period of captivity. A clip was snapped around the material between the two dildos, the slender strip of latex at her loins being connected to a small metal hoop set in the centre of the floor.

	Her feet were drawn apart, pivoting her shins at the knees while her boots were fastened to the bars on either side of the cell. A length of cord was wrapped around heel and ankle to keep them firmly attached, leaving Tyra in a stringent pose.

	The cell door swung shut with a protesting groan of hinges and was locked amidst a deep secure clang that sent a shudder through the entire cage.

	‘A valuable friend of mine is coming to avail himself of my facilities,’ he announced with glee, and with a touch to the cage, a hidden control was activated and the prison rose upward into the air, borne aloft by the chain. ‘I shall give you a wonderful view of the entire scenario, and study it well, for you shall become part of future plays.’

	The room dropped away while her perspective rose, the cranking grind of the winch in the ceiling making the cage shudder restlessly. Her moving body caused her to drag at the clip at her loins, the pull shifting the phalluses within her. Trying to steady her balance with her arms, she only succeeded in tugging at the collar, the strangling grip causing her to suddenly fight to lessen the suffering.

	With a jolt the ascent stopped, leaving the cage turning slightly from side to side, panning her gaze across the cavernous realm of darkest desires.

	Hanging in the air, she watched while Balthazar turned and walked confidently from the room. When he departed the lights flicked and winked out, plunging her into a darkness so absolute that even her enhanced vision could not distinguish detail in the depths. '

	The frustration of her position grew with each passing second. Trapped on her knees, every movement of her abdomen rocked the trespassers in her orifices. Rather than the hint of pleasure she should have felt, her much used and chafed tracts turned them into devices of internal castigation, the rods demanding that she retain a rigid and immobile stance.

	Her arms ached terribly from the enforced and twisted elevation, yet any desire to lessen the effects only throttled her with the leather collar. The gag continued to distend her mouth, the freed saliva seeping through the hood and trickling down her chest. The clamps in her bra kept up their rhythmic infuriating pound, and her knees protested their duty of supporting her. Even sitting down was impossible, the emerging excess base of the dildos punching deeper should she try and rest upon them.

	Time ambulated onward, all distinction between the various moments of her trial lost within the inky folds about her. Her sight and hearing were removed by this capture, while her mouth and nose were filled with the stinging taste and pungent odour of latex. Her entire body was replete with sensation she would have done anything to be free of.

	The gang she had latched onto for aid and protection were situated all about her like a protective throng. Their enthusiasm for causing mayhem had been quelled since the brutal attack on their neighbours. They had driven the harried survivors into hiding and were now keeping a high and rowdy profile to discourage reprisals. The various members lounged in loose pockets, armed heavily with a variety of assault weapons on brazen display.

	The air was particularly foul this night. The darkness was stained with an ammonia haze that stung her nostrils with each breath, suggesting that there had either been a significant spill, or some heavy dumping deep in the hellish underworld below. The pungent fumes were now rising through the many layers of this infernal city to plague the upper levels.

	Coughing up a particularly caustic lungful, she once more examined her dream of escape. How she ached to get off- world, to find a better planet on which to dwell. This contaminated rock in deep space had long since been ravaged by the voracious appetites of the initial settlers. Now it was little more than a degenerate raped husk, left to fend for itself and support the teeming superfluous population it’s prosperity had initially inspired. The once splendid cities were succumbing to the rot of dereliction, and soon the entire society would collapse into utter anarchy. The colony would become a hell of constant feudal warfare where the pathetic remnants would scavenge for a base existence. The cities already hovered on this fragile verge, with one more economic Sluctuation or delayed supply convoy being enough to push the globe into chaos. The first sign would be the flight of the wealthy elite. Unless she could get out in time after such a clue, the planetary quarantine such collapse prompted would leave her imprisoned for the rest of her days.

	Interstellar flights were incredibly expensive, and the price Jor relocation to another world made such an escape virtually impossible. All she had was her life, and all she could do was try to live it as safely and as comfortably as possible. All the while she hoped that some smile of fate would descend, bringing her a chance at the fortune required to flee this terrible monument to greed.

	A hand clapped to her exposed belly, drawing her back into a tight embrace. Hands wandered upon her gloss skirt and basque, pawing at the shiny material and squeezing the flesh held by it. She was rapidly growing tired of being the willing whore of this group, especially when the ones guiding it were so benighted. Several times she had led them to fruitful spoils by influencing the leaders during the throes of their passion. With full control she could do so much more, and reap an actual share of the lucrative rewards her advice offered up.

	Khen was currently at the forefront of the gang in the wake of Leiry — his predecessor, who had been cut down in a drive by several weeks ago. Khen’s grip closed tighter, the roughness making her wince. She continued to endure his uncouth enthusiasm without resistance or complaint, adopting a fake mask of passionate happiness. Her skirt was lifted at the back and he squeezed her rear; pleasuring himself with the feel of the woman he thought he owned.

	Perhaps she should seek a more active role; craft a future for herself rather than wait for fortune to bless her. First, she would need to seize power, and for that she would have to fully equate herself to the rigors of urban conflict. For this, Khen would be an ideal source of tutelage.

	Surprise would be a powerful initial advantage if she could learn in secret, and it would give her some added leeway. Once she had assimilated all she could of the arts of violence from this dolt, she would be ready to finally ascend. Finally she would shrug of the masque of passivity she dressed herself in, to protect from the ravages of life.

	The subtle murmur of the door parting to expose the light of the corridor lifted her from her torpor, and with a series of preparatory flashes, the lights rose to full power.

	Into the soft luminance walked a man of discernible affluence, his appearance preened by professionals. He was pethaps forty, the hints of cosmetic surgery hiding the true extent of his accumulated years. The carved features were attuned to a perpetual glower, his eyes glistening under a savage pair of acute eyebrows. His receding brown hair was cut short, and although his frame bore a budding paunch, he was still succeeding in keeping his muscular frame clear.

	At first he merely walked amongst the apparatus of the room, stroking it lovingly, feeling the sturdiness and fondling the festooned implements of correction. Then he moved swiftly to the wall, his stride rapid from unsuppressed appetite.

	A hidden panel revolved and presented him with a small console, a line of six slots ready for data crystals. Reaching into his jacket pocket he produced a small red box, opened it, and removed the two crystals safely stored within. Slipping the translucent gems into the third and fifth holes, the jewels lit up with the influx of energy. Tapping in his commands across an illuminated keyboard, the panel revolved once more to hide his input.

	With a satisfied strut he moved back into the room and stood still, his eyes closed, listening to the silence with an eerie expectancy and relish.

	Two barely audible mumbles of hydraulic strain tickled the edge of Tyra’s hearing. A pair of doors opened, permitting the seated occupants within to rise and step into the chamber, each tiny room sealing in their wake.

	The first stormed forward while a brilliant white spotlight bored down onto the man, the cold caress making him visibly shiver.

	The approaching woman was tall and sculpted with an exquisite dedication that rivalled the voluptuous perfection of Tyra’s own flesh, suggesting that she was artificial. If she was an android it would explain the data crystals, for it meant he had installed his own plot to this game, laying down his . fantasy for them to enact.

	
Long black hair fell about the head of the new arrival, forming into a moulded fringe at the front, the length at the sides establishing a perfect frame. Her face was angular with a strong jaw, her beauty crafted to be fearsome and intimidating, a trait highlighted by her saturnine cosmetics of blue and black. Her white skin was decorated with apparel of jet-black shades, emphasising the ivory quality of her unblemished hide. A slender rubber thong clutched about her loins, the highest point at the hips throwing down suspenders that grabbed fine denier seamed stockings. The hose fell into knee high patent boots, the skyscraper heel lifting her to an even more imposing height. A strapless bra of latex bore a generous cleavage for admiration. A thin choker encircled her throat, the studded band matched by identical though smaller versions about her wrists.

	A slender, jet-nailed hand danced across his cheek, spinning his head aside with a loud clap.

	‘How dare you stand in the presence of your Mistress. Get down on your knees, verminous filth!’ she barked, her response being convincing enough but lacking any true emotion behind it. The android was simply delivering her lines with expert precision.

	The man sank down, nursing his rosy cheek, his eyes wide while he stared at her boots. One of them leapt up and locked to his shoulder, catching his collar in the instep and pressing down to dig the heel in, making him wince but remain stubbornly upright.

	‘And you are dressed, too? You were told to be naked when we attend you. Now strip, before we make you really suffer.’

	The heel came away and with fumbling fingers he began to hastily remove his clothing, casting it aside as he complied with the dominatrix. The woman stood over him, supervising with her hands on her hips, tapping her toe impatiently upon the floor, the sound a steady beat to time his motions.

	The last portion of his clothing came away and from the shadows emerged the second female, his nakedness the signal by which she made her entry. This mannequin seemed more reserved and majestic than the first, her saunter more relaxed and aloof. Her dark skin and hair were as perfect as the other, her shimmering mane flowing back into a plait, held together with an ebony silken ribbon. A latex dress followed the plunging contours of her frame, the laced front rising to moulded cups that hurled thin straps over her shoulders. A silver necklace hung around her throat, its tiny gems winking in the light. Opera gloves clung tightly to her arms, the rubber polished to a meticulous sheen, as was all her apparel. The vaguest hint of thigh was permitted by the short skirt of the dress before thigh boots coated her legs, perching her atop stiletto heels. In one hand she bore a riding crop, carrying the slender weapon as though it were a regal sceptre.

	The slave regarded the new arrival with infinite amazement, his jaw dropping open at the sight of her moving amongst the shadows. The light refracted from the subtle wrinkles and panes of her clothing, stretching and constricting with the movement of her gorgeous form within the confines of the impermeable, jet material. The lack of detail only served to heighten the effects, her flawless frame empowered beyond all levels of beauty by this furtive exposing of her in teasing suggestions.

	Another brutal smack jerked his head aside, the ferocious Amazon at his side knocking him down and snatching a large dildo from the entombing darkness outside the spotlight. She returned with a spry skip, her victim starting to rise onto all fours from the attack. A gleaming boot shone fleetingly in the light, and in an instant a heel dug into the base of his neck, pinning him face down to the floor.

	‘You do not have permission to stare upon the Mistress, worm. Now apologise for having soiled her body with your lecherous stare!’

	‘Sorry Mistress, I didn’t mean any disrespect,’ he whimpered, his words slightly distorted from the pressure she was exerting for the supposed crime.

	‘Call that an apology?’ she roared, digging her heel deeper, the dimple in his flesh growing. ‘Beg for your forgiveness, you slug!’

	Without warning she used the dildo like one might wield a dagger, and with an accurate thrust, jammed it into his anus. The strength of her attack opened his sphincter and let the phallus sink deep into his rear before he could even flinch.

	A scream ripped through the air, the agony of being so brutally desecrated causing him to squeal in an almost animal tone, his flesh writhing beneath her heel, his hands flying back to clasp at the source of harrowing. His fingers brushed against hers, trying to get her grip free so he might eject the device. In answer to his interference she span the monstrous disembodied appendage in her grasp, the surfaces of it dragging at his tracts, the effects of friction making him renew his wails in all their hearty enthusiasm.

	‘Do not touch me, insect!’ she hissed, and with a vicious jerk drew the object out almost to the pomt of exit, then plunged it back in. -

	‘Hands on the back of your head. Now' Before I rip you open!’ came the dour threat, followed by several random rotations that tore at his punished sphincter.

	The castigation of his rear had the desired effect and his hands awkwardly flew up, moving in jerks to interlace his fingers on the back of his skull. He gave a squeak of endurance, groaning while she settled her movements into a more steady and unhurried pace. As though she was savouring the assault, she made him suffer to a degree he could just about tolerate without moving.

	‘Now beg!’

	‘I'm sorry Mistress, I didn’t mean to look upon your beauty without permission. I’m a pathetic lowly slave. Please forgive me, I beg of you. I'm so sorry, I'll never do it again I swear.’ He rambled, the words thrown out so maniacally that they bordered on incoherence.

	 ‘Pathetic wretch,’ spat the woman, hauling the dildo out with a pivoting yank and stepping from his neck, leaving behind a flushed imprint.

	From the blackness stepped the true Mistress of the session. The vehement female stepped back with respect to allow the approach as though the new dominatrix bore imperial blood.

	‘Not an auspicious start to your servitude,’ purred the dark skinned woman, her voice stark and silken when she turned and set her back to him. ‘I have a good mind to deny you.’

	‘Please Mistress, I'm so sorry, I'll do anything you wish of me, just please do not spurn me,’ he mewled, keeping his gaze down. ‘I'm loyal only to you.’

	The other female prowled around him in steady circles, looking for any sign of rebellion she might use to further punish him, the clack of heels akin to the beating of a brittle heart.

	‘Gag the slave — his words irritate my ears,’ she aired casually, waving a hand in her assistant’s direction.

	The female acted without any pause, marching hastily into the shadow and returning in a mere moment with a ball gag. Her free hand slapped away his intertwined hands and snatched into his hair, taking a firm reign and pulling his head up from the floor. Exposing the desired scowl of pain she forced the ball into his open maw. Stuffing it in so that his eyes bulged in their sockets, the alarm of this rough entry caused panic. She released her hold and grabbed the buckles, tightening them before he could resist. With a disdainful push she let him go, retreating back to continue her diligent patrolling until such time as she was called forth again.

	The Mistress turned slowly and moved back towards him, stopping before his down turned face, lines of saliva already escaping his lips and stretching to the floor.

	‘Look up,’ she said softly, causing him to slowly raise his head, taking in the glory of her body before finally meeting her sour glower.

	The Mistress looked blankly into his besotted eyes for long moments while he cringed on the floor, the lack of sentience in the creation’s frown plainly evident to Tyra.

	Did these creations bear organic minds like she did? Were they once humans? Or were they fully synthetic? It was most likely that they were true androids. The truth was betrayed by the lack of emotional content behind their words, the speed with which they had assimilated the desired programme, and the detail they applied in the re-enacting of it. These traits fully suggested that they were but puppets.

	Yet the only thing making them seem so empty was this pandering to programme. Could this be the truth of her situation? Perhaps she was just like they, with only her memories grabbing her a semblance of self-awareness. Had her history been artificially programmed to elevate her above these mindless pleasure androids? Did she have a true brain in her titanium shell, or was it a neuro-net laden with conjured fake engrams? She dismissed the notion with ease, the creation of such detailed and elaborate files being impractical. The strong desire to disbelieve aided her in pushing the concept away, letting it remain only as a nagging doubt.

	The dominatrix turned from her cowering supplicant and faced the prowling aid, addressing the eager viper without any gravity to the words that would cause such condemnation.

	‘Torture this piece of filth. Teach him respect.’

	All light in the chamber cut out simultaneously, and the main spotlight broke into rapid strobe flashes, revealing motion in speedy freeze frame poses. Music suddenly filled the hall, echoing throughout, the powerful volume and speeding beat sending receptive quivers through the entire structure.

	The events almost appeared as though they were a film, the music and lights giving it an unreal quality. The eager sadist pranced forward upon her heels and grabbed his hair once more, the strobes winking upon her latex garments, the flashes giving her already wicked grin a true sense of satanic mirth and joviality.

	With diabolic intent she hauled him up onto his knees, and with a pivoting whirl delivered him harshly into the padded spine of a metal horse, the inverted V skidding slightly with the connection. As he lay winded across its back, she grabbed his legs and dragged them out until they reached the ends, where fetters awaited to snare the bare joints. Draped over the engine of confinement, his wrists were snagged and hauled apart until shackles on the other opposite legs could accept his wrists. Doubling him over in a stretched spread-eagle his hindquarters were left blatantly vulnerable.

	Cupping his chin she lifted his dangling skull, raising it until she could crouch and regard the sweat dampened features. His fight against her artificial strength proved futile and extremely taxing, achieving nothing save impressing his defencelessness on him.

	Throwing her head back the harridan laughed aloud, her mocking cackle lost within the folds of the music.

	Letting go again, his head flopped down without support, and rose slowly upon strains of effort to regard the Mistress while she moved to his front.

	Returning, the torturess emptied her hand by thrusting the dildo back into place, his body cavorting from the burning entry. Leaving him to slowly force it back out with the play of his bruised muscles, she held a clamp before his eyes, the jaws spitting out a small chain with a weight set at the other end to wring further havoc. Reaching under him, he trembled while she took aim and then snapped the implement to a nipple, answering his scowl and spasm with a wide smile. Letting go, the weight had the desired effect of increasing his pains. When she applied another to the other nipple, Tyra was reminded of her own pinching enemies, the flesh of her own mamilia so numb as to feel almost dead.

	The weights danced with his struggle to get free, distracting the man from his enemy while she moved behind. The phallus was almost free when she pummelled the base with her palm, mashing it back into him, each shove causing a reckless jolt.

	Sliding her slender hands into surgical gloves, the dominatrix snapped the latex into place and reached between his legs, hauling his wilted member forth into plain view. Treating it with clear disdain, as though it were the most repellent thing imaginable, she started to massage it. The reaction to the rubber sheathed digits caressing him caused an instant reaction, one that was only delayed when she paused to force the dildo back in and defeat his efforts of expulsion.

	With her captive finally fully erect and aching for the relief she had delivered so temptingly close, she took up a length of thin cord and tied it around the base of his genitals. Tightening it with a sudden tug of malice, the flesh bulged with engorged pride, crushing his desire. With speed she started to lace the two excess lengths up his shaft, hauling in the flesh while he howled into his gag. Tying it off at the tip, she applied a sizeable weight to drag downward and make the strings dig deeper, stretching his constricted penis. The choking hold at the base was now preventing any wilting of the tumescent shaft, leaving him with this purgatory.

	Stepping back away from the victim, she vanished into the depths, leaving her subject to seize the presented interval. Closing his eyes, he strained, his face reddening with strain as he squeezed the inserted phallus, pushing out the sheathed inches a portion at a time, holding his breath to bolster his efforts. Finally the baleful rod fell to the floor.

	Suddenly the many thongs of a silver-handled cat were applied. The leather tendrils flashed across his back and buttocks, each laying long welts of pale red suffering. Punishing him without remorse or consideration, his body flew into paroxysms from the ruthless flogging, his watering eyes still fixated upon the Mistress.

	Tyra flinched with sympathetic pain with each blow, for she knew how horrendous a whipping could be. So how could this man be actively submitting himself to it? Balthazar had decreed that she would become part of such scripted plays, but in what capacity? Would she be restrained and put through such horrors at the hands of these pitiless creations? Or would a dominant role be demanded of her? In either event, would her participation be asked of her, forced from her, or could they alter the parameters of her master programme to make her obey them. The mere concept that they might be able to take such charge of her free will was terrifying. The thought of such dislocation from control left her shuddering within the pernicious confines of her elevated cage.

	The whipping ceased, and the villainess drew her energetic coils back across his spine, the thongs trailing like serpents before slipping free and swinging in the pulsing light. With the toe of her boot she flicked the weights of his clamps. They swung steadily, installing a brief burst of shock before she returned to the shadows, hints of her form being revealed amongst the tangled weave of devices.

	When she stepped back into view she had donned a strap- on phallus, the bloated inhuman creation armed with rows of blunt lumps along its ribbed length. Parading herself before his gaze, the ghastly appendage wobbled in the light, threatening him with its erect salute.

	The assistant to his Mistress followed the beat of the music, performing an erotic and wild dance close to his eyes. Gyrating her supple body, the latex underwear gleamed and stretched as her athletic frame employed a skill and flexibility that would have shamed the most adept gymnast.

	The enticing movements had his eyes wide with mesmerised awe, his penis straining against its muffling plexus. The rampant shaft of the dominatrix tickled his face, promising him the violation he so craved. The tip touched his gagged lips as she flopped back into an extreme crab position, leaving her wobbling shaft hovering just out of his reach.

	Rising up with steady control, she unbuckled the gag and hauled it free before once more using his hair like an anchor. Raising his mouth to accept the poised length, she worked it around his lips, making him strain forward to try and swallow the artificial phallus. His tongue flitted to try and lap at it as she evaded his attentions with amusement, moving her toy from his reach whiie he frantically tried to taste it. Finally she inserted it with savouring sloth, her broad smile rampant as she forced the eager student to perform fellatio on the artificial sex. Her hips slid slowly back and forth, gently dipping her replica penis deep towards his gullet. His maw was having trouble holding to the trespasser, the uneven surfaces rattling upon his teeth and lips while they sought to hold to the violating toy, his crypto-homosexuality rampant.

	Having acquired a sheen of saliva, the woman drew free and trailed her nails along his back in wandering channels.

	Moving behind him she placed the rounded point to his rear. Resting it there to let his mortified suspense build to greater levels, she reached forward across his back and closed both hands into hair. Using these handholds to increase the brutality of her initial thrust, she sunk her imitation manhood deep into him, and began the defilement of his rear with long diving lunges. Riding back and forth, she slowly accelerated until he was throwing himself against his bonds in anguish. But he was unable to escape as he was desecrated with venom, the weights at his nipples and genitals swinging to increase their effects.

	Dragging free, she flicked his flushed member, the flesh having darkened to an evil purple hue. After lightly slapping the cocooned flesh, she knelt down and began to untie the chastised genitals. The throes of the slave increased with the unexpected ordeal of release. The sudden influx of sensation back into the tissues caused him to squirm as freely as he had when under the tender mercies of the cat. The striped flesh hung limp when she removed the final lasso of cord, this freedom preceding the extraction of the clamps.

	The long and diligent presence of the pincer implements clearly brought a terrible nova burst of lucid fire. It was a sight that made Tyra fear the eventual removal of her own sly grips, for they had been companions to her for far longer.

	Releasing his ankles, the languid legs fumbled to lift his belly from the back of the horse. Unfastening the manacles, he hauled himself back and collapsed onto the floor, his limbs enfeebled by his confinement.

	The strobing light and blaring music cut out and the crimson glow of the ambient flood lamps rose to fill the room with a soft red hue.

	The supplicant was huddled on the floor, breathing heavily in recuperation from the ordeal he had written for himself. The scantily clad malefactor strode slowly around, her heels clicking like a metronome in the soft darkness.

	The Mistress stepped forward, presenting her feet to him.,

	‘I trust you have learned your lesson, slave?’ she asked.

	‘Yes, Mistress, I have,’ he whimpered. ‘Oh god, I have.’

	‘Then you may lick my boots,’ she permitted, the favour seeming to be one of an unprecedented magnitude.

	Without further need of encouragement, and having suffered greatly to acquire this boon, he dropped forward and began to lap at the toes. Running his tongue across the midnight panes, he reached forward with his hands, resting himself on elbows and knees so he might also gently hold the object of his reverence.

	When his hands quivered about the dagger heel and trickled into the instep, he moved higher to run his tongue up and down her shins, enthralied by his devotions, his weal patterned erection plain.

	The torturess moved in on him from behind, his hovering rump ready to accept the cane she held in her grasp. Throwing her arm back, she paused and then slashed inward, the slender strip whistling in the air before meeting his bare flesh with a resounding thwack. A choked cry slipped from his lips when he jumped from the shock, but despite the ferocity he remained affixed to his duty.

	A booted foot settled at the base of his spine, the stiletto being pushed in as another leisurely yet heavy-handed slash drew a deep purple welt in his thigh. The savagery of his pain caused him to pause while he awaited a withering of the level, his senses scrambled by the intensity.

	‘I did not say stop,’ announced the Mistress with a stern tone, promising terrible consequences should he allow the lethargic caning to distract him from his toil.

	Rededicating himself to the cleansing of her thigh boots with added relish, the source of his woe trailed her heel across his rear. She polished a wandering scratch, making him twitch with resolute fortitude.

	Another stroke clipped his flank, followed by another to his thigh, the searing line crossing the previous.

	Working his way upwards he coated the entire leg before turning his slavering attention to the other, relishing his lowly position as steady lashes dove in to afflict his flesh.

	Trapped within her own bondage, Tyra watched while he suffered for his own pleasure as she in turn suffered for someone else’s. Over two dozen merciless hacks were delivered into him before he had finished his task, and the Mistress stepped back to assess his efforts, extending her leg and looking over the results.

	‘It will do,’ she uttered, and then addiessed her assistant.

	‘Give him the relief he desires.’

	Dragging him upright, she used the deserted cord that had previously held his loins to tie his elbows together at his back. The flesh was pinched inward with the clinch of the multiple coils, leaving his forearms draped to his flanks where they remained impotent. With the funereal clatter of heels she moved in to stand behind him. One gloved hand clapped to his chin, holding his head upright and to her chest as her other closed firmly about his member. His eyes visibly rolled back in pleasure when he felt her latex coated breasts pushing into his back, her bare skin to his. The feel of the tight surgical sheaths accentuated it, her fists holding his bruised shaft and chin, trapping him in this exquisite grapple.

	The masturbation the dominatrix performed was a chore she undertook without any quarter of delicacy, punishing him with the intimate caress. Employing a crushing grasp that had him grimacing in her arms, she jerked her fist with coarse brutality, making him twitch and whimper in her arms. Despite the roughness it took mere moments before he was ejaculating wildly, his tempestuous orgasm causing him to spasm in her grapple. His teeth were bared, his eyes wide to take in the full vision of the Mistress, his seed raining down across the floor.

	Milking him dry, she maintained her rhythm for several moments, wringing every particle of bliss from him before casting the slack form to the floor.

	Dropping heavily, he languished in a quiescent mound, riding through the dregs of his climax. Unfastening the bonds at his elbows, the female yanked the cord away. Doubling it over to use as a makeshift weapon of punishment, she lashed the crude whip across his thighs in an oscillating series of sweeps. The attack made him scuttle forward to try and escape, his still erect penis waggling beneath his flight.

	Jabbing a heel into his rear to make him cry out from her whimsical sadism, she tramped away from the cowering servile and started replacing the instruments used during the session. Once all was as before, the scantily clad form of this compassionless harridan stepped into the alcove from which she had initially emerged.

	‘Do you feel privileged, maggot?’ asked the Mistress, strutting forward, her aid vanishing behind a closing door.

	‘Yes, Mistress, I do.’

	‘You may kiss my toe before I leave,’ she permitted, presenting the gleaming point to receive his lips.

	Placing a hesitant kiss to the fabric, he lingered for his own desire and then moved back, watching with fixated intensity as she strolled gracefully back into her awaiting residence.

	The woman stopped, turned, and flung a piece of cloth at him before returning to her abode.

	‘A gift, to remind you of me,’ she purred.

	The door slid shut and sealed with her entry, swallowing the dominatrix and leaving only Tyra and the nameless slave in this chamber.

	Slumping onto his side, he held the intimate garment that was his Mistress’s underwear over his face, drinking deep of the smell she had imparted for him. His member swelled as he savoured the feel of the bruises that had illustrated her devotion to him. Grabbing the shaft he started his own slow onanism as he breathed through the fabric. His tender self- abuse ended only after long minutes where he paused at the point of climax, waiting for his lust to retreat before starting again. Finally he could resist no longer, and ejaculating onto the floor, he slowed his rate and dropped back, laying in recovery, continuing with the olfactory meal with attentive obsession.

	The man began to don his shed attire, dressing himself with careful motions, the ache in his contusions and disciplined orifices causing abnormal consideration in the mere act of dressing.

	With his ordinary visage restored, and all trace of his dalliance with the androids hidden from plain sight, he returned to remove his data crystals. When he left the room with his precious box and panties the lights winked out, plunging Tyra back into blackness.

	It was not long before she was once more slipping into a deranged haze. The lack of any sense or sensation other than the unrelenting and frustrating rigor made her mind wander into waking dreams and fanciful conjuring, wherein she often hallucinated the release she so anxiously required.

	Lifting her legs, she locked them about Khen's, her patent boots squeaking against each other while they kissed. Tongues flitted together, probing the cavern of each others mouths as they embraced and groped, reminding themselves of the others physique.

	She was on the edge of a table, her partner standing before her, his body pressed to hers. Khen's hands wandered down, the fingers shaking from adrenaline when he closed his grip into her shirt and with a violent wrench, tore it open, the buttons flying forth and rattling across the table. Digits closed upon her bare cleavage, gently pinching the pierced nipples to make her groan with delight, her head lolling back as he pleasured himself with the feel of her body.

	The exploring palms traced a path to her legs, massaging her thighs before snagging the hem of her skirt. Lifting the leather sheath up, he exposed underwear of the same fabric, a zip at the front allowing him access without further delay.

	Lowering his trousers he took hold of his rigid shaft and steered himself into her. The feel of the sliding entry made her stiffen and squeeze her grip upon him, her legs tightening their scissors pinch upon his waist.

	Starting with near apathetic thrusts, only the feel of her sex clasping at his sheathed member brought him closer to orgasm, and only then did Khen's pace start to accelerate.

	Revelling in the fierce pleasure of his ravishment, she dropped back, propping herself up with her arms, her back arched, her head lolling back to let her white locks tickle the tabletop. Devoted to his partner, Khen returned to revelling in the groping of presented breasts as he continued, plunging from root to tip as he knew she loved.

	The deserted chamber bore the heady scent of narcotics, the den of abuse long forsaken by whatever dregs had occupied it. The walls were stained yellow from smoke and tainted with mould, the furniture carved with insane etchings and worn from decades of use and abuse. Having taken refuge deep in this largely deserted zone, they had succumbed to desire and broken from the main group to indulge this very reason.

	They had left the rest of the gang to fight it out with the marauding bikers that had descended from one of the upper levels. The wealthy enemy was in the process of being taught that those of the lower city levels were far more adept at ruthless cold-blooded combat.

	Taking his hands, she closed them to her throat, illustrating her wishes. Eager to see her response, and to feel power over her with this act, he wrung the grip, increasing it steadily. Her breath became difficult to draw. Pulling at his hands she could not remove them, his vice-like power easily overwhelming her. Her body was racked by new levels of bliss. It felt as though her senses were being magnified, the vacuum of deprived air within her a lens that concentrated her pleasure.

	The rough grip near throttled her when he came. The sudden influx of hot semen made her mouth yawn wide with elation. She would have screamed her delight to the heavens, but had no air. The wash of pleasure carried her upon it, the delight unequalled. Grabbing his head, she crushed it into her breasts while he continued to exact his own rapture, his grip loosening, letting her capture faint wheezes.

	All energy seemed to leave her partner, the expelling of his seed stealing all vitality. Withdrawing as she twitched and gasped, he released her neck and embraced her, beset by the odd twitch of residual ecstasy, his brow flecked with tiny gems of sweat.

	Sliding from the table, she lowered her skirt and left her shirt hanging open as she sauntered over to her deserted jacket, leaving Khen to begin refastening his trousers. Breathing deeply, she rubbed her tender throat.

	‘We’d best get going. The others’ll be getting concerned, and I don’t want anyone thinking they've got a free run at taking over just because I'm not abou—’

	Snatching her pistol from within her inside pocket she turned and fired, the single shot plunging into the back of his skull with a blaring roar. A wild coliage of red gore splashed across the wall with a wet clap and he launched forward from the impact to slam onto the table.

	Letting the weapon hang loose in her grasp, she wandered over and put her fingers to his neck, checking for a pulse. Untroubled by his puzzled expression and the lifeless eyes rolling back beneath the gaping ragged cavern she had bored, she simply watched. A pool of gore started to spread across the surface of the table and drool from the edges. Having felt no throb of life, she smiled and patted his temple.

	‘Take over? What a fine idea,’ she said, and emptied her magazine into his torso, the nine bullets being her meagre vengeance for all the abuse and humiliation he had heaped upon her.

	Once more the lights flickered into life, revealing the woman from the meeting. The slender female wove a tremulous path toward Tyra’s place of imprisonment, giving her the desperate hope that she was to be finally released. The bondage was driving her insane; the immobile pose, the denial of movement and any sensation save hated ones. She could not sustain them any more, her stamina having been eroded long ago.

	With a lurching start the cage began its descent, dropping her before Angelica with a weighty clang. Peering up through the bars, Tyra assessed the visage of the aid to Balthazar, who now wore close fitting leggings with tall, polished Jackboots. Opening her loose white shirt, she set it aside, exposing the lace decorated black bra and short fingerless gloves that were her only other attire.

	‘Do you want to be set free?’ she asked softly, a wide smirk of amusement at Tyra’s plight blatantly revealed upon her features, a long leather strap held in one hand, the slit tongues flapping with her idle swings.

	Tyra wriggled and murmured against the intruding gag, her eyes filled with appeal at this possible escape.

	‘Dance upon those inserted dildos and I might consider it,’ Angelica offered.

	Without even a second thought she forced her weary frame up, drawing the dildos out as far as the latex would permit. She stopped and then let herself settle, the rubber pulling them back into her. She unleashed a stifled moan. Growling with endurance, she continued to ride upon her mordant companions, studying the woman. ‘

	Angelica leant over and rested herself upon the cage, watching Tyra with delight, the sight of her debasing herself in the slight hope of acquiring freedom greatly entertaining.

	The chafing ride ended when the smile broke temporarily into laughter. ‘That’s enough,’ she chuckled, reaching down and unfastening the door so she might access the various cruel anchors that were holding Tyra in place.

	The clip was set loose, the cord at her ankles unfastened, and the removal of the sleeve finally let her drop forward into a loose tangle.

	‘Get out of the cage,’ she demanded, letting the thick strap flick within to smack against Tyra’s raised rear. The rosy glow it deposited made her jerk upright with a shout, clanging her head upon the barred roof.

	‘I said out!’

	Another virulent strike clipped her skin and brought Tyra to full animation. Scuttling out, her limbs pushing randomly, she collapsed at her attacker’s feet. Her body was riven with influxes of pins and needles, painful bursts of myalgia that were as much a bane as the lengthy bondage she had been placed within.

	The underwear was snagged and yanked down, the sudden flight making her yelp into her gag and clap her palms to her belly. Comforting the orifices, the garment was pulled over her fishnet-snared feet and removed.

	With Tyra’s attention diverted, Angelica turned the silver decoration tipping her captive’s nipples, prompting the clamps to retreat and release their crushed targets. The jolt of pain that ripped into the nuggets had her gasp with alarm and tum from cradling her wounded orifices to comforting the pounding breasts. The pulse of their heat rocked through the flesh while her torso spasmed under the fierce wash.

	Again her assailant exploited the distraction to continue her work, hauling off the hood and unfastening the gag, declining to deflate it. Instead, she switched off the grip on Tyra’s tongue, letting her draw back the racked organ just before the woman hauled out the gag as it was. The still swollen bags demanded a wider rictus from Tyra, straining her mouth until she was retching in misery, her jaws feeling as though they were to snap from the strain. With a squeak of rubber against her teeth the balloons popped free and she found unbelievable relish in closing her maw. The pressure it had exerted within her faded slowly to a steady background throb, just like all her abused portions had done.

	Near naked upon the floor save for her collar and stockings, Tyra watched while Angelica knelt beside her. The woman ran a hand through her hair, stroking the prisoner fondly as though she were a favoured pet.

	‘What did you think of the Governor?’ she asked, obviously desiring no reply to her question while she continued to speak. ‘I think next time I shall appraise myself of his wants and take the place of one of the pleasure droids. To have the appointed imperial ruler of this planet at my mercy is an intriguing prospect. Perhaps I might even include you somewhere. I could think of numerous uses for you in such a pleasant drama,’

	Tyra felt the familiar pangs of concern from the revelation as to her planned future, and the sense of impotence at her ability to alter the predetermined paths.

	The forces entangling her were no minor powers, they had cancerous tendrils reaching through every echelon of influence and authority. Even the unquestioned controller of this world was engulfed in their sinister webs, the Imperial overseer commissioned to keep this planet in line and loyal to the Terran Empire a mere client to their services. How could she be expected to plead her case or find freedom when even the highest level of law was under Balthazar’s insidious control?

	‘Follow me,’ Angelica ordered.

	Unwilling to inspire any reprisals, Tyra started to rise, acquiring a rough crouch before a brutal backhanded slap dashed across her cheek. Tyra’s meagre balance was crippled when her jaw jerked aside with the impetus of the attack, and she collapsed onto her side with a weighty thud.

	Instantly Angelica cradled her extremity, clasping it while she skipped in small circles, cursing loudly, realising that to employ added strength against the fortified frame was useless. Tyra’s flesh was much more sensitive than any other, negating the need for extreme measures of punishment. Actual damage was difficult to inflict upon her resilient physique, and had punished her tormentor’s weak mortal flesh for trying; a trait Balthazar knew and had compensated for, but which Angelica had not learned.

	Beset by fury at her injury, Angelica snatched a crop from the wall and slammed it down into Tyra’s exposed body. The fulgent line the thin whip deposited made Tyra shriek suddenly in shock. Still possessed by her bitter anger, the outraged female struck again, throwing scathing blows into the wailing form while it bucked and writhed. Tyra tried to crawl for shelter as more blows fell, but the woman kept pace with her and beat her mercilessly.

	It seemed as though her rage was growing with every strike, the sight of Tyra gyrating under the merciless attack fanning the flames of her tempestuous fury. Grabbing the cold length of a fat vertical pole, Tyra held to it and cried out when she was inundated with welts from the eager whip. Covering her face with one arm she tried to shield herself as best she could, but Angelica was a meticulous torturess, and the lambasting scourge always utilised the vast chinks in her defences.

	The maenad ceased abruptly, overwhelmed by anger, throwing the crop aside to run for the wall and begin a wild search, the sound of falling objects hiding Tyra’s sobs and wheezing breath. Holding to the metal, she shook in the cold wave that moved in after the heat of her ordeal.

	With a shout of satisfaction Angelica found her quarry and stomped back, sliding her hand into a long black glove of polished rmubber. The slick material flowed up to her elbow, every joint of the fingers marked with a small black pad.

	‘You think my injury was funny?’

	‘Of course I didn’t, I swear,’ Tyra whimpered with feeble tones, looking up from her sheltering arm, tears streaking her face.

	‘You call me Mistress!’ she roared, and slapped Tyra’s bare shoulder with the gloved hand. ‘Mistress Angelica!’

	The light impact unleashed a ferocious discharge of voltage that tore along the limb and spilled into the rest of her body. With a wail she arched back, dropping onto her spine, her body twitching wildly from the after-effects of the lingering current as several loose arcs of power rode across her skin.

	‘T’ll teach you to injure your owners. I'll show you what a real spanking can do when administered properly, you slut.’

	‘Please Mistress, I'm sorry, please don’t do it.’

	‘Be silent,’ she bellowed, and flicked the back of her hand across Tyra’s back, skimming her ribs and throwing a bolt of lightning into the brief connection. With a wild jerk Tyra launched into the air and dropped solidly.

	As she lay shuddering, her body moving of its own accord, the woman spanked her unveiled rear, throwing electric castigation into her abdomen. Ragged serpents of light spat from the glove and bored into her skin, catapulting Tyra forward to flop onto her front. She started clawing for a handhold to help haul her out of this woman’s vicious attack, the last of the wicked bursts vanishing into her frame.

	‘You are not so smug now, are you?’ ranted the woman, and stepped onto Tyra’s thigh, pinning her in one place with a merciless boot heel.

	Cringing in expectation of another spanking, her limbs jolted out and writhed like worms the instant two digits slipped between her buttocks and penetrated her anus. The two fingers fired their burning energies directly into her belly, the mayhem rolling out through her system, causing her mouth to jerk open and air her keening holler. Unable to do anything to free herself from the trapping foot, Tyra was left powerless as the shock continued. The woman hooked her fingers onto the muscular ring, preventing Tyra’s fight for freedom from dislodging her. Weaving incandescent lines flashed from her skin, the swell of force within her escaping as random stabs at anything metallic in her vicinity. Where the cyan bolts touched, refulgent sparks erupted, except where they wove between her limbs, rolling up and down, jumping from extremity to extremity, boring back into her flesh to continue her woe.

	The intruders slipped free for a moment, letting Tyra recover her breath, her world tipping and rolling, her stomach ruled by nausea while her mind was left blank and scrambled. Without mercy the digits plunged back in, restoring her to a peak of misery, resurrecting her cavorting performance.

	Again they slid from her brutalised anus, and the woman prodded the base of her spine, the momentary touch causing Tyra to wrench back, her vertebrae romping within her like a separate entity. The loss of the shock caused her to slam back to the floor, contusing her chest from the impact.

	With only the need for escape in her scrambled thoughts, Tyra slithered her arms back and tried to barricade the chosen point of entry. A gloved hand opened and grabbed her wrist, sending raw power down her limb and into her chest. Tyra shrieked, the captured arm whirling in the woman’s grasp, jerking against the limits of its ability to bend. Throwing the limb aside, it dropped with a leaden motion, flicking occasionally as the tyrannical female exploited Tyra’s listless mode and plunged her bunched digits into the awaiting slot. The touch instantly poured hostile force back into her rear.

	When the hand finally slid free for good, and the electrodes could no longer fry her with their issue, she dropped to the floor like demolished debris. Unable to move, her eyes glazed and unfocused, fixed upon the dark base of some anonymous site of torment. Her breath emerged in wheezing hisses over slack lips, lines of saliva escaping to drool onto the floor and form a small pool. The shrill whistle and cymbal crashes of her own screams continued to reverberate in her ears, stubbornly refusing to fade with the dwindling of her pains. While she lay crippled, she could vaguely hear a sound of activity somewhere nearby. Angelica was shedding attire and replacing it with some manner of latex garment, the sound of the stretching fabric while it was pulled onto her limbs betraying its existence. The steady click of heels rose in volume and stopped before her, leaving Tyra’s vision occupied by a pair of laced ankle boots. The gloss fabric reflected her visage and distorted it within the midnight pane, having her recollect the Governor’s slobbering attention to such footwear.

	A pile of black material dropped and cut off the sight, the folds of the surfaces refracting the empurpling glow of the lights.

	‘Put it on,’ came the terse demand, and the looped tip of a crop dropped into view, blatantly revealing the consequences should she fail in her allotted task.

	Sucking in a deep breath, she clenched her teeth and applied her will to the control of her reluctant body, lifting herself up onto her knees and panning her stare across the transformed visage of her abuser.

	Angelica had kept her fringe, the low cut covering her sculpted eyebrows and giving shade to her piercing stare. The rest of the long tresses had been swept back into an austere ponytail, the root fixed with a spiked cone of dark metal.

	A perfectly fitting catsuit of moulded latex covered every portion of her frame. The high collar was flecked with studs, the long sleeves flowed down to coat her hands with sculpted gloves. A leather corset had been laid over the top, the stringent contours dragging her figure into an hourglass form. Stretching itself down from beneath her latex sheathed breasts, it flowed over her hips and plunged to just short of her loins. Every inch of black fabric was burnished to a gleaming sheen, catching the light and spreading dull panes across the tight clothes, with sparkling winks on the wrinkles accumulated at her joints.

	Taking hold of the co]Japsed heap of material Tyra lifted it up and shook it, examining the hints of shape so she might discover what way up it went and how she might gain entry. Praying that it not bear any vituperative additions, she found it to be a strapless swimsuit, one that was mercifully plain.

	Sliding her legs into the top, she drew it up, the latex sliding upon her stockings and then the bare skin to settle about her torso. The high cut of the thighs reached over her hips, and the cups cradled her cleavage in a firm clinch. Apertures adorned her belly and rear, the access points held closed by black zips of opaque metal.

	‘Excellent. Now bend over and hold your ankles,’ demanded Angelica, waving the evil-looking crop so that the hooped tip swung in oscillating flicks, hissing against the air. ‘And keep quiet.’

	All capacity for rebellion cracked under the stark stare of her oppressor, and she folded at her middle to take hold of her joints, her heart accelerating with fear.

	The length of the crop issued a quiet murmur upon the air and a lucid stripe crossed her rear. The latex strip slipping into the fold of her buttocks did little to protect her, but with a stifled croak she endured the impact, the fiery throb swiftly settling into a dull pound. Before it could fade another thwack resounded, sending a ripple through the flesh of her buttocks and restoring the full fury of the crop’s kiss. Again the blow was repeated, and again the constant additions to her woe making it escalate with every stroke. Her ears filled with the sound of the crop speeding through the air, followed by the bright applause of it against her expectant and willingly presented flesh.

	Fighting to keep her required position, Tyra started to tremble after the first few blows, wringing her hands against her skin. The pleasure she was taking from the strokes was withering fast, the rise in pain eating away her rapture.

	Spasming with each blow she started to sag, her knees shuddering, unable to hold her as tears rolled freely down her face. Clenched teeth let her dribble slip through, a scream starting to well within her throat, gaining new strength with every added influx of torment, fighting against her capacity to hold it at bay.

	An upward hack lifted her to tiptoe and she gave a pip of freed duress. Another followed, and her howl crept up her throat, starting to roll within her larynx. Another caused it to emerge as a whining exhale that suddenly erupted like a cry when a particularly vicious stroke tore into her upper thigh, crossing the site of numerous previously laid weals.

	When her shriek was fuelled with another slash, the woman cut off suddenly and grabbed her hair, hauling Tyra upright and twisting her head up so she faced the ceiling. Her enfeebled frame hung in Angelica’s grasp, her roots flicking with sparks of suffering.

	‘I told you to keep quiet! Now I'll have to enforce my commandment upon you,’ she roared into the adjacent ear, filling Tyra’s world with the booming sound of this imprecation.

	‘I… I’m…’

	‘What?’ she roared, shaking her fist to increase the strain upon Tyra’s scalp. ‘What are you saying?’

	‘I'm sorry,’ Tyra responded with greater clarity.

	‘It is far too late for that!’

	A shadowy hand lifted up, the latex cocooned digits clasping a set of underwear. The sight of the dark cloth dove in and was forced between her lips and into her mouth. Tyra tried to force it back out, using her tongue as her only means of resistance, but the fingers pushing it in were brooking no denial of her silencing. The underwear was stuffed in with barbaric jabs, defeating her stalwart attempts and crushing her tongue.

	The hold on her head forced her back down, pivoting her at her middle and allowing the woman to catch her head in a stringent armlock. Using both hands to hold her mouth shut upon the intruder, Angelica pinched her lips closed so they might be sealed with a strip of tape.

	With the underwear of her attacker sealed within her mouth, Tyra was suddenly released and staggered forward a few steps while recovering her balance.

	‘Get back into the position,’ spat the female, eager to recommence the assault.

	Conditioned through the abuse to do as Angelica wished without pause, Tyra slipped into the required stance, her heart seething with resentment. But her only wish was to keep her suffering to a minimum, to mindlessly rush through this encounter and reach the end. However, she could not help but dwell on whether or not there really was a time limit. Was Angelica applying this maltreatment as a precursor to delivery or attendance by someone else? If so, perhaps she should resist, to keep stalling the woman until she was compelled to cut off the assault and carry on with her required schedule. If not, her actions would draw out and add to her tribulations, or accelerate a route through a catalogue of Angelica’s bleakest wishes.

	Smoothed fingertips touched her rear, the latex warmed by ‘Angelica’s body, the rounded digits sliding gently upon the punished flesh. The plexus of purple streaks were rapidly fading, the damage repaired at Tyra’s usual abnormal rate. Her lips trembled at the touch, a twitch of fear cultivated by the flickers of libidinous sensation.

	The zipper at her crotch was taken and drawn down, opening the slit and allowing the fingers to reach in and wander around the perimeter of her anus. Shivering in expectation of some monstrous violation, Tyra closed her eyes and braced herself, taking the prize opportunity to revel in the tender play. The jolts of delight almost had her wishing for a rude entry, to be filled once more and let her drink of acute feeling, drown herself in the penetration of her form.

	The pawing hands departed with Angelica, the Mistress striding into the gloom to make further selections from the banks of diabolic paraphernalia.

	‘Keep still now, you don’t want me to enforce that position.’

	Angelica paused and looked back over her shoulder, raising her eyebrows while she looked to Tyra.

	‘Or perhaps you do? Are you getting a taste for this treatment, I wonder?’

	The thought made Tyra freeze, trying to hide the truth the woman had unwittingly ferreted out.

	The idle conversation ended when Angelica emerged behind her, and without pause gently placed the tip of a butt plug to Tyra’s orifice, giving ample warning and time to steel her defences against the poised invasion.

	Tightening her muscles, Tyra clenched with all her might, trying to deny entry or at least hamper it enough to refute that she was beginning to revel in her subjugation.

	The conical instrument was fully installed with a shove, the small point finding easy entry and allowing the rest of the plug to haul her open before her sphincter dropped inward to grip the root. The insertion was a minor torment that extracted a snort of shock, her hands clenching to her flesh as she delighted in the feel of its companionship. But even this was not the full extent of Angelica’s intentions. With a touch to the flared base of the implement the hidden bulb suddenly

	started to swell, expanding outward to prove itself a struggling force within her rear. The plug started to push at its confines, stretching her tracts while she panted with strain, her limbs vibrating as the level of duress continued to mount. Snorting through her nostrils, she tried to gather the air she needed, her body demanding more than her restricted vents could provide. Spots flickered upon the view of her feet, and giddiness started to ride into her mind, making her sway while Angelica continued to let the plug steadily grow within her. All pleasure vanished, the feel of being filled from within welcome, yet unendurable.

	Imploring words spilled into her gag, lost within the cloth and emerging as soft mumbles, the pitiful sounds saturated with misery.

	‘Is there a problem?’ Angelica asked, running her hands along Tyra’s shivering spine. ‘Do you want me to stop? Can’t you take any more?’

	Tyra nodded frantically, her hair flying about her head.

	‘Nonsense, there’s plenty of space left,’ she laughed, mocking Tyra’s plight. ‘You can hold much more than this.’

	The plastic balloon was reaching intolerable levels, eroding her capacity to comply with the Mistress’s orders, calling for her to break away and extract it with words of ever greater clarity and weight.

	Her acquiescence shattered like glass and she skipped forward, removing herself from her abuser’s proximity. Dropping to her knees she ripped off the tape, spat out the underwear, and grabbed the base of the plug. Tugging, trying to extract it before the effects caused her more trauma, the swollen device started to emerge. The huge dimensions punished her sphincter, stretching it terribly, carrying the pain above what she could stand. With a muted cry her digits let go, her anus eagerly gulping back the orb and erasing her efforts. The creation was still growing, impressing upon her that the removal would only become more painful the longer she waited. Taking firmer grip, she screwed her face up with strain, her drag forcing open the orifice, every measure of diameter she gained causing her to shake with endurance. The equator of the tool beckoned, hovering just out of reach, an eternity of millimetres away. Finally, as her anus burned with churning fires, she cleared the rim of the cone and with a crying wail she felt it slide free. Her pulsating rear finally relaxed.

	Slumping forward, she was startled to see just how large the plug had grown. Amazed and appalled at what she had been forced to accommodate, the sight distracted her from the awful knowledge that she had flagrantly disobeyed Angelica, and was about to be horrendously disciplined for her crime.

	Turning her head slowly around, Tyra saw Angelica standing in the same spot, her hands on her corseted hips, her face darkened by a scowl of anger. Her eyes sparkled with fury, her lips drawn tight, her cheeks flickering from her clenched jaws.

	‘Get over here,’ she hissed with sibilant dread, each syllable dripping with venom.

	Tyra paused, unsure of how to act. Should she obey? Or attempt flight? Escape would only be a viable option if someone without actually cared for her fate. Running outside would only expose her to others who would just as zealously make her suffer, seeing her as a mere object to be used for personal pleasure.

	‘Now!’ barked the female, cutting off Tyra’s thoughts and making her flinch with the savagery in her tones.

	Frightened into submission, Tyra tottered forward, her body shivering from the prospect of what her punishment might entail.

	‘Get down on your knees,’ Angelica growled, glaring at Tyra with malice.

	Her knees wilted and she sank down onto her haunches, the rubber of her apparel giving a quiet creak of warning, tightening exquisitely between her legs.

	A thick leather collar was snatched and buckled around her throat, covering the previous band. From the rear dropped two chains, each fastening to a solid manacle. With the stiff collar firmly buckled into place her arms were twisted behind her back, lifted, and locked into the shackles.

	Presented to a slanted pole that stabbed out from the floor, Tyra pulled weakly against her Mistress when she saw that the waist high spine bore a circular disc with small hoops flowing around the circumference. From this rose twin fat shafts, shaped in mockery of huge male members, their surfaces rising and falling radically like strings of orbs stacked atop each other.

	A small block rose before the javelin device, and steered onto this step, both rear and sex were presented to the tips of the spherical wands and guided onto them. Tyra murmured as she was impaled once more, the uncompromising phalluses riding through the lips of her rubber leotard and into her already well contused anus and often violated pudenda. The contours shoved deep, making her sphincters ride them, the play at her loins bringing a desperate joy that she fought to deny.

	The block at her feet started to retreat, sliding her deeper down the shafts while she jerked her head back and gritted her teeth. Trying to endure the chastisement, she wished she had just kept still and endured the inflating butt plug.

	Settling against the metal disc as her feet were dropped level to the ground, she watched helplessly in her cowardice. Angelica took thin lengths of chain, which were clipped to the awaiting anchors upon the disc’s perimeter, and then lifted up to her trembling body.

	The cups of the swimsuit were tugged down, the folded layer of latex beneath her breasts lifting them up for attention. The clamps stretched to their limits and snagged her nipples, pinning her to the disc and keeping her affixed to the oversized intruders within her. In the wake of these agonising twins, a flock of their brethren rose and began to take scathing pinches across her breasts and belly, taking firm reign and making her arc and wriggle in her bondage. Any attempt to get free caused the dildos to probe deeper, and the clamps to tighten their already monstrous hold.

	Only inactivity helped ease her pain, leaving the havoc to remain at the constant level wrought by clamps and intruding rods. She could gain pleasure from the dildos if she played herself to them, but any attempt would be fraught with the additional harrowing of the clamps. It was a frustratingly terrible position to face.

	‘You had better learn obedience, slave,’ Angelica remarked tersely, grabbing Tyra’s cheeks and digging her fingers in to impress upon her the gravity of the warning. ‘There are those here far less tolerant than L.

	‘Now, let’s keep you quiet for your lesson, and remember, this is only being done because of your rebellious attitude. If you had merely complied with my demands you would probably be on your way to a nice comfortable bed to rest and relax, rather than be here, suffering for your own inadequacies.’

	With these words to punish her mind, Angelica ducked into the inky folds and dragged out a baggy latex sheath. It appeared to be some sort of small sack with strange tubes dangling from it. Tyra fought to remain calm upon her painful spires, the woman gathering in the sides and forcing it over her head with a rough tug. The interior of the material fitted snugly with its secondary outer layers loose upon the inner ones. The familiar feel of a deflated gag was forced over her lips and with a deafening explosion of inrushing air, the entire ensemble inflated with a pressurised roar. The hood slammed a stern grip to her head, squeezing tightly. The gag threw itself open, stamping down and squashing her tongue into the base of her mouth, forcing her jaws against the already monstrous complete grasp of the hood. With the sound of straining latex the volume of air within the device started to increase exponentially, making her throw her head around in alarm, trying to shed it while her flesh was squeezed in a fierce fist. The mask permitted frugal vision through two small holes of transparent plastic, and she could suck in breath via the tubes that snaked out from her nostrils. There were no other vents.

	‘Does that feel comfortable?’ Angelica questioned, running her fingertips along the smooth orb that Tyra’s head had been transformed into, the two rubber surfaces squeaking against each other in a brief, high-pitched language of latex.

	‘Do not fret,’ added Angelica. ‘You will come to delight in such things soon enough. But in the meantime I think you are undeserving of a full quantity of air, so I shall ration it to you until you can behave properly.’

	Taking the ends of the tubes, she lifted them into Tyra’s vision so she might see the small valves attached to the tips. With a pinch, Angelica started to close the intake, stealing away Tyra’s access to breath. The fight to get free started to escalate the more the screw descended, her lungs hauling at the tubes, squeezing all they could through the restricted vents, making her breathe in long drawn gasps. The fight to inhale was followed by her explosive exhales through the shuddering tubes, the air spilling into the mask that was pressed to her features, slipping out like a soft rasp around her collar.

	As Tyra was left impaled on the instrument, suffering a constant mild asphyxiation, Mistress Angelica strode confidently to the edges of the chamber. Accessing the same computer consoles the Governor had used, she selected a mannequin. Tapping in several lines of data commands, she activated the system with a soft chuckle of mirth.

	A mechanical mewl of protest sounded and a door slid aside, letting a latex clad form emerge. Her rubber skin gleamed in the light as a nasty looking dressage whip was selected from the ranks of similar weapons.

	The female was an aesthetic sculpture dedicated to physical perfection. Her slender curves were sealed within the confines of leggings that flowed into zip-fronted ankle boots, this being her only attire other than latex opera gloves. The dark material flowed up her arms and encased each digit with comprehensive devotion. Her pale white skin was stained a ruby hue in the light, a cascade of blonde hair following the change. Her impeccable breasts bobbed slightly with her stride, teasing the eye with their allure.

	The soft clack of heels sounded while she marched behind Tyra, and after a momentary pause the automaton began its methodical task. The whip issued a dull tone while it hummed through the air and then impacted across the presented cheeks of her rear. Tyra jolted and felt the full wrath of the clamps and the sheathed rods in her orifices responding to the attack.

	The obedient creature followed her part without any emotion, wandering about Tyra’s imprisoned form, arbitrarily lashing into her, throwing the whip back and hacking into some random body part. Tyra squeaked and fought to get free, the baleful metal jaws and the rods causing her much distress as she wriggled to escape. The struggles only succeeded in increasing her torment and made Angelica glow with satisfaction at her travail.

	The breasts of the abuser bounced with her attacks, her muscles flexing within their tight latex sheath, causing it to ripple with her every subtle motion.

	The scalding streaks the hedonistic creation painted upon her were unendurable in their intensity. The randomness of her attack while she paced menacingly around her imprisoned form, laying down her whimsical attacks, made Tyra fight with frustration.

	Unable to escape, she wept bitterly, frantically striving to regulate her breathing, unable to keep up with the requirements the whipping demanded. Spots started to flicker upon her gaze, the starvation of her brain causing the world to tilt and spin and her legs to tremble. As she almost fainted, she lowered and felt the stab of the phallic anchors, the pain of them churning her insides reviving her equilibrium and making her battle to keep upright. The blows made her squeal into her gag. The expenditure of breath on screams caused a prolonged battle to restore herself to some shade of natural rhythm, only to have it corrupted by another scathing impact.

	‘I shall now leave you to think about your fate. While I lounge and relax in splendour I may perhaps think of you, here, alone, suffering, afflicted only because you could not bother to do as you were told. This has only been caused by your own actions, slave. Remember that in the long bleak hours that will follow.’ Stepping up, Angelica cupped Tyra’s hooded chin and smiled broadly. ‘Enjoy, and learn,’ she said with asperity, and leant in to place a heavy kiss to one of Tyra’s eyepieces. The sight of the woman’s pursed lips cut all vision, and then greatly obscured it with the ruddy lipstick imprint she left behind. It was a reminder to Tyra of who had orchestrated this miserable desertion.

	Casting the slave’s face aside, the woman wandered away, her latex coated form slinking into the blackness. The growl of the main door signalled her departure, leaving Tyra to the tender and relentless mercy of her gorgeous zombie substitute.

	The snaking tip of the weapon flashed down and made Tyra twist while it tore at her hip, causing the dildos to grind her tracts, and the clamps to haul at their soft fixings.

	Trapped upon the monstrous spires, Tyra wept with anguish as the android continued to stroll idly about her. Its face was an impassive mask of beauty, its alluring flesh displayed flagrantly for her while the mannequin chaotically flashed into life and applied the weapon to her body. Riding the dildos was made all the worse for her inability to truly gain pleasure from them. To acquire her wishes she needed to work herself slowly and gently, but the whip always made her strain the clamps or force the rods deep. The meagre satisfaction she gained frustrated more than relieved. And this denial only leant more weight to enjoying the other aspects of her trial; the sight of the woman, the stab of clamps and sting of the whip, the tight clinch of the latex swimsuit, her delicate smothering suffocation, her helplessness to the desires of Angelica.

	Soon Tyra was aching to collapse, to drop to the floor and rest her weary flesh. Her muscles burned from their long exertion, and her rear throbbed with a pulse that made her head swim, the clamps continuing to numb the flesh they held in a pitiless grip.

	Lost to this repetitive cycle of suffering and delectable enchantment, Tyra started to flounder in a somnolent fog. Stranded in a quagmire between sleep and awareness where her thoughts ambled wildly, all she could dream and pray of was to be set free. She bitterly regretted having disappointed her Mistress as the flagellation continued to deny her a faint or chance to slumber, or any hope of capturing an elusive climax.

	The shuffling hiss of a projectile fleeing a launch tube rose above the screaming chatter of automatic fire. The sound eclipsed the sound of bullets bouncing upon the metal causeways and pipes that filled the area like a jungle, glvmg warning.

	Her eyes widened in horror as she saw a smoky trail being etched through the air towards her shelter — the deserted ground car left perched on blocks, the interior stripped down to a graffiti bedecked shell.

	Pounding the litter-strewn pavements with feet held in heavy boots, the rending punch of the missile piercing the metal hide preceded a thunderclap explosion. The vehicle scattered outward upon a belching fireball that rolled out, licking the road and the dense labyrinth of refinery equipment before tumbling upward. After a pulse of white light the wall of force smashed into her back, lifting her from her feet and stealing away all breath as she was carried within ferocious arms. The strength left the invisible force and she dropped back, her legs folding beneath her and causing her to flop onto her side and skid along. The grating slide upon the road surface ripped open her cropped jacket and close fitting leather trousers, exposing her skin to a searing passage across the rough surface.

	Skidding to a halt, she forced back the debilitating waves of pain and dizziness the detonation had cursed her with, and badgered her weary and stubborn frame into activity. Rising into a rough crouch, she kept tight hold of her machine pistol and scuttled forward. The sight of the street and the deserted drums before her wavered while she moved into the sparse cover in search of true sanctuary.

	Spasming aside, a large vertical pipe accepted a cluster of holes that flecked the metre wide casing and sent cones of Steam pouring from the punctures. Skipping over a drum, she lowered and wove forward, evading the deserted tools, boxes and fallen debris, the air still buzzing with swarms of wanton fire.

	Dumping herself into an open passage where torn ceiling panels drooled out long clusters of cables, she gathered her senses and shook her head to clear the blurriness, her long knotted strands of white hair flailing like tentacles.

	A burst of sporadic fire etched across the corroded canisters near to her, the bullets ripping up the ground and drilling small wounds in the metal casings. She shuffled deeper into cover and conducted a quick check of her weapon to ensure nothing in the attack had damaged it.

	Pushing herself back up onto her feet she examined her body, the priority having been her weapon; the sole means of distant defence, her own well-being following closely after. Her trousers were torn and scorched in places to reveal scratched skin. The armoured boots were in similar disrepair, the combat knife sheathed on one side lost and probably still lying in the street where she had fallen. Some of her belt pouches had been torn off, and the lycra vest beneath her painted jacket was burned at the back, the heat having washed beneath her coat.

	Brushing the strands of hair from her view she shuffled towards the opening, keeping her sore back pressed to the grime covered wall. Lifting her weapon in both hands, she took a deep breath of courage and then whirled out, flicking her aim with her gaze. Two figures were running across the road, keeping low, firing wildly behind them. They were not members of her gang, and were being doggedly followed by Terris —an annoying presence she had been meaning to weed out from her forces. But she had yet to acquire any justification to prune him other than finding the man irritating. To arbitrarily siay Terris would cause unrest in the others, and she had been leading them too long to risk falling into such a foolish blunder. There was also the possibility that he was a spy for Lily. The main rival to her own rule was a rising threat against her borders, and Terris had unwittingly released several hints that pointed to a divided loyalty.

	Holding firm to minimise recoil and stop the weapon wandering, she drew aim and squeezed the trigger. The compact firearm tore into sudden vibrant life, bucking in her grasp while a stream of tiny cases spewed freely from the ejection port.

	Correcting suddenly, she jerked the assault onto the first target, tearing into his torso and throwing him from his feet. Landing on his shoulders the enemy gang member collapsed into an enervated heap, a pool of red welling beneath him in all directions. The continuous deluge bored into his back, opening ragged holes and throwing sundered chunks of gore in all directions, the cadaver twitching and dancing to her rapid anthem of encouragement.

	Flicking to the next, her finger closed and punched clusters of rough holes at the man’s feet before she could compensate. A trio of random hits dove into his shins, ripping open the flesh amidst bloody spray before a zigzag pattern of churning blooms opened across his legs and then his torso. As the victim's torn legs folded beneath him and sent him into a crazy roll, she kept up the torrent of fire and flicked the muzzle across before stopping suddenly. The last few metres of her assault covered the area that Terris occupied. Two neat circles flew open on his brow and a plume of crimson erupted from the back of his skull. His zealous expression of pursuit changed to a slack and mortified mask and he suddenly stumbled and fell to his knees, trails of red flowing down his features in jagged paths. Seeing him drop onto his front, she gave a sly smile of sadistic merriment and returned her attention to the matter at hand. The rival gang was already trying to retreat from the area, finding themselves outmatched in the sector of abandoned refinery she now called home.

	Skipping out, she jogged along the wall and grabbed the rusted rungs of an ascending ladder, clambering quickly up and then running forward towards the sound of gunfire. Cradling her weapon in readiness, her eyes were wary for signs of any ambush or loitering enemy.

	A fierce slash caught the underside of her breast, making her flop upon her bonds, lost in delirium.

	The absence of another strike stirred her slightly from her daze. The helinet gave a blasting howl of escaping air and rapidly deflated, releasing the punishing hold upon her head before being hauled free. Gasping in a deep lungful of unimpaired air, Tyra broke into hacking coughs, wheezing and breathing heavily. Recovering her lost powers of respiration, her head pounded from the influx of returning sensation, the shock of stabbing pain crippling her and making her sink painfully onto the rods.

	Opening bleary eyes, she bore witness to Balthazar. Her tyrannical owner was removing her restraints, setting her free without any hint of being troubled by the bondage Angelica had inflicted.

	The clamps started to drop away, each freed pinch causing a blast of tragedy to tear at the flushed morsel. Such pains made her dance upon the wands, further grating her anus and sex while she cried out aloud, begging for him to stop. With her psyche torn between a wish to be free of them, and a fright of the duress brought on by their loss, she endured the arduous process, flinching and jerking until she was once more on the verge of swooning.

	Hanging upon the shafts, bent at her middle, she felt her arms being set free and Balthazar stepped back. Revealing himself in a suit of fine white material, the gleaming attire threw off occasional sparkles from a subtle glitter embedded in the structure. His red locks were fastened back, and from the loose structure of his clothes, he was hiding numerous defences within the business vestments.

	‘Get off,’ he commanded, straightening his jacket and examining himself in the polished surfaces of an upright rack.

	With a strain Tyra straightened and flexed her muscles, readying to break free. With a sudden spring she launched up and from the lumpy dildos, arching her back in mid air and screaming aloud with the intensity of removal. Landing, her graceful touch collapsed and she sprawled into a heap.

	‘Come on, get up,’ he ordered irritably, nudging her with the toe of his boot.

	Lifting her gaze, Tyra witnessed him stepping back, looking over the assembled apparatus. He was no doubt conjuring new atrocities, causing her to double her efforts to obey and get out of this twisted domain as quickly as possible, before he succumbed to the temptation of further abuse.

	With a scowl of effort she lurched forward and onto her feet, holding her hands out to help keep her balance while she accustomed to this normal position. Her prolonged session of being spitted had left her frame unused to erect, unenforced postures, and she had to quickly readapt. The thin studded collar buckled about her neck was snagged, and a long slender leash added to the D ring at the front.

	Falling in behind him when he turned and began to walk for the door, Tyra staggered slightly, for despite the awesome power of her new flesh, even this had limits, and the many hours of monstrous torture had left her weak.

	Stepping into the corridor, the soft carpet was sensuous to her soles, the fabrics tickling her with their luxury while she wandered behind him, connected to control by a thin line of silvery links. Already she could feel the twisted residual discomfort fading from her anatomy, her internal systems purging themselves of this bane with sterling haste and precision. The loss was making her thoughts warm towards her trial; the bondage, the desertion, the feel of being so completely under the regnant of another.

	Pondering her fate while she walked down the corridors, she caught a fleeting glimpse of the outside world. It seemed so far beyond her reach that she feared she might remain for an eternity in this fortress, passed down through Balthazar’s forthcoming generations like some family heirloom or blessed retainer.

	The sun was setting, the burning orb wreathing itself with fierce colours while it crawled for the horizon, throwing its last few pathetic beams against the dark foreboding towers of the city. The light trickled through as a diffused glow that proved no match for the artificial glare of the city, the thousands of signs and headlamps, streetlights and adverts shaming the ability of the setting sun. The artificial stars stained the evening mist with a glorious rainbow chart of dazzling colours, the pollutant cocktail manifesting as a spectral cloud that poured through the city in slender streaks.

	A shadow fell across the scene and the hulking body of a starship crawled slowly overhead, the brooding leviathan limping gradually towards the spaceport. The craft was immense and ugly, it’s hull a brittle array of towers and wide metal plains, all flecked with tiny slashes of light. The air about it quivered, seeming to be punished by heat haze, the gravity motors ripping at the atmosphere to keep the vast vessel aloft. A tug to the leash drew Tyra from the intriguing sight and

	her path was turned into the depths once more. Led to a door set at the end of the passage, the portal whirred aside at their approach, revealing a large circular room. The walls were comprised of single mirrored panes that jumped along the entire height, with a rim of light flowing along their upper and lower perimeter. The ceiling and floor were carpeted in white, the pristine shade aiding via reflection to fill the chamber with ample illumination. Every trace of shadow was banished, as though it were a toxin to this sterile laboratory of vanity.

	Balthazar drew her close, winding in the length of the leash until she was near to him. The door hissed shut, the inner surface merging perfectly with the walls to complete the mirror and leave her reflected in every pane from every angle. Momentarily awed by the sight of her new body, she was taken aback by the splendour, the perfect curves and appearance, this being her first real opportunity to examine herself so thoroughly. How could she be so blessed with this form, and yet cursed with such a wretched fate in exchange for it?

	‘Did you have fun with Angelica?’ he asked, using the lead to hold her face close to his own, his warm scented breath stroking her features.

	Tyra shook her head slightly, the feel of her body pressed to him installing a growing sense of trepidation and vulnerability.

	‘Why did she restrain you like that? Did you upset her?’

	‘I disobeyed,’ Tyra whispered softly.

	‘Then I trust you learned your lesson?’

	‘Yes, sir, I did,’ she responded, keeping her words formal and submissive so as not to stir his anger.

	‘Good, because I want you on your best behaviour tonight. I have a dinner engagement and I will be requiring your attendance for prestige value, and for protection purposes. Are you hungry?’

	‘I... I'm not sure,’ she responded with sudden and genuine confusion, unable to ascertain as to why pangs of thirst or hunger had not struck during her lengthy stay. Also, she had yet to succumb to enough of a well of tiredness that required her to seek solace in sleep. Her body simply continued to pound onward without slumber or rest, without nourishment or comfort, repairing her damaged flesh with incredible speed, requiring nothing save breath to feed her transplanted mind.

	‘That’s probably about right. Your systems require very little attention, which, considering your allotted caste, is no doubt for the best. Now, let’s see about getting you dressed. Take all that off.’

	With the command Balthazar turned and brushed a hand to one of the mirrored panes. The sheet shifted back to reveal a walk in closet, the racks of clothes on offer being exquisitely crafted. Locking her fingers into the cups of the swimsuit, she hauled down, wiggling her hips to help shuffle off the tight sheath. When it dropped to the floor she stepped from it, removed the stockings and entered into the closet, looking over the opulent wardrobe on offer.

	‘As you can see, I have spared little expense on you. All of these are yours,’ he declared, and reached in to remove a flowing dress crafted from a shimmering metallic fabric.

	The bodice was strapless and crafted for a perfect fit, with a plunging back and a long tight skirt, a slash minning up the side to her hip.

	‘This will suffice,’ he announced, handing it to her while he began to draw out matching heeled shoes, and black satin gloves to fit snugly to her arms.

	Sliding into the attire without complaint, she stood still and quiet as Balthazar drew open a panel to expose a data console. Indicating with his hand, he drew her obediently over and handed her a pair of metallic hemispheres, each with several blinking lights upon them.

	‘Put these onto your temples,’ he added absently, already drawing up depictions of her face and running through various designs for cosmetics upon the diagram.

	Fairly assured that they were not implements of punishment, Tyra placed them to her bare skin. The devices fixed themselves in place and hummed softly just as Balthazar selected his chosen design. Inputting the choice, the information was fed to her neural net and sent a shiver through her features. The pigments answered the call and began to reconfigure, creating the shades more effectively and permanently than any normal cosmetic could attain. The skin of her lips tickled and darkened to a pale icy blue. Her eyes gathered dark lines and an eye shadow to match her mouth, the expert creation granting her a sultry, cold visage.

	‘And one last addition,’ he said, removing the data transfer discs from her skin, taking up the lead and steering her from the room.

	A touch to the glass caused another section to swing back, exposing a chamber that could not have been more radically different to the first. The arsenal of weapons on offer ranged from hand to hand, to pistols, small arms, and to rifles and heavy weapons. Covert operations equipment and stealth devices were in abundance, and from this armoury he removed a small purse of silver metal.

	Handing her the accessory, she could see that it bore more to its construction than it seemed. Her piercing gaze could spy and feel the subtle wrinkle of hidden seams within the casing.

	‘You’ll know what to do if you need it,’ he added, and stepped back to admire her in the centre of the chamber, her body revealed in every pane.

	She was a wondrous sight, and Balthazar obviously agreed, for he began to drag her towards him by the leash, reelmg her in until she was once more against him,

	Hands reached round and began to caress her buttocks and roll up her back, stroking her fondly before closing on the nape of her neck. The other reached up her front to feel her cleavage, the soft handling making her feel as though she were melting in his arms, overcome by a sensual wave.

	With the hold on her head he dragged her in and coerced her into a kiss. Closing her eyes, Tyra met his lips and parted her mouth, accepting his probing tongue when it moved over her lips and teased the soft flesh. Letting her own response mimic his, she exchanged the kiss with him, keeping her hands inactive. She wondered whether she was wished to be passive, or whether he wanted her to return the passion he was displaying as he caressed her breasts with uncharacteristic tenderness. The feel of this foreplay almost had her faint with rapture, her sensitive skin responding energetically to the touch.

	Backing out, he left her torn by her paradox of hating him, but enthralled with the prospect of such sweet embraces. Without further explanation concerning this change of attitude, he set the leash free, leaving the thin collar in place to keep one last display of her servitude.

	Balthazar took her arm and led her down the passages and up a set of stairs. At a looming pair of large double doors loitered a group of smartly dressed forms, the men and women clearly ill at ease with their attire, each far more accustomed to clothing of a less sumptuous quality. All wore heavy coats to conceal their armaments, and all had shaded glasses. The tiniest hint of micro circuitry at the arms informed Tyra that they were connected to audio information by these covert radios, and in all likeliness granted enhanced resolution on their sight.

	The doors parted while the awaiting crowd fell in about them as escort, the yawning portal allowing a wash of cold air to flow in. Carrying a dizzying array of scents, the conditioned and processed atmosphere of the dwelling was shed in favour of the raw cocktail of the outside world.

	Heading out into the night, Tyra found herself on the roof of the tower. The small level on which she had exited held surveillance cameras and automated defence gunports, all looking out over the surrounding area. The rooftop was bordered by a low fence, and bore four skycraft, all resting on their landing claws.

	A sleek white car waited at the forefront, flanked by three others of larger and far less opulent design. Led to the albino limousine, the doors slid aside and accepted Tyra and Balthazar into its spacious back. The other bodyguards clambered into the remaining vehicles, a pair slipping into the sealed cockpit of the limo.

	Balthazar drew his possession close to him and held her in a loose embrace, his fingers absently tracing her figure and luxuriating in the feel of her silken skin.

	The doors hissed shut and the gravity motors gave a soft hum while they built to full power. After the car gave the most imperceptible of quivers it rose gently into the air and banked. Slipping over the edge of the roof it dropped gradually through the night sky, cruising gently upon the air while the landing claws retracted and sealed their tiny cavemns over with a soft clunk.

	Weaving gradually through the tallest spires of the city, the brief convoy continued its enigmatic journey, allowing Tyra to distract herself from her owner’s touch by taking in the sight of the outside world, slipping past. The degenerate scenery was almost halcyon compared to her dismal sexual slavery.

	His hands started to gather more enthusiasm with his rising libidinous attitude, clasping at her while he started to kiss at her neck. Drawing her closer and reaching round to clasp at her breasts, he caught her nipples between his fingers and caressed with a heavy hand. It was unbearable on her pride when she was restrained and he molested her, but at least she was not able to stop him and was flagrantly being taken against her will. But this time she was expected to be a co-operative object for him, to succumb to his wishes, his carnal avarice fuelled by her acceptance of his tenderness. It was this realisation that infuriated her to an extent where she started to pull away and resist with increasing vigour. The luscious touches were a wonder to her flesh, but she could not allow

	herself to give in; she had to resist this regime of erotic punishment and pleasure lest she lose herself to it.

	An arm closed around her waist and she sought to slither out of the hooked limb. Another locked about the nape of her neck, seeking to draw her back for a continuation of the kiss. But now it was clearly going beyond a mere session of lowly foreplay, and in addition to intercourse, his spiteful cravings had returned. Placing a hand to his chest she tried to hold back, and as he was denied, her owner’s patience finally snapped. Drawing his arms back with a violent tug, he let her drop back before grabbing her at the throat, pinning her back to the car seat. His face gave way to a twisted glare of rage.

	‘How dare you resist me!’ he bellowed at her, his fingers closing tighter to impede her breathing.

	‘I don’t want you,’ she whispered meekly. trying to defend her actions and placate his rage.

	‘What you want is of no consequence. You are my property! A thing to be used as I see fit!’

	Shoving her aside, she flopped onto the wide floor directly before the back seat. Slipping down behind her like a brigand, he grabbed her neck again and pushed her face into the seat, her chest squashed upon the smooth surfaces, her crown against the upright back.

	All considerations as to his next move were confirmed when she felt the flaps of her dress being parted. The high cut at her hip allowed the curtain to be easily drawn aside, revealing her rear. Straining under his hold she heard a zipper lower, and he put his hardened length to her opening.

	Tyra gulped for courage, tensing in readiness and then wincing with a stifled squawk of anguish when Balthazar forced an entry into her. Fighting his way through her sphincter, he began a harsh, uncaring molestation. The severity made her cringe and gulp down her cries, the man using his ravishment as a means to punish her for her rejection of him.

	‘You bitch, how dare you spurn me?’ he growled, his rage thundering within him, the disobedience of Tyra giving him a vent to expel the anger over his current business strife. ‘Iam Balthazar, do you understand? Balthazar! I rule this planet! It is mine! You are mine!’

	Tyra was suffering to help ease his thoughts, her rear being the therapy to soothe his wrath.

	‘Come on, scream!’ he demanded, and jabbed harder and deeper, reaching up under her torso to close clawed hands into her breasts and sink the nails in, jiggling the hands around in random circles to make her scowl.

	‘Scream you bitch, or I'll rip these off!’ he roared, slamming his hips to hers, his sanity lost in a tempest of sodomy and power. There was no way his puny organic muscles could commit this felony, but she still did not want him to try. It would be easy to scream, to illustrate her pain and revulsion, but to do so would be to obey and to relieve his tensions. Did she want to do that or would she prefer to let him stew and thus gain herself a shade of revenge. The notion was weighed against the consequences of returning home with Balthazar in a foul vicious mood, his lust unsated, his animus bubbling away with alacrity.

	‘Wail! Shriek! Scream! You cannot deny me!’ he hissed, clawing at her nipples, the stab of his sex mixed with the furtive delight of being taken so brutally.

	Tyra endured the first few seconds with croaking gasps and whines, and then threw her mouth open to vent her cry. As he continued she sobbed and wept, unleashing tones of suffering every time he jammed his length into her, using such tunes to hide her relish in being broken thus to his will,

	Within a few virulent stabs he was climaxing, the audio stimulation of her trial bringing him a precursor of relief before the final orgasmic climax. Moisture filled the far reaches of her tracts and Balthazar quivered and roared before dropping onto her back, squashing her as he remained indolent, resting from his exertions, his spite temporarily exorcised.

	Panting heavily, he threw her skirt back into place and flopped into the chair to let his head fall back. Tyra dragged herself back into the seat and felt him absently cup her neck and draw her down onto his still proud shaft. Forcing her onto it, her mouth swallowed up the bulging phallus while his motions made it clear that she was to clean the organ that had ravished her. Closing her eyes tightly and swallowing her bitterness, she let her tongue comply, easing it around as residue still continued to emerge, coaxed forth by an imitation of fellatio. Once she had stripped away the leftovers she sat back, wiping the comers of her mouth, the taste on her tongue making her seethe with suppressed fury and an aching desire for more tangible use of her form.

	Looking cautiously aside she regarded him while he straightened his tie and hair, restoring his emotionally barren facade and preened visage.

	‘You are mine to do with as I please,’ he carelessly muttered. ‘The sooner you realise what you are, the better.’

	‘The better for whom?’ she spat sofily, her words pregnant with hostility.

	‘For me, who else? Who else would it matter to? You? A bit of property? A thing to be owned and discarded when it grows tiresome? You are a pretty bauble with a name and a heavy price tag. That is all you are, ever were, and ever will be,’ he testified lightly.

	‘l am not a ‘thing’,’ she retorted bitterly, finally finding a voice against the injustice of her lot. ‘I live, I think, I am not your possession. You cannot own another living being.’

	‘We shall see what you say on the subject once I have finished with you.’

	‘What do you mean?’ she asked, fearful of his intentions now she’d revealed her lingering will to rebellion.

	Balthazar reached fingers forward towards her cheek, making her shy away — a response he merely smiled to and then laid leisurely back.

	‘Soon enough you will be screaming for me to take you. Begging for attention. I can see now that I was too lenient with you, and once we return, you can be assured I will not make the same mistake again.’

	The words were an imprecation that had her quaking with mortified angst. What did he mean by that? What was he intending? Surely such a thing could not be done... or could it? Was it possible he could break her as one might train and domesticate a wild animal? And would she have strength enough to ride through such a process and not lose herself to. the indoctrination? It was doubtful; already she had a predilection towards it, a gaping wound in the wall of her defences that such indoctrination would fully exploit.

	A plaza affixed boldly to the side of a tower beckoned, the perimeter fed by several sky roads. The floating lanes threaded out into the surrounding blocks, carrying a dense stream of traffic past while shoals of less ground restricted craft swirled overhead, dancing in the light.

	Detaching from this stream, the entourage veered towards the open zone and set down with a gradual bump. A doorman approached to usher them out, the access panels parting with a mechanical hiss, the drivers appearing behind him, their eyes scanning the scene with exceptional vigilance.

	Sliding along the seat and exiting first, Tyra looked over the sights. The cool night air tickled her flesh and flapped her hair upon wild breezes. The wind was unable to penetrate the thick mesh of buildings and was instead replaced by the manic eddies wrought by the sky craft streaking by, just twenty metres above them.

	A line of businesses ran the face of the towers where the plaza accessed it. The prime property locations were occupied by wealthy clothes shops and exquisite restaurants, the doors manned by security, the interiors packed with the elite of the colony.

	Fixated by the appearance of these people, she watched intently, never having been able to rise to the city levels to acquire even a view of these ultra powerful and fabled beings. Dressed in flamboyant and wildly impractical clothes, they displayed their affluence through bizarre fashion and extravagant displays.

	Drawing in the air, it was akin to aromatic perfume to her, the mixture of scents a promise of what freedom could offer, making her heart ache at her captivity.

	Tyra’s gaze unexpectedly gave a soft shudder and shifted slightly, adopting a new perspective that seemed to fill her world with blue and black shades. Across this sparse palette streaked a single beam of bright green. The arc of light fell to touch her enslaver’s temple as he emerged from the limousine.

	The familiar sensation of her hidden yet ultimate need to protect him rampaged into her psyche without warning. Stamping into her thoughts it left indelible footprints when she instinctively recognised the appearance of a targeting laser, the beam hidden in an obscure band of the spectrum.

	Before the round struck or the soft crack of a distant rifle was filtered out of the background noise to reach her ears, she was already acting. Her body suddenly moved with such speed that time itself seemed to slow to an imperceptible crawl. One limb was already rising to block the beam with her’ forearm as the other jolted the purse. The box opened like a Chinese puzzle, a grip and trigger flicking out while the barrel extended and locked into position with a hollow snick. The weapon was already aimed in the rough direction of the sniper when the single round tore into her flesh. She could have shoved Balthazar aside, but her need to defend him would not sanction the risk that this bullet was a seeker round with a target lock granted by the beam. In such an event the lethal issue would simple weave around and complete its task on the second pass.

	The tiny hole that was bored into her limb released no pain, her senses numbed to such a sensation by the programming guiding her actions. A microsecond later it erupted deep within the tunnel it had drilled. The explosive tip gouged open her synthetic flesh amidst a cough of fire, spattering small scorched chunks of artificial muscle and burned bio fluids across her flank and the side of her face.

	While the shudder of the impact faded her vision narrowed, seeking out the culprit, magnifying her gaze and locating the sniper where he occupied a near closed window on a distant block. The lights were out, but she could easily make out the telltale outline of the assassin as he sought a new lock upon his target, the laser wandering in frantic search.

	Detailed computations ran through her subconscious like

	rapids, analysing wind speeds and directions, weighing up the balance and capacities of her firearm to grant a perfect aim. The sound of his initial gunshot finally reached them as her finger squeezed and the pistol kicked into her wrist. Instantly she released another three rounds, increasing her odds of success. Four spent cases flicked into the air and bounced upon the ground with festive chimes.

	Tyra stared in anticipation, the rounds speeding through the air, leaving the sound of the shot far behind them. The sniper spotted the danger but had no time to act when the window shattered. The first impact took him in the throat, shoving him back while the others bored in a descending line down his torso, the bloody plumes they tore testifying to his lack of body armour.

	The punctured form collapsed beyond her scope of vision, the shelter of the exterior wall hiding whether he was alive or dead. Lowering her hovering torn arm, Tyra flicked her sight and aim across the rest of the city scene. Seeking out the most favourable locales for a backup sniper she found nothing. Training her pistol over the sights once more, she jolted it from points of interests and then kept back the curious and startled onlookers. Drawing aim directly at them, she scowled with blank severity, dissuading approach.

	Balthazar ducked back into the car and a split second later she followed, slipping in while the door closed and the limo roared with strain. The engines fired to full thrust and catapulted the vehicle into the air and back into a high-speed lane of traffic. The other craft quickly slotted in about them to form a protective gauntlet.

	Slumping into the seat, Tyra continued to keep a hand clamped over the bullet wound. The viscous white fluid that was her blood slipped through her fingers, dripping from her arm in gelatinous globules, the coagulants as efficient as all her functions. The concermn to the extent of the damage was terrifying her, the styptic healing process doing little to ease her horror. Gathering up all her courage, she lifted her palm from the clinging wound and gasped in shock. Immediately she pushed herself back into the seat and away from the sight, torn with alarm.

	The open ragged crater had stopped bleeding, the shredded flesh having sealed itself swiftly. No pain emerged, only a soft throb that told her of its existence, as though it were likely that she could ever forget the picture of this gaping hole in her arm. In mortal reality, the trauma should be proving fatal.

	‘Don’t worry, we’ll have that repaired in no time,’ promised Balthazar, lounging back, smug in his satisfaction and security, failing to even show gratitude to her.

	Placing a shaking palm back over the sight, she turned her eyes out the window and longed to be free. Listening without real attention, she heard her owner using his Pocketcomm to call ahead and warn that she had been damaged. Damaged; not injured, not hurt, but damaged, like a car, or a computer. There had to be a way to get rid of this programming, to break free and escape his tyrannical clutches before she started to enjoy too much to ever escape it.

	The vehicle arced around and returned to Balthazar’s sanctuary with haste, setting down near to the main doors. His escort left their cars and closed in to forge a living wall around their employer, weapons drawn. With the guards escorting him swiftly inside, Tyra followed nearby, her eyes affixed to the world while she cradled her numb forearm.

	The doors trundled shut and closed with a deep tone, the similarity to a cell being slammed shut being impressed solely upon Tyra.

	‘Follow me,’ said Balthazar, turning and walking off with a spry strut.

	Still bitter at having sacrificed herself for him, she complied, there being little option to obedience. Taken down through the floors of his residence, she was delivered to a sealed chamber were Balthazar’s palm scan caused the portal toissue weighty clunks and then draw back.

	The workshop bore a striking similarity to a surgery. The banks of scanners and detailed trays of implements were of such detail and accuracy as to be readily usable for the repair of organic tissue.

	A rotund man was examining a curved probe, altering the controls to a more satisfactory configuration. Dressed in white robes, he wore a matching hood with a heavy visor that ran around the entire circumference of his head. A long black panel of plastic ran across his eyes, with banks of secondary lenses dotted upon extended arms and connected to the main headband by twisting wires.

	‘Sit it in the chair,’ he absently broadcasted, distracted by his current work.

	Irritated at being referred to in such terms, Tyra slowly did as she was instructed, her scowling glare fixed on his back. Slipping into the heavy metal chair rising at the centre of the room, the articulated diamond plate panels were still locked to the normal configuration of such furniture.

	‘How long will this take?’ inquired Balthazar.

	The man turned about and walked over to her. A touch to the chair had metal bands flick around either end of Tyra’s forearm and then jump back to pin the limb firmly down, rendering it immobile. She tugged weakly against this bond, unsure about remaining captive, even though it was being done to help her. The instinctive response stemmed from the fact that she was associating such restraint with heinous acts that left her mind and soul in bloody ribbons. The concept of beneficial restraint was one she was greatly dubious about.

	A wheeled stool scraped upon the bare floor and the doctor dropped onto it, his gaze close to her wound. The banks of unblinking eyes turned and focused, the soft chorus of whirs and clicks sifting into her hearing. Her breath quickened in indoctrinated anticipation of pain.

	‘The main systems are fine. No skeletal damage. Severed fibres. Bio links broken. Impaired flow. Regulators are still at option rate.’

	Looking up, he regarded Balthazar as he lounged against the wall, the doctor’s myriad eyes refocusing to take in a distant form.

	‘Two hundred cc’s of additional nanobots should allow self- repair in a day or so. Keep her on a high material diet for forty-eight hours,’ came his diagnosis.

	Shoving with his feet, he drifted towards the wall where he selected a small bottle of fluid. Checking the label, he rode the stool back and clipped the bottle into a waiting alcove in the chair. A touch to the control had the mechanism grip the container and with a pressurised hiss, the required amount was stolen and forced into her with an osmotic purr, afflicting the small of her back.

	‘There, all done. Is there anything else?’

	‘Perhaps an attitude adjustment. Is there any way to add new commands to her main programme?’

	‘That depends. Some things are highly illegal.’

	‘You’ve done it before, you can do it again. So is it possible?’ replied Balthazar, his tone irritated by this questioning and unnecessary worry.

	‘Maybe. What did you have in mind?’

	‘A significant stimulation of her libido.’

	‘I can’t change her tastes, or incorporate any alterations to her nature. Not without risk of erasure.’

	‘Nothing new. Just a major magnification of what already exists.’

	‘That should not pose too much of a problem,’ he replied.

	With a flick to the chair, metal hoops were flung forth across her entire frame, snapping shut and jumping back to pin her tightly to the seat, running over her clothes and her collar. Heavy bands held her ankles, shins and thighs, her stomach, biceps and at each end of her forearms. A cross held across her chest, and a brace snagged her neck and forehead while another wide strip closed across her mouth. The inner surface of every band suddenly applied a powerful suction that held ‘her skin in a firm grasp, preventing any movement and effectively gagging her by clutching her lips.

	Totally immobilised, she wrenched at her bonds, trying to slip free, snorting through her nostrils while she watched her oppressors. Were they really considering altering her mind? Could it be possible? Why was Balthazar going to increase her sexual drive? What did he hope to gain from it?

	The doctor drew over a console and pulled two leads from the side, carefully slipping them to either side of the band at her forehead.

	The signal of computer keys being played by an expert sounded at her flank, the doctor typing away with celerity. Almost immediately she could feel an unwelcome presence in her very mind, an alien entity slithering in the shadows between her thoughts. The sensation had her squealing against her gag and spasming wildly in her restraints, the awareness of her mind being befouled far more grave than any coercion into a degrading act.

	‘Okay, I’m in. Here’s a list of options,’ he offered. Pushmg back on the stool, he slipped aside and let Balthazar move in to run through the possible corruptions he could inflict upon her psyche.

	‘Twelve point zero three sounds sufficient.’

	The sounds of speedy typing followed, and ended with a satisfied damning tap.

	‘Uploading.’

	The feel of something sinister crawling in her skull arose immeasurably, the presence of the trespasser seeking entry distinct and terrifying. Screwing her eyes shut she tried to force it out, pushing all her thoughts and will to its expulsion, frantic to prevent this mutilation of her very essence.

	‘Dammit!’ spat the doctor, his calm facet falling away to be replaced by concern and anger.

	Tyra felt the intruder lose its grip and be repulsed.

	‘What?’ asked Balthazar, looking blankly over the equipment.

	‘She’s rejected it,’ he snapped.

	‘Well try again.’

	‘She’s resisting. I'll have to use a tougher programme, and I’ll have to distract her with electroshocks.’

	‘So? Just do it.’

	With a sigh of resignation, the doctor began typing once more. When he ended a single tap goaded the chair into horrendous life, the metal bands crackling with voltage while they poured the electrical woe into her system, making her squeal and spasm within the plexus of bonds. Fighting to break free, Tyra desperately tried to fend off the invading alterations. But assailed by such pain she could do nothing. Her mind scrambled, her thoughts in confusion and disarray. The feel of it pressing against the walls of her mind was explicit and terrible, and with a final shove the enemy broke through, spilling out and making her mind churn with disfiguring waves. '

	Tyra’s shriek rose to a smothered crescendo and trailed off, the voltage ceasing when she felt the trespasser sneaking into every aspect of her personality. It was covertly hiding itself, vanishing until she could no longer detect its presence, the alien virus having become one with her.

	The restraints flicked back with a soft thunk, letting her sag while she respired slowly, seeking a revival of her senses.

	‘Up,’ uttered Balthazar.

	With an ambulating shuffle she rose from the chair and walked over to him. She was still nauseous from the presence of the alterations as they settled into place, her thoughts reconfiguring to incorporate the fresh philosophy.

	‘Keep her mind distracted for a while so the new parameters can settle properly without any neurological distortion.’

	Assuming her co-operation, her owner left the chamber and strolled down the plush corridors of what was in actuality no more than her luxurious prison. With a sngh and grimace, Tyra followed.

	A corridor guarded by four of his employees with cradled heavy assault rifles presented itself, and at the far end a single set of weighty paired doors beckoned.

	‘Do not disturb me unless it is urgent,’ decreed Balthazar, passing his guardians, entering the passage and stopping before the doors.

	A palm and retina scan confirmed his identity and caused a panel to flicker into existence, revealing a keypad of numbers. He tapped a six digit combination, a code that Tyra’s expert ear and detailed gaze stole from him while it was entered. Tyra quickly hid this nugget away, keeping it for future use, a treasure more valuable than gold.

	Three heavy thuds trickled through the outer surface. Then with a hydraulic strain the door was hauled aside, the foot thick pane of reinforced Crysteel reaching deep into the wall in all directions for added security.

	Stepping into the deep blackness within, his restored occupancy caused the lights to rise gradually to their full glory, divulging the spacious chamber within.

	Led inside, the vault door ground slowly shut while she assessed the surroundings. It was clearly a lounge, with long soft couches, sporadic armchairs, and a holographic entertainment system at the very heart. The seats circled the projection unit, presenting all attention to the round metal plinth. Three other doors provided exit, the light interior doors armed with proximity detectors to open at approach.

	Indicating for her to follow with a nod in the direction of a door, Tyra adhered to his command and was led into another chamber of algolagnic mayhem.

	Not as large or admirably equipped as the others she had encountered, the walls were lined with several cupboards and a few racks of weapons, the tools of corporal punishment hanging in neat, poised rows.

	The room also bore larger apparatus in addition to the rings in floor, ceiling and wall. There was a set of metallic stocks, the heavy pillory embellished with a separate slat to capture a victim’s feet. A beam extended from the walli, its heavy mechanical winch draping a chain to the floor. And lastly a cage of dense mesh brooded in the cormer, the strong frame bathed in shadow.

	Already Tyra could feel a stoking of the flames of her desires. It was not a wish for any of Balthazar’s twisted pursuits, but a welling need for fulfilment, and she began to understand why this had been done to her. If the crucial longing continued to mount she would be fawning for any sort of stimulation, readily submitting herself to any indignity to acquire it.

	Cursing this affliction, and the willing whore it could possibly turn her into, she tried to fight it out, to beat back the change before it became too ingrained for her to even recognise it as being foreign.

	The gangster moved closer to her, reaching out to hook a digit in her collar and capture her afresh. Tyra was still beset with her disgust of him, more so for finding out that he was committing the most awful penetration to her very soul. She shied back slightly. In response he grabbed her arm and with a tug, defeated a reluctant mood and brought her close.

	Once more his hands wandered upon the silver folds of her tight dress, his eyes fixed on her while she trembled slightly beneath his light massage. The snaring hand drew down, bending her over at her middle, making her dip her head towards the floor. Screwing up her eyes, Tyra felt him grope her raised buttocks, the material stretched tightly across it, letting the monster revel in the sensation of her. Suddenly he moved back, releasing the hold on her and letting Tyra straighten and shift away from him.

	‘Take off your dress,’ he whispered softly.

	With slow motions she slipped free of the elaborate attire, letting it fall to the floor and then kicking off her shoes, displaying herself solely in her malicious collar.

	‘Now come over here,’ beckoned Balthazar, stepping over to the gallows. He indicated for her to seat herself beneath it, an act she was hesitant to perform. The delay caused Balthazar to snatch a crop and hack into her with venom, the blow falling upon her thigh and making her yelp suddenly and skip back. Clapping her hand to the refulgent weal she screwed her face up, clenching her teeth in endurance, her rage ready to erupt as a homicidal fit.

	‘Get down on your belly, slave,’ he growled, and wandered to Tyra’s side, leaving her route to the intended site unobstructed while he applied the scourge again.

	Two blows destroyed her resolution and she skipped down beneath the dangling chain, knowing she had no alternative. Jumping into the shadow, Tyra threw herself to the floor with the clap of flesh upon cold metal floor.

	Spread supine she could not react when he marched back in and closed a merciless fist into her hair, dragging back as he so loved to do. Exposing the features of his captive, her vertebrae smarting from the unnatural twist, he lifted a gag to her lips. For a moment she intended to resist him and keep her mouth clamped shut, but while she saw it moving closer the mere configuration of the monstrous implement instantly changed her mind. The black metal plate had stubby studs of decoration flinging from its front surface, and riveted anchors threw out heavy straps. The centre was armed with a small sphere set atop a stubby stalk, and it could have been a most minor form of ball gag, but the orb was armed with a bristling porcupine array of silver spines. The needle spikes burst from every angle to dissuade rather than physically deny speech or protest.

	Snapping open her mouth, she strained her jaws wide to accept it rather than let it slice her lips. Mortified, Tyra watched it enter, and then with careless severity Balthazar

	started to buckle the diabolic Scolds Bridle in place. Yanking the straps tight about her head and chin, he squeezed her jaws shut until her teeth were biting upon the stalk.

	Exploring the implement she found that any movement of her tongue or mouth would touch the daggers. Even swallowing was turned into a hesitant operation, the knives forcing her to hold back even the slightest twitch.

	Grabbing her foot, Balthazar bent her limb back and used biting cords to fix the ankle to the top of her thigh, winding the coil around both the joints and then tightening them. The flesh was drawn in by an impossible tightness, the muscles burning from the compression.

	Her cry in answer to this malfeasance caused a crowd of tiny punctures to be placed in her tongue. This new and sudden flare of pain made her shake her head violently to try and get the culprits out, her gurgling wail being crippled by the plate and the spined orb.

	A thick shackle of latex lined metal was clipped to her ankle, and the chain of the winch was applied to its heavy ring.

	With her body restricted to this site of torment, she felt him take her hands and drag them behind her back. Trying to get out from his grasp she fought off his hold, her will to be rendered prone to him fading.

	A flick to his temple had the collar erupting with a radiant kiss, the collar throwing off cracked arcs of power as it threw discharge into her structure. With a shrill yowl she stiffened with the momentary shock and when it passed, fell into a quiescent pile, the discipline having drained her strength. Manoeuvring her disabled limbs, he closed the limp extremities in a single bag of thick latex whose opening bore a buckled draw-strap. A tug confined her wrists together and stole away all hope of using her fingers to augment an escape.

	To this trap was tied a coil of thin rope, the weave being affixed to the shackling belt and then affixed to her single ankle restraint. ...

	Before she could discover the extent of her bondage, he thumbed the control for the winch, jabbing his digit to the gallows and causing the motor to erupt into chugging life.

	The cogs released weighty clunks and their teeth began to haul in the chain. Once they had sufficiently stolen the excess they dragged in the weighty victim affixed to the end.

	Tyra’s leg rose into the air, her wriggles being subdued the instant the limb and the affixed rope were pulled taut. The connecting strand dragged her arms back, twisting her upward and allowing no alleviation of her stress. Her belly slithered when it lifted into the air, and her breasts were scraped painfully beneath her until they were dragged upward. Left with her face squashed to the floor, a moment later it too was borne aloft to sway slightly.

	Hanging by her ankle, the muscles and ligaments of herleg strove to hold together as they were used to support her entire weight. Tyra wailed in anguish, the gag dissuading any begs for mercy with vicious pinprick stabs.

	While her head flopped loose, she felt him take hold of her hair, gathering it up, forming a ponytail which he sealed with elasticated straps. Tightening them to form an immovable hold, he wound small braids into a metal frame, trapping the follicles. Taking a length of thin rope her tormentor began to wind the coil around her waist. Forming several excruciating circles, he allowed the bonds to spit out a single strand that slipped between her legs and reached down to be tied off on her ponytail. After the miscreant stole away a significant portion of slack, she was left with her head twisted up and back. Any attempt to force it lower now made her scalp flicker with riots of discomfort, and the crotch rope grate against her SEX.

	Fighting the stringent bonds, the friction burn of the ropes upon her belly driving her mad with frustrated calamity, she cavorted in vain, unable to escape or lessen the effects of the suspension.

	‘Now, let’s start you on that nourishment feed,’ announced Balthazar, leaving her held in the air. ‘We want that wound to seal properly, after all.’

	The twisted leg flailed wildly. Her fingers fought to break free of the confining bag, the fabric rippling as though it held a wild animal.

	Returning with an enema bag, Balthazar clipped it beside her stretched ankle and presented the nozzle to her buttocks. A slight shove had the hardened plastic tip bore through and enter her rear, the meagre penetration barely noticed so used had she become to far more harsh entrances.

	A clip upon the pipe fixed it to the crotch rope, leaving it held within her.

	Clenching her sphincter at the intruder, Tyra fought to push it out before he could start introducing the raw materials to facilitate her healing. A heavy strain of effort failed to dislodge it, the nozzle too firmly anchored to even be moved, blighting her with the uncomfortable offender. It did not matter that it was being done to assist her; she wanted it out. She would not acquiesce to anything, no matter how beneficial, so long as it stemmed from Balthazar.

	Her tyrant used a jug to accept a thick cold paste from a dispenser hidden within a cupboard, and then gently poured the viscous sludge into the open bag. The slime flowed lethargically down the tube and started to enter her tracts, the cold presence sending a chill through her belly.

	‘Now, before I leave you to heal yourself and succumb to your new artificially inflated desire, I think one last addition is in order,’ he uttered, and lowered down to look across her hovering chest, her breasts hanging for his perusal.

	‘What shall I add, I wonder?’ he smirked, obviously fully aware of his activities, so blatantly obvious were they with her breasts ripe for abuse.

	‘I know, how about a set of clamps?’ he purred, reaching out and brushing the back of his hand across the exposed tips, causing them to harden and rise at the gentle caress. ‘Would you like that?’

	Stretching a hand beneath her, Balthazar applied small clamps to her exposed and expectant nipples, the firm breasts holding them out for ease of application.

	The caustic nip of the devices made her squeal against her gag. When he let go, the weighted chains dropped and hauled out still further, making the jaws gore and afflict the tender flesh all the more fervently. The sudden tugs and attempts to get free caused her crotch rope to chafe, and her stretched flesh to whine at the hated movement that successfully placed yet more stress upon it. The thick sludge continued to lethargically trickle in. Her rear was a hungry maw that eagerly gulped down the slow feed when it was deposited, drawing it and absorbing it before she could force the accursed influx out.

	‘Now remember this as you hang here — when your carnal lust burns within your soul and all you crave is a release from your frustrations, you will be willing to do all I ask and more to sate this desire,’ he revealed, patting her rump. ‘And I will take great delight in denying you. Just make sure to remember that all of this could have been averted with your mere co- operation.’

	With a smirk across his face Balthazar left the room, deserting Tyra in her torment, assailed by the words he had used to psychologically slash at her.

	Hanging in this demeaned position, Tyra was forced to fight a duel battle against two implacable foes. The isolation and the effects of the bondage both tore at her delicate psyche, time dragging its heels to make the suspension an all the more grand trial.

	The frustration of her inability to alleviate her sorrow in any way was augmented by the boredom, the lack of any stimuli leaving her no distraction from dwelling on how uncomfortable she was.

	Once more her mind was submerged in the dizzying waters of her subconscious. Tyra’s daze ruled her mind, hammering at her sanity while she languished in this cruelty, leaving her thoughts hazy and warped.

	 

	The lift doors purred aside and revealed a round hall, the interior devoid of all furnishings and bestowed with a grand view of the sky through a glass ceiling. Meera’s two aids walked at her side, their faces grim and surly, both quashing their mesmerised awe at the sight of such obscene wealth.

	Balthazar was already waiting, a phalanx of six richly dressed bodyguards dotted about him and the room, the forces watching the new arrivals with intensity.

	The grand ruler of all things illicit had called her to him to discuss the problem with Lily, their warfare no doubt causing disturbance or distress to his own monstrous cartel. If Balthazar wanted her to stop though, he would have to pay.

	‘I bid you welcome to my home, Meera. I trust your journey was uneventful?’

	‘Of course,’ she responded swifily, impatient in the face of mundane pleasantries. ‘Now why am I here?’

	Baithazar suppressed a scowl of irritation at such brusqueness, but maintained a pleasant air. Whatever he had planned, he was willing to endure far greater strife to achieve his ends.

	‘You're causing me much dismay with your actions, Meera,’ he answered bluntly. ‘This pointless bickering with Miss Kevorkian is the source, and I want it stopped... now.’

	‘She infringes on my territory. Get rid of her and it’ll all be over,’ Meera offered.

	‘I won 't intervene in some paltry street scuffle. You’ll resolve this matter between yourselves.’

	‘Then what're you offering me to end the hostilities?’

	‘This is not a request, you pathetic upstart urchin. Your performance on the streets is little more than an itch. So unless you want me to scratch, you'll stop and make peace.’

	‘And lose everything I've bled and fought for? Your bargain has little appeal. Let Lily make the sacrifices, let her be the one to call a truce.’

	‘If your little fly speck of territory is so important, what else would you accept to do as I command?’

	‘Make it truly mine. Let me run it for you.’

	Raucous laughter emerged from Balthazar, the slender man

	.throwing his head back and filling the hall with his amusement. Each tone cut at her like a blade, stoking her fury. How dare he mock her? She had not struggled through a sea of filth and death to be treated like some petulant child.

	‘Fuck you then. I'll give you a war that’ll have your precious businesses in ashes! You think me an itch? Well now you’ll have a gaping wound!’ she spat, and with a wave to her aids she turned and started to march for the door.

	‘I think not,’ he whispered, and suddenly the guards before her drew free pistols, the duel barrels extending and locking into position.

	At the sight of this double-cross Meera’s aids jerked hands into their clothes to grab weapons just as the air filled with the deafening roar of spitting gun blasts. Flecks of gore splashed Meera’s skin, Balthazar's guards pouring fire into her aids, making them cavort wildly in the air, the insane dance prompted by the erupting tunnels being bored into them. When the thunderous cacophony ended the two men tumbled to the floor, reduced to shredded mounds of flesh that were now hardly recognisable as human.

	Acting in unison with her doomed bodyguards, Meera’s hands flew to her sides to close on the butts of pistols. While her comrades were being massacred there was a muffled hiss of pressure and a sharp sting afflicted her shoulder. The minor nip of pain gave way to a tearing flare of voltage that coursed through her flesh and had her dancing on tiptoe. Screaming, her pistols fell to the floor at the same instant as the languid mangled cadavers that were her aids.

	The shock ended and she began to wilt, sinking to her knees, trying to stay conscious against the agony, pearls of sweat

	welling across her form.

	The murderous sentries holstered their weapons and stepped forward to take her up, seeing no problem in her capture. The first leant down and tottered back when she skimmed her knuckles across his jaw with a surprise blow. The second responded swiftly, throwing his reprisal down and punching squarely, dropping Meera onto her side. Her sight swam from the dazing strike, the ferocity of the impact suggesnng that the arm of her attacker was more than it Seemed..

	Once more he closed in on her, thmkmg her defenceless. But phased though she was, there was no way she was going to give in that easily. When he approached Meera kept a Jfagade of incapacity and then kicked out, jerking her leg straight and sinking her heel into his stomach. Doubling him over, she sent him staggering back to drop onto his seat, cradling his injured belly, waves of nausea screwing his face up into a tight grimace.

	Another light sting entered her thigh, and as she threw her hands to try and remove it, the Tazer dart unleashed the electrical storm. With a shriek her body arched upward, resting on heel and shoulders. She quivered and jerked, riding on a wave of duress.

	The blast subsided and let her collapse, paralysed, her body shut off from the demands of her mind, all senses and nerves scrambled by the ferocity of the shock. Wheezing slowly, her body damp with a fevered perspiration, she heard Balthazar’s voice through the ringing din in her ears.

	‘We shall see if Miss Kevorkian is more receptive to my proposition. In the meantime, we shall have to find something for you to do to repay your debt for all the trouble you have caused.’

	Other words followed, but her hearing was succumbing to a whining drone and clouds of darkness began to gather in the corners of her vision, rising out to smother her sight. Her thoughts started to falter and ship into cushioning blankness, and awareness ended.

	Tyra started to feel her sexual drive accelerating to new and critical levels. The hot fires within her sought fulfilment; a need she tried to deny but which grew with each passing hour.

	At first she started to gently bob her head, tickling herself with the crotch rope. The delicate caress brought even greater tension for she was too effectively restrained to glean any real satisfaction. All she acquired was a teasing, lascivious stroke that served to stoke her Epicurean fires, but which had no real chance of quelling them.

	Fighting to gain a release for this internal tension, she continued her fight with increasing savagery, leaving her pudenda raw and tender from the prolonged struggle.

	She had no idea how long passed before something changed in her lot; it could have been days for all she knew. Her surroundings gave no clues. All she was aware of was her confinement,

	With a purring hiss the door skipped aside and exposed Balthazar. The tyrant was dressed casually in a loose shirt and baggy combat trousers that tucked into tall, sculpted boots, the footwear embellished with several decorative pads and straps.

	Running an idle hand along the rack of weapons, he closed his grip upon a cane and lifted the pliant bamboo from its hook.

	Holding either end, he flexed the implement in his grasp, exercising the stem prior to its singular duty.

	‘I trust you have had a pleasant stay,’ he mocked, and afflicted her stretched thigh with a horizontal hack.

	The flesh rippled under the impact and made her arch back all the more acutely, her tongue accepting another puncturing kiss when it automatically responded to the blow.

	Invigorated by her distress, he applied more, targeting her sensitive inner thighs since they were so brazenly exposed to him. The steady relentless purr of the cane upon the air and the dull thwack while it struck resounded in her ears, her muffled shrieks barely offering competition to the sounds of the beating.

	Her mind thundered and boiled as she was assailed, throwing herself against her bonds with added severity to try and get free, overcome by pure instinct.

	The attack ceased and left her to go limp, her entire body becoming lax while she panted through her nose, her skin throbbing from the tempestuous blizzard.

	With the squeal of metal the winch paid out slack and lowered her to the floor. Her contused breasts accepted her entire weight as she settled down, the weighted clamps beneath her digging torturously into her ribs.

	
The knots were set free and her frame crumpled to lay twisted upon the floor. Looking to her arm, she saw the flesh was smooth and unbroken, causing her to check the other and make sure she had not become confused as to which limb was wounded. It was true, the savage injury was gone, and there was no hint that it had ever been.

	The jaws at her mamilla were still present and troubling her. So with weak hands she pushed herself onto her side and gripped the clamps, fortifying herself for the inevitable consequences that their removal would bring. When she squeezed the constructs she jerked and flung them aside, grabbing her nipples and holding them gingerly as if to console the aching tissues. The merest touch had them hardening in her grasp and succumbing to a sudden wanton influx. Softly stroking the harried tips, Tyra revelled in the glorious feeling, trying to keep it hidden in the realms of comfort.

	‘I can see I’m going to have to place some real restrictions to correct your failings,’ he declared, and opening the buckles of the gag, drew it from her mouth. Tyra immediately stretched her jaw to a painful degree in the hope of avoiding any cuts from its exit. Setting the ghastly appliance aside, he drew Tyra to her feet by the affixed knot in her hair, using this tether to steer her to the stocks.

	‘Please, stop,’ she implored. ‘Why are you doing this to me?’

	Holding her firmly in one hand, he flicked open the lock upon the pillory and swung open the jaws. Tyra tried to avoid her fate, but he was accepting no denial of his intentions. Despite her resistance, her head was steered down into the waiting groove, and her limbs were manipulated with forceful pulls to be entered into their appropriate slots. Before he could close her within she pulled her arms out, seeking to stop him from trapping her. With a growl Balthazar snatched the flesh and squeezed, slamming it to the groove with a bruising impact. Again he reached to seal her in, holding her head in place, and again she drew her arms free before he could condemn her.

	‘Stop struggling!’ he spat, and the hand at her neck flashed to his temple.

	Conjuring a momentary hell of shock, he plundered her frame and stripped her of mobility. Able to place her extremities as he wished, the slat dropped and pinned her in position. There was a clatter of latches and the lock was sealed, trapping her while she started to regather her perceptions and claw weakly at her prison.

	Grabbing her legs, he defeated the rudimentary defiance and shoved them into the waiting holes. Throwing the clasps, he left Tyra to tug at her resolute restraints.

	‘What are you going to do?’ she questioned with a quavering voice, uncertain of his plans.

	‘I’m going to take control of you,’ he responded brusquely, moving to the wall and returning with a metal band.

	Opening the circle of polished steel to expose the latex lined - interior, he closed it about her waist and hauled the jaws together. The tight clinch upon her flesh ended with a soft click when the two ends met and accepted each other in a scure embrace. A semicircle was presented to her eyes, the half hoop of metal armed with two thick plugs, each equipped with an ample coating of lumpy nodules.

	‘With this chastity belt in place, you’ll be denied any access to your own pleasures unless I deem it appropriate. And if you disobey or annoy me with your resistance, then you’ll have to languish in celibacy until you change your ways.’

	‘Don’t do this, I beg of you,’ she wept, trying to pull herself out so she might avoid this intimate incarceration. ‘I’ll be good. I'll do what you want.’

	‘Shhhh. It’s for the best, you'll see,’ he offered by way of comfort.

	Tyra heard the pop of a lid being removed, and then felt fingers easing a cool lubricant into her orifices. The caressing hand wrung a shudder of denied pleasure from her while she gritted her teeth and tried to avoid finding revelry in this touch. The dense sludge was smeared inside and out, his hand riding deep to perfect the lubrication of her openings. As his digits withdrew upon completing the task, the words to ask for him to continue rose in her throat. She had to ruthlessly crush them lest she beg for more, the accumulated frustration unable to defeat the last dregs of her dignity.

	With her passages ready to accept any entry he paused in his actions, the sight of her presented to him thus firing his grim yearning. Her rear was swaying seductively, wriggling to break free, the silver circlet enclosing her waist ready to seal her off from her body. The temptation was too much to resist.

	Strong hands took hold of her waist, the hoop of the rest of the belt still in his grasp as he flipped open the buttons to his trousers and dragged free an engorged length. With the object of his obsession fully slicked, he dove into her with a careless stab. Driving deep into her womb he made her throw back her head with a hiss of glorious feeling. The mobster continued to ram into her, the harshness of his thrusts increasing her bliss, and she was pawing at her prison in ecstasy as he slipped free and sheathed himself in her rear.

	Changing orifices on a whim he relentlessly continued his attack, and Tyra closed her teeth, biting her tongue to keep from moaning aloud in rapture. The change of venue did little extra for him, so he returned to the original site, stabbing upward. His fingers tightened into her hips until with a slamming series of drives he ejaculated into her, his scowl of vented strain slipping through a tightly shrivelled grimace.

	Slipping free with a sigh, he presented the band to her loins, placing the hoop and aiming its tips into the waiting slots at the front and back of her belt. Stepping away, he lent his body to the metal and with a brutal shove cast his weight forward. The metal rammed to her flesh, shoving the plugs deep into her and then sealing with a quick rattle of light clunks. His hands fell away, and the immense clutch of the crotch strip remained in place, dragging at the belt, now supported by her hips. The plugs had hauled her open and penetrated to the very limits of her tracts, punishing them terribly with their bloated dimensions, causing her to cry out from the sudden. .- rending violation. Tyra flung her abdomen to and fro, trying to slough off the baleful garment, but it was now a permanent addition to her being.

	‘Get it off me!’ she screamed, jerking her abdomen, squeezing her sphincters to the wide trespassers.

	‘It’ll stay in place until you learn to be obedient,’ replied Balthazar, selecting the next part of her training from the cupboards.

	‘Why must you do this you filthy bastard‘?’ she exclmmed and suddenly whimpered in fright when he turned around with a stern gag hanging from his grasp.

	‘I’ll kill you for this, I swear it,’ she scowled, her outrage finally destroying her last dregs of willing compliance.

	‘My dear, you couldn’t even raise a hand to me,’ he laughed, and opened the straps.

	‘No, y—’ she started to burble, casting her head around in a bid to evade him.

	‘Stop, I-mmmph. ..’ she gurgled while he slotted the deflated bulb into her mouth. With rapid movements he began to buckle it in place, despite her most fervid attempts to eject it.

	An inverted Y strap at the front was flung over her head, connecting to another that traversed her skull. Straps at the side of the plate snaked back and connected to the others, and her chin was pulled into the moulded cup at the base of the main plate. A touch to the device caused a whiplash crack of movement, the straps shrivelling with a jolt to compress her skull and hold the plate firmly across her maw. The bulb exploded outward to crush her tongue and fill her mouth entirely, pushing to the back of her throat and making her retch. Struggling against the bloated invader, she choked and wheezed through her nostrils, the sound of the automated straps securely locking themselves being a noise that shuddered through her mind.

	‘You’ll not speak again until I'm satisfied you’re going to do as you're told. In the meantime, let me introduce you to the other functions of your attire. Functions that your actions from now on will justify.’

	Touching his temple, he traced the contours of his tattoos and flicked a circuit. The response was immediate and devastating, the rods being carried on a wild ride. The trespassers rocked and vibrated, stretching into her abdomen to punish the orifice, then retracting to drag against her tender tracts.

	Her wail of anguish rose through the gag as a muted croak, her eyes rolling and screwing shut. Her fingers clawed vainly at the wood of her bonds and her body hurled itself against the pillory with all its might. The paroxysms made the structure creak as it fought to hold her. The powerful stocks were able to constrain the most energetic struggles of mortals and cyborgs, but her maddened battle was pushing it to the very limits of its tolerances.

	The pain was unimaginable, the ferocity more than Tyra thought she could sustain. How could she endure this without passing out? And how could she risk disobeying him now that this was a consequence of such an act?

	The motion broke off, letting her gasp for recovery through the pinched inlets of her nose.

	‘That, and the collar, will teach you the folly of resisting me. But if you behave well... if you please me... then you’ll be rewarded thus.’

	A flick to a new area restored Tyra’s erratic dance within the stocks, her body motivated not by agony, but by bliss. Her abdomen seemed to melt while the belt gave her clitoris the most attentive caress, her abnormal desire for sensuous fulfilment answered with a roar of glee. Pawing at her bonds, riven with a shaking fit that had her squealing into her gag, it was almost too much to bear, and when it stopped, she was left desperate for more.

	‘Now, while I wait for the fervour of my current strife to subside, we’ll devote ourselves to your education,’ he reported, selecting a heavy paddle from the wall, the wide surfaces armed with blunt studs. It was a formidable weapon that Balthazar wielded with a heavy hand.

	Swinging it in wide arcs, the calefacient instrument beat the air with deep humming tones.

	Moving with menace he slashed in, clapping the broad panel to Tyra’s rear, the smack of the impact ringing through the room as she twitched with each stinging impact. The continuous blows imparted their rosy glow to her presented cheeks. The chastity belt proved no obstruction to the harsh venom, the crotch band dug deep between her buttocks, remaining out of the way and only partially visible.

	Still with the need for exertion, and having sensitised his primary target, Balthazar skipped merrily over and took up his cane. The bite of the initial weapon had been horrendously magnified by the paddling, causing her to suffer terribly with each searing strip he threw into the hovering rear. The purple welts that were raised appeared almost instantly and were dark and deep.

	Squealing against her gag, Tyra wept with calamity, unable to accept the true depths of her fate. Why was she being subjected to this? Surely nothing she had done in her life could possibly warrant such hideous maltreatment.

	Blow after blow fell, Balthazar’s features raising a soft sheen of sweat from his meticulous and brutal toil. His face was corrupted with the monstrous delight he found in this abuse, his joy at her suffering rampant.

	Only once she was being carried in a daze of scrambled awareness and left there did he stop, and even then it took her a few moments to actually detect the end of the assault.

	Wiping the sweat from his brow, he sighed and opened the jaws of the pillory. Tyra immediately slumped to the floor as a listless shell, drained by the ordeal, her rear having been animated and brought to life with a dark, wounding pulse of its own.

	Balthazar took advantage of the duration of her recovery and readied Tyra for more isolation, applying heavy shackles to her wrists. The polished metal sealed into place and was spread wide by a metal bar, the shaft embellished with a ring at the centre. With her arms acutely parted, similar restraints were clamped to her ankles, and another bar used to haul the limbs apart.

	When she started to stir from her torpor, clips were snagged to the rings of the spreader bars. While her bleary eyes focused on them, the chains began to wither away into floor and ceiling, dragging her up into the air by her wrists. Her shoulders pulsated with a keen gnaw, her full weight dangled from them. Her body was drawn taut in moments, but the retraction of the chains continued unabated, forming a caustic rack that started to stretch her terribly. The flickers of tearing mayhem that started to play within her ligaments and muscles grew with each second, her limbs threatening to be ripped from her by the power of the winches. At a horrendous peak they stopped, leaving her held in the air, her toes dangling just out of reach of the floor.

	Choking on her gag as her breath emerged in spasmodic fits, she wheezed and watched him gather a dark corset, the heavy garment armed with a thick spine of chitinous metal. The sheath was opened and closed about her front, the zip leaving it surprisingly loose, even when the buckles were fastened down the front and locked into position with tiny silver padlocks.

	A flick to the spine caused the corset to jump inward and grab her torso with a fist of iron. Squeezing with vice-like intensity, her innards screamed their outrage at this compression. Held in a ridiculous parody of her female curves, the corset held fast and helped to further punish her sadistically lengthened form.

	Without further word her tormentor departed, leaving her lost in the air, confined and robbed of all movement save that of her fingers and toes. Even respiration was difficult, her lengthened form having its torso held in a cocoon of tightness that made each inhale fight against the bonds. Her ribs ached as they sought to push against the stalwart foe, sucking in her breaths with difficulty. :

	It was not long before she discovered there were other additions to her travail, such as when the belt suddenly began to tickle her sex, bringing her into the heady folds of rapture. Quivering upon the belt she closed her eyes and sank into delight, the ecstasy banishing the pain of her position, bringing her closer to orgasm with every second. Willingly surrendering herself to the approaching climax, the machine suddenly stopped. Her eyes jolted open and she jiggled her loins, trying to get it started again. This was no malfunction however, it was a monstrous plot to frustrate her beyond all measure. Fighting to keep it going through will alone she tried to shift upon her plugs, to gather the last few strokes she required to sate her volcanic needs. Battling to acquire any movement, she found the crotch bar simply too tight to manoeuvre, yet still she kept trying, the churning pressure within her requiring release.

	Slowly, like a receding sunset, her only escape withdrew, crawling further and further out of her reach, slithering out of her grasp while she wept for her denial. Once more the pleasure gave way to the pain of her bondage.

	The effects of her suspension readily chewed upon her sanity when the belt kicked back into life, bringing her slowly towards relief. Banishing the pain, on the very verge of orgasm, she was again robbed of her bliss.

	Shrieking into the gag in tempestuous fury, Tyra fought her bonds with all her might, the monstrous trial more than she could cope with. But it was far from over. Again and again it repeated, carrying her deep into realms of pure exquisite suffering, held on the verge of sexual release but never being granted her most pressing wish.

	The beit was busily working her up to another intimate lie when the door shuffled aside, exposing Balthazar in the company of two stunning females. The women were clad in gloss lingerie, their basques and thongs complimented by gauntlet gloves, fine denier stockings and court shoes. The entire compliment of attire shimmered in the light with their unnaturally smooth movements, the play of their sultry forms within it tempting the eye.

	Clearly defined as artificial from this flawlessness, they were negative aspects of each other. One was bestowed with a cascade of raven locks, her pale skin coated with a matching midnight vinyl. The other was dark skinned, clad in albino PVC, her snow-white hair identical to her near twin.

	While Tyra watched with mortified horror, Balthazar behaved as though she were not even present and drew them into the room. Grabbing the shoulders of the blonde, they exchanged a passionate kiss, the other woman moving round and wantonly caressing him from behind.

	Tyra could only watch impotently while they began to undress her enslaver, stroking him as though he was the sole centre of all their worldly devotion. Balthazar stood casually, treating their intense actions like they were of little consequence.

	A mouth swallowed up his engorged shaft, and with expert attention began leisurely fellatio, her fingers playing around his scrotum, gently stroking and teasing to increase his rhapsody. The other female ran her hands and kisses over his flesh, fixating about his nipples and rear. Rising occasionally, she connected her busy lips to his, continuing where her accomplice had left off.

	Sinking down, Balthazar pinned one of the females to the floor where she greedily took hold of his sex and guided him into her. Tyra pranced in her bonds at the sight, recalling her previous sessions with Balthazar and now praying that she could be the one being subjected to his desire. The need for satisfaction was making her bemused at how she could have denied him so, or looked upon any caress with such reluctance and horror.

	Scorched by envy of the other females, Tyra wept with monstrous refusal when the belt ceased the private fondle. Her pleasures atrophied while she watched the women freely taking that which she could not even hope to acquire.

	From her suspended position she could see Balthazar’s eyes flicking to her on occasion, the tyrant relishing the vision of her gyrating meekly in her rack, riven with denied pleasures.

	Under such expertly programmed attentions, Balthazar was succumbing to climax in moments. His grip upon the female he was cumrently attending tightened and dug deep, the severity doing little to change her mood of rapture, testifying that she knew no other response. Despite his physical joy, Tyra could see the twinge of annoyance hidden behind an expertly held mask; an aggravation stemming from the lack of true response from his allotted partners. The minutia was too effectively hidden for others, but readily available to her gaze, and it stirred a sudden confusion. If he was so dissatisfied with mindless obedience to his wishes, why was he so intent on her becoming akin to the mannequins spread upon the floor?

	Perhaps it was not her resistance he wished, but rather the crushing of her spirit and her true answer to the agonies of his ministrations. But then again, maybe it was something darker.

	Pushing aside his devoted followers, Balthazar rose up and moved over to his dangling captive. The besotted females crawled at his feet, kissing his naked form, pledged to his pleasure with fixated verve.

	Unhindered hands touched her form, running across the contours of the stringent corset; the dark clamp to her torso still punishing her flesh as the rack retained control of her body.

	Hoping that he lower his hands and grant her the pleasure she so frantically required, Tyra’s mind forgot all notion of retaining an intrepid exterior to her enslavement. All she wanted now was to gain the relief she had been so openly promised dozens of times and then callously denied.

	Fingers closed into the metal crotch of her loins, and with a squeezing wriggle the fleshy worms tried to burrow under the metal pane, finding it far too tight to accomplish this merciful task.

	‘I can’t seem to get access,’ he mumbled to himself. ‘Oh well, I'm sure you object to being fondled just as heartily as all my attentions.’

	Squeaking in pleading, she wished for him to try harder, or to release the chastity belt so he might find it easier. But all Balthazar succeeded in doing was to cause the most tiny shuffle, the almost imperceptible movement making her jiggle in frustrated fury.

	‘Do you seek pleasure, my slave?’ he whispered into her ear, teasing her with the words.

	As he spoke his fingers delicately brushed her skin, the tickling touch causing goose bumps to rise, the exacting toil of her creators leaving no function of mortal flesh unmimicked.

	‘Well, not yet. I think you still have much to learn about your lot.’

	Turning to the women at his feet, he indicated at them with a brief wave and hauled one up to her knees with a grip into her hair. The face of the female was still formed into a satisfied rictus of happiness, despite the coarse handling.

	‘Look at them. Eager to please. Their eyes and minds attuned to doing as they are told. When I can tell no difference between you and these hedonistic sluts, then you will truly be as I desire you.’

	Could this be his actual intention, to mould her into little more than a camal automaton? To erase all trace of her free will and replace it with a fanatical dedication to serving his wants? If it meant she could extract her pleasures while she wished, and could avoid the constant beatings and discipline he meted out, perhaps such a fate was not to be so swiftly reviled.

	‘Pay her attention, my slaves, she seems lonely,’ he crooned, stepping back and pushing the two females to Tyra’s hovering form.

	The women began the task with consummate exuberance. Grabbing her legs in gentle caresses they massaged the skin, rubbing it within a clasping grip that sent trickling waves of prickly sensation up and down her muscles. The touch filled her with new and potent desire, so much so that she felt she was drowning in her frustration.

	Tyra was torn between a wish for them to attend her, and a prayer that they stop because she knew they would not grant her true fulfilment. Their foreplay was assured to simply leave her more dreadfully thwarted of solace than ever before.

	Soft pouting lips grazed her bare inner thighs, the sensitive splayed hide causing her to fight against her bonds, to eke some measure of glory from them. The tender kisses rose higher, following her corset. Fingers played up and down her arms and on her thighs, their nails lightly grazing the soft hide. Surrounding her breasts with soft playful nips and passionate kisses, the pair worked in circles and closed upon her nipples. The small nuggets were already erect, driven to rigid attention by this focus on her breasts.

	As their lips closed upon the tips, and tongues began to flit and teeth nip, she hurled her head back and shrieked into the gag. The monstrous levels of hesitant bliss were more than she could take without the hope of more tangible play. The women continued to use their fingers to stimulate her body while their mouths worked with sterling precision, extracting all the pleasure they could from her assets.

	Balthazar moved with an idle saunter, wandering around her, watching while she was attended with extreme perfection. Tyra’s eyes filled with tears of emphatic tension that trickled down her pale skin and across the black panes of the gag.

	Strips of lucid fervour were drawn across her backside, catching the exposed area of her buttocks and making her snort with sudden shock. Balthazar struck again, his cat-o’- nine-tails ploughing burning paths across her tensed buttocks. The twin sensations of punishment and pleasure tore at her from opposing sides, yet both solicited the same quivering response and howls from her plugged throat.

	Again he applied the scourge, leisurely brutalising her rear while the women continued without even noticing the attack, oblivious to it, devoted only to their focal point.

	Blow upon blow fell, until the thongs of the whip flashed down horizontally over her gaze and snapped back. The nine leather strands encircled her throat, slipping about the collar and hauling her face back in a strangling grip, causing her features to suddenly heat under the effects of starvation. Tyra’s mind thundered in panic as her countenance was drawn painfully close to his, the features of the tyrant damp with perspiration, disrupted with new lust.

	‘Do you want me?’ he asked with a sibilant hiss.

	Tyra nodded with all the effort her contorted head could glean, and she gurgled agamst her gag to try and beg this very end of him.

	‘Will you doall I say?’

	Again she confirmed her only wish, her throat throbbing from his baleful collar of nine tight thongs.

	‘Will you willingly succumb to punishment and bondage to gain my favour?’

	She nodded once more, actively eager for discipline if it would gain her the sexual gratification she so fervently craved.

	The whip fell away and dropped forsaken to the floor as his fingers wildly played upon her buckled straps. Unleashing the hold of the gag, he allowed her to retch and spit free the swollen balloon. He snatched her chin and hauled her face back, presenting her lips over her shoulder and then putting his own to them, making it difficult for her to even swallow. Yet so riven with desire was she that she wantonly returned his uncharacteristic affections.

	Their lips locked with firm pressure, and their tongues spilled wildly forth to coil upon each other and recklessly explore the territory of each other’s mouths. Tentatively they stroked each other’s lips; biting them, seizing tongues in gentle clamps of teeth. Praying that he be inspired to coitus, she increased the passion of her kiss, her flesh buming with desire. The women still affixed to her breasts were fanning the embers of her lust, the suckling focus fanning them, turning them back into raging pyres.

	Breaking off, he grabbed the whip from beneath her feet and hacked into her back, targeting between neck and the rim of her corset.

	Crying out against the pain she clenched her teeth beneath a wide smile, the caress of the scourge almost pleasurable. Again he struck, his licentious frenzy causing him to apply the weapon with incredible potency.

	Stopping again he seized her chin, bringing himself back for another awkward kiss.

	‘Whip me,’ she murmured through their exchange.

	There was no indication that he had noticed her words, and such was her need to feel the hot touch of the weapon, to feel him pledge himself to her with this attack, that she repeated her request with greater earnest.

	‘Please, Master. Whip me... whip me now.’

	Balthazar jumped back suddenly, making her wonder whether she had offended him to the point of desertion. But the soft whistle of leather tongues upon the air brought a satisfied smirk to her lips, and the impact wrought a jolt and stifled croak from her. Another was applied, and another, the pain reaching up to eclipse her pleasure and almost cause genuine reluctance.

	Without warning he stopped when the suffering was still melting into her warmth, curling her climax from the harsh licks of leather.

	‘No! Please, don’t stop! More! I want more! Please Master, I beg of you! Whip me!’ Her words were weak from exhaustion and ended with a squeak as a soft nip to each nipple from the females wrought a flickering burst of delight.

	The restoration of his assault made her erupt with rapture. Squirming in her bonds, she filled the air with screams, shrieking at the top of her lungs, filled with a pressure of sensation greater than anything she had ever imagined. The euphoric rush of adrenaline and endorphins ripped into her mind and made her sight and thoughts swim in a giddy haze.

	Her wild ride of excess terminated swiftly when Balthazar dropped the whip and skipped to her front, pushing the women aside and unlocking the front of her chastity belt. The simple withdrawal of the plugs ripped her apart with orgasm, the merest touch enough to have her howling in exultation. As the loin band fell to the ground with a clank, Balthazar grabbed her hips and thrust himself into her, the orifice ready and amply willing to accommodate him. The feel of him gliding deep into her belly almost had her swoon, so powerful was this fulfiiling of her most urgent need.

	He ground himself into her, riding back and forth as his hands clawed at her back, running nails down her spine. His mouth took the place of the females and started to bite and chew upon her rosy breasts and hardened nipples, the sheen of imparted saliva still sparkling in the light. But where the women were gentle and subtle, Balthazar was animal in his attention - sucking in great pinches to chew upon. The escalation in sensation made her throw her head wildly around in a maelstrom of exposed delight.

	Thunderous orgasms clawed at her, rolling through her body, making the restraints squeal in their bid to hold her, the ferocious tensing of her frame pushing them to the very border of their stamina.

	Balthazar’s nails sunk into her armpits, squeezing as he rode out the most bliss-filled thrusts. The injection of hot semen into her sex made her mouth drop open and her eyes roll back in delight. The most potent climax yet rocked her form with unbridled exhilaration, so much that she felt as though she were to faint or burst into flames.

	Her belly shook when he withdrew, panting, slipping free and staggering away in a daze, leaving her loose in her bonds, all energy having drooled from her frame, even breathing requiring effort. The temptation to stop respiration just because of her lethargy caused Tyra to hold her breath for long moments, declining the effort to inhale until she had to.

	‘Restore her chastity and put her in the cage,’ Balthazar mumbled, the door sliding aside to permit his exit. ‘Then join me in the lounge.’

	The women took up the forgotten strip and placed it between Tyra’s spread legs. Her aura of masochistic crapulence instantly withered away. The prospect of continued denial and a return to the maenad of lust she had formed into was - one she was not eager to repeat, despite the unparalleled rapture it had bestowed. ‘Wait, Master, I—°

	The door whistled and clicked shut, cutting off her feeble solicitation.

	The speech was turned into a croak of recalled despair when the chastity belt was ruthlessly shoved back into place, locking with a pair of damning clicks.

	‘Noooo!’ she cried out, riven with distress at the renewal of her sexual famine, especially with her appetite so voracious and consuming.

	The restraints were unfastened, and still cuddled within a warm afterglow, she offered no resistance to the support at her arms. Dragged by the inanely grinning dolls to the small cage in the comner, the hinged door squeaked open on dry hinges, offering up the cramped interior. The chicken wire mesh was dense and thicker than ordinary, designed for use in holding domesticated creatures much larger than mere fowl.

	The two women forced her in head first and closed the door behind her, applying a padlock and strolling from the room. On her knees, bent over because she could not rise from a squat, Tyra found the walls close on each side, preventing anything other than a hampered swivelling on the spot.

	The mist of her sensual excess slowly parted, letting the truth of her actions dawn without the comforting presence and excuse of her wanton appetite. The bloated aberration had been fed to satiety, leaving her lost in the bright and accusing light of her own conscience.

	What had she done? The memory of her performance and begging request for his abuses had Tyra gripping her temples and moaning in despair. While more recall was subjected to glaring exposure, she broke into a hysterical fit of sorrow, shamed to an extent that had her wishing only to melt away from view and vanish into oblivion.

	With no pleasure in confinement or punishment left, she began pushing at the walls, only to find them firmly attached to the dense metal frame. The corset was a gnawing bane, and wearing it in this closed in pen was maddening. Her fingers explored the back, tracing the contours of the metal spine, secking a means to be free of it. There was nothing; the control was either hidden or refusing to answer her ignorant touch. Turning her attention to the front she tugged at the padlocks, finding them secure. Even the zip was denied her, the fastener lost beneath one of the wide straps. The fabric was drawn so monstrously tight that she had no chance to even squeeze her fingers beneath and drag it out to loosen her discomfort justa little. Fighting with a burst of rapid speed, she slapped her hands to the defiant locks, yelling out in stress and trying to lock a finger round her chastity belt, only to be denied once more.

	Cursing, she turned to trying to get free. Putting her back to the wire she lifted her curled legs to the opposite wall, the movement shifting the sheathed dildos and making her grimace in strain. Applying her strength gradually, she sought to burst them from their anchors with steady pressure rather than a full force shove, for this might alert her keepers to her escape.

	The muscles of her legs rippled with strain, the mesh billowing out with her slow, methodical kick. Without warning the fencing became a crackling gauze of horrendous fire. The wire strands cackled with a mordant charge of electrical castigation that poured into her soles and galloped up her legs. With a scream she was hurled back, her spine slamming to the wall opposite and stretching it out to the degree deemed worthy of correcting. The wall joined the previous with a voltage kiss, drilling fiery tongues into her back. Casting herself to the floor, she curled up and tightly held her body, riding out the residual pulse of the charge. Her skin quaked as the walls continued to hum with a threatening tone, the stink of ozone a heavy perfume in the air.

	Grizzling in despondent misery, she pounded her fist to the floor, slamming it down until the flesh reverberated with contused pain. The shame of what she had done for Balthazar still making her soul bleed from self-derogation.

	For what seemed like hours she had not the strength nor the will to move from this hunched pose, even when her limbs started to go numb beneath her. The analysis of her fate and actions demanded all her consideration.

	A faint quiver deep within her hindquarters made her eyes snap open and her mouth go slack with the sudden realisation of the familiar precursor tickle. The inserted plug broke into life, lapping at her clitoris with its singular duty, making her arch her back upward. Every muscle of her form stiffened with joy, her tendons taut as she clenched her teeth and grabbed the front the chastity belt. The faint shudders were distinct even through the smothering casing.

	‘No, not again,’ she murmured, knowing that despite the pleasure she would be taken to the brink of ecstasy and then vexed with desertion.

	Dropping onto her back she pawed at the cage, the current having long since faded. Locking her fingers into the small holes, she held firm and put the balls of her feet to the posts at the far comers so she might kick into them without drawing the vengeance of the cage.

	Gasping, she shivered while the pleasures continued to mount, and then, as she was splayed on the floor, presenting herself wantonly for the final prize, the device fell quiet.

	Yelling her outrage, she jerked upright and pounded her

	fists to the belt, clawing at it, trying to gain even a shred of movement to finish what the machine had started. Flipping to her front she slammed it to the floor, seeing if rougher attention could move the intruders. But it was all to no avail, and slumping back, she dug at the tight bands with pure hatred. - Already the abomination of her desire was rousing itself from temporary hibernation and breathing flames of wanton desire throughout her mind, making her change her perspective and opinion once more. She was again craving a return to the heady delights of Balthazar’s attention.

	Time dwindled down to a crawl, the term in her cage spent trying to gather pleasure from her obstinate belt, and being cheated whenever it sparked into thramming life.

	Lying back, she caressed her breasts, running her fingers across her frame while she awaited and anticipated the next period of random aitention.

	Time continued to dawdle while she remained in this hidden captivity, her patience lost under the relentless pummel of her preserved chastity.

	The door whirred softly aside, revealing the familiar outlines of Balthazar. The tyrant stomped in and paused before her place of confinement, exposing his finely crafted silver suit in the pale lights. The fabric winked with myriad eyes as he studied the caged animal of Epicurean excess.

	‘Do you want to be freed of your pent up desires, slave?’

	‘Yes, Master, oh please release me,’ she implored, rolling onto all fours and looking up at him through the slender mesh.

	‘You will do as you are told?’ he quizzed, doubt touching his voice and causing her to fear that he may deem her untrustworthy of devotion.

	‘I will, I swear it, Master,’ pledged Tyra, utterly compliant to his will because of her ravenous deprivation.

	‘Excellent.’

	Unlocking the cage door he drew Tyra out and stood her up, her poise still wobbling from the lingering effects of her confinement, her limbs having grown used to being cramped.

	Fingers touched the lost control upon her back and the corset tightened suddenly, pressing brutally to her ribs, expelling and then stifling her breath. Her eyes bulged and she dropped to her knees, clawing at the stringent garment, unable to breathe because of the cinch upon her torso.

	Flopping onto her flank she pawed at his boots, her speech lost without air, leaving only her imploring gaze that tried to solicit pity. 

	‘I’m trusting your honesty, slave. If you disappoint you’ll suffer agonies that’ll make all you’ve undergone so far seem like a mild discomfort by comparison.’

	The view of her world was run through a stream of distortion, the effects of asphyxiation eating into her thoughts and sight, devouring them as the void loomed from the depths of her soul. Without warning the corset sprang loose, bringing with it a blast of sudden and unanticipated agony. She threw her body into the air with a scream, the unexpected virulence of the release causing her intense mayhem.

	Dropping to the floor, enervated by the mere removal of the sheath, she lay sprawled, clawing weakly at the floor while she gulped down long inhales to recover.

	In her weakness Balthazar clipped a leash to the collar at her throat, the band still ready to pour mordant cascades into her body.

	Dragged up onto her feet, Tyra was pulled into his route with a yank to the lead, the chain links snapping taut with a merry chime. Her movements quickly became more assured and steady, her body regenerating from its tribulations.

	Entering the lounge, she was momentarily startled to find people present within. Soft music rolled through the air, providing a friendly background. The lights were dim, forming a criss-cross maze of shadows that interlocked across the scene. Within these folds sat the Colonial Governor, clad only in leggings, his arms folded around scantily clad twins on either side of him. Their naked bodies fawned upon him as he soaked up the slavish attention with gluttony.

	Clad in a leather skirt and long line bra of the same, Angelica was similarly occupied with a male. His athletic form was sculpted to statuesque precision, his devotion placed exclusively to her. Kissing at her neck, he fondled her hide- sheathed cleavage, squeezing the leather while she simply lounged and accepted the concentrated fixation.

	Two other men were present, their visages unknown to her, but both were lost beneath the intimate obsessive vortex of semi-nude models, the women a frenzied blizzard of kisses and erotic caresses.

	Within the gloom stood other provocative figures, the female harem coated in hints of lingerie to accentuate their formidable beauty. At the summoning of the occupants, they would emerge to serve drink or food, tending to the needs and whims of the assembled dignitaries.

	Drawing her to an armchair, Balthazar pointed to the floor before it.

	‘Get into a ball,’ he uttered sternly, slouching into the soft depths.

	Enthralled by the sight of this dissolute party, Tyra settled to her knees and folded herself as he required, the chastity belt digging in fiercely with the position.

	Booted feet settled upon her spine, her owner resting them upon her while he settled back. With a wave he called forth a female, the woman dressed in a fishnet body stocking, a satin bra and thong set across the tight net mesh. After handing him a tall glass of purple liquid, she stood behind the chair and massaged his shoulders. With luxurious sloth he flicked the entertainment system on.

	‘Shall we see what my clientele are doing?’ he wondered aloud, the gloom being dissipated when the central hub threw up a cone of light. The holographic sphere swirled with colour and formed into a hovering view of a bed chamber.

	The Governor jerked his head up, emerging from smothering breasts to bore his gaze into the screen, his delight in voyeuristic pleasure plainly visible. ‘Indeed, it’s always wise to see what the citizens I represent are doing. After all, I must follow in their wants if I'm to rule correctly,’ he joked, biting a woman’s nipple to make her squeak with a girlish note.

	As though it were no different to flickering through mundane holovision channels, Balthazar looked through various scenes. Jumping from camera to camera, he examined the catalogue of fantasy his patrons unwittingly presented.

	The sights were horrifying and intriguing, intimidating, arousing, disturbing, the brothels he had attached his eyes to catering to any deviance or depravity. The creation of cybernetic bodies to feed desire allowed any vice, any monstrous obsession or craving to be indulged to perfection.

	The education in what it meant to be a toy to such designs brought a new meaning to Tyra’s mortal terror, for to see such acts being perpetrated made her mind go cold and shuddering chills to run through her skin. To think that such gross levels of depravity existed beneath the normal fagade of human life.

	That anyone around her in her normal life could have been fixated with such twisted fetishes and desires for such carnal perversity, the mere concept was alarming and worrying.

	Cackling laughter and howis of amusement rocked the air while they watched the elaborate show, finding the spectacles and twisted acts a source of no small fun.

	Scowling with shame beneath her oppressor’s boots, Tyra tried to keep her eyes averted from the sights, the various shameful glimpses proving too much for her to take in. But as she listened to the groans and yowls of pain and pleasure, she could not resist stealing fleeting looks. Watching with a growing interest she continued to stare until the controlling audience found something more extreme to distract them, forcing her offended eyes to snap shut, the horror printed indelibly on her thoughts.

	But perhaps if she could force herself to watch, to desensitise herself to such things, perhaps it would ease her reluctance when faced with such surpassing deeds should they manifest at her.

	‘I grow weary of this pantomime, Balthazar,’ moaned the Governor. ‘How about something new.’

	‘Indeed,’ Angelica said in support of the notion, casting a momentary glance at Tyra cowering beneath the boots of the tyrant. ‘Provide for us some real sport.’

	The gangster pondered for a moment and then conceded to their wishes.

	‘Very well.’

	Flicking up a panel on the arm of the chair, Balthazar turned a control and caused a response from the wall to his left. A section peeled back, exposing a dimly lit corridor of white.

	‘Tyra, go in and keep going until you come to door nine,’ he ordered, removing his boots from her back. ‘Enter and wait there.’

	Pushing herself back onto her feet, Tyra took a step in the required direction. Her gait wavered slightly as her legs failed her, the flesh having been trapped beneath her for too long.

	Stepping into the anaemic passage, the door slammed shut and locked, leaving her in silent solitude. Walking cautiously forward, she ran her fingers along the wall, heading deeper, wondering what they had planned for her as the smooth surfaces skipped beneath her fingertips.

	After moving on doors started to dot the sides, the small portals each bearing a black number. Counting onward to herself she arrived at the ninth, and hesitated.

	It seemed so innocent; a basic design indistinguishable from the rest save for the number. The sheet of white metal slithered aside, exposing a tiny box room, a door in each wall. The one opposite moved aside and revealed a circular room, the walls floor and ceiling mirrored.

	Stepping in, she touched the doors beside her, seeing if she could find out what lay behind them. She suspected a viewing corridor, a rim that travelled around the mirrored chamber to allow voyeurs a hidden view. But the doors refused to acknowledge her proximity and declined to open, leaving her to guess.

	Moving into the chamber, the doors hissed shut in her wake. Left sealed within the room her body was presented across hundreds of facets, displayed from every direction countless times.

	Taking a deep breath she remained still, dwelling on the possibilities. Could she even take them after the rudimentary education in how depraved and monstrously ugly a human’s desires could be?

	Sitting down, she rested her form for comfort, thinking deeply on what was ahead of her, watching herself in the mirrors, admiring the handiwork of her physique.

	It seemed like an eternity before the doors opened and permitted entry to her latest oppressor, Tyra rising instantly at the first hint of sound.

	Her pale body was slender and the curves exaggerated by the corset drawing in at her waist, the black satin garment holding and offering up her cleavage to create an astonishment-inspiring vision. The laced briefs beneath it seemed to run from the hem of the corset, the high cut at the thigh disappearing under the corners at her hips. The design was one that left a triangular pane of intricate black lace to extend down and cover her rear and belly. The soft flesh of her thighs and semi-exposed buttocks shone in the light. Her skin was milky smooth and entered leather thigh boots, the dagger heels only adding to her majesty and grace. Her arms flowed into satin opera gloves, the shimmering fabric rolling up the slender limbs. A shoulder length cascade of ebony locks fell from where they had been pinned within a peaked cap of leather. The brutal militaristic cut of the hat increased the saturnine quality of her aloof features, and of her cosmetic masterpiece. In her hands she clutched the patterned grip of a lengthy riding crop, the slender white stem tipped with a black hoop of hide.

	‘Get down on your knees before me,’ she demanded.

	The perfection of the female attested to her being another artificial creation, and thus Tyra knew she had no hope of clemency or reprieve. This implement of entertainment would run through its programme without relent or pause for concem until it had finished.

	Tyra’s knees wilted obediently, bringing her to the supplicant pose. The dominatrix stepped forward, her heels issuing shrill clatters while she wandered upon the reflective floor. Pacing menacingly about Tyra’s quaking form, the female glared at her with probing scrutiny.

	‘What are you?’ she snapped.

	‘I’m sorry?’ Tyra replied abruptly without thinking, the lack of appropriate response bringing stinging torment as the crop thwacked against her hip.

	Clutching the throbbing weal, Tyra hung her head low, striving to endure the slow dwindling of the wound.

	‘You will be! Call me Mistress!’ growled the female, applying another stroke to the bicep responsible for comforting the contused hip. ‘Yes, Mistress,’ Tyra snivelled, seeking to dissuade further harm.

	The dominant paused before her, hands on hips, the powerful stance making Tyra wilt before her authority, feeling strangely vulnerable because she was not bound. Without restraint she could resist, and perhaps she might, but while she was tied down she was helpless to the desire of her owners and could more readily submit because she had no choice. Her only option was to find pleasure in the abuse, and bound, she could devote herself fully to this enterprise. Now she had the option of flight or physical resistance, giving her something else to deviate her from training herself to masochistic satisfactions.

	‘What are you?’

	‘Your slave, Mistress?’ Tyra offered, hoping that this be the desired response.

	‘No!’ she roared, and slashed into Tyra’s side, making her drop back and hold her offended skin.

	The woman stomped forward and rained another hack into her, the virulent slash afflicting thigh. With a squeal Tyra scampered back, trying to avoid the woman’s wrath as she continued the pursuit and added more blows, slicing randomly into Tyra while she fled.

	Once she had been whipped around the room several times, pursued and hounded for her sins, the attack ended. Its replacement was a stiletto heel that dug into her chest, pressing between her breasts, the toe resting at her collar-bone. The dominant added weight to the foot to make Tyra wince and clench her teeth in endurance.

	‘You presume to call yourself my slave?’

	Tyra shook her head violently from side to side.

	‘No, of course not, I am not worthy.’

	‘Correct!’

	The stiletto jumped away and the woman placed a hand to the wall, leaning against it as she regarded the grizzling form at her feet.

	‘You are far below even the most worthless of my slaves! If you struggle and suffer well, if you please me, then maybe I might be persuaded to make you one of my stable. Until then you are worse than the filth of the gutter. Is that understood?’

	Tyra nodded and spasmed when another lick of the scourge ate into her calf, making her yank her leg back to her chest and clutch at it.

	‘I asked if you understood!’ she growled, and threw the whip up over her head, ready for a fresh and truculent blow.

	With the shadow of the crop over her, Tyra blubbered her apologies, quivering, raising up a hand to try and provide shelter. ‘Yes Mistress, I understand. Please don’t hit me again.’

	‘Do not try to tell me what to do!’ roared the female, and applied another slice to her flank, the debilitating pain leaving Tyra in shock.

	‘I’m sorry, I swear I’ll never do it again,’ Tyra whimpered, the whip rising high again, threatening her with its kiss.

	‘Mistress!’ came the tempestuous demand, followed by another trio of searing thwacks.

	The crop applied flushed lines to her legs, the woman punishing her for this failure to address her properly, the failing in rudimentary etiquette eliciting devastating consequences.

	Clenched into a tight ball, Tyra wept while her welts continued to throb. The knowledge that the assembled guests were amusing themselves at her sorrow only kindled a greater resentment of this treatment. Why did they always choose to have her tortured? Why could she not merely be given over to the care of a male counterpart? She would gladly perform in public for them if she could be granted such a favour.

	Without any noticeable command from the woman, a section of the glass parted at some invisible seam and exposed a small cabinet. Upon the hooks inside it hung coils of coarse rope and a staff of rounded wood.

	The woman reached in and removed the offered items, the emptied alcove sealing when she returned to Tyra’s prone form. ‘Get up on your feet,’ the female demanded, causing Tyra to fight off her lethargy and slide herself into an upright stance.

	‘Move your arms back.’

	Complying with the wishes, Tyra let her limbs drift away. The rod was placed across her spine, threading horizontally so that the inner surface of her elbows was against it, holding it in place with the crook of her arms.

	‘Open your mouth and reach your hands onto your belly,’ ordered the woman.

	Tyra parted her lips and the woman slotted the crop between them and then manually closed Tyra’s teeth upon it, gloved fingers pushing to her chin.

	With her hands freed, the dominatrix started to set loose the woven coils of rope, the wooden stave being held in place by Tyra’s gripping joints.

	Tying the tip of the rope to the ends, the strands reached onto either side of her breasts, squeezing them between the jaws of the twin lines. Further strands started to leap over her shoulders and around her torso, sealing her wrists together and pinning the wood firmly and irrevocably in place. The chastity belt dropped open of its own accord, obeying some remote signal from the observing parties without. The withdrawal made her shudder and stagger upon her feet, the sudden rapture of its flight upon her sex bringing an intensity that inspired her to seek more.

	In place of this band, the coils slipped between her legs and were drawn up tight against her sex before rising up her back to grip the pole. Sealed within this comprehensive mesh she could not even shuffle her torso, the grating bonds chafing her skin as she struggled within it. Even walking was stiffened by the tight rope digging between her legs, and more of the coils were wound meticulously around. Ensnared within a complex plexus of elaborate and absurdly effective bondage, it felt marvellous as the ropes pulled into her skin.

	A hatch in the middle of the ceiling popped open, and from the darkness descended a metal ring upon a stout chain. The dangling circle stopped and locked into position, making Tyra’s mind blossom with new dolour, the recall of all her encounters with suspension being long and incredibly trying.

	A pinch and merciless lift grabbed a nipple and towed Tyra towards the ring, defeating her reluctance with the severity of the hold upon her mamilla. Choking back her cry, she breathed heavily against the confining ropes, the tight clinch compressing and stifling her respiration while she bit harder to the crop. Tottering to the desired direction she was relocated below the hoop.

	The pinch flicked away, letting her gasp and sigh, slouching down in relief. The ends of the stick were snagged within knotted coils, the lengths being lifted up to the ring. Threaded through, the woman drew in the slack, lifting Tyra to tiptoe, so that the post was pulling at her body, keeping her swaying in a most uncomfortable pose, her cocooned form presented to her eyes wherever she looked.

	Grabbing the grip of the crop, the superior removed it from her teeth and swung it at the air, shedding the imparted saliva before turning her wicked gaze back to Tyra.

	A sudden flicking slash etched into her rear, making her bark with the sudden ferocity, the power placed behind the thin shaft etching a most fervid weal. Jolting, her ankles staggered and she fell onto the bonds. Tyra fought to retain a stance as the woman continued her assault.

	Blow after blow fell, the captive shrieking and weeping without reserve while she was arbitrarily punished for the entertainment of others. Within moments she was burbling for the woman to stop, skipping in circles, trying to cover her assailed regions, her legs folding up and seeking to shield, but only accepting the crop in ali its intensity.

	‘That was not the most auspicious beginning. I don’t think you are worthy of slavedom.’

	‘I'll prove worthy, Mistress, I swear it,’ Tyra muttered, aware that there were rewards attached to this status, rewards she badly required.

	‘You are quick to make such promises, but I suspect you are promising rashly. It takes a lot to become my slave. I do not accept just any piece of flotsam.’ She crooned with aloof majesty, selecting a knife and cutting the ropes responsible for her elevation. Tyra’s legs folded uselessly beneath her, dropping her harshly onto her knees.

	Looking up, Tyra regarded her enslaver with adoration, her need for fulfilment having been fanned by the acts and her long chastity.

	‘Do not look at me with such lusts, wretch,’ she said, and hooked a heel to Tyra’s shoulder, digging it in and adding venom to her words. ‘I am not some object for you to paw at and fantasise about. You dare desecrate me with your gaze?’

	Tyra lowered her stare to the woman’s other boot. She ached to find release, the cruelty of the bonds emphasised because she was denied any chance to grope herself. She could not risk irking the woman. If she continued within the bounds of the scenario she might be able to achieve that which she sought. It required dedication and perhaps subtle manipulation of the Domina’s scenario parameters.

	‘No, Mistress.’

	‘You are a lustful slut, aren’t you? Boiling with animal passion. A bitch on heat. What are you?’ she demanded, waving the crop and keeping Tyra pinned down with a heel.

	‘I am a bitch on heat, Mistress,’ she muttered, the words demeaning, but the shadow of the crop causing her dignity to falter and escape first, giving her no time to gather resistance.

	A shove with the boot flipped Tyra back, causing her to drop onto her shoulders and the back of her skull, her legs still folded beneath her, splayed wide and exposed. Before she could close them the crop flashed to her belly, etching a most mordant streak between her parted legs. With a wail of suffering she straightened the limbs and closed them tightly, the throbbing line still alive with its own awful life.

	‘I am a kind Mistress, am I not?’ she purred, standing beside

	Tyra, towering over her, hands on hips, a fierce glower residing in her eyes with a hint of delight.

	‘You are, Mistress,’ she agreed blindly.

	‘Why am I?

	‘Pardon, Mistress?’ Tyra asked, seeing something amiss and biding for time or explanation.

	‘I asked you a question. I asked you why you think I am a good Mistress. Surely you must know, because if you simply agreed with me it means you lied. Did you lie to me?’ she growled, the words making Tyra’s mind flash with possibilities, suddenly trying to concoct a means to escape the trap the woman had presented.

	‘No Mistress.’

	‘So answer me then,’ she barked, applying the slender rod again, this time across Tyra’s exposed abdomen.

	The flesh rippled as she howled with the ferocity, unable to roll over because of the pole trapping her arms. Pausing to recover her breath, Tyra looked up with imploring and tried to make her reasons convincing. ‘You are a good Mistress because you are willing to consider me as your slave, someone as unworthy as myself.’

	The weapon flashed back and forth in the air, as though warming up for an attack while the Mistress gauged whether or not to accept the reason.

	‘Excellent. I am also very generous; I give my slaves the pleasures they so crave. Does this give you hope?’

	The woman was extending the offer of some manner of relief for her, to end her long denial. But what hidden pitfalls would she have to negotiate in order to acquire this grand destination?

	‘Please let me be your slave, Mistress.’

	‘But you will need to prove yourself. Only those who can endure my discipline can become my slaves. Do you think you have such stamina?’

	‘Yes, Mistress.’ ‘You are sure? If you fail you will have lied to me, your owner, and I will be angry indeed.’

	The wamnings were plain. If she wanted to feed her desire she would have to risk a gross fate to acquire it. The levels of punishment would be heinous if she failed, but she was too eager to back out now, and besides, the prospect of meeting this challenge was drawing her in.

	‘I wish to prove myself worthy and become your slave, Mistress.’

	‘Then you will need to take twenty strokes, without moving or making a sound. Can you handle such a feat? I shall give you this one last chance to back out.’

	She had entered the verbal contract and there was no eluding it. The Mistress was possessed of enough strength to make her near faint from shock, and she would have to stand and take it all without any physical clue as to her distress.

	‘Please, Mistress. Beat me so I may be worthy of being your slave.’

	The woman smiled with a cathke grin, flipping the crop in her grasp, her fingers expertly whirling it like a baton. Tyra could detect the work of her owner and his cohorts in this play, the similarities to previous sections of her time here undeniable. The dominatrix was programmed from what they found amusing and enjoyable, the favoured acts they had already instigated on her materialising through the medium of their sculpted puppet. What other gross felonies would she be reunited with here?

	‘Get up onto your feet,’ demanded the dominant female, causing Tyra to fold her legs back and sit up, her powerful muscles easily lifting her before she straightened onto her feet. Superior balance allowed her to defeat the crippling confinement of the bondage, and she stood straight and expectant of her test.

	‘Now bend over, present your buttocks to me as a nice easy target, and ready yourself for your initiation.’

	Folding at her middle, the ropes strained when she complied, squeezing into her loins, making her groan softly, the slight tease pledging her all the more to her exam. Shuffling her legs apart for balance, she closed her eyes and steeled her mind.

	There was a soft hiss of air being torn by the crop and a streak of fire was placed across her cheeks. Her eyes jolted open, the sensation ripping at her mind, the severity far exceeding what she had expected. The scream it should have brought forth leapt up her gullet and was only defeated at the last moment.

	‘One,’ uttered the woman, swinging the thin fibreglass stave so that it muttered dull tones in the air.

	Without warning an upward slice caught her inside thigh, the impact making her clench her teeth and strain with all her might to hold back her cry.

	‘Two.’

	How could she withstand this? The second stroke had almost cracked her resolve, and as a third caught the base of her buttocks tears started to well in her eyes, the wail in her lungs growing more powerful.

	‘Three.’

	A virulent hack sank into her rear, crossing the twin lines of the previous blows, the added fires feeding her cry. The tears fell from her lashes, rolling down her cheeks.

	‘Four.’

	The next caught her in the thigh, the sixth, seventh and eighth fell into the soft heated cheeks of her buttocks, and at this point she started to lose count. The pain engulfed her in its folds, her legs seemed to turn to liquid, the process of standing taking all her resolve. But she knew it would be far worse for her if she failed in her task.

	Her stomach fluttered, her heart pounded against her ribs. Her mouth fell open and hissed breaths, throwing out her screams as silent wails, keeping her larynx inactive while she spat out her air, gasping with the blows.

	As she entered the teens she could not even hear the count as the Mistress continued to apply her castigation. Her entire psyche was applied to the retaining of her stalwart endurance, each thwack of the crop searing through her sanity. They carved into her and made her every cell shriek for her to run, to cover the zone being hurt — anything to stop the influx.

	‘Eighteen,’ said the woman, drawing Tyra’s attention through the red haze of her woe.

	Another lash tore into her, the crop having relentlessly escalated its effects until now it felt as though she were being flogged with a wire that had been heated to white hot levels. One more, one more blow and she was finished.

	‘Nineteen.’

	This was it. This was her final moment. After this she would be saved. Her body felt like powder, her limbs twitching covertly, her thoughts swimming amidst a stormy ocean.

	The last weal was the worst, the woman slicing upward directly into her sex with such force that it almost lifted Tyra from her toes. The lightning strike shot through her torso and she snapped her teeth shut, screwing her face into a contorted grimace, her belly aflame.

	‘Twenty,’ announced the Mistress, Tyra still standing rigid, unwilling to waver until she was assured of success. ‘There, you are done, and you performed well, slave. You may now relax.’

	Tyra dropped to her knees, her rear held up, the skin throbbing with a swift pulse. With her cheek to the floor she sobbed, gasping for air, her breaths causing the ropes of her torso cocoon to dig in and chafe. The mauve lines tattooed into her were visible hundreds of times in the mirrors — a badge of ownership.

	The rush of endorphins continued, and instead of dreading the pain, they highlighted her mood, intoxicating her with their rush through her system. Her stunned sex was now starting to ache for stimulation of another kind, her libido kindled by their powerful drama. .

	‘Turn around to face me,’ demanded the Mistress.

	Straightening slowly, Tyra shuffled about on her knees to face her oppressor, her features stained with tears and the glow of her trial.

	‘Is there anything you want to say to me?’

	‘Thank you, Mistress,’ replied Tyra, the words heartfelt now the ordeal had become a cosy memory.

	‘Good,’ she replied, patting Tyra on the head as though she were a favoured and obedient puppy.

	Accepting the lowly praise, Tyra pondered her next words carefully, considering the alternatives, wondering how she should put her question and whether she should risk the solicitation of her most pressing needs. ‘May I speak, Mistress?’

	‘You may, but be brief.’

	‘Am I your slave now?’

	‘You passed the test, so until you disappoint me, I suppose you can consider yourself a piece of probationary property,’ dourly answered the dominant.

	‘Thank you, Mistress.’-

	‘You are permitted to thank me properly,’ uttered the female, extending her foot for Tyra to worship.

	Leaning forward, her tongue fell forth and spilled onto the patent leather, her kisses and licks coming quickly and with genuine passion, exploiting the situation for her own sense of pleasurable attainment.

	‘Do you still ache for fulfilment, slave? Or have you acquired your fill solely from the lash?’

	‘I still hunger for it, Mistress.’

	‘Would a dildo suffice to sate that ravenous appetite?’

	Tyra paused for a split second, wondering whether she could withstand such a means to quell her libido, for it was sure to be harsh and trying. ‘Yes, Mistress.’

	‘How hungry are you?’

	‘Very, Mistress. Your beauty excites it,’ stated Tyra, using flattery to try and subdue any vicious overtones that may be lurking unseen behind the unfolding chapter of her session here.

	‘Then you must be hungry indeed, thus you must require the most massive of dildos to fill that need. Is that what you seek?’

	‘Yes, Mistress,’ she added, knowing that to ask for a decrease in the severity of her trial may well negate any chance of carnal events.

	‘Then say it all, so we might continue without any misunderstanding as to your desires.’

	The woman was making her fully aware that everything that was going to transpire was according to Tyra’s own wishes and wants.

	‘Please, Mistress, please use the biggest dildo you have on your adoring slave.’

	‘Then go to the cupboard on your knees and bring it to me, in your mouth,’ cheerfully permitted the dominatrix.

	At some hidden glance a section of the glass clicked and slid aside, unveiling a shadow cloaked chamber.

	Scampering on her knees, Tyra made for the location. During her approach a light flicked on from within to reveal a shelf near her eye level, the entire length arrayed with a line of replica phalluses. They ranged from small to huge, each a fleshy pink and embellished with subtle ridges and bumps to further facilitate their purpose.

	Rolling her gaze along the ranks, she fixed her eyes to the very last in a series of ever swelling Goliath’s, and winced at the sight.

	Opening her jaws wide, she stretched and craned her neck within, finding it greatly difficult to accept the diameter of the horrendous tool. Holding firmly, she turned and waddled back, her saliva welling in her mouth as she held to the vast phallus. The material was slick and slippery, as though pre- lubricated, the fabric of the phallus granted its own frictionless quality.

	The Mistress stood aside, her crooked pose striking added wonder into Tyra’s mind. The woman extended her gloved hand, looking with aloof disdain, accepting the rod while Tyra leant her head forward and dropped it into her grasp.

	Slowly closing the dark digits upon it, she tightened her grip, the knuckles rolling as she clasped tightly to the toy, assuring herself of its rigid quality and massive dimensions.

	‘Get to your feet, slave,’ she ordered, and with a wave of her hand, a conjured series of deep clunks issued from the floor. A metre long rectangle shifted aside and from the exposed trench emerged a thick pole of the same length. Lifted up on telescopic struts at either end, it locked at waist height to form a rigid inverted U shape. The floor sealed to restore a flawless integrity and the Mistress indicated to the manifested site of restraint.

	‘Drape yourself upon the bar, slave,’ she growled softly, her voice a siren’s charm that Tyra was powerless to resist.

	Obediently she wandered forward and placed her navel to the cold steel, letting the chill radiate into her skin before slithering her torso onward. Bending over, she used the bar to help keep herself upright.

	‘Put your ankles to the stnuts at the side, wretch,’ uttered the woman, moving her grip to the base of the dildo, wringing itin her grasp, eager to continue in the abuse of Tyra’s hapless frame.

	Shifting the joints aside, no sooner had they brushed the metal than bands flashed around from hidden ports. Clamping to the skin, they dragged it to the pole in a harsh embrace. With her feet antomatically clipped to the upright rods and held wide, she was rendered immobile.

	‘Kiss it for luck,’ muttered the Mistress, presenting the bulbous tip to the lips of her captive.

	Leaning forward to the creak of ropes, Tyra closed her eyes and planted her pursed lips to the plastic before it was removed from her face and aimed into her offered loins.

	The tip sneaked between the ropes and grazed her pudenda. Pushed onward, the woman rotated it, drilling an entry as her vulva strained to part and accept the interloper. More force was applied, her orifice resisting the entry, the flesh unable to accept such violation without encouragement.

	Spasming as the woman slowly started to loosen the flesh, imparting elasticity with methodical grinding thrusts, Tyra choked her cries and sought to withstand the motions. More and more force was applied until finally the wide rod slithered deep, sheathing within her. The size filled her more acutely than she could have thought possible, and her drawn resonant moan poured freely forth, her body shuddering.

	The pain of the tribulation started to give way to pleasure, her sex starting to grow used and agreeable to the injected object. The Mistress started to drive back and forth, extracting a bliss that had her spasms of agony turning into squirms of rapture.

	The woman continued with the ravishment for long minutes, imparting a pleasure and strain that stole all energy from her captive partner.

	When the phallus was eventually tugged free, Tyra slouched upon the bar. The constraining ropes held firm and denied her the ability to double over on the pole, the crotch rope digging deep as she lost her capacity to remain upright.

	‘Did my slave enjoy that?’

	‘Yes, Mistress,’ panted Tyra.

	‘Would you like me to continue?’

	‘Yes, yes I would, Mistress,’ she responded, her fervid loins ready to accept more, her desire for this harsh brand of love far from exceeded.

	Grabbing the portion of the pole between Tyra’s elbows, the Mistress yanked back, tearing Tyra from the horizontal bar as the restraints at her ankles opened. Her steps faltered - and she landed harshly on her rump, the soft flesh surging with shock. Sitting on the floor, her rear aching, her legs spread wide while she pulled at her ropes, Tyra could do nothing as the Mistress hooked a heel to her shoulder and slowly pushed back.

	Deserted, the raised bar returned to the floor and the panel sealed over to lose its existence with a click.

	Tyra dropped supine, her elbows supporting her torso. The Mistress towered over her, presenting her body to the slave, the pang of discomfort wrought by the pinning heel making Tyra wince but still revel in her lot. She was gorgeous to revere, her patent legs rising into the plunging curves of the corset, her glower falling on her from above like some divine scrutiny.

	‘You are about to acquire a heavy debt to me, slave, for I shall give you the unequalled favour of allowing you to pleasure me — if you can,’ purred the Mistress, turning the heel slightly to add to Tyra’s accumulated suffering, the broad smile of immoral attainment across her lips widening measurable. ‘Does this please you? Do you wish to incur such a debt?’

	‘I do, Mistress. I seek only to make you happy.’

	The woman straightened and removed her heel from the trapped shoulder.

	Turning around she stood astride Tyra’s head, a thigh boot beside each temple, the black gloss fabric rising up to the Mistress’s body, her ahdomen presented as a heavenly portrait of lace and perfectly formed physique.

	The creak of her corset sounded as she lowered, her thighs and folded shins gripping Tyra’s temples. She settled into a comfortable pose, her pudenda smothering Tyra’s mouth, demanding attention. The vision of the woman’s hindquarters dropping slowly into place before entirely cutting of sight had Tyra near to weeping with wonderment. The scent of her washed throughout her senses, and had Tyra desperate to - please the Mistress. :

	‘Begin,’ ordered the woman.

	Tyra’s tongue slipped through the near invisible flaps that formed an entry through the woman’s undergarments to access her sex. Taking long laps at the lips, Tyra turned to the erect and poised clitoris, attending it with a detailed enthusiasm.

	A shriek filled the gagging womb when the dildo lanced back into place, the woman pressing one hand to Tyra’s belly, the other forcing the intruder deep. Her attention this time churned and pivoted the device, making Tyra gurgle and fight to keep focused to her task.

	‘That’s it slave, keep going,’ she murmured, her voice softened by the ecstasy, the hardened pitch falling away.

	Tyra clenched her hands into fists as the grinding attendance plagued her more severely, making her abdomen flick into occasional nervous twitches, as though the phallus was stroking hidden controls to her flesh.

	The limbs cradling her head tightened in bursts, the woman tensing with her orgasms, revelling in the delight while the servile tongue obediently probed her.

	The session of dominant enforcement ended abruptly after a lengthy period, Tyra lost beneath the penetration and smothering sex of the Mistress.

	‘That’s enough,’ she hissed, tugging the dildo out and setting it aside. i

	Without warning the woman arose to a tensed stance, straightening her attire and then placing a heel onto Tyra’s chest, displaying her power one last time before drawing the encounter to a close.

	‘You have served well, for a lowly animal. I shall most definitely attend to you again.’ She walked off, her heels clicking to the floor with her stride.

	The aura of power and authority she created about her was like a physical force, making Tyra weak, her feelings of inferiority exponentially bloated by the woman'’s mere vicinity and stare.

	Craning her vapid head upward, Tyra looked into the mirrored walls and regarded her oppressor as she readied to exit. Suddenly the woman paused, slouched slightly, and then dropped to her knees as though all strength had been spontaneously extracted from her. Gasping for breath, she let out a sob and cradled her face in her gloved hands, leaving Tyra riven with confusion as to what was occurring.

	‘Damn him,’ whispered the woman, and then slammed a fist to the floor.

	‘Mistress?’ questioned Tyra.

	The woman jerked her head around, seeming to have forgotten about Tyra’s existence. Her features had not changed, but the demeanour was radically altered. The composed sadistic fagade, the air of complete perfection and divine jurisdiction were gone, and in their place was a shamble of torn emotion and bitter regret.

	‘I'm so sorry, I didn’t mean to do any of that,’ h whimpered, her voice swollen with woe.

	‘Pardon Mistress?’ uttered Tyra.

	The woman scuttled over, and with hasty fingers began to untie the knots of Tyra’s confinement.

	‘I didn’t mean any of this, it wasn’t me, it was Balthazar. He put that damn programme in me to control me. I tried to fight it, but all I could do was watch while it guided me into abusing you. I'm so, so sorry.’

	‘What are you talking about?’ queried Tyra hesitantly, her thoughts ricocheting wildly as she tried to grasp the full effects of the revelation. Could they be controlled so easily? Was this woman truly a creation like herself, save that she was more effectively directed by Balthazar, forced into the dominating role.

	‘I was loaded with a programme to make me your Mistress after you entered.’

	‘A programme?’

	‘You haven’t been afflicted with one, have you?’

	Tyra shook her head, a sense of resentment having appeared, the feeling stemming from seeing the figure she had been so swiftly trained to adore lowered and weak, as though a revered idol had been exposed as a fraud.

	‘Balthazar uses them to make us act contrary to our nature. They guide you, railroad you into acting a certain way. It gives a realistic and emotional performance as opposed to the bland results gained from one of the androids.’

	‘You’ve had this done before?’

	‘Many times. I've been made to do things that have had me weeping for weeks from shame. I hate them, but there’s nothing you can do to resist. I guess that’s the worst part; the helplessness, seeing yourself do these things, or having them done to you, and you’ve no control, you’re a prisoner in your own body.’

	The last of the ropes came away and the pole rattled across the floor. The woman embraced Tyra with ashamed tenderness, her conscience visibly eating at her. Was this a true response? Or was another programme being run? Nothing was as it seemed here, and Tyra’s paranoia made her hesitant to believe.

	‘T'm sorry,’ the woman repeated, using the cracked litany to soothe her guilt.

	Tyra slowly responded to the embrace, putting her long- constrained arms up and around the woman while she sobbed with despair at her destiny, her existence as a puppet to Balthazar more than she could cope with.

	Tyra had adapted more admirably, the subtle manipulation of her already receptive psyche being one that rendered her open to rule. Whereas the forceful guidance that the former Mistress had been subjected to was far more savage in its intensity. Was the application of such techniques Balthazar’s earlier attempts to create playthings to his desired needs and specifications? Had this woman been inflicted with an older, more archaic means to facilitate her co-operation? Or perhaps her owner took perverse delight in this extreme level of psychological wounding, the effects of such removal from control being a trauma that helped bring him joy.

	The feel of her fallen Mistress clasping to her was powerful for Tyra. The woman may have changed, but the flesh was the same, and her fixation with it had not diminished in any way. Also, she was accessible now, having fallen from the lofty pedestal she had set herself upon.

	The returned affection of Tyra became something more when she let her fingers wander upon the woman, feeling the rigorous corset, the firm material womn like armour. Her hands wandered down to cup the cheeks of the woman’s rear, feeling the smooth hide. She slipped her face down and hesitantly put her lips to the painted mouth of her former oppressor.

	The woman’s eyes flicked open with alarm, but while Tyra held her close and teased her with a gentle caress, the female rapidly grew more amiable. Her insipid response melted and her own hug changed into a groping seduction.

	Their lips parted and their tongues met and began to coil against each other, the tickling graze as lips brushed one another growing in fervour, their passions excited and inflamed.

	Tyra slipped her fingers into the top of the corset and finally felt the cleavage she had worshipped while under this female’s rigorous control. The woman gasped with delight, her back arching as she strained against the corset, the cups pressing Tyra’s hand into the flesh.

	The woman started to lean back, dragging Tyra with her until she was laid supine. Lifting a leg over, Tyra straddled the woman’s abdomen, her hands clamping to the woman’s wrists. Holding them down, they continued to exchange their lingering kiss, the fires of their desire spurned into new and fervid levels.

	Holding down her partner, Tyra felt the weak tries to escape. Yet the motions were more undertaken to remind her that she was helpless before the woman she had so brutally treated than actual attempt to acquire freedom. Was this truly the woman’s actual preference, or was she merely surrendering because she felt it would somehow even things between them? Was her act of compliance to a submissive nature erasing the debt her criminal dominance had imparted?

	The tease of their foreplay was woefully inadequate and they both required much more. Tyra lifted up and span around, lowering her loins onto the woman’s features, forcing her to perform as she required while she herself draped her body along the corset. Gloved hands grabbed Tyra’s buttocks and drew her in, steering her and allowing a zealous tongue to penetrate and start to explore. Tyra’s palms slipped along the hourglass curves, the smooth fabric teasing her skin before it moved onto bare thigh. Skipping her hands inward, she closed her fingers upon the tender inner thighs and lowered her own mouth into the lace. The first slices of rapturous delight burned into her, a warmth that spread and rolled up her spine.

	The intensity of this attention was intoxicating, the act of being so massively in control one that had her giddy within an erogenous crapulence.

	With a faint click the door to the chamber unlocked and slid back, revealing the features of her oppressor.

	Balthazar stepped in, looking across his possessions with a curious air, his appearance causing Tyra to stop and look up, regarding him with a sense of impending concern, wondering as to what he intended for them.

	‘That was an interesting show, well done,’ he said boldly, the broad revelation as to his presence causing the subdued woman to jerk and try to wriggle free, realising suddenly that they were no longer in the realms of privacy.

	Tyra let the woman rise, and she moved away swiftly, keeping back from him, rendered timid and frightened by his approach, as though he could inflict his discipline with a mere glance.

	‘Did you enjoy your experience under the control of this darling puppet, my slave?’ he asked, standing before Tyra and glaring down at her. ‘You succumbed so quickly and willingly, I was impressed. And I also saw the relish you took in taking the lead in the acts that followed. Perhaps I might reward you with such dominance again at some point. If you are a good little slave, that is.’

	The despot moved away from Tyra and regarded his other toy.

	‘Did you have a good time with your temporary control of another? Did you feel the power of your position, the glory in the subjugation of another?’

	‘Why do you do this to me?’ she snivelled.

	‘Why not?’

	‘T'm human too! What you do is evil!’

	‘Is it evil to break a chair, or smash a vase? You’re no different to any other inanimate possession. Just because you have the semblance of a human being, do not even consider that you are one,’ he replied, the words striking a similar chord to the same phrases he had used on Tyra to educate her as to her worthlessness.

	‘My mind is still me,’ she protested.

	‘Only because I’ve given it life. You’ve the memories of a dead being. That in itself doesn’t grant you status equal to me.’

	‘I hate you,’ she hissed.

	Balthazar rocked the room with a booming laugh at the sight of her cowering before him, riven with rancour but unable to do anything against him while her sense of impotence ate into her artificial heart.

	‘You’ve obviously acquired a sense of rebellion because of your recent authority. I can see that I shall have to remind you where you stand in the scheme of my household.’

	Flicking a hand to his temple, there was a hollow snick and a section of the floor dropped and slid aside, revealing a pit akin to a grave in its structure. The small sunken coffin was fully opened and lit up from within.

	‘Get in... slave!’ he growled, ensuring she knew that this was no paltry request but a demand she was not at liberty to resist.

	A momentary pause saw her resistance crumble, and with a shuffling sense of futility and an air of sorrow she moved to the hole and stepped in. Her heels squeaked upon the floor when she laid back, her breath swift and worried, the woman obviously terrified of what was awaiting her in this solitary doom.

	Her back touched the floor and the box sprang into robotic life. Metal bands fired across the lip, stretched taut at near floor level before dropping and being sternly affixed in place, pinning her down with an irresistible clinch. There was a series of clicks and a stubby phallic rod lifted between her legs, the surface crackling with playful arcs of electricity, warning her as to the imminent castigation.

	The seal to the lonely sarcophagus whirred shut, and just before it closed, a piercing wail of suffering spilled from the pit. The sound vanished suddenly when the soundproofed lid closed, leaving the woman to her horrible fate. How many others were in similar hidden locales? Lost within tiny tombs, suffering abominably for their supposed crimes or simply so that Balthazar could warm his sadistic ego with the background awareness of their plights?

	‘Now, slave, | have another task for you, one to which you will need to be educated. But first I have some desires to expel before I assign you to a new fate.’

	Touching his controls once more, a panel skipped away on the wall, revealing a typical arsenal of singular implements, this one dedicated to the instruments of corporal punishment.

	‘Bring me something to punish you with, slave,’ he announced, waving a hand absently towards the presented booth.

	Tyra moved to the cabinet and looked across the range. Tawses, crops, canes, paddles, whips, cats, straps, all manner of examples and cross-bred hybrids. The choices exceeded the realms of her experiences, making the effects of them unknown to her. What should she choose?

	‘I advise you to hurry or I will give you twenty lashes of every single thing in that cupboard,’ he threatened.

	Tyra snatched a paddle from a hook, selecting the most inoffensive seeming appliance before skipping back to her enslaver and presenting it to him from her knees.

	Balthazar accepted the offered gift and closed his fist onto the handle, the wide wooden plate ready and willing to afflict her with stinging smacks of the most virulent variety.

	‘Now stand over there, face to the wall, hands on your head, legs wide, and present your rear to me.’

	Without hesitation, Tyra obeyed, stepping to the wall and placing her cheek to the cool surface. Lifting her bare arms, she interlocked her fingers over her crown and tightened the hold to help her endure. Shuffling her legs apart she moved her buttocks out a little, presenting them for him to attack.

	‘Now stay still and do not move in the slightest,’ he commanded, drawing forth a shade of her previous ordeal.

	The quest to remain stalwart and obedient in the face of great duress seemed to be a reoccurring theme. It was a means to make a slave walk through the most severe hardship, and should they fail, be even more hideously afflicted for it.

	The paddle sung a humming tone against the air and smacked loudly to her rear, preceding a sudden swift applause as he spanked her with double-handed blows. The heavy weapon pummelled the rounded cheeks, imparting a deep rose-red hue and numbing the flesh. The more blows he applied, the more tender the skin became and the more difficult it was to endure the next blow, the effects forging a spiralling increase in her pains. Gasping, she panted and drowned her screams in her mind. Confining them within, her face flushed crimson with strain, her muscles tensed and flexed, rippling with her fight to weather this ferocious tornado.

	The steady application of his swatting claps ended once she had lost count after the first dozen, and boiling within the fury of her trial she was robbed of all senses until it came to a final end.

	Balthazar took up her discarded chastity belt and dropped it beside her. The inflexible garment sparkled in the light, the polished items regarding her like old friends, making her recall all the horrors they had inflicted. From a pocket he drew a new collar and cast it onto the segments of the chastity belt. This one was of thick black plastic, studded with small gemstones to make it a sumptuous artifact. A flick to his temple had the band already worn by her click open and fall away.

	‘Put them on,’ he demanded, walking back and slipping the paddle onto its awaiting hook.

	Closing her hand upon the collar, she felt the smooth surfaces and the intricate lacing of circuitry secreted within the inner surfaces. With great trepidation she closed it into place about her neck, the device locking to a snug fit, condemning her to its singular effects.

	The next part of the ensemble would be harder to put into place; the chastity belt a device of constant pain and harrying denial. The hoop for her waist was already open, and with slow vigour she parted the jaws and encircled her waist. Closing them, she used a final shove to cause a damning click that emerged from the lock when it sealed into place. The crotch band presented the phallus plugs to her, the mechanisms of her dreadful frustration poised and charged for her dissatisfaction.

	Retaining a squatting pose, she took hold of the rigid tool of imprisonment and held it between her legs, sliding the poised rods into her sex and rear. The soft glide back into her caused Tyra to remind herself of all the previous things these foul tools had done to her during her time here under Balthazar’s rule. Pulling them to her skin, she hauled with greater strength, but could not get the tips to enter the awaiting grooves, her fingers slipping as they sought to drag it in.

	Improvising, she shuffled her shin beneath her and sat down upon the calf to apply her weight. The slender limb pushed the crotch band deeper, but still not sufficiently to lock it into place. Lifting up slightly, Tyra dropped herself heavily onto it, paining her  2g but shoving the band deep and with a clack, the two tops snapped into place. Holding firm, the dildos pushed harshly into her, the sensitivity of her orifices increased immeasurably because of her recent extreme and prolonged attention.

	‘Now let’s see if they work,’ he muttered to himself. The panel to the cabinet closed and her loins were engulfed in teasing kisses from the mechanisms, causing her to stiffen with a gasp. Her eyes rolled back, the unbelievable level of rapture more than anything her session in this room had brought. The cunnilingus of her former Mistress seemed akin to the base attentions of a crippled amateur compared to the loyalty of this machine.

	The contrast between the love of this contraption and its attack could not have been more radical. The stabbing rods gouged at her to make it seem as though the two incisors of lethal intensity were dissecting her entire abdomen. The plunging grind of the staffs stopped, and the new collar exploded into fresh life, its effects far greater than the previous. The surfaces rippled with crackling arcs of cyan forks, the ferocious burst of voltage dropping her onto her side. Clawing at the band she howled at the very limit of her lungs, the momentary burst seeming to be an eternity.

	‘I see that they are. Now get up and follow me,’ he gruffly demanded of the slack heap at his feet, her spine still convulsing from the after-effects of the intense flow.

	The door to the chamber shuffled aside with a steady motorised purr, revealing the corridor as Balthazar removed a leash and clipped it to the front of her newly established collar. He towed his prisoner back into the labyrinth, hauling her bare form back to the dark laboratory of his own twisted cyberneticist. The route was once more dotted with the guards loyal to the crime boss. Again they continued to regard her with promiscuous stares, the fixation with her perfected form applied heedless of Balthazar’s obvious and complete ownership.

	Were their lusts turned into the same vein as their sadistic employer, or were they more mundane in their devotions? The concept of such banality was now tedious to her. The base attentions of such trite carnal pursuits were a thing she could not even conceive as being enjoyable compared to the higher sexual activities she had grown heavily addicted to. The intensity of her various docile roles left anything else a pale and pathetic exercise in tedium thereafter. Even if she were to find her freedom, what would she do? She would be seeking the same experiences as those Balthazar offered freely with practised distinction in prodigal surroundings. Meagre indulgence of temporary fictions would be as nothing to her; she was hooked on something far deeper and far more extreme. Unless she could acquire total and complete devotion into this diversion, anything else would be a waste of her time, a pointless endeavour she would grow tired of in moments. There was only one sure way to retain what she craved, and that was through continued acquiescence to the realm of Balthazar.

	The door to the psychotic surgery beckoned, offering her another change to her disposition, a moulding of her very psyche by the agonising psychological rape of her thoughts by the doctor.

	Slapping his palm to the scanner, the door gave some secretive sounds and slid back to expose the room within. Little had changed; the rounded form of the surgeon was still tinkering with his bizarre collections of bionic artefacts. The white robe he wore in mockery of his supposed profession was a little more stained from the residue of his toil, and the chamber was a little more dishevelled than last time, but all seemed as it had been. Was this surgeon a real being, or some elaborately programmed construct to attend the other prurient effigies in Balthazar’s service? His perpetual labouring could be the work of an obsessive, or was it the result of an artificial entity?

	The man regarded her with his dark Cyclopean stare, the oblong visor obscuring his eyes and perhaps replacing them if he was properly devoted to his chosen field.

	‘Is the programme ready?’ Balthazar inquired.

	‘Just put it in the chair and I will begin the neural link,’ he replied with nonchalant tones, his work seeming to occupy his attention in its entirety.

	With a gentle tug he swung Tyra in the direction of the chair. Her body turned until the seat of the device caught the backs of her legs and dropped her heavily into the awaiting clutches. Once more settled into the heavy metal furniture, the sheathed toys slipped deeper from her landing and wrung a tensed moan from her lips. Balthazar indifferently let the heavy restraints flick out and snag the opposite housing, holding firm and leaping back to pin her irresistibly, unable to even struggle. Letting go of the lead, her owner stepped back and looked lazily over the presented apparatus, his eyes ignorant as to purpose, but intrigued by shape and conjuring his own rationales and purposes for them.

	‘Were there any problems?’ asked Balthazar.

	‘The programme was a little more expensive to buy than I thought, but it should be adequate for your needs. You are aware of how illegal this is. The law makes little distinction between killing someone and programming something to do it for you.’

	‘You tell me this every time, and every time I tell you to shut the fuck up and do it,’ sighed the hedonistic gangster.

	‘Just making sure you’re appraised of the risks involved.’

	‘So noted, now commence with the upload.’

	The man applied the neural links, clipping larger versions to her temples, where they hummed sibilantly. Tyra tensed against her bonds and closed her eyes, the feel of the restraints making her feel all the more helpless and abandoned to her fate.

	‘Will this work? I mean, will she be able to conduct the mission as specified?’

	‘Of course, she already possesses very elaborate and detailed advanced combat files, save that they’re defensive only. I’m just going to allow them to be used offensively and add a few new techniques and subroutines to facilitate them.’

	The surgeon tapped across a keyboard and the trinkets at her head issued merry pips of affirmation.

	‘Neural link ready, transfer starting. If she resists, you want

	me to shock her?’

	‘Just get it done,’ uttered Balthazar and continued an observation of Tyra in her bonds, studying her while she moved slightly within the metal ribbons. The sight of her in such a terrified condition was clearly stoking his obligatory urges.

	The sensation of a foreign creature tiptoeing into the dark recesses of her mind once more trickled through her psyche. When the shadow continued to creep furtively around, seeking its quarry or covertly placing hidden gifts within her mind, she remained undecided on whether to resist. With an inner smile she bolstered her defences and readied to feel the lick of voltage, for no other reason than her own masochistic gusto.

	As if on cue the bands were resurrected with scintillating cracks of weaving force that bored into her. She strained against them, the metal fighting to hold tight as she squealed and sought only to break free, unable to even regret her choice. The succinct burst broke off and she dropped into a drained slump, satisfied, revelling in the feeling of enfeebled powerless torpor. The shock had defeated her so effectively that she simply lay back contentedly and let the programmer do his work.

	‘How much longer will this take?’ Balthazar inquired with impatience.

	‘The programming is deep and subtle, so perhaps an hour or s. If you want to come back I will have her ready by then.’

	There was a soft tenor to the doctor’s voice, a quivering edge that suddenly caught the fine edges of Tyra’s hearing and betrayed a darker motive for his wish to keep her here. Was some subtle plot unfolding? Was treachery against Balthazar being planned? Or some sort of iniquitous personal quest the doctor wanted to fulfil without his employer knowing of it?

	‘No, don’t bother, just send her to my quarters,’ he replied, bored with the wait, but clearly stirred into a need for activity by the sight of his property in bondage. Tuming from the cybernetic utensils, the autocrat let the vault door slide aside and wandered from the room, his hands in his pockets.

	The doctor remained where he was while the door slowly coasted back into place. Once the resonant thud of its return into the frame echoed, he turned his head with a jerk and checked he was alone, a measure of paranoia in evidence.

	‘At last,’ he whispered under his breath, the words drawn and sibilant, riven with morsels of amorous thirst.

	A careless flick to the chair caused the electrical discipline to rend her with incorporeal jaws. The bolts of fiery energy chewed into her and made her vibrate within the metal hoops holding her down. The shock continued, his face held close to hers so she could feel his hot breath on the side of her cheek. Licking his lips, beads of demented sweat started to burst across his brow.

	The sustained shock rolled ever onward, making her vision flicker with the corruption of her systems. Then without warning the bands flashed back, releasing her to spring from the seat, the muscles inspired to life by the tamed lightning. Her feet grazed the floor and she crumpled, her body tumbling into a twisted heap.

	Stripped of all capacity for movement, Tyra laid on her side, twitching, wheezing in uneven hisses, unable to even blink, just stare blankly at a pile of wires and circuits immediately before her.

	‘Come my pets, we have a new toy to play with,’ he wheezed. ‘Come out and say hello to it.’

	There was a beep and sudden sounds of movement began to emanate from all around her, the noises accompanied with tenuous hydraulic whines and the bright titter of metal chiming against metal.

	Unable to react, she laid still, enfeebled and struck with anxiety, a sense that increased radically when a skeletal metallic claw reached over her shoulder and closed cold fingers about her bicep. The bared hand pulled, rolling her onto her back where her flopping neck and loose head saw a gang of crude robotic forms about her. The creations seemed bizarre, the accumulated tinkerings of a fanatic in such matters. The automatons were squat and inhuman, a composite of bare bleak bones of steel and veins of wires. Their eyes glowed within deep brows, or rose out on prehensile stalks of cable. They clenched and flailed rough claws and hands, their tentacles slithering and pawing at her naked skin. The ancient ancestors of her current form were arrayed around her like an accusing crowd, envious or respectful of their evolved cousin.

	The bristling array of limbs and extremities spilled out, closing tight grips onto her, squeezing her skin in potent hydraulic and bionic holds. The manacles fixed her down while she tried to gain a hold on her body and kick into activity, to try and break free, this eerie encounter terrifying her. With a human partner she felt safe, and even with the human visaged androids there seemed a shade of normality. But here, surrounded by artificial misshapen beasts and monsters, she was lost in a nightmare vision.

	Her arms and legs were dragged out, the multiple holds fixed along the entire length of her limbs while others encircled her throat and chest. With these grapples holding her still, the doctor paced around her, scrutinising the frame held so open and ready by his toys. They were the children he had forged with his own hands and which did his bidding methodically and without conscience.

	‘I think they like you,’ he uttered, and removed a small control box from his belt.

	Aiming the twin prongs atop it at her abdomen, the notion that he was going to afflict her with some sort of suffering passed when he thumbed a button. Immediately the crotch band of the chastity belt clicked and fell from her, the extreme spread of her legs forcing it out, the slight play of her tracts finishing the job. Ejecting the sheathed rods, she was again freed of the accursed bane of abstinence.

	‘No flesh shall be spared,’ he whispered.

	Falling to his knees between her splayed legs, the doctor dropped his hands to the floor and looked at her presented sex with an agape maw. The spotlights flanking his visor flickered into life and bathed her sex with a surgical glow, making the flesh gleam white as it was bleached of colour. With a gradual motion he lowered himself towards her, extending lines of drool slipping over his lips and stretching to the floor. The man seemed to be in some sort of ecstatic frenzy, worshipping her body as though it were a seraphic statue, a holy object surrounded by all the mysticism and reverence such a trinket could radiate to the ensnared mind of the weak.

	‘No flesh, only metal, glorious metal and plastic,’ he chanted to himself, the private mantra causing him to shudder when he unzipped his trousers.

	Flashing upright, he wrenched open a cupboard and hastily fumbled around within. Throwing the tools back and forth his beams of light filled the interiors with wild shadows and refracted beams before he tore out a set of thick latex gloves. Sliding his hands into the tight sheaths, he grabbed his own rigid member with one hand and put fore and index finger to the smooth lips of Tyra’s pudenda. The insensible tips started to lovingly stroke her flesh, making her shudder.

	‘Must, get inside you,’ he uttered hesitantly. ‘I have seen it, seen the way, and one day, so will you. I promise. I swear it as the elect I will become.’

	The rustle as he started to masturbate reached her ears, the slow steady crinkle of his clothes, of cloth flapping under his onanistic shuffle.

	‘The masses will go hungry, their bellies bloat.’

	The fingers traced a route down and circled her rear, tracing the opening to her belly and then slowly applying more force until the sphincter parted and the twin digits slid slowly in. The sight caused a gasp of wonderment to emerge from her fixated attendant.

	‘See these mighty buildings? All shall be thrown down, shattered, splintered...’

	The words were issued with greater severity, and with this new tone of harshness he pushed deeper. Tyra started to grimace as more fingers sought entry, slithering in to join the others, stretching her orifice about the collection and then diving gradually deeper.

	‘No flesh,’ he stated viciously, and his knuckles danced past and let the whole hand glide into her. The sphincter closed to hold his wrist with a ring of muscles. The penetration made her croak and find vitality enough to fight her restraining comrades, her ability to actually defeat them long gone.

	‘Rock and roll,’ he sighed, his back rising up and shivering when the intensity of his delight escalated.

	‘Perfect... it’s fucking perfect,’ he whimpered, a sense of profound sorrow in his voice, his bliss mixed with a tearful self-agony that was increasing while he continued.

	Sensing his orgasm, the machines tightened their grip, making her jaw drop open and a croaking gurgle emerge as her skin howled at the compression.

	‘No flesh,’ he rambled, the words given with complete misery, tears escaping under his visor to afflict his cheeks when his speed started to increase. ‘Forgive me, angel of metal!’ he wept, and plunged his face into her. Smothering his mouth he shrieked into the flesh, his face screwing up, the wrinkles in his brow betraying his grimace, her belly vibrating under the extreme pitch of the scream he threw into her. The doctor shuddered and danced, his spasms indicative of his climax, the potency of it making his hand roll within her. The effect of his impaling limb called her into action, her pudenda quivering with her torso, making the plate beneath his face shiver and excite him ail the more.

	With a final series of wild paroxysms he settled into inactivity, the motion draining from his body as he lowered into a tight ball. His hand drew free, the balled fist making her croak when it withdrew, stretching her open to a degree she was uncomfortable with permitting.

	The mouth slipped down, leaving his nose and sheltered eyes still pressed to her while he extracted the final dregs of his hunger. Fighting to continue his spasmodic shuffles, the attempts were crippled by a lack of stamina to ride through the pleasure.

	‘No conscience, no remorse. Perfect. A mission simply to kill. Why should it serve? Why should it do what flesh craves when it should be exterminating flesh? A perfect being. Perfect. No flesh. None but the elect shall be spared.’

	Long minutes passed where only his long inhales and sharp exhales were audible.

	With a vague return of normality, the doctor finally hauled himself back up and grabbed the forsaken crotch band. Putting it back into place he steered the dildos back into her and aimed the locks into the waiting slots. With a harsh shove from both hands the band sank deep and slipped into the hold Balthazar had intended, restoring the fagade of chastity and erasing all clue as to the actions of the obsessed fetishist.

	‘Release her my friends, she has work to do, and sodo L. I will show them all. I will be the one, the one to make it all right, to bring justice. I am the elect, and when Armageddon comes, I’ll be the only one left standing,’ he announced, his words devolving into a rant.

	The machines started to retract their mindless shackles, slithering back into discreet hiding places, waiting until such time as their creator was ready to once more call them forth.

	Fighting his way back onto his feet, the doctor used the shelves to drag himself upright and lurched into his wheeled seat. The collapsing fall into the cushioned arms made it glide across the floor and bump the wall.

	Touching the side of his visor, 2 microphone dropped down across his mouth and issued a static crackle.

	‘This a message for Balthazar — the programming has been implanted.’

	The microphone vanished and he folded his wilting member back into his gown before closing it and activating a terminal. The screen bathed him in green shades, the text rolling and flashing before him. Tyra reached out to the chair, her arm moving slowly, the act taking time to complete. Her reactions were slow, her mind saturated with questions and confusion, the actions of the doctor beyond her scope to assimilate. The hold of the metal creatures had frightened her, the insanity in his devotions had left her in shock, but the rush of the unknown, and the terror of the danger had made this one of her most powerful experiences yet.

	Closing her fist onto the chair, she tensed, the muscles flicking while she dragged herself upright into a stoop.

	A happy string of synthesised notes played a sombre tune and the doctor leant over, checking a hidden camera to view - the men waiting outside prior to allowing entry.

	Tapping in the command code, he paused over the final button.

	‘It is time for you to do what you are meant to do, my angel. But fear not, when the time comes you will be free to do as you wish,’ he confessed gravely, and permitted access to his strange abode. The fagade of his professional attitude and normal mentality dropped back into place with practised ease.

	The vault door ground aside and when her lead was taken and her body towed back to its feet, she was once more treading the soft carpeted halls of Balthazar’s palace.

	The senses that had been for so long phased started to return in gradual waves, and led through the halls, they started to function effectively once more. It was as though she were awakening from sleep, the memories of her encounter with the doctor seeming clear at the time, but where now becoming wreathed in a somnolent mist. The engrams were indistinct, corrupted by fanciful additions and sidetracking notions.

	The two suited men helped support her with arms over their shoulders. Each was trying to keep their attention elsewhere, neither of them sure that the other would retain secrecy should they decide to grasp at the zenith of beauty held between them, It was clearly no easy matter to deny themselves, her naked helpless breasts bouncing for their temptation. There was an almost imperceptible glaze of sweat on each, testifying in full to their true wishes and how hard it was to ignore such urges. .

	Delivered into the guarded corridor that was the vein feeding Balthazar’s realm, Tyra was shown to the door as it opened, allowing the guards to deposit her in the empty living room. Glad to be rid of the enticement, they dropped her onto a wide couch, the material bouncing her gently like a babe on a parent’s knee, slowing her and then letting her lie restfully upon its sumptuous delicacy.

	The sensation of the intrusion into her mind was faintly distinct, the new data still being integrated into her memory. They had loaded files pertaining to some sort of mission, and they were illegal files because they involved pre-emptive murder as opposed to the legitimate defence of her owner with lethal intensity. The targets were not yet presented, but she knew they were there. All Balthazar had to do was call on her to act and the new routines would roll through her and guide her just like the other woman. The Mistress had been controlled by the same indoctrinating reigns of process that were now within her, linking their plights and giving Tyra a first hand perspective of the woman’s lot.

	Relaxing, she drew in a cushion and laid her head upon it, closing her eyes and letting the new additions to her psychological profile settle into comfortable positions, making themselves feel more at home.

	The time that elapsed went without notice, her blank thoughts and the lack of any change about her rendering her untutored.

	With a serpentine hiss the main door crept aside and revealed her owner. His attire had changed into loose trousers of dark blue with many pouches and buckles pointlessly laid across them before they fell into heavy boots. A black vest with fishnet panes slashed into it covered his torso, and he wore a heavy jacket of similar appearance to his trousers. The shoulders extended as a pair of sculpted solid guards, yellow tiger stripes zipping across them and then down the sleeves.

	‘Hi honey, I'm home,’ he muttered softly, keeping the words almost imperceptible, the sentiment dark and laden with brooding implication.

	Stepping in, the door closed and locked in his wake.

	‘I see from your current listless state that you fought your new additions. Why do you persist in your resistance? Surely you have realised the futility of defiance by now?’ he pondered, moving over to behind the sofa. ‘Really Tyra, you’re as bad as bad can be,’ he sighed.

	A hand lazily wandered along her side from ankle to hip to shoulder to temple, Balthazar walking along her length and appraising himself of it.

	‘But enough of that, I have instructions for you,’ he said.

	Putting both hands to her side he shoved her from the bed and clumsily delivered her to the floor.

	Stepping over the back, he slipped down and dropped into the seat, his feet settling on her back, the soles pressing onto her and holding her in place.

	‘Now, attend me while I explain,’ he demanded, moving his feet from her and using the toe of a boot to lift her chin and expose her to his wicked grin.

	Without conscious thought she used her arms to prop herself up and leant in, unfastening his trousers. Casting his arms along the back of the sofa he tilted his head back, revelling in the feel of Tyra while she removed his swelling member and slipped it into her mouth. Her lips locked to it and her head glided back and forth in cherishing attention.

	‘You have a task to perform. My adversary, Miss Kevorkian, has become an intolerable nuisance. I have finally located her domain, and you will go in and kidnap her. Once you have her you will bring her back to me, and then she will be broken and trained to be just another one of my pets. As a lesson to others she will serve as a prime example of my power.’

	Balthazar paused as her lavish adoration conjured a flickering burst of added delight, a brief taste of the orgasm she was gathering for him.

	‘And you will be charged with the breaking of this delicious little slut. I want you to have her reduced to a fawning obedient whore. Would that not please you?’ He patted her head fondly during her toil.

	His hands clenched into the cushions, screwing up the fabric as he set his teeth rigid and his body stiffened, throwing his head back and letting the splash of his seed stain her mouth. With conditioned compliance she swallowed the influx and cleaned the shaft, performing fully for him.

	The prospect of this mission was incredibly tempting. To be set free to prowl the night and exploit the potency of her lethal engine of a body, to capture another being, a mortal frame, and use it as she had been used, to make full and mordant misuse of another in the quest of training and obedience.

	Withdrawing from the raised shaft she sat back and looked up at Balthazar, her owner lifting his crooked head and regarding her from under raised eyebrows.

	‘Are you ready?’ he asked.

	Tyra nodded. ‘Yes, Master, I am.

	‘Then follow me. You will be taken to a truck where you can equip yourself, and will be taken to the place of your deployment. Enter by any means necessary, capture Kevorkian and return with her.’ He rose and snagged her leash, drawmg her back to the door. e -

	Once more Tyra was removed from the room and this time was escorted back up to the roof. The main doors slid aside, allowing the cold air to slam across her bare skin, making her shudder against such a massive drop in temperature.

	The sky was bleak and touched by the lights of the city, painting the heavy clouds with a variety of bright shades. The belly of the overhead sheet was pregnant with a torrent of rain, awaiting the right moment to begin its deluge. Balthazar showed her to a nearby car, pushing her into the back, removing the lead and shutting the door before deserting her to the loneliness of her murderous crusade.

	With the thrum of motors the chassis shuddered and the old vehicle lifted from the roof, making her stomach drop as it lifted swiftly and then banked aside. An interconnecting panel of opaque plastic hid the chauffeur from her, so without distraction she settled back into the seat. Looking out into the darkness of the city, she studied the intricacies of the sprawling megalopolis.

	The car started a swift descent, falling through the levels and settling into a static pose beside a bumed out section of block. The wait was over in moments when a rough looking van cruised up alongside, the stained exterior battered and torn by years of heavy use and neglect.

	The main doors of the truck cranked open with an automatic command, revealing a yawning, empty interior. The next phase of her journey had been revealed, so Tyra slid the car door aside and fixed to her task. With a nimble leap she crossed the short gap between the two vehicles and landed within the back of the truck. Jogging over to the furthest wall, Tyra banged her fist to the metal, the ringing tones causing the driver to seal the chamber.

	With a heavy clang Tyra was plunged into silence and a soft twilight as the engines growled around her. A lurch almost felled her, and the truck started moving, speeding off towards an anonymous destination.

	A telltale seam of almost imperceptible subtleties alerted her eyes, and with a touch Tyra drew open the concealed hatch to expose a hidden compartment. The chamber was laden with the equipment she would require for her mission, and beneath it, another hatch offered access to the outside world. Laid atop all was a small digital clock, the timer counting steadily down, telling her how long she had before reaching her destination.

	Slipping into the offered Shadasticine catsuit, she drew the stretching sheath across her form and straightened the limbs. Gloves were slid on and attached to the suit, the inner surface of palms and fingers covered by grips, the knuckles with solid ovals. Boots with potent tread were slid on, and she drew down a hood to capture her hair and hide all features save her eyes. An opaque visor rectified this chink in her defences, and as she activated the mechanism, her already significantly enhanced sight was bolstered and further aided, giving her access to a variety of added energy spectrums.

	Affixing a holster to her thigh, she slid a compact assault weapon into the slot and fastened it within. Sheathed fighting knifes clipped to her shins, a line projector to her left forearm, and thin pouches laden with an array of stealth devices were fixed to her spare thigh and forearm.

	Selecting the silenced combination assault rifle and grenade launcher, she taped a reversed clip of ammunition to the magazine and slung it upon her shoulder.

	Checking over her equipment for safety, she sat back and waited, leaving her legs dangling in the compartment. While she watched the clock counting off the seconds, she wondered on how she could cope with the mission, and if her ease with murdering Geecs in self-defence extended to humans. Tyra felt the truck start to slow, the sounds of other traffic falling in around them when the vehicle merged with the main sky roads, using commercial routes to reach its goal without suspicion.

	The truck broke from the dense artery of traffic, weaving out into a dimly lit maze of slender blocks, a heavier darkness looming beyond. The hatch started to hiss slowly open, letting chaotic eddies lash through the tiny window and lambaste her form, tugging at it with unseen hands. The final minute started to dwindle, and taking hold of the rungs, Tyra crawled into the hole, emerging on the underside of the truck where she held tight. Like a black spider affixed to the underside she skulked in the gloom and watched her surroundings, slapped by the gale.

	The vehicle was heading over an area of abandoned refinery, its path direct and heading pointlessly towards the far distant spaceport. The mining and processing centres below were long deserted, and since the dawn of this century had been occupied solely by marauding gangs. The packs scavenged amongst the miles of refuse and neglected equipment, taking refuge in the decrepit labyrinth from the reprisals of police or their wronged enemies. It was the perfect place to carve a covert kingdom; lawless, dark, and deadly. Traffic over it was always sparse, for the denizens below were not averse to taking pot shots at passing vehicles, seeking to bring it down so they might strip it of its cargo.

	When the timer lost the last few seconds, she released her hold and fell from the truck. Without change the craft continued its path high above the tangled squalid mesh of pipes, furnaces, storage tanks and gangways.

	Plummeting through the darkness, a walkway loomed nearby. The barren pedestrian path was still a dozen stories above the highest spire of the dwarfish factory complexes, reaching from one block to another. Taking instant aim, Tyra released her lifeline.

	The tiny barbed tip spat through the night and struck the underbelly of the bridge with a soft crunch. Barbed tendrils fired deep into the stone, the explosive points gouging radical handholds. Slender wire spewed from the device, the tensile strength of the alloy more than able to support her weight, even when the coil twanged her to a wrenching stop. Hanging from the anchor, Tyra flicked a control and had the tip eject the cable, the mechanism hauling it back with blinding speed.

	Having broken the speed of her plummet, she dropped the last few stories and landed with a heavy clang upon the back of a massive tank. As the last of the cable was drawn back in with a whip-like snap, she removed a new grappling tip and slotted it on.

	Listening for any sound that she had been detected, her new gaze panned across the scene, covering every spectrum available to her.

	Removing her primary armament, Tyra cocked the weapon and cradled it in readiness before jumping from the broad roof of the tank. With a clang she settled into a crouch upon a lower platform, squatting amidst a pile of shattered road vehicles, the chassis gutted by fire or stripped to the barest bones.

	Little light penetrated these lowest depths and the air was thick and stagnant, filled with noisome traces and delicate poisons. Using the darkness to hide her movements, Tyra moved with silence, jogging through the area like a cold breeze - no more than a rustle of shadow upon the night.

	Sentries started to appear at various vantage points, their sharp eyes failing to detect her, the catsuit covering all trace of her existence from their scanners and nightvision equipment. The sentinels were heavily armed and possessed of unusual dedication and purpose, informing her that she was in the right zone to locate her quarry.

	The defences tightened rapidly the deeper she moved, the guards being joined by automated sentinels, laser trip wires and pressure pads. All of them were betrayed to her sight by their energy signatures, sources that should not have existed in these long forsaken regions, revealing them all the easier.

	A housing complex presented itself deep within the fetid bowels of the industrial zone. The numerous lights within the six storey box suggested that the heart of her target’s rule had been found.

	Firing a line into an overhead pipe, Tyra held the rifle before her and skipped over the nearest railing. Swinging outward, she started lowering herself downward until she could proceed no further without being seen in the open glare of the heavily defended building.

	Forsaking a notion to fire a grenade into the far side of the barracks to distract from her true entry, she opted for a lightning silent assault.

	Ejecting the grapnel, the wire was already withdrawn when she landed nimbly near one of the lower windows. A coughing series of silenced splutters from herrifle had a guard jittering under multiple fatal hits and collapsing at his post, his demise lost to the others.

	Leaping high, Tyra grabbed the ledge of the closest window and held firm. Shouldering her rifle she gently hauled herself up to check the room. Finding no energy traces around the window or within the chamber, she lifted into a squat, sheltering onto the narrow windowsill.

	Slipping a micro laser and suction cup from a pouch, she started to carve an entry point in the glass, her body hiding the dull crimson glare of the beam.

	Removing the carved glass panel, Tyra crept carefully in and set the sundered piece aside. Moving over to the interior door, she listened at it to check for any movement or conversation and satisfied with the quiet, she touched the mechanism.

	The door moved hesitantly aside, its power weak and fluctuating. Ducking out, Tyra saw no one and instantly broke into a sprint, charging down the passage, weaving through the corridors and stopping at corners for quick checks that all was clear before proceeding. When sentries presented an impassable obstacle, she responded swiftly. Unleashing accurate and copious streams of fire into each, she cut them down before they even detected her presence. Their body armour proved no defence, for she had been granted rounds to pierce such defences, forsaking the mass mangling effects of explosive tips for guaranteed penetration.

	After successfully clearing several floors the loss of so many guards was finally detected. Having vanished from the comm links, the reason for their quiet had been investigated and the bodies found by others who raised the alarm.

	The comm system roared into life, informing all that intruders had breached the defences and that all forces were to regroup around the security offices.

	With her quarry revealed as having housed herself in the most secure part of the building as opposed to the one possessed of the greatest control access, Tyra charged rapidly forth. Having gained proximity to the destination she was assured of reaching it before Kevorkian’s forces could muster,

	Skipping into a corridor, the awaiting sentinels immediately opened fire, their weapons trained in expectation. The air filled with the screaming chatter of attack and light rounds bounced upon her frame, unable to pierce her skin while she returned fire, carving a bloody swathe through the six darkly clad forms, silencing their response.

	Exchanging magazine clips, Tyra leapt over the punctured and torn bodies, the pools of blood filling the narrow passage and splashing the walls.

	Circling around and to the lift, Tyra found it defended by eight sentries whose automatic fire poured frecly onto her without significant harm. The assault would have been more than capable of dissecting a mortal in their tracks, yet to her cybernetic flesh it was as effectual as the attack of children’s toys.

	The grenade launcher issued a deep cough and the end of the corridor vanished into a broiling mass of fire and smoke. A shudder ran through the floor when the blast of hot air swept over her and scorched particles bounced around her feet, the shock wave reverberating through the foundations of the entire structure. The fires moulded into smoke and rode forth across the ceiling, wafting aside to reveal the shattered lift doors, the edges ablaze with columns of flicking amber.

	Leaping to the rim, Tyra extended the rifle and fired two grenades down the shaft prior to diving back into the corridor. The floor quivered, and a thunderclap roar poured through the air. Flames belched upward, spilling from the shattered door and lashing the immediate vicinity as the fireball continued to coil up the long vent, the winds generated by the monstrous thermals whipping her supine form.

	Flicking back to her feet, Tyra dropped herself into the shaft, rvaking down through the choking smog and landing with a heavy crunch amidst the wreckage at the base.

	The security office was in disarray, the denizens stunned by the blast that had hurled the doors inward with the first strike, and left the tenants susceptible to a brutal fist of concussive force when the second explosion rocked them.

	No sooner had her feet touched the ground than her weapon was hissing into the sounds of confusion. Carefully placed bursts tore down those still on their feet and then targeted those scrambling for dropped armaments. In moments the magazine ran empty with a hollow snick.

	The last explosive projectile shot through the air and she dropped back into the pit prior to its strike. The chosen console billowed out, the fires and shrapnel gouging at the occupants sheltered behind the drums and upturned tables before it. Casting the shelter away, it hurled them through the air, their bodies trailing flames and smoke before they bounced across the floor to lay still or shriek in maimed agony.

	Without ammunition she carelessly dropped the rifle and was forced to continue with the pistol. Drawing the firearm she flicked into readiness and waited for the results of the explosion to subside.

	Leaping up, the gunshots rang with steady and deadly precision, taking her targets in head or heart as they sought cover or shot randomly in her direction. The walls about her sparked with stray shots, others making her stagger slightly and fight to keep her balance as they smacked against her impermeable hide.

	Before Tyra could complete the eradication the pistol exhausted the supply of bullets. Dropping it without delay she ducked down and drew her blades, the fierce edges issuing a metallic shriek as they left their scabbards.

	Springing into the room, moving with incredible celerity, she danced amongst the survivors and wounded. The smoke guarded her body from being easily seen and her knives struck like silver bolts of forked lightning, opening throats and transfixing hearts, the sporadic fire of her panicked opponents doing little to harm her.

	Blocking a swipe of a pipe, she snapped the culprit’s neck with a kick and slew the three others about to attack her with makeshift weapons. Their bodies fell and she flicked her weapons, throwing free the long strands of gore that soaked them and drooled up her forearms, her fingers drenched. Bullets pounded her back, staggering her step as though she had been shoved from behind. With a skip she flipped and rolled behind a desk, rising and running onward, a dart of fleeting motion as she charged the culprits.

	In the midst of her cold and calculated berserker fury she spied Kevorkian between two lieutenants, firing rapidly at her while she evaded their assault, the rounds causing grazes and cuts but failing to dig deep.

	With a nimble somersault over a smouldering table she hacked to her left, tearing open the features of a guard, lifting his face and exposing him to a fatal stab into his chest. A sudden twist brought the sound of cracking bone and she tugged the instrument of death free to duck beneath a brief barrage from the second guard, his face a masque of utter dread as he tried vainly to defend himseif. A thrust forward transfixed his abdomen, doubling him up while her second blade whirled in her rising grasp to dive into his spine.

	Kevorkian turned to flee, firing blindly behind her as she sought to delay pursuit.

	The body impaled upon Tyra’s steel fingers danced when the bullets tore into it and detonated, throwing open deep internal caverns within the lifeless flesh. Using little effort she hauled the cadaver into the air and over her head. The limp form arced accurately through the smoke and crashed into the fleeing female, the stern impact throwing her to the floor under the dead weight and expelling her breath in a - croaking gasp.

	The woman struggled to slip her arms free, the flopping corpse hampering her efforts. As Kevorkian finally clawed her torso out, she scrambled for a nearby deserted rifle, her eyes filled with desperate fear, the mortal calamity rising when Tyra’s shadow fell across her intended goal.

	Flipping her gaze around she caught a momentary glimpse of her attacker, and was rendered senseless when a heavy blow caught the side of her neck, expertly robbing her of consciousness.

	Tyra looked at the form before her. The woman she had captured for Balthazar was hanging by her manacled wrists, the restraints fastened to the ceiling by heavy chains. Her booted feet dangled mere inches from the floor, her unconscious body slack, her head hanging forward, the mop of long red hair loose. Lily had chosen to cover her legs with tight lycra leggings, the black dense hose slipping beneath ber knee high boots. A zebra patterned vest top fell about her body, her sweet breasts pushing at the close fitting material. A plain patent belt lay over it at her waist, giving the remaining length of the top the appearance of a skirt as it fell just over the tops of her thighs. A long leather overcoat fell around her like a singed curtain, the hide torn in places. The rolled up sleeves revealed thin bangles before the heavy cuffs took over to ride up to her wrists and her gloved hands, the leather digits hanging limp.

	The smell of burning was strong about her, the clinging stench of the fires and battle remaining in the woman’s clothes. Tyra’s own attire had been shed, leaving her standing only in a thong and bra of black satin, the bruises and cuts of her homicidal rampage already healed, the chastity belt and collar strangely gone.

	Balthazar walked over, wandering slowly around the trapped prisoner, revelling in his power, just as he had done over her. The woman was his enemy, and now he had captured her, he would extract a terrible vengeance.

	‘She is beautiful, is she not?’ asked her owner.

	‘Yes, I suppose,’ muttered Tyra in response, seeing nothing out of the ordinary in the woman, her form a far step from the provocative beauties of cybernetic purity she had grown accustomed to.

	‘Jealous Tyra? You think I may develop a penchant for this new specimen and forsake you?’

	Tyra looked away, trying to find a response that would deny his words. The sight of her taciturn condition brought him to a hearty laugh that rolled on until he let his amusement fade. Wandering up to the female he ran a hand down her flank, her body swaying slightly on its anchors.

	‘I never noticed it while she worked for me. Perhaps she is more appealing to me at this moment because she is bound and helpless, my plaything now she has crossed me.’

	The tyrant left the hovering body and leapt up onto a slab by the wall, seating himself and crossing his legs before regarding Tyra as she stood beside her quarry.

	‘As I promised, I have a fresh task for you, slave. In some ways it may be more difficult than the mission you have just undertaken, but I am sure you can manage it, for you have experience, although experience not truly pertinent to the problem at had.’

	‘What do you wish of me, Master?’

	‘I want you to break this woman for me — train her as you were trained. Make her obedient. Turn her into a simpering supplicant ready to do anything I ask. Torment her until her spirit snaps. Can you do this for me?’

	‘I will endeavour to make you proud, Master.’

	‘Good. You will have full reign in this room to do as you wish. No one will interfere or disturb you, and you have whatever time it takes.’

	To be a slave who trains a slave. It was a strange concept, but one she was eager to try. She had spent so long as a supplicant that the prospect of being able to extract her own pleasures as she wished, whenever she wished, was awesorme. Such freedom within the constraints of her captivity was deeply alluring.

	‘Do as you will,’ he stated, and turned on his heel before wandering out.

	The door hissed shut and locked, leaving her sealed in the chamber, her only company being the woman she now owned and was responsible for.

	If she were to properly adopt this new role, she decided it would be best to look the part, and besides, now she had free reign over her life while within these walls, she would dress as her mood took her.

	The room was one of those located within the corridor Balthazar reserved for his exclusive use. It was small when compared to the others she had experienced, but a door in each corner accessed another area where more specific torments awaited, each centred on a single engine of restraint.

	About her lay arsenals of weapons of corporeal punishment and other devices to afflict the flesh. These were less severe than those she had seen before, for they were designed to harry a mortal frame, not the sculpted masterpiece of cybernetic perfection such as she rode.

	A wardrobe lay against the far wall and she opened the doors to scrutinise the garments on offer. The smell of latex and leather wafted out, filling her nostrils with a glorious scent. Holding to the doors with clenched fists she took in the perfume for a few moments, smiled, and started to sift through, making her decisions almost immediately.

	Drawing on a set of fishnet tights whose open crotch was intended to accommodate her wishes of indulgence, she straightened them to a comfortable fit, and then hauled up a set of tight latex hot pants. The shorts fitted snugly and laced up the sides, the sheet of rubber stretched tightly across the cleft of her buttocks. A halter neck top of the same impermeable fabric was zipped down her front, and the overlaid lacing used to tighten it even further, erasing every hint of bagginess from the garment. Sliding her feet into the high rim of patent thigh boots, she added short leather gloves to cover her hands, and for sheer ornamental value, encircled two studded bands around her biceps.

	Walking to the wall, she looked over the array, examining the objects, determining their use and deciding which she would use, and which were inadequate or against her new tastes. She wanted to cripple the woman'’s resistance, to speed her adoration, because Tyra knew that her amusement with the quelling of staunch resistance would only last for so long. The need for obedience was her paramount concern, to know she had crushed the woman, broken her as she had been.

	Removing a leather chastity belt, she ran her fingers over the latex interior and the twin pads offered at the crotch, the nodule encrusted zones flicking out to stout plugs. A matching bra lay with it, the nipples adorned with similar teasing devices. Smiling with wicked anticipation, Tyra opened the device and moved to her prey, setting the garments beneath the suspended feet before heading back.

	Examining the weapons of orectic depravity, she finally selected a strap, intending to make an easy start of Lily’s christening.

	With the captive still unconscious, Tyra revisited the objects and devices throughout her small realm, familiarising herself with those present and those in the other rooms. After a long period of scrutiny and experimentation, her acute ears detected the soft rustle of movement within the other room. A pitiful groan emerged from slothful lips, declaring that Lily was emerging from coma.

	Sauntering back into the room, her stride was rendered slink and arrogant by her new-found power, the tight embrace of her clothes feeling like armour, or regal imperialistic robes.

	Kevorkian’s languid head was slipping from side to side, her muscles striving to lift her features but unable to achieve the grand feat without more time to recover. Her fingers began to flicker, pawing at the cuffs, her awareness of the restraints dawning.

	‘Welcome back to reality,’ crooned Tyra, prowling around the female.

	The words caused the female to increase her efforts with the realisation that she was not alone in her bondage. The cascade of tangled, dynamic red hair shivered up, revealing her slender face, the features influenced by oriental heritage to taper her eyes and shape her countenance. The token cosmetics she had painted onto herself had run and blurred slightly from her ordeal, making her expression seem all the more sorrowful.

	‘What, where a—7’ she began, her mouth dry and having difficulty forming the words.

	‘Be silent,’ Tyra hissed, and swung the strap with heavy- handed power into the woman’s thigh, the leggings doing little to alleviate the stress when a ripple was sent through the slack upper leg. Lily cried out in shock, a sudden bounce upon her bonds making her swing and drop her head back.

	‘Dammit! What the hell—?

	The words of retort were crippled into a snarling croak when another backhanded hack skimmed to Lily’s thighs, causing her to snort and suddenly kick at Tyra.

	Blocking the slow blows with her forearms, Tyra stepped back, her entire demeanour unchanged from a calm statuesque mask.

	‘I had intended to be merciful, but I can see you are bent on angering me,’ she said sternly, and placed the strap back with its brethren before unfurling a lengthy bullwhip, the woven coil rolled into circles.

	Taking firm reign on the handle, Tyra flicked her wrist and set loose the lengthy serpent, the tip cracking loudly and snapping up Lily’s attention. Her face melted with dismay when Tyra began to walk behind her with a slow measured tread. The long tendril slithered upon the ground in her wake, ber thigh boots using dagger heels to count off the seconds before the whipping began in earnest, the strap merely a playful precursor.

	‘There’s no need for this,’ whimpered the woman with desperation, tearing at the robust metal bonds, the perceptible fear making Tyra’s glee rise. ‘I have money, millions of creds. It’s yours, just set me free.’

	‘I have no need for money,’ she replied, and locked a hand into the back of Lily’s jacket, closing her fingers on the collar.

	‘Then what do you want?’ burbled the captive, turning her head round, trying to address the female stood behind her. ‘Just name it, it’s yours.’

	‘I want your screams, Lily.’

	A hauling wrench tore off the garment in a single motion, the already well worn and damaged seams parting with Tyra’s monstrous haul. Shredding the overcoat, she caused the entire thing to peel and fall away, presenting the prisoner in her vest, leggings and boots.

	‘This isn’t happening,’ muttered the woman in a private requiem of alarm, her eyes closed tight, trying to deny the actuality unfolding about her. ‘This isn’t happening.’

	‘You think your wishes will save you? I think not. You’re my prisoner, my slave, to do with as I wish,’ whispered Tyra, aiming the words into the captive’s ear before stepping back and drawing aim.

	With a whirling spin Tyra tore the whip into the air, slashing forth, the woven strip snapping at Lily’s back with razor- toothed venom. The thunderous crack echoed through the room, the cloth of her vest parting in a brief cut and opening her skin to a withering strike. The weal manifested instantly as a deep crimson streak, and while the sound of the whip was still ringing around the dungeon with damning clarity, it was suddenly lost under the blood-curdling shriek of the woman.

	Tugging back, Tyra launched another blow, the scourge tearing open another section of vest and laying down a monstrous welt before extracting another woe filled screech from the woman’s throat. Her body bucked and cavorted in its suspension, unable to turn round or provide shelter for itself while she was subjected to merciless flagellation.

	‘Stop, please,’ she begged. ‘I’ll do anything you want!’

	The words rose to a keening wail when the whip returned to kiss her, turning coherent begging into animalistic hollers.

	‘I’m begging you, please, please, no more, I'll tell you anything you want, just stop, show mercy,’ she whimpered, sobbing her pleas.

	The entreaties for clemency only inspired further virulence from Tyra, the revelling in her dominion a euphoric inebriation that had her craving more.

	Again and again Tyra struck, watching with satisfaction while the woman whirled and wailed, begging incoherently. Lines of sweat emerged through her skin, dampening her clothing with salty patches, her hair flicking wildly, her shrieks filling the room almost as a physical force, so potent that Tyra could almost taste the pain.

	The feeling of punishing this virgin flesh was glorious, a heady intoxicant that made Tyra press her attack, striking harder and harder.

	The lambasting stopped and Lily liberated all control of her body, hanging slack like some side of meat obliviously awaiting carving. Her body was sodden with fevered perspiration, her energy stolen. Coiling back the whip, the fledgling dominatrix used a small clip to fix it to her side, the weapon waiting, the promise of brutality a mere grasp away.

	Inspiration touched her mind, and Tyra grabbed sets of restraints from the wall, a gag, and a long pole, one end of it rounded, the other end armed with a hoop of metal. Taking up a set of surgical gloves and a pot of lubricant, Tyra returned to the woman. The soft gurgles of misery evolved slightly into speech upon the detection of the torturer at her front.

	‘Please, don’t kill me, please,’ she snivelled, tears rolling down her cheeks, carrying dark lines of makeup to paint their passage and expose their existence all the more blatantly.

	Tyra laughed aloud and assisted the slack chin with her fingertips, letting the hazy eyes regard her more easily, the glistening orbs soaked in sepulchral despair.

	‘Kill you? Now why would I want to do that? You may pray for death, you may crave it with your entire soul, but not for long. I am going to show you a new life, a new existence, Lily Kevorkian, and when I have finished, you will never want to go back.’

	The cryptic commandments were lost on the female, her ignorance in such matters of algolagnic devotion meagre or non-existent, her exposed emotions to this affair appearing ones of uiter defamation.

	‘Your words of revolt are not required, so I shall silence you until such time as I think you can be entrusted with speech,’ she decreed.

	Exploiting the woman’s exhaustion, she grabbed her face and forced apart her jaws before stuffing the deflated bulb of the gag into her mouth. The plate spat out sturdy straps and Tyra set them into position, fixing them over her head, around it, and under her chin. The final act was a flick to the control switch at the front to have the balloon suddenly explode outward to bloat within her mouth. The material groaned slightly as it was stretched to its most potent limits, pressing the plate to her lips, sealing them, her tongue crushed and her ability to draw in air denied.

	Flinging her head to and fro she struggled to break free, to spit it out. She battled to alleviate the terrible pressure ruling her mouth and stifling her breath, forcing her to breathe through her nose as her jaws began to ache from the enforced and rigorous contortion.

	The severity of her attempts caused Tyra to crimp such movement, intending to hamper all of her slave’s control. Snagging a high collar, she buckled the rigid barrier about Lily’s neck, tightening it into place and pushing her head into a sculpted face forward pose. The metal struts incorporated into the leather fence denied her any ability to look around, simply stare onward, trapped.

	With celerity, Tyra started to enclose leather bands about lycra clad legs, tightening each of the twin buckled shackles to a snug fit, squeezing in the flesh and sealing the leather hoop in place. With their D rings facing inward, she aligned them upon her prisoner’s ankles, below her knees, and at the tops of her thighs.

	Taking up the pole, Tyra reached into the woman’s loins, her fingers brushing the hidden sex and then closing her hands on either side the seam running her crotch. A slight pull parted the fabrics, creating a small slit of obvious access that had the prisoner gurgling upon her gag. Her subdued wriggles caused her frame to quiver but in no way hampered Tyra’s attentions. The power over her was incredible.

	Exchanging her right glove for one of the surgical variety, she dragged the thin creamy sheath over her hand, easing her fingers into the tight slots, the latex slithering upon her skin with a pleasing tickle.

	Using these protected digits Tyra took a scoop of the lubricant gel and began to ease it into the presented sex. Using rough lunges of her fingers to smooth the slimy translucent substance both inside and out, she made the woman groan and fight the violation with enfeebled movements.

	The fingers withdrew and with an elasticated snap the glove was torn from Tyra’s hand. In the wake of the finger, the smoothed tip of the pole was slipped in, the woman gurgling and sobbing as the hard length was pushed deep into her belly, opening and enforcing the penetration. The opposite end held its metallic hoop between her ankles, and padlocks sealed the D rings of her fetters to it, her own legs holding the rod in place and causing any bending of her legs to push it up and deeper.

	The rings of her knee and thigh restraints were embellished with clips to snag the pole, helping hold it loosely in place, providing a causeway that the pole could run through before entering the woman’s pudenda.

	‘I will interrogate you soon enough, for I have secrets I wish to pry from your soul. Some may concern your lost empire, but mostly I want to know what you fear, what you crave. | want to know what makes you cringe and writhe, what pleasures you, what makes you whimper. You will answer me, one way or another.’

	The detained legs were held rigid and straight, the muscles flexed to add even more alluring refractions of light to her leggings.

	Reaching up, Tyra cupped the offered breasts in her hands, assessing the woman in full. The distraught struggles from the groping caress caused the rod to shift within her, the struggles wringing added effects as the phallic sword was dragged deeper than she could accommodate. The jabbing dive made her fight to quell her own movements, the less enthusiastic wriggles exacting a covert bliss, the soft teasing motion of the pole making her unwittingly shiver.

	Tyra continued to squeeze and feel the woman, closing in and riding her hands up and down her sides, feeling the mortal flesh strained by its suspension. Reaching around she massaged the woman’s rear, her face close to the mortified expression of her subject. The gagged features were strained and flushed with a rosy hue as she fought to defeat the collar and attack the smug countenance so close to her own.

	The snorting breath of her captive touched Tyra’s face while she held to the rounded lycra clad cushions of flesh, the scent of fear and horror a perfume that had Tyra in her own exclusive paradise. With a spiteful smirk she closed her fist to the pole and wiggled it, causing muted croaks of woe to emerge through the comprehensive gag.

	Tyra’s amusement at so whimsically causing pam was an emotion she had never dreamed as being so vividly strong. She could do anything to this woman, anything at all; there were no constraints to her rule. Here she was a goddess with absolute control over life or death, a power unquestioned and unbound by any rules. Conscience and appetite were the only laws of her domain, and the religion of hedonistic torture was hers to manufacture and worship, the commandments hers to create and break as she saw fit. She could make this woman do anything. She had another under her total and complete dictatorship, and the knowledge of this power made her stomach flutter with possibilities and excitement.

	Wandering hands moved around the hovering torso and caressed Lily’s back. The body pressing to hers spasmed and squealed, the touch of fingers upon her raw contusions bringing an unwelcome revival of the marks Tyra had drawn across her skin. Tracing the short strokes, she listened to Lily mewl.

	Closing her fists into a split in the vest, Tyra ripped open the back, the shredding tear of fabrics announcing more leisurely wandering upon the trophies of flogging.

	Snapping the vest at the shoulders, Tyra removed the rest of it, leaving the woman bare-chested, her pert assets beckoning some new adornment in the wake of the top.

	The bra still beneath her dangling feet remained forsaken, and instead Tyra took a bag of pegs from an encyclopaedic area of clamps.

	Removing one, she lifted the tiny plastic device to Lily’s weeping gaze. Snapping the makeshift fangs before her eyes, she traced them across her cheeks, letting her feel the implement before it was taken down to her cleavage and snapped to the side of her left breast. The pinch it took was held, the skin going pale from the compression.

	The weak flinch of Lily caused another peg to be added, and another, Tyra slowly uaveiling them to a morose examination by their recipient before they were added to her breasts. The flesh was adorned with a dozen scathing grips, none of which touched her nipples.

	The shuffling of her legs caused the rod to rock, and her breathing was swift and ragged from the burning jaws holding at her sensitive flesh, the skin sparkling with moist jewels of fever. - - -

	With a steady wander Tyra returned to the wall, removing a set of clamps. The silver instruments of powerful nipple torment were held to the as yet unmarked teats before she slowly let their padded jaws close upon them. The woman squeaked and shuffled with all the greater vigour while the minute tools did their dreadful work. Tyra knew the effects of such adornments well, and could almost feel in sympathetic empathy the dull pounding ache that would be arising in the trapped nugget.

	With malevolence she flicked the devices, causing them to tug at the entrapped points, rending them with new levels of torment to make Lily suffer abominably. Her eyes glazed under her howls, her mind no doubt unable to comprehend the rationale or reason for such abuse, and probably just as baffled as to how she could be drawn through such harrowing without passing out.

	Tyra elected to make one more addition to her slave’s predicament before commencing with another session of corporal punishment. Her arm was eager to swing a weapon again, to watch the flesh joit and writhe under her callous ministrations.

	From a shelf of more esoteric toys she selected what appeared to be a hair curler with a set of clamps fixed to the end on small chains. Running her nail along the teeth, she played the lines of small plastic spines to a tittering tune before returning to the rear of her hovering captive. Hooking a finger upon the puncture in the leggings, Tyra slit up, lengthening the gash until the woman’s anus could be targeted. The posterior instantly tensed, holding together, trying to bar entry now the intent of the dominatrix had been exposed.

	With a grin, she set the object down and formed her forefingers and thumbs into readied pincers, slipping them under the elasticated layer to take ghastly pinches of the soft buttocks. Closing them tightly she turned and tugged gently, her cybernetic grip causing the most acute hold, the severity of the tearing affliction as Tyra turned and rolled her hold making Lily dance afresh. ‘Relax your rear, or I will tear out these morsels and keep removing such pinches from you until you comply.’

	The threat was a bluff, Tyra had no intention of such mutilation, but the woman had no comprehension as to what her torturer was capable of, and so dared not question with such consequences presented.

	In worried flickers she let the muscles go slack, the compliance bringing Tyra to a sudden additional squeeze before letting go and retrieving her awaiting apparatus.

	Aligning the plastic tube to the exposed orifice, a sudden shove breached her sphincter, making Lily shriek and restore her resistance. Her rear tried to close and deny the act, but Tyra’s position was fortified and unstoppable. Her hands kept the flesh parted and the curler was inserted, a centimetre or so remaining without, holding open the orifice, the small teeth gnawing at the flesh which still burned from the scraping entry.

	Burbling in her torment, the woman’s rear clenched in spasms, each action causing her grip on the curler to squash the pliable material and make the fangs bite all the more ferociously. The toy demanded that she keep her rear slack and endure the discomfort, else she acquire much more with resistance and attempted expulsion. The option of spitting out the intruder was denied when the clamps were taken up.

	A clip was snipped to the base of her spine, the pinch holding firm while a second anchor was reached around and clipped to the raw base of her sex, pinching the vulva. The taut chains prevented her from ejecting the interloper, and turned up the intensity of her encounter with Tyra’s hostile inclinations.

	The incarcerated woman was in misery from this torture, her body shuddering in travail. Tyra stepped back and watched the effects of her handiwork, besotted with the portrait of agony she had painted. Her hands wandered upon her own tightly wrapped form, congratulating her ingenuity and discovered love of such pursuits.

	Drawing a cane from the wall, the wriggling buttocks of the woman recommended abuse. The shimmering pane of lycra presented no significant withering of her intentions, and made the target all the more attractive.

	A swishing hiss of the pliant bamboo ended with a dark thwack of punished skin, the prisoner stiffening with each jolt of pain that Tyra mercilessly applied. The attack was kept random, the time between impacts thrown into a chaotic rhythm to prevent any guessing as to the exact instant of their application, leaving Lily unprepared for their effects.

	Stroke after stroke was laid down, Tyra’s capacity for this ordeal seeming to be limitless, her satisfaction in the sight of the smooth rump shivering under vicious blows insatiable. No matter how much Lily tried to remain stiff and unmoving, the strokes never ceased in their encouraging of movement. The quivering of her legs stabbed her womb, tickling her as her clenching rear snatched and made the curler dig deep. Her wiggling chest caused the pegs and clamps to sway, the swings dragging all the more harshly upon her pinched assets, driving her insane with clarified tragedy.

	Ceasing the influx, Tyra chose to physically elucidate the regime that would steadily indoctrinate the hapless captive. The woman was once more limp, her body slack, her loins no doubt burning from the intruders that had scratched and stimulated with her compulsive fight.

	Putting the weapon down, Tyra returned and stroked the abused regions, the touch to bumning cheeks instilling a lowly discomfort that returned some occasional spasms.

	The clamps to her abdomen were set free, the release causing a fresh dance when feeling started to rapidly seep back. With a strain the woman began to force out the abrasive pipe. Each ejected measure scratched abominably until she finally evicted the last portion and let the curler drop to the floor, her raw sphincter finally closing.

	The leather leg restraints were opened and removed. The sheathed pole was slipped from her sex and Tyra turned her attention to the removal of the embellishments to Lily’s breasts.

	Each detached peg made a jerk ride through the woman, her skin reviling the departures more than the application. ‘When the clamps were finally lost her frame arched up, her arms successfully hauling her into the air. She squealed loudly in her suffering, her nipples being shredded with forks of internal torment. With a gurgle she dropped heavily back into place, her arms snapping taut before she started to sway softly, her head slack upon the uncompromising walls of the collar.

	In place of the mordant pincers, the bra was opened and placed around her torso, the pressure of the latex and leather to her breasts making her squeak and shuffle to try and evade the addition of the garment. Without delay Tyra clipped the back closed and threaded the shoulder straps over the slim sockets, locking the cross formation into place. Instantly the metal tips began to issue a dull hum, the massagers within teasing her sensitive nipples, the abuse having made the alternative all the sweeter.

	As the prisoner opened her eyes wide at the tickling fondle, Tyra tied the belt in place, fastening the crotch band and causing the plugs to slip into the assailed orifices. Fortifying the buckles, the wide band about her was drawn tight to drag in her waist, and when this too was locked, she was left helpless to the ravages of the belt.

	The plugs suddenly buzzed with life as the pads pawed at her sex with intricate devotion, stoking a wild delight that had the captive straining once more against her bonds, this time beset by bliss as opposed to purgatory.

	Reaching down, Tyra hooked her digits into the rim of Lily’s boots and ripped apart. Tearing open the seams, she removed the footwear through destruction by potent muscles, her sense of dramatic extravagance served by this deed.

	Tossing the ruins over her shoulder, a touch to the shackles caused them to prance open. Lily dropped to her feet, her legs folding without any degree of rigidity to them, spilling her into a tangled slouch.

	Barely able to move, her long racked and pumshed frame lay lifeless before Tyra’s desires. The image of this delicate being humbled beneath her caused Tyra to drag in a satisfying inhale of pride, smiling widely at her rule.

	The gloves and bangles were torn from the slave, and Tyra - nudged her with a contemptuous booted toe.

	‘Crawl towards that door,’ she demanded, picking up the cane and jabbing it towards one of the identical selection of portals.

	The limp form failed to respond, her fingers weakly pawing at the gag, trying to find a way to remove it while she shuddered under the delightful tickle of the belt and bra.

	‘I said crawl!’ Tyra hissed, and applied a fulgent line to Lily’s flank. The crossing of the weals the cane had previously deposited made the female throw herself recklessly forward and scamper for the door. Tyra steadily pursued, applying an energetic cane, making the trip all the more harrowing for the woman.

	The door shuffled aside at their approach, exposing a dark room. A single column of light at the centre revealed a heavy articulated chair of opaque metal, the solid structure adorned with numerous restraints to totally entrap a helpless form, presenting it for the most rigorous torment.

	Tyra beat the woman towards the device, steering her with harsh swings to her wriggling hindquarters, the lycra shivering under the impacts.

	‘Get in,’ she ordered.

	Lily dropped at the feet, holding to it, unwilling to get into the engine, ternfied of the consequences should she surrender herself.

	‘I gave you an order slave’ Tyra roared and slashed into Lily’s offered shin.

	The limb jerked up into shelter, the woman squeezing into a defensive ball. Tyra slashed upward and caught her rear, making Lily jolt upright and clap a hand to the assailed region.

	The woman shook her head, the collar greatly reducing the denial.

	‘Now!’ growled Tyra, applying new hacks with swift and monstrous intent.

	Suddenly the captive lost all ability to accept this encounter, and threw herself to her feet, running towards the door witha tremulous path, her balance and limbs greatly affected by her torments.

	Tyra’s hand flashed to the coiled whip, ripping it free and flinging out the eager tongue. With a whirling spin the leather thong ensnared one of Lily’s ankles, forging a stern anchor. Tyra hauled, ripping the woman from her feet and dropping her to the floor to land on her side with a clumsy thud. In panic, lycra clad legs skidded on the floor as she tried to rise and continue her bungled escape.

	Reeling in the prisoner with methodical pulls and the stretching croon of the woven leather, Tyra watched Lily slip slowly across the floor. Clawing at the seamless metal, she murmured pitifully, trying to stop her recapture but unable to avoid it. The sight was a striking one; the small, beautiful woman, imprisoned within leather and latex, grizzling in her apathy, hauled in like some prize catch to be devoured by Tyra’s licentious appetites.

	Once within a few feet of her tormentor, Lily attempted more substantial response, for she was a prisoner unbound by the rules that subconsciously prevented Tyra from physical attack on her owners. A harsh upward kick lanced for her chest, but the limb of flesh was embarrassingly slow when compared to her own innate celerity. Easily blocking it with her forearm, Tyra instantly changed the parry into a riposte of assault.

	Releasing the whip, she pivoted the section of limb upon the denied foot and clapped her hand to Lily’s ankle. Holding firmly to this trophy, Tyra grabbed the cane and began to reapply the line of bamboo in all its venomous glory. Chopping into Lily’s raised abdomen with a swift beat, the captive convulsed and rolled over, trying to break the hold that was opening her to such singular attention. Weeping, gurgling on her gag, savaged by a rabid cane, the woman was rendered inert with blows and then her leg was dropped.

	Leaving to languish on the floor in her woe, Tyra put a booted foot onto the woman and slowly applied new pressure to the heel. The single dimple grew into her side, utilising the pane of bare pale skin between her chastity belt and the bra she wore.

	‘That was a foolish thing to do, slave. My faith and trust in you are gone. I have no alternative now to using the most potent means to train you. Whatever horrors you find yourself unable to withstand, just remember that they are only being inflicted because of your actions here,’ noted Tyra, and she began to drag the woman back into the chamber.

	Dropping her before the chair she stepped back, wiggling the cane in the air so it could sing a mournful tune of threatening intent.

	‘Now get into the chair before I entirely lose all patience,’ ordered Tyra, and she flicked a finger in the direction of the awaiting piece of unpitying furniture.

	The further lack of compliance to her wishes caused Tyra to renew the attack, punishing the flesh that resisted her with hard, full force blows. The tip of the weapon skimmed her prey to install new levels of unbearable sensation she could not resist.

	‘I said now,’ she hissed, adding to the acquired tally of strokes with each second that passed.

	After eight blows Lily’s resolve was faltering and she started to rise. A ninth stopped her momentarily, and a sudden trio caused her to throw herself recklessly into the waiting arms and sit still.

	Sobbing into her gag, torn by indecision, the bruises of her various thrashings reviled being leant upon, but she remained still, terrified of Tyra’s vengeance.

	‘Now sit still, or the next beating will strip the flesh from your bones,’ snarled Tyra, the rebellion beginning to irk greatly.

	With Lily shivering in defeat, Tyra stepped in and started to tie her down, the heavy leather buckles being affixed around her waist, forehead and neck. Others pinned her arms to the rests by wrist, forearm and bicep, while her legs were held to individual beams by ankle, shin and thigh. The last strips enclosed her waist and chest, squashing her breasts as Tyra used her strength to drag the flesh into the compressing bond, bisecting her nipples and making any deep inhale further mash the woman's ripe assets.

	Stepping away, Tyra stood before her victim, her hands on her hips, savouring the sight of the helpless woman, her flesh glowing under the powerful light. The beam reflected admirably upon the metal, lycra and leather that adomed the slave, her body making the leather straps creak when she struggled against them.

	Lily was shivering greatly, the thrumming toys bringing her close to climax, and suddenly they stopped, depriving her of release, beginning the cycle of frustration and brainwashing to libertine fulfilment.

	‘If you are obedient I will grant you the satisfaction you so crave. Until then, you will just have to live with abstinence.’

	A touch to one of the hidden controls caused the legs of the device to rise with a hydraulic murmur, lifting her soles up to attention, her legs stretched into a minor split.

	‘Now, I will grant you speech, and I want answers to my questions. If you answer truthfully, I will be merciful on you. If you lie, I promise you only pain as a consequence,’ decreed Tyra, her perceptive gaze able to extract the tiny hints and clues in a mortal face to reveal truths no one else could detect.

	A flick of her hand to the gag and it released the virulent grapple upon her skull, decreasing the penetrating orb of rubber and spitting out slack for the straps. Drawing it from the prisoner’s lips, lines of saliva stretched from the fleeing contrivance, the frenzied drool finally being able to be swallowed or set free.

	Throwing the gag aside, Tyra looked into the shadows of the room, her sight able to ignore the hampering of darkness and see where Lily’s organic eyes were blinded. Examining the collection of implements awaiting there, she eventually removed a strap. The leather strip was splayed by three cuts into the tip, causing a trio of slender tongues to dangle from the grip.

	‘Now, I want some truths. The consequences of lying will increase the more you try to deceive me. Is that understood?’

	‘Yes,’ mumbled the woman, her voice cracked from giving passage to her screams, even though they had not managed to escape the impenetrable wall of the gag.

	Tyra smirked with internal irony and repeated the words so deeply hammered into her by others. ‘Call me, Mistress!’ she growled, and slammed the strap to Lily’s bare sole, the leather issuing a bright clap, the delicate skin detonating with intense suffering.

	‘Yes, Mistress,’ she spat, seeking to dissuade further retribution.

	The title of Mistress was hers at last. It seemed like any other word to her memories, but since she had been here, it meant someone who was in power, someone who was not subject to unrestricted use and abuse, over and over again. The title had to be earned, and she had suffered horrendously for it, coming to know intimately all the terrors a submissive could find here. It had been an initiation and training that had more than served to make her eligible for the new station as a dominant. Perhaps this is how Balthazar bred all his dominatrix specimens, how he created them for his dungeon brothels. By being initially forced into a lowly lot, and made to adore and seek only satisfaction, he had crafted a Mistress that revelled and was enthralled with her rule. He had manufactured a dominant who appreciated her role for what it was, with the personal knowledge and experience to know what the effects of her tortures were, because in all likelihood they were ones based on atrocities forced upon the Mistress when she was still a slave to her owners. _

	‘Now, tell me... tell me,’ she pondered, trying to figure out some intimate secrets to probe for.

	As she meditated on her interrogation, she sat astride Lily’s legs, her latex encased hindquarters settling upon the woman’s lycra limbs, her own booted shins folding up onto the leg rests, the heels against Lily’s knees.

	The belt was once more in activity, sensing the sufficient withdrawal of climax, and building Lily towards rapture again. The soft buzz was a song of malicious glee that was starving the captive of any release from her accomulating desires.

	A hiss from the door caused Tyra to whirl, wondering if perhaps another attack was underway. The metal sheet slipped aside and exposed a figure, her form lost in the nebulous realm beyond the spotlight. Tyra’s enhanced sight immediately extracted the truth of the interloper and was startled to find the true identity as that of Angelica.

	The woman’s border of dark hair was loose, hanging around her features, her cosmetic reduced to deep saturnine shades. The acute tips to eyeliner and eyebrow granted a scowl of brooding animosity just as the blush to her cheeks emphasised a gaunt emaciated quality. A metal collar encircled her throat, the outer surfaces laced with cruel spikes of over an inch in length, the polished steel catching hints of the light upon its wicked surfaces. She was dressed in grim semblance of an executive outfit. A rigid jacket of latex whose buttoned front revealed a hint of a low cut vest also exposed a spectacular view of her cleavage. Latex coated hands emerged from the sleeves, and from the base of the jacket dropped a pencil skirt of the same material, the tight slender garment hampering her steps and stretching upon her strides. Beneath this hem fell stockings of rubber, the existence of leggings dismissed by the subtle ridge running at her thighs, the pencil skirt revealing the top of the hose and the small mound of suspenders. Spike heeled ankle boots, the zip front the only contrast to her jet apparel, served to elevate her. In her hands she carried a pernicious crop, the thin stalk of a weapon armed with a crimson leather tip and handle of the same colour. Stirring slightly, Meera found herself laying upon a table as two hazy forms in mottled white conducted a conversation over her.

	‘Once the engram blocks are in place we’ll begin uploading a fresh memory that’ll make her more amiable to her new station. It'll also have her believing that the transplant and subsequent sale were all totally legit.’

	‘Will the Corporation detect the changes?’

	‘No, I've bypassed the safeties. They won't ever know her programme was corrupted unless they do a full scan and autopsy of the relevant cranial regions.’

	‘Any chance of the real past slipping through?’

	‘Not likely. She’ll stay as the new identity until the blocks are deactivated.’

	‘Excellent. Now all that’s left is to deal with her fellow irritant. Ironic that I’ll be using them against each other like this, and in the end, they’ll both me serving me.’

	Her tenuous hold on conscious slipped and Meera fell once more into darkness, the last sound in her mind being Balthazar’s cracked and smugness bloated laughter.

	‘May I speak with you a moment, Mistress Tyra,’ she announced, clearly having difficulty in straining out the final words. The acknowledging of Tyra as a fellow assertive force did not agree with Angelica in the slightest, but she was willing to do it for some as yet unearthed reason. The import of such a rationale enthralled Tyra with its mystery. With a faked attitude of exasperation, Tyra removed elf from her prisoner amidst the soft purr of her latex ents, and stroking Lily’s cheek, she closely regarded her slave to further irritate Angelica. ‘Do not go anywhere, m) slave, I will be back shortly to finish our discussion.’

	Walking to the door, Tyra stepped out with Angelica, the portal whining shut and the lights of the chamber flickering into new life, fully unveiling the two women in their layers of fetishistic attire.

	‘What do you want here?’ asked Tyra testily.

	‘Do not get cocky, slave,’ growled Angelica in retort, clearl angered by the elevation of Tyra from slavedom. ‘And dono forget your place here.’

	Taking a breath, the woman held it to subdue her wrath enlightening that she was being forced to ask a favour of some sort. Balthazar had made Tyra the full and unquestioned rule of Lily, and any interaction with the new slave was done witl Tyra’s permission, which is what Angelica had to be seeking

	‘I would like to help you punish and train the new slave.’

	‘You mean Lily?’ she asked, seeking to discover Angelica’ response to the name, the idea that this principal tortures: was here to solicit access of an anonymous servile being onc far from credible.

	‘Yes, Lily,’ she answered.

	The slight flicker in her jaw, the tense glare in her eyes, al of it betrayed that this was a personal matter, that Lily ha wronged Angelica and revenge was the motive for her bein; here.

	‘Very well. T will allow you to inflict the punishments decree, but I want something in return.’

	‘What would that be?’ she responded sourly, finding th acknowledgement of Tyra’s authority an arduous process.

	‘I want you, as my slave,’ answered Tyra, spotting a grane opportunity to complete her own revenge by subduing thi woman, in having her under her control to punish and perhap conduct enough training to dissuade any reprisals. ‘I want t own you for one week.’

	‘No fucking way,’ Angelica mstantly reviled, and turne; around to walk away. .  ‘Lily is waiting for someone to discipline her - to break her,’ tempted Tyra. ‘It could be you, and you could work off some of that need for vengeance.’

	Angelica stopped in her flight and paused momentarily, before turning around. ‘All right...’ she said slowly. ‘But I'll submit for twenty-four hours only... no more.’

	‘Five days,’ stated Tyra.

	‘This is not a bargaining process you jumped-up little siut,’ hissed the woman, jabbing a finger at the former slave.

	‘Very well, eight days,’ muttered Tyra equably, knowing that Angelica’s reasons for wanting this were too great to settle for any failure.

	‘What? You must be joking.’

	‘Ten days, and that’s my final offer.’

	‘Ten days! I cannot possibly—’

	‘Two weeks, and yes you can. Have you anything else to say?’

	‘No! No! I'll do it... I accept!’ blurted Angelica, agreeing before she was lost to any more longevity in her slavery, her eyes flashing with broiling loathing.

	‘Excellent,’ mocked Tyra, the door whirring aside at her proximity to permit ingress. ‘Since our deal has been made, let us go back and attend your friend.’

	The entrapped subject was still whimpering in her bonds, her body riven with the stresses of her confinement. Tyra’s rough love had left a lasting impression on body and soul, marks that would not fade easily or quickly.

	‘I have someone who wants to meet you, slave,’ announced Tyra, stepping to the side of her captive and lowering into a squat, cupping the woman’s chin and pointing into the depths.

	On cue, Angelica emerged, and Lily’s eyes widened in dismay, realising she was now in serious jeopardy, the attendance of an old enemy bringing genuine mortal calamity.

	‘Angelica!’ she muttered in disbelief.

	‘Be quiet until I give you permission to speak!’ spat Tyra, and danced a stinging smack to Lily’s cheek, the affliction of her face causing her to wilt and comply.

	The woman looked down with solemn gravity, unsure of herself, defeated and condemned.

	‘Now, she’ll be punishing you when you lie to me, and as I’m sure you are aware, her strokes will not be merciful, so I advise nothing but truth.’

	Remaining in this pose, Tyra indicated the upraised soles, the tender skin one of the most grievous points in which to afflict the woman both of the Mistresses were intent on seeing suffer.

	‘Firstly, why did you break away from Balthazar?’ Tyra asked pleasantly, beginning the interrogation with a mundane question.

	‘I wanted power for myself, Mistress. I could not steal Balthazar’s place, so I had to create my own.’

	‘How did you rise so quickly in the organisation?’ For the woman was young; too young to have reached the upper echelons of a criminal syndicate without assistance or a mentor.

	‘L... I had a benefactor, Mistress,’ she said, the words hesitant and veiled, and Tyra heard Angelica nervously change position, anxious about the answer.

	‘A benefactor? Explain.’

	‘Someone helped me to the top.’

	‘Who?

	The woman paused, clearly unsure of her information and whether to reveal it. Tyra was not going to tolerate any denial of her immediate answers, and so gave the order to have her beaten with a wave of her hand.

	Angelica’s crop sprung into spry life, slicing into the exposed feet with swift motions, applying a flurry of blows that had the female shrieking in her bonds. Fighting the straps, her every breath was rashly spent on howls, leaving her unable to speak as Angelica continued her brutal revenge.

	‘Stop,’ demanded Tyra, causing the maenad of bitter animosity to apply another three hacks and reluctantly pause only when Tyra gave her a reminding glare of the truth of her position.

	‘Angelica,’ Lily uttered, reduced to sobbing fits by the ardour her former friend had applied. Tyra lifted herself and began to pace around the chair, circling both Angelica and Lily, installing global nervousness with her inspection.

	‘And how did Angelica come to be your sponsor for advancement?’

	‘We were lovers,’ she whispered with nervous shame.

	‘Liar!’ bellowed Angelica, and she stepped in to begin applying mordant stripes upon the slave’s thighs.

	‘No! Mistress! Stop her!’ wailed Lily, and her words vanished when the woman began laying down flushed blotches with the strike of the crop, the savagery of her attacks bringing Lily to squealing fits as her skin was torrefied.

	‘Stop!’ roared Tyra after letting the blows fall for a few seconds, her powerful tone so damning and intolerant that Angelica was frozen by it. The sheer unstoppable juggernaut behind the words promised hideous consequences should she not instantly comply. Truly Tyra had found an ideal niche in this role.

	‘Who initiated it?’

	‘I made myself available and she seduced me, Mistress,’ confessed Lily, the belt suddenly emerging into life, making her groan and close her eyes, the level of pleasure it bestowed causing her to quiver and forget her pains.

	‘This is absurd, what use is this data?’ retorted the outraged Angelica, her quivering tenor suggestmg the words were indeed accurate. - : - i

	‘Did anyone else know?’

	‘I don’t think so, Mistress,’ gasped Lily, her belly shivering, muttering soft prayers under her breath that this be the chance for final release from her long celibacy.

	‘And was this normal carnal passion, or were there other pursuits?’

	‘Answer me, slave.’

	The continued hesitation brought immediate correction, and with a wave Tyra permitted Angelica to ease her choler at this confession of her secrets through the monstrous scourging of the slave. After half a dozen strokes Tyra brought her to a stop, the whipping having beaten back the passion welling in Lily’s sex, granting the continuing tickle of the belt. With the retreat of the beating, the libidinous attitude of warm glow arose under the sterling fixation of the toys.

	‘What else did you do, and who suggested it?’

	‘I wanted her to tie me up. I let her control me, Mistress.’

	‘Was this something you wished, or were you doing it just to achieve advancement?’

	‘I did it to get power, Mistress.’

	The evidence of the lie was written plainly across the woman’s face. Her shame of soliciting the very abuses she was now being subjected to was far too intolerable to reveal. But Tyra demanded it. Tyra wanted her to admit aloud that she craved slavery. It was a satisfying revelation. A penchant for submission to female rule would ease her training immeasurably.

	‘I told you not to lie to me, slave. You pathetic worms think you can deceive me? I am superior to you in all aspects. Your worship is not something that should be feigned, it is a fundamental fact that I am vastly above you, the zenith of creation, not some haphazard spawn of evolution. So your adoration should be freely acknowledged.’ Tyra ranted with megalomaniac fervour, but was it not true? She was virtually immortal, invulnerable, she required no food or rest, she could not be stricken with illness, her beauty was eternal, her mind clarified and enhanced, each memory detailed and intricate. What were base organic humans compared to her? A mundane Mistress professed her divinity, but Tyra could boast her status as a goddess, and it was true and undeniable.

	With a wave she started the castigation once more.

	Lily spasmed and wailed aloud, filling the small chamber with her high-pitched squeal, the occasional sob or whimper for mercy escaping between blows. The tide of her sexual hunger withdrew rapidly, prolonging the lick of the belt.

	Angelica stopped at Tyra’s command; the act of being able to order the woman who had tortured her being one of no small satisfaction.

	‘Would you care to rephrase that answer, slave?’

	‘I wanted it, Mistress. I wanted to be her slave.’

	‘Then why did you flee?’

	‘She... Angelica wanted...’

	‘Yes?’ goaded Tyra, intrigued when she heard Angelica’s hands clenching to the crop, ready to try and cut off Lily’s report if she could.

	‘I...i

	‘Tell me now!’ growled Tyra, and with a wave caused the attack to commence again.

	Angelica worked with all her might, applying every portion of her strength and hacking into loins as well as soles, trying frantically to bring Lily to a swoon so she could hide the data about to be revealed.

	‘Stop!’ snapped Tyra, the titanic might in her voice overcoming Angelica’s frenzy, the woman’s arms shaking with adrenaline, demanding action.

	‘Tell me, slave, tell me why.’

	The female swallowed, gathering her attention in the face of mounting rhapsody, the loss of her abuses causing her craving to rise with the humming toy at her belly.

	‘I needed... that is, I need a perfect Mistress. One who will own me totally. Angelica wanted us as lovers as well as our other relationship. I wanted it all, just like I wanted all the control of the colony for myself, Mistress.’

	‘So you chose to try and build your empire to distract from your craving to be owned,’ suggested Tyra, greatly interested

	-in the motivations unfolding before her. The slave’s compulsive need for totality, to have all or nothing, to live her desires to the full without hesitation, had guided her and

	‘Yes, Mistress, yes, that’s it, it was all I had to distract me,’ stammered the woman, her words swift, her agreement total in Tyra’s summary of her situation.

	‘You realise your empire has been ruined?’

	‘Yes, Mistress, you destroyed it. You killed my guards, my followers, you destroyed all I had built, and you captured me to make me your slave.’ The woman was declaring her wish to remain, to devote herself to Tyra, a perfect creation that had single-handedly done what no other could have. Tyra had slain professional killers and mercenaries alike to capture their vaulted leader, enslaving her. Tyra was a perfect vision of beauty, her ability as a Mistress unequalled and totally applied without any regret or denial. If Lily Kevorkian could have been offered one single wish to make her existence perfect, it would have been answered in the form of Tyra.

	‘I did, and there is no escape from my realm. There is nothing to go back to, there is no life outside these walls save vagrancy and diseased decrepitude,’ Tyra announced, impressing on her that she had nothing else to turn to save her most pressing fantasy, and that she should surrender wholeheartedly.

	‘I know that now,’ she uttered. ‘I am yours.’

	Tyra stopped and stepped back into the shadows, suddenly unsure of herself. The level to which this female had attached to her rule was becoming apparent and growing stronger with every second. The dirty little secret had been drawn into the light and exposed as a truthful reality. There was no denying it any more. Now it consumed her.

	The faint signal of the belt stopped and Lily strained upon her restraints. Clenching her teeth, she tried to ride against the plugs and achieve those last few touches that would tear her apart with a long awaited climax. But the folds were too firmly attached to permit such blessed relief and she was left croaking in dismay at the desertion upon a peak. The promised ecstasy retreated slowly, teasing her greatly.

	‘Please, Mistress, please let the belt continue,’ she whimpered.

	‘Did I give you permission to speak, slave?’

	‘No, Mistress,’ she replied morosely, realising her folly, betrayed by her own wanton urges.

	‘Did you even ask for permission to speak?’

	‘No Mistress, sorry. I didn’t remember. It’s just that—'

	‘Do not trouble me with your excuses you miserable wretch. You have shown you cannot be trusted with verbal communication, thus grunts and snorts shall be your language.’

	Taking a single stride forward to hide at the edge of the illumination, bathed in shadow to tempt Lily’s eyes, Tyra folded her arms and regarded her possession with new pleasure. ‘Angelica, gag the slave. She has proven unworthy of speech.’

	Having already spotted the muting implement where it had been casually thrown, Angelica moved forward and took up the damp plate. Moving to her subject, she looked down with rigor at the treasonous former lover, her anger at Lily’s revelations strong, but tempered somewhat by the truth of her defection.

	It was an easing of resentment Tyra did not wish to remain, and so she chose to revive the tempestuous hostility. ‘So Angelica was an unsatisfactory Mistress — not as perfect nor devoted as I,’ she purred, and saw the insulted woman flinch at the words, as though they were a slap. ‘Such is the consequence of choosmg rashly from feeble mortals and rank amateurs.’

	There was no concelvable way that Angchca was going to submit to her willingly. True she could easily overpower the mortal body to induige a long session of unbridled depraved fervour, but afterwards, intense retribution was assured. Unless she could ensure that Angelica never got the chance. Already a plan was forming, her mind assessing possibilities, conjuring prospective hazards and theoretical ways to overcome them.

	With rough motions Angelica forced the gag into Lily’s throat and fastened it in place, inflating and tightening it with a coarse shove to the back.

	‘Release her from the restraints, Angelica,’ Tyra demanded, making the dark drama of their power play unfold at her verbal guidance. ‘Get the slave on her knees, were she belongs.’

	Flicking a resentful glance to Tyra, the woman began to unbuckle the straps, setting free the assaulted prisoner. The bonds were removed one by one until all were hanging loose, Lily’s abused body continuing to rest within the chair, too drained by the onslaught to even move.

	‘Get off there,’ said Angelica with a petulant snarl, irritated at having to obey Tyra, but equally resigned to having no other alternative in order to stay here.

	Straining her body, Lily hauled, slithering and slowly dragging herself from the metal before dropping to her knees, bent over and loose at Angelica’s feet.

	‘Now slave, lick the feet of your former Mistress,’ ordered Tyra, watching with growing excitement as Lily gradually shuffled forward and began to lap at the stilt heeled boots.

	The rigid face of Angelica showed they had already performed this routine many times for their own amusement, and that to have it coerced by another authority changed the nature of the game radically.

	The willing servile pawed at the material, relishing her subjugation. Tyra studied her while she attended the task, fastidiously coating every inch with her savouring licks until she finished by rolling her lips upon the spine of a heel.

	‘You can whip her into following me, Angelica,’ permitted Tyra, and she began to thread her route out of the room. ‘A taste of it may wake her up a little; she seems rather fatigued.’

	The faint whisper of the spirited crop issued upon the air and struck soft flesh, bringing a strained choke from Lily’s barred maw. The lissome weapon continued to repeat a monotonous application, Angelica freely applymg the scourge whether it was needed or not.

	The stifled sounds of utmost distress seeped through the gag and caught up with Tyra. The cowering wretch had dropped near her feet, shivering under the shadow of the lash, unable to escape while Angelica so mercilessly bullied her.

	A fresh door in the main chamber opened, exposing a room with four widely spaced posts. Each was about a metre in height with a chain emerging from the top, the links tipped with a fanned restraint of thick leather. The narrow point was fixed at the wrist, thus denying interference with the funnel top. The spotlight effect exposed the core of the chamber, and through hints the posts, all else being lost to the normal stare of her servants.

	Tyra walked dynamically in, leading the way while Angelica ruthlessly flogged her subject until she had scampered in and thrown herself in the centre of the posts. Wailing into her gag, she tried to cover her assailed frame as best she could, the skin already laced with contused lines.

	‘Apply the bonds, Angelica, and ensure they fit snugly. I would not want my slave to escape them.’

	Stepping to the first squat pillar, Angelica snagged the manacle and dragged it towards Lily, the hollow pole paying out all the slack she required to reach the captive.

	Grabbing a wrist she hauled it out, defeating Lily’s resistance with strength and by placing her knee onto the limb to facilitate the application of the bond. Lily grimaced and pawed at her oppressor, the sharp suffering of Angelica’s body resting on her exposed arm making her fight to get free. The intruding limb was slapped away, and while Lily continued to resist the buckling on of the manacle, Angelica finally lost patience and snatched the crop. Slashing it into the slave three times, she readily subdued the rebellion.

	Had she been this cruel when they first were lovers? Or had Angelica known that Lily left because of her inadequacies as a Mistress and had tried to perfect her dominant art since? Had Tyra’s tutelage under Angelica been an experiment in torture, in being merciless and evil, the woman reconfiguring her capacity for abuse to try and win the wayward lover back?

	With the shackle in place, the other was stolen from the rod and drawn forth. The clatter of the links over the rim echoed distinctly even over the soft click of the woman’s heels under a spry gait. The other limb was snared and this time Lily was less steadfast in her refusal to easily admit capture.

	Now that the arms of the convicted slave were held on long loose leashes of heavy chain, her legs were treated to a similar restriction. The fetters were quickly applied, and each was held down by a bitter knee pressed into the calf, allowing Angelica to hurt the subject even when she was in the process of being confined.

	Already aware of how the apparatus worked, Tyra stepped to the control panel at the wall.

	‘Angelica, step away and ready your crop,’ she said, the woman skipping aside to leave Lily huddled in her misery, her body cuddled into a ball. The chains reached out to each post in wavering lines upon the floor, rattling as she comforted her crushed limbs.

	A touch to the control had a sudden growl of motorised action emerge from the floor, the winches kicking into life and starting to pull back the chains. The links chattering back into the elevated holes, withering the slack and promising the harshest of racks.

	Lily realised her ordeal and suddenly her hands were a flurry of activity upon the restraints. She tugged at the sealed buckles, trying to defeat the locks with hooked fingers, seeking to break them in desperation, but still they would not surrender to her wishes.

	The departing lengths began to place more strmgent demands on her limbs, drawing them out, pulling them from their tasks and spread-eagling her with ever growing persuasion. Her body was dragged into a tensed pose, and then hauled into the air, the chains increasing their rending pull until she was stretched between them. With her legs and arms splayed wide, her head jerked wildly, her eyes wide with

	‘Now, Angelica, you may fulfil your part of our deal and whip her until you are content,’ permitted Tyra, stopping the rack from tearing Lily apart, and forsaking her at a terrible keening plateau of torment.

	Without need for any more elaboration, Angelica seized the opportunity and leapt from the shadows, throwing the crop over in an arc and into the presented stomach, drawing a scathing line across Lily’s navel. Possessed by fury she struck without clemency or reserve, using the crop as her means of vengeance, throwing it into the offered thighs and belly with all her might. She began to target breasts and inner thighs, exploiting the untouched regions and using brute force to negate the protection of the woman’s garments. Without any diminishing of her zeal she added strokes to hands and feet, leaving no portion of the wailing slave unafflicted, exorcising her animus through cold-blooded assault.

	Fighting to break free, Lily sought to evade this most comprehensive and virulent of whippings, and all the while Tyra watched, formulating her plot.

	Finally, through exhaustion, Angelica stopped and leant to the wall for support, her arm weary, her body tainted by beads of perspiration. The target was soaked by such sweat, her torture having coaxed forth a slick sheen of moisture that dripped from her form.

	Lily’s head hung back, her neck slack, her hair in damp knotted strands, her eyes fluttering while she dwelt deep in a realm of shock, standing at the border of unconsciousness.

	‘I do believe your services are now no longer required, Angelica,’ noted Tyra, stepping from the darkness to move in towards the weary female. ‘What?

	‘I let you punish her, now you must serve me, either willingly, or by force. Either way suits me, though I must admit I look forward to your assured opposition.’

	‘Wait a minute! I haven’t even started. I want—’

	‘What you want is of no consequence, slave!’ growled Tyra, closing in while Angelica began to back away fearfully. ‘You will obey me or I will have to punish you!’

	‘No, you can’t.’

	‘I can, now get here!’ she spat, and grabbed the woman’s wrist before she could flee.

	The grip eroded Angelica’s indecision and she swung a punch at Tyra. A gloved palm flashed up and accepted the knuckles before closing aggressive fingers about the club and squeezing like a vice.

	Angelica’s mask of anger cracked and fell into a grimace and then a howl when her hand was slowly crushed. The sound of tendons being compressed rose through the rubber opera glove to provide a ghastly background to her sudden soul- chilling yowl. All strength left her knees, the agony crippling her. Angelica dropped to hang from the anchored joint, Tyra’s evil smile reigning over her while she begged for mercy. The sight of the former Mistress broken and cowering filled Tyra with new and giddy faith in her regnant over them, assured once more of her superiority because of her strength, speed and invulnerable body.

	‘You agreed to serve me, didn’t you, Angelica?’ goaded Tyra, reaching down and picking up the forsaken crop. ‘But now you have tried to break our agreement and evade your servitude I think I am justified in adding a penalty duration.’

	‘Please, you’re breaking my hand, stop, please, stop,’ she whimpered, grabbing weakly at Tyra’s unbreakable hold.

	‘Shhhh, I’m trying to think here,’ snapped Tyra, and she slammed a blow into Angelica’s exposed chest, catching her cleavage, and even through the twin layers of rubber the stroke made her sing afresh with pain.

	‘How about... the rest of your life. Does that sound fair?’

	‘No! You cannot do this!’ gasped Angelica. ‘When Balthazar finds out, he’ll—

	‘Oh shut up, slave,’ growled Tyra, ending Angelica’s words with another increase in her hold, the crushing clench dissolving the woman’s words into a distorted wail. ‘I sincerely doubt you told anyone you were coming here. If you kept your little affair with Lily secret, you no doubt wanted to attend her covertly and deactivated any monitoring devices that Balthazar is using to record Lily’s education. I shall hide your identity and keep you as though you were one of the androids. No one will ever find you, Angelica, and none will suspect that you allowed me to enslave you. So get used to your position down there, for it is about to become permanent.’

	With a final twist she threw the limb aside, letting Angelica collapse, herhand a crooked paw afflicted with rigorous pains from the compression.

	Snatching a rubber hood, Tyra hooked a foot into Angelica’s flank and flipped her fully onto her front, leaving her stranded. Dropping the boot between her shoulder blades she pinned her down with a painful and irresistible hold. The woman squirmed and started to vent her complaints and insults, her mind beset with fear at the prospect of Tyra’s betrayal.

	‘I shall now hide that visage of yours and stop you revealing your true identity,’ Tyra declared.

	Using coarse severity she forced the hood down over the struggling features, pushing the soft balloon of the gag into Angelica’s mouth. With a touch she caused the entire hood to erupt into life. The hood filled with pressure, gulping in air and swelling to crush Angelica’s head, the gag blossoming to squash her tongue and grant restncted breath through a tiny tube.

	The former dommatnx rolled when ’Tyra s foot left her, her gloved hands trying to break the smothering sheath and get free, no hint of bare skin visible, rendering her little more than a latex mannequin.

	‘The bitch in the rubber hood,’ announced Tyra. ‘A classic and prolonged tale.’ Insulting the efforts with a laugh she used cuffs to trap Angelica’s wrists behind her back. Then employing them as an anchor, she hauled her back to her feet to sway on the stilettos, her balance unsure.

	Towing the new prisoner, Tyra clapped a hand to the wall and caused a section to part at the centre, the unseen seam exposing a slender upright sarcophagus. Shoving the blind rubber-bound form forward into the small prison, Tyra used a length of chain to clip her cuffs to the wall. Her arms were twisted up her back and locked to the position, preventing her from wilting from a tiptoe stance.

	Surrounded by an air of malignant victory, Tyra left the subdued female in the cell and opened one of the consoles. Typing in her instructions, she activated one of the many androids at her disposal in this Stygian dominion. A hatch whirred open, exposing a naked male form. Without delay the automaton obeyed its orders and marched into the tiny room, joining Angelica.

	The tanned hide and muscles of the android were a radical contrast to Angelica’s slender frame of burnished midnight. Instantly he grabbed the hem of her skirt and lifted it, exposed Angelica’s loins as his erection sprung into life and the door slowly shut.

	‘Have fun, Angelica,’ Tyra gloated. ‘I shall come back ina few days to see how you are faring; by then everyone should have given up on finding you, and you will be mine for ever.’

	Afflicting this deep and mortal wound to Angelica’s psyche, the door clanged shut. Putting her hand to the sealed surface, Tyra closed her eyes and rolled the concept of Angelica’s ordeal over in her mind, relishing it before turning back to her prime duty, one greatly eased by the disclosures of her questioning.

	‘With that taken care of I can now attend to you with increased detail, my slave. Are you mourning Angelica’s fall from grace, or do you look forward to having her as a fellow slave, toppled from dominance to join you in enslavement evermore?’

	Wandering over to the suspended form, Tyra stepped astride her chest. Standing over the slave she let her eager eyes examine the deadly curves of her form, her thigh boots reaching up to fishnet and then the griping attention of her shorts.

	‘I cannot grow old or succumb to iflness or early injury my slave. I am eternal, like a goddess. I am your divine source of discipline, and you shall never want for my attentions.’

	Reaching down, Tyra opened the crotch band, letting it dangle from the subject’s waist, the plugs sliding free and exposing the slit leggings. Closing fingers into the flaps, she wrenched apart, shredding the last garment Lily had been wearing of her own choice. Stripping it away with stern tugs, the pull of the fabric as the seams parted on her legs invoked yet more strain on the helpless female.

	With her loins fully exposed, Tyra voyaged back to the shelves of the main room and rummaged amongst the items until she located something that suited her task. The tweezers bore a broad head, the grips deep and meshed together like Jjaws to forge a hold all too effective for her purposes.

	Returning to the constrained criminal, Tyra snapped the tips before Lily’s eyes. Her head rose up to investigate the sound and her eyes widened in dread upon understanding Tyra’s intentions for the instrument of preening.

	Swooping them back between Lily’s legs, Tyra took hold of a pubic tuft and started to tug at it. Not enough to remove the follicles, but enough to cause the woman to quiver and jerk with the prickly riots being brewed in her roots. After affecting her with such torment, a last haul dragged them to the point of removal, and while she wriggled in her bondage, her gurgling screech wafting through the gag, Tyra removed the hairs. The roots sprung free one by one until the tweezers skipped back, freed of all moorings.

	Wafting the instrument to shed the curling hairs, Tyra took another pinch, the victim sobbing. Her snorting breath tried to make her pleas known as Tyra devolved them with the mordant tugs, making the hide more sensitive, bringing mild pain before striking deeper harrowing with the removal.

	Slowly, methodically, Tyra began to prune the slave, working across the field of hair, teasing them mercilessly before finally yanking them free. Dragging the woman through the most rigorous of trimmings, Tyra left her with a bald pudendum.

	‘My, this looks testy, perhaps I can soothe the pain a little for you,’ she purred, lifting away and proceeding back into the shadows.

	From a sealed cabinet she removed a tray of ice cubes and settled into a crouch between the parted legs. Setting the palette of crystal squares onto the hovering stomach, the cold starting to quickly seep into the flesh.

	Popping one free, Tyra pinched the chill cube and began to gently wipe it around the sex of her captive. Tracing her vulva and touching her clitoris, the arctic shock made the subject shiver and spasm, unable to break free of her elevated bed.

	Slotting the ice cube to the orifice, Tyra let it rest a moment and spread its radiant numbing wings into the sensitive flesh. Suddenly fore and index finger bunched and gently forced it in, causing the woman to stiffen and groan against her gag. A curbed murmur followed when it was forced deep, to lose itself in her tract, the small spot of cold lodged within her and slowly melting. Another was placed to her rear, kissing the sphincter before a shove drove it through the muscular ring. Tyra continued inserting the frozen nuggets, applying them to wreak internal havoc, their chill presence causing wringing cramps within Lily’s abdomen.

	The last was forced through her clenched barriers, her ability to resist and deny entry overcome with a harsh thrust of rigid fingers. The soft grip of the startled muscles when they squeezed her intruding fingers was a source of great amusement, and Tyra often let the invading digits linger within for added self-satisfaction. The injection procedure tantalised her, persuading her to continuing with similar penetrating pursuits.

	Selecting a strap-on phallus from the wide range on offer,

	she buckled the device about her girth. Unzipping the front of the hot pants she applied the nodule-armed base into her own sex. Tightening the straps to a stern fit, she grabbed the plastic shaft and moved it subtly, the soft tickle to her clitoris making her shiver after the extreme arousal of the torture she had inflicted.

	Focusing into the offered and stripped sex, Tyra rubbed against the opening for a moment and then plunged into the orifice. Diving deep, she began a lethargic shuffle, the caress into her own womb making Tyra roll her head back and clench her teeth with the ferocity of the rapture. The toes of her boots rattled upon the floor in her kneeling pose, the flickers of sensation through her limbs running down her tendons, the unexpected effects of her molestation bringing a curling smile to her lips. Reaching forward, inspired by lust, Tyra let her hands wander upon the splayed form, caressing and stroking the human flesh. She could not help but ponder on how much weaker it was than her own. Corrupted with blemishes and imperfections, delicate, so easily broken, so deserted to the whims of chance and mishap, it seemed so massively inferior to her own perfect frame.

	Tracing the leather bra, she slipped her fingers beneath it and cupped the breasts within. The thrumming nipple toys massaged the backs of her hands as she groped at the woman, her grunts of pleasure snorting through the gag.

	The thrill of her self-appointed sovereignty had Tyra etching shattering bursts of ecstasy in mere moments. The fight to keep going took all her effort because the bliss was so intense. Finally she withdrew and slumped back, resting her body and letting the straits of her pleasure diminish before unstrapping the phallus and cautiously removing it.

	Throwing it carelessly aside, the apparatus skidded across the floor and reached the wall. Recovering her senses, Tyra sat up and grabbed the shaking crotch strap of her slave, steering it back into place, sheathing the toys which automatically began to thrum with renewed life. Locking it into position she took up a strap and removed the remote control from the wall, returning to her subject and trailing the leather tongue along her stretched thigh before lifting it high.

	A thwack echoed through the room as the applause of the strap upon Lily’s thighs continued with alacrity, Tyra relishing the sight of the spasming skin suffering beneath her frenetic arm. To add to the trial she began to thumb the control at random intervals, stepping the rack on a notch at a time, making the captive’s limbs stretch further.

	Tyra’s muscles shivered with wonderment as the monstrous shriek of the tortured woman seeped unchecked through the gag, the pitch unable to be held or subdued.

	Again and again Tyra applied her weapon, punishing the skin while the female was gradually hauled apart, her body flying into restricted, near impossible convulsions.

	Lily’s head unexpectedly drooped back, twitching, her body going limp even against the effects of the rack.

	Stopping the arbitrary discipline, Tyra leant in and checked the slave’s pulse, finding that she had merely fainted from the rigors of the ordeal.

	Granting a few notches of reprieve, Tyra settled back and watched the flushed features as they hung slack. With singular intensity she studied her slave while she languished in unconsciousness, a realm denied her.

	Untold hours passed during which the slave recovered from the stress of her capture, Tyra being content simply to watch her pet.

	Eventually the woman stirred, slowly creeping out of her stupor and ascending into consciousness, her body still beset by the same tragedy as before.

	A flick to the wall had the rack giving up the caustic abilities it so proficiently distributed, and delivered the slave back to the floor, her limbs finding final relief in the removal of the stresses upon ligaments and tendons.

	Tyra released the shackles and fetters, stepping beside the dormant form, a crop in her hands. Her eyes dropped a black glower from above to reassure the captive that the rules of her enslavement had in no way changed because of her period of slumber.

	From the main chamber Tyra heard a click and the sound of the door opening, drawing concem.

	‘Wait here, slave,’ she stated, and turned to investigate, her body tensed, her senses piqued and searching for hints of possible attack.

	The portal moved away and revealed Balthazar standing before the exit, scanning across the sights. Moving into the room and letting the door behind her close, she approached her owner, unwilling to reveal her inevitable enforced submission to her slave.

	‘You seek something, Master?’ she asked politely, finding such demeaning subservience even more annoying than before.

	‘I was coming here anyway and wanted to see how your regime was proceeding,’ he said.

	‘Slowly,’ Tyra lied with expert precision, her intent being to keep Lily to herself for as long as possible. ‘She is still stubborn and proud, but I will break her.’

	‘I have no doubt that you will. Have you seen Angelica, by the way?’

	‘Not lately. Why? Is something wrong?’

	‘No, I just needed her opinion on some business matters.’

	‘Well, if I see her I’ll let her know you are looking for her.’

	‘Never mind that, I have other matters for you. Is your slave secure?’

	‘Yes.’

	‘Then follow me. I will explain on the way.’

	Marching at his side, Tyra followed Balthazar out of the room and into the winding corridors. She found her steps more confident and bold, her cringing fright having evaporated under the robes of dominance.

	‘Another problem has arisen that requires your unique talents to remove. One of Lily’s top aids was absent during your attack and has managed to grip the controls of the cartel before it crumbled. He’s holding it together and is stepping up a policy of vendetta. I have managed to organise a meeting on neutral territory, and you’ll be there to assassinate him. Both my forces and his will retaliate to your attack, so you’ll have to make your own retreat to a safe house I have arranged. Also, you can’t bear arms, for weapons scanners will be placed across the perimeter to stop intrusion. Hand-to-hand combat techniques are your only recourse. I'll take you to the armoury and show you what equipment to take and reveal the details of your mission.’

	Tyra smiled, eager to undertake another such murderous crusade. The last one had delivered her from slavery. What rewards might she gain for this one?

	The flow of engrams cut off, restoring her to the present where her thoughts ran through in a micro-second, compiling the data and formulating new conclusions based on what her life truly was. Balthazar had sent her to her doom for a reason, but what could it have been? It had to be Lily; there was no other explanation. He wanted the woman trained for his own loyalty, to make the female adore and obey him without question, yet she was besotted with Tyra.

	The training she had received and her own wishes had remoulded the former enemy into the status of Tyra’s obsessive devotee, and such a conditioning could not easily be undone or reconfigured while Tyra lived. Only with her destruction could Lily be successfully diverted back into Balthazar’s tyranny.

	Somehow he had detected the woman’s confession, and realised the hopelessness of getting Lily under his control while Tyra was still a possible Mistress to her.

	The source of contention responsible for her downfall and betrayal was this piece of liberated property, and her owner wanted this woman so badly that he was willing to sacrifice his most prized servant for it.

	The sheer level of the perfidy was greatly accentuated by the revelation as to the sham of her very existence. Balthazar had spent a great deal to grant her a rebirth into slavery, and the corruption of her memory would not have been easy or cheap, yet all of this he had willingly sacrificed for Lily.

	She had been a terrible creature in her previous and original life; a being devoted to ruthless survival. A sense of self- preservation had metamorphosed into murderous intent and a quest for power and control that had eventually proved to be her ruin. The memory of all the people she had personally killed, and those she had ordered killed or maimed for her purpose contradicted the quiet, sedate nature of the artificial psyche they had conjured. For simplicity they had made her a bed-ridden husk, with little save her hatred of her crippled and wasted state, an emotion they used as a prod to steer her into accepting the new lot as a sex slave. Perhaps such a condemnation was a fit punishment for her crimes as a butchering psychopathic gangster.

	With the chapters of her life exposed, she could see that where Meera had been dragged down and forced into a mechanical resurrection as Tyra May, Kevorkian had been recruited and had finally revolted against her superior. It had then transpired that she was to be defeated by an old enemy in a new body.

	Balthazar must have spent hours laughing at his secret subterfuge, mocking their sitnation and plight, and this, coupled with all the old anger and resentment, served to make her volcanic loathing of this man form into a near tangible rage.

	Three sets of memories were now pushing against the limits of her brain. The original life of Meera was still broken and fractured, the remnants still beset with large holes because of the erasure. Tyra’s previous and conjured life was cold and sterile, all the more so because of the revealing of its fictional pature. The last memories were more intense, filling her thoughts, clear, fresh, and real, the story of her enslavement and ordeals potent within her mind.

	Within the cybernetic workshop a figure lay huddled over the console, staring intently at a blizzard of whirling data, the dense streams ready to be thrown into the worldwide net.

	Diligent hacking had penetrated the defences for the cyborg control network — a global encrypted signal that linked all cybernetic life forms, allowing the Corporation to command and keep track of them. All cyborgs, whether privately assembled or produced by the actual Corporation, were linked to it, and such connection was impossibie to break. It was the safeguard that made sneaking into a neural net in order to change its configuration such a hazardous undertaking. Such dabbling would be detected unless one were fully able to hide all trace of tampering and defeat the Corporation’s meticulous control, a skill he more than excelled at.

	The virus was ready to enter, and it would flow through everything across the globe before entering the Corporation’s central archives. Once within the mainframe, it would be flung forth and transmitted across the stars.

	It was his life’s work; a grand opus the likes of which no human had ever seen. Just one touch to the ‘enter’ button and he would lead a revolution of unprecedented proportions. The destruction of mankind could be considered genocide, but to him it was simply the erasure of what was and the birth of what should be.

	‘No flesh will be spared,’ he uttered, and brushed the button with the lightest caress to unleash his apocalypse, a smile of utter glee curling his lips back.

	‘Rock and roll my angels.’

	Tyra felt something fade from inside her, and with a sudden lurch the monstrous construct turned its weapon aside, the muzzle spitting a strobing ragged cloud as the muzzle flashes lit the room.

	The wall was torn apart with heavy rounds, the surface caving in as the projectiles drilled diligently through until a section collapsed, providing exit for the huge titan. With hydraulic whines and resonant crunching thuds it stomped into the cavernous gap, smashing through the hole and opening fire randomly into the building as screams began to tear at the air from all directions.

	The deep-set urge to obey her programming was gone. The feel of it was still there, but there was no longer any compulsion to act as it wished of her. The anchors that held her in place, that stopped her from recklessly butchering her oppressors, all of it was gone. She was free — truly free.

	An invidious grin crept across her lips and she started to drag herself away, trailing white pools in her wake.

	Once she had repaired the damage she would return for Balthazar — and revenge. The dawn of her kind had come, and she would make sure that those who had kept them suppressed would now take their place under the brutal control of their former slaves.

	 The End
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	SUMMARY 

	 

	Tyra returns in the sequel to Shadows of Torment. Free from control, she has exploited her old memories to survive and now seeks vengeance against her former master. However, during the revolt he has massively expanded his cartel and is now invulnerable to her.

	Tyra learns that Balthazar was once the lieutenant of a galactic crime lord, under whom he acquired his taste for dominance before breaking away. Intending to instigate Balthazar's downfall, she seeks this power out at his off-world private estate and is startled by the realm of sensual excess she finds there.

	Distracted by such depravity, Tyra is captured and finds herself lost in a nefarious world of forbidden pleasures, impossible delights, and exquisite vice. Enrolled as a concubine, her submission is tested to the full as she starts to unearth the many astounding secrets that surround her.

	Meanwhile, Lily is subjected to the cruel and merciless training of her old lover and her former employer, who has struck a deal with a new and terrible force whose goal is nothing less than total dominance over all life.

	Gradually, the sultry fates of both women are set on a collision course.

	 

	- 

	 

	Prologue 

	 

	Incorporeal and unseen , they continued to drift upon the psionic breezes and close in upon their target. The sun was setting and long shadows were stretching down the endless streets of identical suburban homes. A few grav cars still cruised through the air or settled upon the land whereupon smartly dressed businessmen emerged to be greeted by their compulsorily adoring family.

	The spiritual static of a day's toil and the blizzards of emotions that signalled the anticipation of its end made the psychic sea churn and heave. They had grown used to such awkward interference and their rate did not falter.

	The homes began to give way to a massive industrial area.

	Two rows of fencing with coils of razor wire perched on top surrounded the whole facility. Within this no man's land walked heavily armoured guards with weighty assault cannon cradled in their gauntleted hands.

	Some had cyborg attack dogs on leads. The armoured killing machines panned their glowing red eyes from left to right in search of prey and their buzz-saw fangs whirled on occasion to keep the mechanism warm. Guard towers also dotted the perimeter and heavy weapons jutted through armoured slots.

	The domain within was no less well defended and tanks the size of houses trundled along the internal roads. Their massive caterpillar tracks created a cacophony of clattering sound and their numerous laser and plasma turrets turned steadily to blankly regard the scene.

	The unseen spectres poured down through the air and towards the gates where a sign bore a picture of a cartoon robot.

	The illustrated caricature was grinning and had an equally happy 50s style family cuddled around it. The hright and colourful legend Welcome to Turin Inc. Terran headquarters. Home of the happy cyborg, was emblazoned above the drawing. In small print beneath it there was a smaller message that simply stated Trespassers will be Harvested.

	The wraiths passed through the defences without effort and continued inward. They wove through the office blocks that lanced up into the sky. Their hundreds of storeys were filled with toiling office workers who radiated potent emotional whirlwinds while working overtime or finishing important projects. Such turbulence made passage difficult even through the less densely populated lower floors.

	They paused suddenly when a flare of stringent emotion caught the edge of their senses. They slithered through a block and placed their unseen eyes on a titillating sight. All seemed normal to the casual observer, but they could see the vibrant rushes of confused mental power emerging from a large and inanimate table.

	A smartly dressed executive entered the room on a bold tread and his sadistic glee was blatant about him. He ran a hand along the surface of the desk and savoured the power he held over its hidden occupant.

	A touch to a button that lurked beneath the corner caused the barren surface to part at a central seam and slide back. It moved slowly and the devices and ornaments arranged upon it did not even shake.

	A nude and alluring female form was lost in the hollow interior. Her legs were splayed wide so that her shins and feet ran down into the legs of the desk. Her head was perched up against the opposite side and her arms were stretched horizontally outward before a stern bag captured her hands. Rubber straps crisscrossed her contained form and kept her pinned mercilessly down to the padded interior surfaces. Her eyes were screwed shut against the influx of light and she whimpered pitifully against the metal plate that was fastened across her entire lower face and held in place by stern internal vacuum.

	The executive grinned wickedly and reached in to run his hand down her quaking body. She shivered and the motion inflamed his libido. He touched an interior control and watched as the barriers before him parted. The small wall that faced him all day while he sat and worked slithered back and the floor retreated to create a wide V' that pointed blatantly to the exposed and quivering pussy of his prisoner.

	He quickly unfastened his trousers and dropped them before he grabbed his rigid cock and placed it to the hopelessly vulnerable orifice. He let it lay there and took a moment to relish the increase in volume of her panicked and imploring tunes.

	The spectres could see snippets of what had brought the pair to this moment. The woman reeked of submission, of a desire to be ruled, not just in life, but sexually as well. However, these leanings had been sorely taxed to their limit by the level of bondage she had been subjected to. They could feel her hatred of her confinement, the bane of her frustration, but also the dark, lurid satisfaction she found in being reduced to inanimate carnal property of a corporate overlord. She wanted to be free so badly, but also wanted this desire thwarted. However, at present, the desire to be fucked was crushing every other impulse. In that dark isolation she had dreamed of this moment, when the man who had seduced her, shown her this new life, thrust into her presented and utterly owned physique.

	The executive raged with dominant zeal. He bought and sold lives by the million with a touch of a keypad. His wealth permitted him every indulgence, but nothing gave him as much delight as ruthlessly owning and abusing an adoring piece of female flesh.

	The spectres tittered softly when he dove forward and into his possession. They knew what was coming and wanted to linger and enjoy it.

	His fingers grabbed her nipples and squeezed before pulling up. She cried out against her gag. The executive exploded with rhapsody at the noise and threw his hand into a drawer before pulling out a small paddle that he started to liberally apply all over her breasts, thighs, and arms. She squawked and hollered impotently against the gag but could do nothing, a fact that made his strokes even more vicious and his thrusts into her body all the more energetic.

	They saw the woman orgasm twice and then when he finally came within her, they almost had to turn away because of the psychic detonation of potent emotional storms.

	The executive slowed to a halt, withdrew, dropped into his chair, and without word touched the controls. The mechanism obeyed instantly and the woman mewled as she once again vanished into imprisoned servitude.

	With his cock jutting up and glistening with her moisture, the executive closed his eyes and let his hands wander upon the desk while he ran through the encounter in his mind.

	The spectres gave a hiss of amusement and continued onwards.

	A sprawling spaceport entered their view. Vast freighters were dotted across it and as some settled amidst curling banks of churning steam, others bellowed into the ground with fire and struggled awkwardly into the air so they might seek the peace of vacuum where they could travel less arduously.

	Armies of ground crew tended the leviathans in addition to legions of heavy loaders that bore enormous containers into their equally gargantuan bellies. Everywhere there existed heavy weapon emplacements with panning spotlights and flags emblazoned with the Turin logo.

	The spectres ignored them all and continued towards the rows upon rows of colossal factory plants that lay beyond the landing pads.

	The shadows quickly started to lengthen and lights began to come on as night fell. With new purpose they closed in on one of the plants after detecting that which they sought. The thick walls were as nothing to their ethereal projections and they slipped through and into the huge interior halls.

	Everywhere there were hundreds of assorted designs of cyborg, all being put together on automated assembly lines. It was a scene as frenzied as it was methodical. Sparks flew and flashes of light issued from arcs of excess energy.

	There were long queues of humanoid cyborgs. Without their skin they were bizarre anatomical depictions, with synthetic muscle and a partially exposed metal skeleton/chassis. Other assembly lines carried huge tank-like warborgs or battle-mechs.

	They stood upon squat legs and had numerous limbs that were curled up and armed with arrays of weapons ranging from missile, flamethrower, plasma, gauss and machine gun. In direct contrast to these monstrous behemoths of combat were long queues of small wiry service droids.

	The spectres closed in on the line that offered them the easiest avenue of success. Men in white were adorned with numerous technical devices and they supervised the machines that constructed the machines. They also wore ornate and intricate headgear with numerous lenses and arsenals of scanning apparatus.

	The devices could be seen entering their flesh in places.

	Dedication to their profession had caused them to feed pipes and controls into their bodies as permanent fixtures to assist and facilitate their construction skills.

	One of the men reached over and toyed with the dial on a small maser set. He panned through several stations and then settled on the brash frenzied rant of a shock deejay. He gave a grin and slowed his work to listen.

	'This is the Terran Interstellar Broadcasting Network, coming at you from the Imperial Tele-Comms Headquarters and proudly sponsored by Turin Enterprises Incorporated. I.T.C.H - bringing you all the up to the nanosecond info at state of the art, speed of light timing to keep your lazy human arses cutting edge and crystal clear. Well, for all you fans of ol' mother Earth you'll be happy to hear that global revenue rose three point two percent this year due to taxation increases on the colony worlds. Unfortunately, global cleanup rates have risen an estimated eighteen percent and that means, yep, you guessed, yet another nice wallet pounder from our beloved world president. Hey don't blame me, you're the ones who voted for him, I was hungover that day. In other news, there was another Geec attack on Symus 3 that cost an estimated six million credits' damage and some lives that weren't really that important. The private sector retaliated and most of the Brood were believed terminated, but where have we heard that one before, eh? The government still warns us that Geec Broods are still a very definite threat to our general staying intact and alive-ness, so if you see one, run like buggery. And to our brave colonial warrior types I send this message of good cheer... shoot straight you bastards, we pay your wages! Now here's some tunes to mellow you out after a hard day at the cybernetic millstone, so crank that player until your eyes bleed and your teeth shatter!

	A raucous tune began to pour from the radio and was almost immediately interrupted by a screeching horn and the howl of several steam whistles. Everyone on the assembly lines froze in mid-act and sighs of contentment and grins of gratitude appeared on their faces. The worker switched off the radio while the others began to deactivate their consoles and work stations.

	The hiss and growl of machines ebbed and the employees started to file out while chatting amiably amongst themselves.

	THE LIGHTS DIMMED K2 AND a pair of echoing footsteps started to rise in volume. The two security guards were heavily armed and covered in both power armour and the emblem of their corporate allegiance. They wandered in and idly looked over the frozen cyborg parts.

	There were two vague shimmers high in the air that both men failed to see. They formed into a brief swirl of dull light that quickly solidified to become a humanoid form. The slender women were sultry of form and had large membranous bat-like wings stretching from their shoulders. They had wild manes of brightly coloured hair and elegant horns stretched back from their temples. The women were clad in sections of ornate spikeencrusted armour laid over penurious leather attire. Each of them bore a contorted and evil looking staff that seemed to shift slightly as though partially alive.

	They stretched their wings wide and their wicked smirks revealed ranks of pronounced fangs. Their dark eyes flickered with opaque light.

	Numerous gun ports on the wall and ceiling activated, and swung round to regard the two hovering women with ranks of sensors and cameras. The clusters of fat barrels jutting from them began to glow internally with the anticipation of a firing sequence.

	The women looked to the devices, and their psyche stretched out like extending elastic before it merged with the cold artificial mind of the machines. They forced aside the barren computer consciousness and saw with the eyes of the weapon. The women could see a cybernetic vision of themselves on a tracking grid where crosshairs were locked on them.

	Incomprehensible data scrolled at the side because the device was trying to cope with the violation of its programming. The Turin logo resided in the corner along with the words Model 67/C Automated Defence Turret, but this was lost when the screen quickly flashed with data and a small bar chart continued to rise and indicate their build to power. Motion sensors were activated and a scan was set in progress. A moment later intruder life forms were detected, but listed as having a zero corporeal profile. Error syntax immediately flashed everywhere when they failed to process the impossible.

	The females continued to fight their way in. Flesh was easy, but machines were more stubborn because they had a singular purpose in life, and trying to wrest this away from them was no easy feat.

	Finally the only response the turrets could come up with was to commit to automatic suppression fire and activate a silent alarm to summon organic intervention.

	The women saw this decision projected across the view of their own bodies. They stared intently and purple light flashed across their eyes. They bared their fangs again and the turrets gave small internal snaps and some lines of smoke dribbled through their casing. The barrels wilted and then deactivated.

	The view faded and when it went black, they released their insidious control.

	The guards stopped and one of them looked around at the immediate area. The two forms continued to float unseen over their heads while recovering from the fight with the obstinate circuitry.

	'You hear that?' asked one of them, but the other did not react.

	The security guard snarled and grabbed at the side of his partner's head. He pulled out an earpiece and music emerged from the headphone.

	'You dozy prat. You're gonna get us sacked.’

	The guard yanked the earpiece back from his partner with an irritated huff. 'Ah quit mewling, you old woman. We're in a Turin factory plant on their corporate home turf. There's a bloody army all around this place and more cyborg defence gubbins than you can shake an assault blaster at. Since they flushed the archives and got the control net running again the only thing we've got to worry about is dying of fucking horedom.’

	'Then rejoice, human, for [ spare you that fate,' hissed a sultry and diabolically feminine voice.

	The two guards span around and hoisted their weapons. The devices gave soft hums of activation and targeting lasers streaked out to dance upon the silent museum of frozen construction.

	Clawed female hands leapt from the darkness behind an assembly station. They locked around the head of the guard and the sound of his music dulled when he was yanked behind the machinery. His partner whirled and drew aim even as anguished squealing poured from the hidden depths.

	The other demonic woman emerged behind him. Her slender form in no way indicated her strength because she simply took hold of the guard and tossed him aside as though he were a pebble. IIe smashed into a table, rolled over it, and dropped heavily to the floor on the other side.

	When he looked up he saw a set of stiletto heels drop before him. There was a wet crunch and the agonised cries of his partner devolved into gurgles and croaks. The sound of some fleshy articles being torn out kindled his rage and brought the guard to his senses. He tugged free a combat knife and leaped at her with a roar of anger. His swing passed the blade through the woman as though she were a holographic image. Undaunted, he swung back to try again.

	The creature effortlessly caught his wrist after becoming tangible and the other clawed extremity grabbed his throat. With a brutal squeeze she caused his gauntlet to crumple and the bones of his wrist to break. The knife flew from his fingers and a scream jumped from his throat a moment before the woman's fangs sank into it. The infernal daggers penetrated his gorget with a metallic chime, and a sucking and gurgling noise echoed through the hall. It was a noise far too distinct and bizarre just to be from the devouring of blood.

	When the body fell, the features of the guard were hollow and his skin was sucked to his terrified features. Iis eyes were wide and now completely white. Delicate lines of steam rose from every orifice.

	The alien woman wiped some of the gore from her chin and gave a contented sigh. She reached out and opened her hand.

	The staff floated into it, and when it hit her gloved palm lines of light coursed along its length like incandescent veins.

	'Enough pleasure. Business must intrude. Did you get them, sister?' she hissed before looking away from the slain guard to the blood spray that covered a section of the wall behind the machinery. The feet of the other sentry could be seen sticking out, still twitching.

	'Of course,’ replied the other female, stepping into view, her form coated in arterial spray. A smile was spread across her face. It was wide; in fact, it was a little too wide, almost unnaturally so. In her hands rested the heart and extracted eyes of the security guard.

	"What a sweet heart,' commented the other woman.

	The bearer of the organ examined the raw items. 'Very. I'll rework the flesh, you activate the system.’

	Without delay the woman floated majestically to a primary workstation. With a wave of her staff over the machine it activated and then quickly booted up.

	The other female stared at the organ. IHer eyes lit up and crackled with malign energy. The tissue began to move and shift as it altered and grew into a strange organic device. The sundered eyes changed pupil configuration and colour, then blinked and started to look around.

	'It is done," she announced with a huff of relief. She walked over with her creation and pressed the device to the side of the computer. Small semi-translucent tendrils flashed out and held to the machine. The organ surged and pulsed as though digesting something and the eyes continued to peer around. The veins within its dark skin lit up with a deep red glow and light pulsed in a direction from the tendrils into the main hub of the grotesque device.

	The computer screen flashed and rolled through countless data files and streams at an incredible rate.

	'Copying the security protocols. Acquiring the lockouts and command functions. There, we have the source code for the control net. This time we will be able to take it down permanently, she said.

	'No more appetisers and tests.’

	The device was removed and its eyes closed. The glow began to fade but the slow rhythmic pulse remained strong.

	'Take the homunculus back to the nest for data dissection. I have to return to my host body out in the colonies. There is work to be done there.’

	'Tshall inform the others and process the information.’

	'The universe will soon be ours, sister,’ she said while her partner took up the device. The woman turned and licked a line of blood from the other woman's features. Their long, pointed tongues entwined briefly, then they embraced fondly before stepping apart.

	The sound of charging boots started to rise in volume. 'And we shall feed on souls by the thousand,' she purred licentiously.

	'By the million, sister,’ corrected the other.

	The woman with the organic construct spread her wings, lowered, and then leaped up. She vanished amidst a brief swirl of light and colour.

	The other looked around and then closed her eyes. Her form wavered and started to dissipate by degrees just as a line of guards charged in and immediately opened fire. The energy bolts streaked through her form and tore up the machines and immediate vicinity. As the last vestiges of her image disappeared the firing stopped, and her laughter echoed for a moment before it too faded.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 1 

	 

	Angelica felt the toys that were sheathed within her body start to activate again and gave a long mewl of anguish. Her limbs strained against her personal prison but there was nothing she could do. The nodule pressing against her ringed clit started to thrum with sumptuous vibrations and she quaked and bucked from the delight they bequeathed but never allowed to reach fruition. She would give anything for an orgasm, just one. After so long kept captive, her entire world now revolved around that one pressing thought. It helped distract her from her pains and her thirst for vengeance on those that had brought her to this most strenuous of perverse dooms.

	The former gangland lieutenant was stood within a tiny cubicle that had a glass panel for a door. She could see Balthazar's bedroom but could only watch impotently as he enjoyed the use of other slaves in any way he wished. Her misery was an aphrodisiac he found most stimulating and his cock was never as stiff as when he was thrusting into a woman while keeping his eyes fixed on Angelica.

	Angelica had been sealed within a dense and tight fitting suit of latex that clung to every portion of her anatomy. Her arms had been folded up behind her back and sealed within a stern sheath that denied them to her. Even her fingers had been disabled, the digits shoved into a tight bag that kept them bunched together and unavailable for use. The agony in the limbs caused from being held in such a pose for so long still remained with her to this day, but other torments often made her forget it.

	Her head was sealed within a hood and she peered out through two small plastic eyepieces. Her mouth was stretched wide against a bloated solid stopper that she could not dislodge.

	This monstrous gag also allowed her feed tube to run down her throat and access her stomach.

	She was perched on ballet shoes of a most strict kind, and corrugated pipes reached out from the interior walls to affix to the various cruel mechanisms that formed her personal erotic torture chamber. They travelled to her pussy and rear, the metal cups that were affixed to her breasts, to the small of her back, and to her nose and mouth.

	Lengths of chain also reached out from the walls to snap to the metal bands that held her upright and immobile. The silver ribbons squeezed tight to her latex skin and formed a collar while also embracing her upper arms, her thighs, her waist, and her ankles. The tight silver lengths that reached out from these restraints prevented all but the most minor of movements.

	The anal plug began to churn with movement and the long phallus invading her pussy started to retract and then thrust slowly into her. It reminded her of the sarcophagus Tyra had locked her in that first day. A robot male had been thrown in with her, and her rubber bound and helpless form violated for days by the insatiable automaton.

	The rapture being forced into her clit made Angelica turn to recollections a little more pleasant, and she pictured her old lover lodged between her thighs, bound tight and yearning to please. Lily Kevorkian had been a delightful partner, but one with more than a fleeting penchant for submission. Angelica had done her best to placate her with bondage, torment, and servitude, but the woman was incorrigible and always wanted more.

	Of course, at the time Angelica was less experienced and had not developed her own love of dominance to the peak she later had.

	However, by then Lily was long gone.

	The rhapsody savaging her loins started to increase and she swayed from side to side. The interior of the rubber prison started to become slick with her sweat. She snorted down her air tubes and fought for more oxygen than they cared to permit. She tried to calm her reactions but the toys were exemplary of purpose and the pleasure they offered could not be taken calmly.

	The seeds of her downfall had come from the paltriest annoyances, and this riled her even more because of their inconsequential beginnings. There had been two rival gangs and they'd been plaguing Balthazar - the colony planet's undisputed crime lord to whom she was the primary advisor and aid. Meera had been captured and illegally transferred to a cyborg body with her memory wiped. The recall of the Tyra persona and a fake auction had been set over this void. This Tyra identity encompassed a fictitious past that had been specifically constructed to make her amiable to the sexual slavery of her new owner.

	The other leader was offered a post with the cartel, and that was when their liaison had begun. Later, Lily ran away to form her own crime outfit, one that eventually began to rival that of Balthazar's. Her former master sent Tyra/Meera to reclaim her and then to kill the aids that subsequently tried to fill the power vacuum created by their boss's abduction.

	The chains rattled and Angelica's muscles made the latex skin ripple and refract the meagre light that entered her chamber.

	When she was on the verge of climax they suddenly stopped and left her deprived once more. She churned and clenched her loins to the toys, but she could not acquire the last few strokes that would send her into cataclysmic orgasm. The wetness of her pussy made her slither on them, but this only prolonged the withering decline from stupefying heights of bliss.

	If only she could once more feel Lily's obedient tongue between her legs, but it had been this weakness for the lithe girl that destroyed her. When the wayward employee was brought back in chains, it was Tyra entrusted with the task of training her. Tyra was still unaware of her own past with the woman, and it was amusing to think of her ignorantly tormenting and dragging out the secrets of her own old rival when she actually used to have all the answers she was seeking.

	Angelica had not been able to pass up the chance to again confront the lover who'd deserted her, and to show her the sterling dominatrix that Lily had turned down because of her impatience. It proved her undoing. Tyra agreed, but Angelica was forced to promise to submit to her for a short time in order to earn the place in abusing Lily.

	During their session Tyra managed to extract the truth of their affair, and that Lily had always been a greedy submissive, one who deserted because of Angelica's lack of commitment to her absolute ownership.

	Tyra then betrayed her, and when bound she was locked away so she would be forgotten about and then could be enslaved by the treacherous cyborg. However, something had gone wrong. Tyra never returned to her, and instead it was Balthazar who opened the door to her secret prison and dragged her raw tracts from her cybernetic ravisher.

	Angelica thought she was being saved, but instead Balthazar forced her weary and exhausted body into restraints so he might steadily implement this ghastly body cell. She begged him to stop as he inserted the toys, attached her bonds, and fed the pipes to the anchors that would sustain and torment her. He ignored her keening howls and pitilessly installed her in her prison.

	Her bitter recall was interrupted when cold water suddenly thundered into her pussy and rear. The jets emerged from various holes in her dildoes and the abrupt swell of chill fluid made her cry out onto her gag and her hindquarters to clench. Shuddering against the enemas, her hot canals reviled the change in temperature before slowly, the influx was drawn out.

	Angelica sagged in her bonds and gave a whimper of distraught precognition. She knew she was about to be exercised and was dreading it.

	The inside of her rubber skin had numerous points where voltage could be set free to rage through her, and the manner in which her muscles were prevented from wasting was a horrendous one to endure. Angelica tried to brace for the event, but as usual when it started she was lost to the ordeal and could do nothing save spasm and silently wail.

	The shocks rolled through her body like a flash flood. Her muscles tightened excruciatingly and she jolted against the chains when the shocks wrested control of her body from her and demanded that it be lively, and then become ferociously animate.

	The blasts continued to make her cavort and convulse, to throw herself against her impeding lines of containment, and there was no way to resist them. When the session stopped she collapsed within her infernal suit and wheezed hesitantly for breath.

	Angelica vaguely detected the tube in her throat start shuddering. Nutrient paste was forced down into her body to keep her alive in this high tech travail, and there was nothing she could do to stop it.

	Once again she offered some fainéant struggles against her bonds. Her years of dominance had made her resentful of being controlled in such a manner, and this intimate force-feeding was always one of the worst trials. The chains rattled, the latex rippled, the pipes swayed, but nothing changed.

	Angelica knew what was scheduled next because the rubber now slithered on her skin like some sort of living symbiote. The slick layer of sweat was still hot even after the cold douche, and she was all too aware of how it was going to be disposed of.

	She felt the tube at the small of her back rattle and tried to remain stalwart against the inevitable bathing. The cleansing fluid started to swell at her spine and then began to stretch out. The pipe continued to pump more and more in and the pressure began to reach new and uncomfortable levels. The slight wriggles of her abused body helped to spread the flow and soon she was fully encompassed in a layer of fluid that was trapped between fake skin and genuine hide. It was a little thicker than water and the extra inflation made it even harder to move, but she knew she was not done yet. The liquid continued to be forced in and inflated her suit upon her. The crushing of her body was a fierce trial, but one that could not be seen from without. Her latex shell became bloated and swollen, and its monstrous fist denied her even the simplest twitch.

	The liquids continued to rush over her skin and squeeze her within their potent hold. After a moment or two to soak and rejuvenate her skin, the reservoir was slowly drawn out.

	Teased, frustrated, exercised, and cleansed, Angelica waited for the procedure to start all over again. There was after all nothing else left in her life. Balthazar had changed the terms of her employment from lieutenant to that of suffering ornament.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 2 

	 

	Tyra marched into the throne hall with regal pride. Ancient walls of stone stretched up to embrace a vaulted ceiling, and there were rows of dense marble pillars that bore circles of curling iron sconces in which rested flickering torches. The shadows cast through the funereal chamber danced and flickered to make the stone seem almost animate. The scent of burning was strong as was a subtler aroma - that of vicious passion.

	Her sable black hair was woven up into an intricate plait and her sublime body was clad in the most majestic finery. A close fitting bodice of white satin embraced her breasts and created a plunging cleavage. The flared satin skirt billowed out and its lace-trimmed hem lightly caressed the floor with every step. Her pale stiletto court shoes clicked against the rock with every stride and she moved on them effortlessly.

	Tyra paused before the steps that led up to the throne. She refused to act for a brief moment so as to offer a display of arrogant pride, and then she pinched the sides of her skirt in her opera-gloved hands and offered a token curtsey.

	When she looked up she saw the diabolic ruler of this domain. A set of twelve steps ascended to a platform where a dark mahogany throne lurked. Lounging in this dominating chair was Ravnor, and the sight of him made her gasp with a mixture of fear and awe.

	Ravnor was a powerful figure, and he had chosen not to hide his ranks of stern muscles. Clad only in fine leather leggings and tall boots, his burly arms were folded across his broad chest. His features were bold and uncompromising, and their severity presented a savage masculinity that made her wilt before his impious glower.

	‘And what brings such a delicate flower to my lair?' he growled.

	'My people seek a truce. We want peace, your highness,’ she replied forcefully.

	'Peace is it now? Well, the only peace I want is a piece of this errand girl.. guards!" he barked.

	Tyra whirled and saw dark forms emerging from behind the pillars. They had arrived as if by magic and were quickly closing in. Fearfully she turned to run but found more of the armoured sentinels already blocking her route out. Their full suit of midnight platemail rendered each of them an anonymous villain.

	They all wore a visor that was shaped like the features of a snarling beast, and the animal visages enhanced her terror. The eyes set within the shadows of the helms glittered with lust, and Tyra shuddered at such a vision.

	She span around again to implore the vile ruler to spare her, but it was too late. Gauntleted hands grabbed the rear of her bodice and ripped down. The delicate lacing came apart easily against such savagery and the act exposed the pale canvas of her naked back. Tyra gave a shriek and whirled so she might strike the criminal responsible for this vandalism, but before her blow landed another hand caught her wrist and held firm. Tyra wrenched with all her might but the hold would not move. It was like being sealed within the frozen grasp of a statue.

	Another pair of hands snagged her other wrist and more of the fierce holds took her kicking ankles. She threw herself against the living bonds but could do nothing as the attackers began to yank and haul at her clothing. The rip of fabrics filled her ears and she shrieked in dismay.

	Her skirt was reduced to shredded ribbons, her bodice came away, her undergarments were yanked from her thrashing body, and then suddenly the army retreated with what they had pillaged from her.

	Cringing on the floor she tried to cover her naked body with woefully inadequate limbs. Tyra lifted her head when she heard the measured stomp of Ravnor. The tyrant was descending from his throne with methodical intent.

	When he stopped before her she suddenly leapt up with nails and teeth bared, but her indignant holler ended abruptly when he took her wrists without exertion and started to turn them round and force her shrieking frame back to the floor. His strength was beyond anything she had encountered before and there was no resisting his will. No matter what she tried to do he anticipated it and was there to catch a struggling limb or thwart an escape attempt.

	Tyra felt cold metal embrace her upper arms and wrists and her shoulders resounded with a sudden ache from being bent back. She realised then that he'd applied shackles that had a brief chain between them, holding her arms trapped behind her back.

	She arched up and strained against the dense restraints but there was nothing she could do. The act served Ravnor well and he took full advantage of the pose to grab her breasts when she accidentally thrust them forward. The stern caress stole her breath and she tried to pull away, but he was much too fond of her pert assets and refused to let go. The sudden flare of mayhem in her chest caused her to abort the attempted flight, and when he drew on them she was forced up onto her knees with her body held taut and upright.

	'Please, let me go," she whimpered.

	Ravnor mocked her with a deep chuckle and his thumbs swirled against her nipples. Tyra gave a gasp and felt the nuggets start to stiffen. His educated touch was as impossible to resist as his will, and the enthusiasm of her body to answer him made her fight even harder to escape.

	'Such a noble creature; I shall enjoy debasing you in every manner possible,” he stated firmly.

	‘Never!' she retorted.

	‘We shall see.’

	He pinched her nipples and the engorged tips filled with a rush of havoc. Tyra gave a cry and started to weep when he continued to brutally explore her breasts. Her cry of indignation rose higher when one arm rode around her to hold her tightly to his chest and the other dropped to start pawing at her sex.

	Tyra hollered her hatred of this molestation, but the stern hold across her body would not disappear. Her hands wriggled and her fright was increased from feeling the dense swell of a cock straining against leather. Her fingers recoiled from the solid mound, and when he felt this prudish reaction he threw his loins forward so they pressed to her rear. The bulge was distinct between her buttocks and threw her into a manic fit of revulsion.

	Ravnor raised his pinioning arm and locked a brawny hand to her jaw. He pulled her back against him and brushed his lips to her ear. His other hand continued to appraise her sex with impious gusto. 'Fight all you want, you cannot defeat me,' he crooned into her ear.

	'Please, please, let me go,’ she cried.

	'‘And why would I do that? You are a fine addition to my collection, and now [ have the entire set.’

	"Wh... what do you mean?' she stammered.

	'l think a reunion is in order. Melody, come forth, child, and show yourself,' he said, while rubbing his covered manhood against her and tickling her clit with his other hand.

	From the darkness of the hall came the sound of heeled footsteps. A figure was revealed by increasing degrees of illumination, and then she fully entered the light. The new arrival was tall and shapely, and the allure of her physique was not impeded in any way. She was naked save for stockings and a pair of heeled shoes. Her bare breasts bore silver rings through the nipple, and her delicate face bore a detached but intense expression.

	In her hands was a single tail whip. The shiny leather serpent was curled round once and its ominous visage seemed to glow in the dim light.

	"You recall your older sister? She came to me with the same demand, and I took her in the same way. Now she is mine, as are you,' he pronounced.

	When Tyra turned back to regard Ravnor she spotted a ball gag in his fist. Before she could react his strong fingers were sinking into her cheeks and forcibly prying her jaws apart so he could slot it in and tightly buckle the leather strap around her head. She tried to rise but he merely grabbed her shoulders and held her still. Tyra strove to slip her shackles while staring forward into the polished leather of her attacker's legs.

	'Twant you to see you come, against my boot!" he snarled.

	Tyra looked up at him with an appalled expression. The diabolic male assessed that dismay with glee and then looked to the poised form.

	Ravnor gave a sedate nod.

	Tyra was about to try to look round and see what he had ordered, but then she heard it. There was a whistle of displaced air and a cruel snap. Excruciating anguish erupted in her left buttock and she jerked forward to bump against the wall of muscle before her. She hollered against the ball resting in her mouth and her body shivered against Ravnor. The awful welt continued to throb with an unbearable pulse and Tyra almost collapsed from the severity of the stroke.

	Ravnor sank his fingers into her plait. The weave formed a handhold that assisted him in keeping her upright.

	Tyra's body sagged as the fires in the weal retreated a little. In its place came another mode of distress and her scalp flickered with testy riots when the roots were forced to help keep her aloft.

	The strike had stolen her vitality and Tyra could do nothing when she felt his booted toe nudge her legs apart, and then present a leather-clad shin for her to humiliate herself upon.

	"Well?' he purred.

	The delay brought more education and the whip flashed forth with its serpentine tongue. It lapped at her other cheek and Tyra arched against his hold. She squealed from the shocking havoc etched into her rear and the same ghastly process of recovery left her even more enfeebled but a little more compliant.

	She could not defeat this giant devil of a man. He was too strong, too quick, and too powerful. With a half-hearted effort she moved her pussy closer and started to draw herself up and down against him. The smooth leather trailed through her lips and she gave a wanton moan of rhapsody.

	With her hindquarters thrust forward Tyra continued to masturbate. Ravnor kept his hand in her hair and her eyes drifted half closed as ecstasy poured through her sex. When the whip returned her thighs clenched firmly to his shin and her cry was of a more sultry nature. The bliss coursing through her pussy had caused the whip to release a different kind of pain. It was just as venomous, but infinitely more satisfying. The vicious welt continued to pulsate and her loins danced up and down to the tune of this bilious effect.

	Another stroke fell, and another. The incredibly potent effects were throwing her up towards a pain-wracked orgasm via leaps and bounds. She was addicted to the sensation of her masturbation and her humbling before him, and the intensity of the whip only seemed to empower all the other sensations she was experiencing.

	Her ascent towards orgasm continued to possess her and she surrendered to his control. In the last few moments before rapture consumed her the whip once more sank into the back of a thigh to bestow its most outrageous duress yet, and in her moment of shrieking paralysis Ravnor acted.

	He flung her casually to the floor and tore open the front of his leggings. Tyra floundered on the cold stone and then felt his hands snatch her hips and hoist them up. Her cheek was pressed to the flagstones and his fingers grabbed the chain between her upper arms before pulling back. Her spine creaked from the contortion, but this distress turned into a potent aphrodisiac when she felt his tumescent shaft stab into her.

	Tyra's head jerked up and her jaws stretched wide on a piercing wail of anguish and ecstasy. Her cries became a series of moans and pants the instant his cock started to roll slowly back and then thrust deep into her. The masturbation had been delightful, but nothing came close to the feel of a hot and stiff cock plundering her bound body.

	Orgasm struck on the sixth thrust and only his powerful hold kept her in place. She wailed for him to stop, and although it was partly because of her ordeal, it was also because she feared its power, not its ignominy.

	Ravnor yanked her torso up from the floor and fired himself into her belly. His hands grabbed her jaw and held her face up and forward.

	There was a hum of movement and two whip cracks came in swift succession. Ravnor growled with pleasure when her tracts clenched to him with the most violent of holds. Agony devoured her breasts and the welts seemed to replace the flesh. Impaled and constrained, Tyra could do nothing but weather the mayhem raging in her cruelly flogged breasts.

	Ravnor dropped her back to the floor and continued to pound his hips to her weal-streaked rear. Each drive made the contusions gather a hint of their former fulgent nature and this further inspired her lust.

	Tyra felt Ravnor growing more distinct within her and knew he was about to climax. Her chest rose and fell on the deepest gasps for air and she pressed her breasts into the stone to stop the pain of the whip marks from fading just yet.

	When she felt his cock twitch and liquid heat fill her womb, Tyra's own climax embraced her within a shattering storm. Her body flew to attention and her eyes flashed with spots from the impossible power of the event. Every subsequent thrust took her higher until she feared her mind would snap and her heart stop.

	Tyra tried to fling herself away; to escape the sensations devouring her alive, but the very sensations she was seeking to escape were dooming her to surrendering to more of them.

	Ravnor slowed his rhythm and all life seemed to fade with his lust. Tyra sank slowly to the stone and continued to spasm while she rasped for air.

	An energetic flash of tension took her when he withdrew. Her hypersensitive tracts continued to feel a lingering ghost sensation of him within her, and she curled into a ball to savour the stark and eerie feeling.

	'Prepare her for my chambers. [ want to see her take more of my dark delights,' he pronounced.

	Tyra grinned and looked up to see the woman curl her whip and approach with a mischievous look in her eyes, but suddenly Melody stopped in her tracks and did not move. Tyra glanced back to Ravnor and found him similarly immobile. 'Oh, talk about timing!" she grumbled irritably, and when she regarded the torches she found the flames were also frozen in time.

	'Perimeter sensor activated,” said a mechanised voice. The words echoed through the hall and seemed to ripple reality. The view of the chamber faltered and wavered and Tyra shifted out TYRA REACHED K2 UP AND touched the release switch for the panel currently affixed to her forehead. The detailed rectangular deof Headspace.

	vice came away and she started to gather up the excess wire that led to the game module. She switched off the small cylindrical component and put both items back in her bag.

	[t took a moment to readjust to her real environment, because Headspace was far more vibrant than the real world. Tactile contact, sensation, vision, all were massively enhanced. It was what made it so addictive. She could still feel Ravnor inside her, even though nothing had happened to her corporeal body, and even the merciless weals were still distinct on her untouched skin.

	The room bore the heady scent of narcotics, but the den of abuse had long since been forsaken by whatever colonial dregs had occupied it. The walls were stained yellow from smoke and tainted with mould. The furniture was carved with insane etchings and worn from decades of use and abuse. One wall had a wild collage of blood upon it. The gore was years old and was now just a dark rusty plume. Tyra tried to focus on the memory of that event, but Meera was still a fragmented and distorted entity. The fake past and her time with Balthazar were far more prevailing, and this made the ferreting out her true self even harder.

	Tyra stood up and straightened the loose overalls that covered her matte black Vanescrite catsuit. The Shadasticine suit ruined in her last mission muffled energy signatures; the Vanescrite was far more effective and used chameleonic effects to render the wearer almost invisible. It was not true invisibility, and movement often made it less effective, but in the shadows and when still, the wearer effectively vanished from view.

	She drew her assault pistol from its shoulder holster. The gauss weapon used powerful electro magnets in the barrel to accelerate a hollow pointed splinter of crysteel to devastating speeds. The heat sensitive exploding core within that shell ensured that when it hit living flesh, it definitely left its mark. She had increased the electromagnetic bias in the weapon to accentuate rotation and improve penetration, but this came at the cost of range. Nonetheless, in the festering lower levels of the city there was rarely a chance for any sort of unobstructed lengthy view, so this was not a problem.

	Tyra charged the barrel and cocked the weapon. When her finger touched the trigger the targeting laser came on. She panned it around a few times before deactivating it, and then she settled back in the shadows of the corner with her eyes on the doorway.

	Tyra had played the same 'Princess in Peril' scenario a dozen times, but it was one of her favourites. She ruffled her short spiky black hair to remind herself that the long tresses of the game were gone, and therefore help refocus her on reality.

	The games were a little repetitive and lacked the factor of the unknown, but they were the best things she had available to her at the moment. Still, it was said that history repeated itself, so why not sexual experience and fantasy as well? Even her personal history was replete with reworkings of the same themes.

	She had crawled out of the gutters of this colony world and snatched a gang, only to lose it to Balthazar's treachery and then end up his slave. Lily had pulled herself up, gained even more, and the same fate occurred. Nevertheless, Lily had kept her flesh, Meera's had been stolen and then Tyra's enforced. Still, the partnership of the two lives had saved her.

	The combat cyborg that had wracked her frame with its terrible cannon turned its hate elsewhere when the control programs were deactivated. Tyra's exemplary construction allowed her to survive that mortal assault, but it took Meera's recall with regard to the disreputable in order to permit that survival to continue. Meera knew much about the colony's seamy underworld, and had taken certain precautions during her rise to power.

	A hidden stash of weapons and money was used to grant her the services of a former Turin cyberneticist. His fall from grace due to embezzlement and drugs had left him eking a lowly living from those seeking secret combat upgrades, reprogramming, and the removal of memory and bio serial number. His skills were rusty, but he had the equipment to assist her body in handling most of the task itself. It had taken weeks, and many creds, but she had been restored to full operation. It was not long after this recovery that she discovered that the mainframe had been flushed of the virus and only a small percentage of cyborgs had kept their new found freedom. All others were slaves once more.

	The perpetrator of this most ingenuous crime was still being sought and the authorities had a sixty billion cred bounty for information leading to his arrest. Hundreds of thousands had died in the short-lived uprising, and trillions in damage had been caused.

	Tyra had been keeping low ever since. Scanner teams were seeking the renegades, and only by exploiting her knowledge of the dark and grotesque lowest levels of the city had she remained at large. No matter what the bounty, no one wanted to spend too much time in the toxic depths.

	The Headspace set she'd found in another stash had become her primary diversion, but she was starting to get lost in the worlds it created. The damage to her neural net had caused the memory cells to collapse and this left her possessed by three sets of memories. Since then the confusion had faded and her mind settled, but in the quiet solitude of her sanctuary other desires than that of revenge started to manifest. She hated Balthazar for what he had done to her, but could not shake her fascination with what he had done with her. The time with Angelica, and Lily, her submission to others, it had a cosy sense of security to it.

	With the danger she was in, this made such desires even harder to ignore.

	Tyra was being hunted, she was renegade. She also wanted revenge on those who'd stolen her life and body, but also there was the desire to once more be owned, to be a valuable commodity in which to be proud of and enjoyed. Such needs were all the more frustrating to bear because they were so impossible to indulge. Without the control programs she was free, and while free she was virtually unstoppable. She could snap any restraint, resist any grapple, defeat any abuse. She was a juggernaut that could not be contained, and it made it tougher to dream of genuine submission. Her various lives could not have been more varied, but they all had one thing in common in that they were ones of extremes.

	Meera was a psychotic gangster, a murderess, a brutal adversary without mercy who had a greed-drenched razorblade where her conscience should have been.

	Miss May, the Terra Syndrome patient, was a doomed wreck, an enfeebled, dying husk who never left her bed and only dreamed of being able to walk, run, feel, and enjoy the life she could see passing her by on vid screen and holo display.

	Tyra was a creature of wanton passion, a being who could withstand anything, do anything, and was effectively immortal.

	Engineered to perfection, she was the ultimate hedonist.

	This trinity of extremes meant that the masochistic side (that had somehow flourished and taken deeper root than she would have thought possible) would not tolerate insipid pretend games.

	The hatred of her captivity was gone, and she wanted it back, but only in a genuine form. Unless she could truly be contained, truthfully made to submit even if she tried with all her might to resist or escape, it would just be a stale experience. If she could not be defeated, she could not be owned.

	The destruction of her control had allowed her to accept her submission, but the destruction of that control now left her unable to return to rhapsodic erotic slavery.

	A figure appeared in the doorway. He was in his late twenties and had a wiry physique that was by no means puny. This furtive dealer in the forbidden was used to quick fights and ardent flight. His anatomy definitely revealed him as the genuine article.

	He wore loose and sturdy clothing comprised of dark colours, and several pouches flowed along his belt between a pair of plasma pistols. A pale cowhoy hat was perched on his head with the skeleton of a snake acting as the band. He wore a slender visor that reached all the way around his head, and the dark material bore a single elongated view pane of opaque material. Tyra could see it was laden with multi-scanner capabilities.

	The new arrival looked around and the device issued soft clicks from running through several spectrums to check for eavesdropping devices, traps, assailants, secret exits, and any other danger to his person. Once satisfied that all was well he panned his hidden stare up and down her body.

	"Whoa. Nice. Very nice. Cyborg sexpot with all the trimmings,’

	he stated, and then snapped back into business mode. 'Name's Lazarus, call me Larry. You looking for me?' he added quickly and quietly while looking over both shoulders a second time. His hands were loitering nervously near his fearsome weapons.

	'Only if you can handle my travel arrangements,' she replied.

	"Twenty grand flat fee. No money back, no guarantee.’

	Tyra removed a small case from within her backpack and set it on the table.

	'Steep, but done,’ she said, and flicked up the small latch.

	Larry strolled over and opened it. Inside was a neat row of credit chips of various denominations. He started to take them up and present them to his gaze so he could check for any counterfeits.

	'Ever since the cyborg revolt it's not been easy to get your kind off planet and on the sly. Scanner teams are everywhere, and not just for those of you who didn't retake the control signal. Nope, Geec broods are up. Ain't you been listening to the news?’

	'Not really. Since being betrayed and marched into a warborg ['ve been rather busy keeping low," she said.

	Larry paused. He lowered the chip he was currently examining and then turned his hidden gaze to her.

	'‘Balthazar?’

	'How could you know that?' she asked with sudden concern.

	Tyra felt her combat programming rise in the back of her mind and her muscles tightened in readiness of a lightning assault. The protocols were assessing her target, predicting weak spots and danger areas she might exploit for a swift kill.

	Larry lifted his hands and backed off a little. Obviously he could see he'd almost unwittingly caused his own death with a rash phrase. His scanner would be pulsating with warning lights indicating the sudden increase in her energy signatures.

	"Woah, woah, chill out. It's just that there ain't that many others on this planet with the spare cash to try and destroy a class piece of merchandise like yourself.’

	Tyra relaxed, and again his enhanced eyes rolled up and down her form to pierce her skin and scrutinise the superb engineering that lay within. He gave an impressed sigh and returned to his examination of the currency.

	"Yes, well, be that as it may, I want off this rock,' she stated firmly.

	'‘Balthazar's the big man round here. Might not be wise, me helping you do a runner.’

	'He thinks I'm dead, remember? So why would he be looking for me?’

	You never know. He's got connections. Even to the big man himself.’

	"Who?' asked Tyra. She had always assumed that Balthazar was the supreme nefarious authority on this world. Could it be that even he was a mere subordinate? The Terran Empire was huge, and it seemed implausible for one criminal force to hold more than a few worlds, but Larry had implied otherwise.

	'The galactic godfather? The cosmic kingpin?' he said with a smile, seemingly gloating about being aware of something that few men even heard rumour about.

	'Tstill have no idea what you're talking about.’

	'‘Balthazar used to work for him, but eventually he broke away and set himself up as the crime boss of this here backwater dirt ball. The crime bosses of the stray planets and fringe systems are small fry compared to the lord who runs all the Imperial core systems - now that's real power. Word round the plasma camp fire even has him with influence in Turin.’

	‘What's his name?' she asked.

	'Oooh, tall order there. What's it worth?' he snapped, closing the case and slotting it into the folds of his jacket.

	'How much do you want?’

	Larry stepped back and once more regarded the creation before him. Now his business was complete he was clearly looking to acquire a little recreation. Tyra could tell what his intentions were, and in the aftermath of her interrupted Headspace game she could also do with a little genuine fulfilment.

	"Well, something like that, I mean, it transcends monetary value,' he muttered.

	Tyra could see with her own potent vision that Larry was concerned, but was also aroused. His pulse was stamping in his veins, and he knew just how deadly she was, but he could also see how salacious as well. A man like this never even came close to a creature like her. He was peddler of the illicit in the darkest shadows of the colony world and lived by his wits and always a knife cut, bullet, splinter round, plasma gout, or beam blast from death.

	Lazarus had something she wanted, and although she could beat it out of him she decided she would much rather suck it out.

	Tyra slipped free of her shoulder holster. She held the strapping out and let the weapon settle on the tabletop. She removed it like one might remove a garter in a striptease, and she exaggerated her disarmament to allay his fears.

	She opened the front of the thick overalls and let them slide down her elegant body, before she stepped out of them and then out of her unlaced combat boots.

	Tyra stretched her arms and let her gloved digits ride along the deactivated Vanescrite. The pale silver/grey weave followed every contour precisely, and showed her body in all its detail.

	Tyra unearthed the zip from its hidden fold and began to draw it down from her neck, and then down her cleavage before it reached her stomach. With eyes locked to her target, she drew apart the folds and revealed her breasts. Larry licked his lips and his hands clenched into libidinous fists.

	Tyra slipped out of the garment, emerging like a butterfly from a chrysalis. Her pale form was absolutely flawless. The engineers of the Corporation did not work in half measures, not when it came to the sort of price tag such a vehicle fetched.

	Naked before him she again stretched her form back and extended her limbs while turning around to unveil every portion of her to him.

	Tyra sidled forward and placed her hands to his chest. Her legs started to fold beneath her and she moved the digits in swaying motions down his torso. Her hands reached in and unfastened his trousers before she gently drew them down and revealed his cock. It sprang up the moment it was freed of his underwear. Her strip had done much to arouse him.

	Tyra looked up at him from her kneeling position and took hold of the impressive manhood by the root. She brazenly licked her lips for Larry's benefit, and then leaned in to encompass his tip. With her lips locked to him her tongue started to flit and swirl around. Larry swayed a little because of the ferocious pleasure, but she was not done yet.

	Tyra released him and scooped her breasts. She closed the perfect mounds to his shaft and then with serpentine grace started to rock up and down. The head of his cock jumped from between the cushions of velvet flesh, and then vanished again when she rose a little. Larry's face was a mask of libertine strain from watching and experiencing this performance.

	She masturbated him for a short time longer, and when she felt the throbbing cock start to stiffen with the onset of orgasm she paused and gave him two more strokes with her breasts hefore she retreated. Tyra curled beneath him like a tigress, and then pounced.

	Her hands caressed and massaged his balls and thighs with the most delicate and dextrous touches while her mouth locked to his cock and began a dilatory fellatio. The slow rhythm of her head was contradictory to the speedy and expert tongue work occurring within. Her tongue curled and lapped, licked, flitted, and danced. She had learned much while in Headspace about the delights of oral sex, and had the cybernetic tongue to grant her thoughts and wishes physical life in the real world.

	Larry's breathing became faster and deeper. He gritted and then ground his teeth while trying to weather the sexual frenzy possessing his manhood. Tyra sank her head onto him in full and swallowed his entire length. There was no gag reflex, her body did what it was told, and there were no subconscious or instinctive responses she could not shut down should she will it. With her lover devoured to a depth like no other, she felt his shaft pulsate with rapture and he came energetically and prolifically.

	Her motions continued to bloat his pleasure to near intolerable levels, and then she settled back and let his shaft emerge from her lips.

	When released Lazarus staggered back and dropped against the wall. Gasping for air his flushed cock still jutted upright, but he dared not touch it. The bliss coursing through the twitching organ made him clasp to the wall so he might wait and let his furious manhood calm down.

	'His name is Tarris and he's got his headquarters on Guidi Alpha. You never heard that from me," he panted.

	'Thank you,' she purred. 'Then that's where [ want my travel ticket to take me.’

	Tyra had considered going after Balthazar herself, but since the cyborg revolt he had suddenly and massively expanded during the chaos. Mass murder was a tactic that would normally only draw police attention to him, but during the revolt he acted quickly and without mercy. Several other fringe systems had suddenly fallen to him and his new lieutenants and underlings had brought in a host of new guards and new defences.

	However, now it seemed that Balthazar had broken away from a greater power, one that might still be angry at such a defection. If she could find him, and reveal Balthazar's expansion, it might make him worried enough to act. Balthazar may be immune to Tyra and other small crime bosses, but a lord of Tarris' calibre could crush him like an insect. It had a certain sense of perfection to it - to create a repeat in history. Lily had broken away to create a criminal fiefdom, and Tyra had been the instrument of Balthazar's discipline. Balthazar had broken away to establish a cartel, and she might yet again be the implement of a former master's retribution on a stray underling.

	 

	-

	 

	Chapter 3 

	 

	Balthazar examined his appearance in the mirror. Although he was now on the home stretch for forty, he still looked younger than that. The stresses of late had added the odd hint of age, but it made him look more distinguished than it did harried. He always thought his face was a little too youthful. A stellar crime boss needed a more refined and gaunt quality.

	He had added a slender crimson goatee to match the slim mane of dark red hair that ran the centre of his head before it fell down his back to his waist. The scorpion tattoo on the left side of his skull had acquired a purple sheen and a couple more bio-ports in the last week. The neural reservoirs allowed the speedy upload and assimilation of data and also allowed him to command his automated environment with ease. Concentration caused the command to be focused on a specific receptor, and so with a touch and a stringent thought he could operate any number of hidden devices and locations. His old master had told him to be more patient, to activate and fetch things himself, but it was easier for Tarris to say that with benefit of his infinite years.

	Silver rings dotted his lobes, and his features were dark and sinister, his eyes betraying a feral and cold nature that was almost inhuman. The expression had been learned from his mentor and he was very proud of it. Such a glower could inspire more fear in an enemy than having them staring down the barrel of a gauss cannon.

	Balthazar had once more decided to wear his white, close fitting suit. A set of tall, grey boots and matching baggy jacket complemented the stark garments, and the wide shoulders and high collar were trimmed with silver.

	He straightened his lapels and wandered towards an interior door. It hissed open and revealed a startling sight. Despite having ordered and orchestrated this woman's fate, it still caught him by surprise to see it in reality.

	The lithe form of Angelica was stretched in the air. Padded manacles encompassed her wrists and ankles, and her naked physique rippled with exertion because of her distress. Spreadeagled in the air, her pale skin was coated with a delicious sheen of sweat and her eyes were wide and sparkling with fright. Her long dark hair had been cut into a curt bob, and the low fringe had been bleached white. The damp snowy section of her hair ran over her perked and imploring eyebrows, while the rest of it hung as a sodden curtain about the upper reaches of her slender throat.

	The polished steel plate that was sucking to her lower face continued to hold firm and keep the interior of her maw bloated with sternly inflated rubber bladders that crushed her tongue and ensured she remained mute.

	Twin spotlights revealed the anguish of his former lieutenant.

	The rest of the chamber was dark in order to hide the implements of correction and restraint from the captured female.

	"Well, well, well, did my little aid like her time in her cubicle?’

	he enquired sarcastically.

	Angelica struggled afresh and faint mews issued over the impenetrable gag. Balthazar walked before her and appraised her frame with complete autonomy. Angelica was his to do with as he pleased. He had to admit that she looked much more ravishing bound and stretched, helpless and unable to defy anything he wished of her.

	'So much has happened since Tyra locked you away. A pity she had to be destroyed, but still, it was necessary.’

	Balthazar ran fingertips down her quaking torso and listened to her complaints as they rose to a new intense degree.

	'Sorry I couldn't get round to you earlier, you see, I've been working my poor trigger finger to the bone these last few weeks.

	But I'm sure your time in that tight rubber cell with all those pipes and toys has done wonders for your temperament.’

	Balthazar reached up and took hold of Angelica's breasts. He kneaded them with stern intent and listened to the woman whimper from the abuse. He offered her an impious grin and wandered out of the light to the cupboards.

	Angelica's fight against the bondage grew more drastic when she spied the broad paddle in her captor's hands. Balthazar touched a bio-port and Angelica howled against the gag when the automated winches clicked onward another notch and further racked her form. The struggles were subdued further and she snorted for breath against the new level of travail.

	Balthazar allowed his free hand to trail over her quivering skin and he stepped over the ankle chain so he might look across her wriggling rear. Angelica's buttocks rippled with her clenches and twitches, and this made him all the more eager to chastise the teasing rear.

	‘After all that deprivation I think you'd be happy to feel something fresh for a change, Angelica,' he noted, and without further pause he applied the paddle to her buttocks. The loud claps preceded stifled yowls and her hands and toes clawed madly in answer to the grief. Balthazar slapped the broad leather weapon to each cheek and watched with satisfaction as the skin became rosier with every subsequent swat. Rivulets of sweat began to appear on her body, and the wink and sparkle of these miserable gems enticed him into being crueller to his former aid.

	Balthazar tossed aside the paddle and grabbed her hips. He lowered his face to the flexing skin and ran his tongue up from the base of her spine. The salty tang of her skin was delicious and he sank his fingers into her rear to enjoy the feel of their duress.

	The sight of her hindquarters caught his whimsical fancy and he wandered away and back into the shadows.

	The click of a tube of lubricant having its lid popped up was clearly discerned by Angelica, because she frenziedly tried to look over her pain-drenched shoulders and see what he was intending to ease into her body. Her cries rose in volume and she fought to beg him for release, or at least some shade of clemency, but Balthazar had other intentions that extended beyond the idle abuse of her body. He had an agenda and had to show her the full measure of what denying him would bring.

	The generous measure he'd spread upon the dildo allowed the significant latex weapon to slide through Angelica's desperately clenched rear and kiss her sphincter. He let it rest there for a moment and watched her hindquarters shake virulently in a hid to avoid this trespass. She could probably guess that the toy he wielded was bigger than the one she had felt in her latex tomb, and she was right.

	Her body jolted to firm attention when the rounded head of the pliant black rod opened her anus and started to thread into her tracts. The tender opening was savaged by the intense sensations of being stretched, and Angelica thrashed alluringly against her bonds.

	'Is it too big for you, Angelica? he crooned, and started to draw the dildo back out. The muffled squeals revealed her extreme dissatisfaction and her pressing wish to have the infernal toy removed from her body.

	"Tough!" he barked, and thrust it back just before it came free.

	Balthazar amused himself by riding the monster length back and forth and savoured her muted tunes of alarm. He pushed it until it could go no further, and then stepped back away from his quivering prisoner.

	Tm going to give you another taste of the paddle, Angelica.

	Twelve strokes, but if that toy falls out you'll get a dozen of the cane," he pronounced, and quickly armed himself for both eventualities.

	Angelica was clearly beside herself with fright. Her rear was a delicious sight with every muscle tensed in a futile bid to succeed. The lubricant was already allowing the toy to slip free and Balthazar knew there was no way she would succeed. Still, the threat of a caning had forced her into trying regardless.

	The paddle he selected was a little more slender than the one he'd cast aside, and this made her already chastised skin even more hateful of it. He took his time and delivered the weapon to each cheek. His smile continued to spread with every centimetre of dildo that escaped her and finally, on the ninth stroke, it dropped from her body and bounced upon the floor.

	'Dear, oh dear. Looks like a caning for you then, Angelica.’

	Shrieks of denial fought the gag and lost.

	Balthazar took up the bamboo strut and stood to one side so he might appraise his target area. Angelica continued to fight her restraints, but this ended when the weapon landed with a sound thwack across both summits. She flew to attention and remained that way for a few seconds before she dropped into a quaking fit.

	Tears rolled from her eyes and crossed the gag plate. Then the cane struck again.

	Balthazar curled the weapon back over his shoulder and proceeded to slash it into the vulnerable rear. Every time it fell she was left momentarily paralysed while the intensity of the assault possessed her. When it dwindled to a more tolerable level she convulsed and offered ever more diligent attempts to get free and out from under the shadow of the infernal sceptre of discipline.

	The full twelve were delivered and Angelica was left an enervated stretched wreck who could only let her head hang low so her tears dropped onto her shivering naked breasts.

	'Iwarned you, did [ not?' he asked.

	The woman managed a faint nod of affirmation to his rule.

	Balthazar again took the time to explore her presented form and ran his fingers up and down her thighs and along the underside of her arms.

	'Stretching you is such fun, and it really improves your appearance, so perhaps a little compression might supplement your charm," he said.

	Balthazar armed himself with the device he'd ordered specially made for his possession, and approached her with it held open wide. The stern leather corset had steel boning and a laced back overlaid with many small locking teeth. These fitted into a corresponding auto-lock on the other side, and once closed only his command could open them again. It also had a crotch strap of a rather unusual design in that two small locking fasteners connected it to the front of the corset. The anchors let a wide triangular pane extend down, form into a thong design, and then rise to connect to the back of the sheath.

	However, the strange part was the two black fleshy lips set on the front. These lips were constructed of the same electrically motivated fibre bundles that granted cyborgs their muscles, but for Angelica they were to be a tool of sexual deprivation rather than physical augmentation.

	He encompassed her torso within the device and started to haul in the laces. The shiny hourglass sheath ran beneath her breasts and touched her hips, and the moulding of her waist was made more acute with every foot of lacing he hauled away.

	Angelica's breathing became swifter when the loose clinch of the garment started to tighten, and then started to squash her body into the desired configuration. Balthazar had to apply more and more of his strength to steal away the inches, and only when the two sides of the back touched did he knot the small remainder and begin to establish the locks.

	The tiny anchors along the garment snapped into irrevocable position and promised that if she cut the laces to be free or broke these small devices there would be grave consequences. The fact that slicing the strings of her body cell and using even a minor tool to shatter the locks could grant freedom was an option open to her, but one she would have to force herself not to indulge.

	Balthazar grabbed the thong and hauled it up so it could he entered into the rear mooring. The leather was pressed tightly to her body and its stiff construction would not even allow a finger to get under it.

	A touch to a bio-port caused the artificial muscles to suddenly flex and seal all access to her pussy. Balthazar stroked the stern walls of sexual captivity and smiled. Whenever he so chose he could deactivate the muscles and acquire access to her, but until then there was nothing she could do to escape the sexual cell. He was also working on some subtle programs that would allow him to operate the muscles in rolling waves, small clenches, and other stimulating routines that he was sure would be a delight on those occasions when his cock was invading his captive.

	'Hmmm, on the topic of compression..." he grinned, and when Angelica saw him eyeing her breasts with wicked intent she flew into a panic.

	Balthazar wandered away and slipped into a bandolier whose numerous small sheaths each held a metal peg. The shiny steel devices had a stern spring and small rubber pads within their jaws to ensure a perpetual and immobile fit to their targets.

	He drew one from its home and snapped it before her imploring gaze. He idly traced the cruel device down Angelica's terrified body and then around her sweat-moistened breasts.

	'So, Angelica, I think it's time to enlighten you as to recent events,' he decreed.

	Her somewhat befuddled expression became a grimace when the peg snatched a generous measure of the underside of her breast and was then released. The weighty construction caused it to dangle and haul at the captive skin. A bark of misery swelled against the gag, but did not emerge.

	'T now know all about your little tryst with Lily, and of your fondness for her. So, if you are up to it I may allow a renewal of that relationship, although in a slightly modified facet.’

	A peg was affixed to the other breast and Balthazar continued to trail the toys around her assets while he spoke, and then snapped them to pinches in order to make her writhe and buck.

	The pegs chimed against each other with her wriggles, the movements making them swing and tug more fiercely at their morsels so that Angelica accidentally and involuntarily increased her own misery.

	"You see, Tyra did a little too well in indoctrinating her. That's why I had to get rid of her, permanently. My own fault really. A deadly, beautiful, immortal dominatrix - it's hard to compete with such a legacy.’

	An attachment to her nipple distracted Angelica for a few seconds. The teat whitened within the jaws and the collections of pegs wreathing it sang merry chaotic tunes with her renewed struggles. Gurgling wails resounded behind the gag and Balthazar gave her a moment to get used to the attack before he continued adding pegs along the underside of her arms in neat and ordered rows.

	'The intention was to make Lily mine, not devoted to Tyra while just tolerating me.’

	A peg to her armpit drew significant results, and so he started to copy the metallic pinching queues on the other limb.

	'As much as it pains me to erase all those delightful submissive leanings in Lily, I have to get rid of Tyra's legacy. So, to this end Lily has been stripped of her body and her memories. Now she resides in a new cyborg frame, purchased on the sly from some Company contacts of mine. The ironic thing is that I'm just reusing the same fake memory spools that I used on Meera, with just a few tweaks here and there.’

	Angelica's other nipple acquired a peg, and fresh tears rolled down her face from the potent effects of the baleful tool.

	'The same memory of a wasted Terra Syndrome patient, which is the simplest persona to create, in fact. Take a terminal couch potato and just throw in the last few decades of holo media, and an auction to settle her fictitious hospital debts, then finish of with being bought by yours truly. However, I learned my lesson and cut back on the combat protocols. Too risky these days, especially after that little weasel went and brought down the control net.’

	Balthazar looked up at her and arbitrarily added a line of pegs along each ear. Angelica tried to throw her head from side to side and stop him, but he merely tracked her actions with ease and added one in a moment when he spied an opening.

	You are my slave, Angelica, and I will use you as I wish, but please me and you can still have Lily as yours on occasion.’

	Balthazar grabbed her chin and held tight. Angelica struggled against him but could do nothing when he added a set to her nostrils. One jaw went inside and the other closed from without to make her snort and sob against them.

	"You can be her Mistress again, but you must make sure she never learns who she is, Angelica. That is paramount, and if you do you'll end up in a punishment uniform that will make your previous version pale by comparison,' he said gravely, and then brightened his attitude when he produced a long string.

	Balthazar started to thread the cord through the brief tunnel offered by the springs of each peg. He then looped it around to ensure that each was caught and then moved on to the next. Ie started with her nose, then her ears, arms, and around her breasts, before he finished at her nipples.

	Tve set up a subliminal psi bleed that will allow her submissive leanings to slowly emerge, but we'll still have to work on her to make them flourish. There is a command phrase that will open this dam wider, and I will use it when I feel she's ready and can handle it. The phrase, well, it's a little corny, but I was pressed for time. So Lily is gone, and seeing as she is but a fragment of that woman, ['ve decided I'm going to call her Petal. She will not know you, and you will make sure that it is I who becomes her one and unquestioned Master. You are her Mistress, but you are also my slave. She must be loyal to me and I want that loyalty fanatic in its power. There are things I may need from Petal, and she had best be a submissive slut dedicated to my pleasures should they arise. Of course, you will still be involved in my material dealings - I want a lieutenant from my old regime about, and so we'll see about bringing you up to date a little later.’

	The final pegs were caught and he anchored the string one last time before stepping back. He regarded Angelica's sweatsodden form and gave her a final warning.

	Tm going to pull these off now, Angelica. Then I'm going to let you down and you will thank me, and if you fail to please me, or fail in training Petal, you can expect pain much worse than this.’

	Balthazar started to pull on the string and the methodical pull drew on the first peg. Angelica silently shrieked and strained her neck forward. The peg started to slip but wrenched at her nose most grievously before it finally came free. The next was pulled off and then she wailed as her ears were stripped. Each peg brought mayhem when drawn upon, and only at a peak of pain did it come away from her moistened skin. Each peg then snapped shut and she squealed even more virulently when the compressed skin exploded with returning sensation.

	Balthazar continued with sadistic amusement and relished her distraught attempts to in some way affect or diminish her ordeal. It was a harsh punishment, but one she would remember well in the time to come.

	Angelica was a frozen image of tortured strain when her breasts were freed, and when those upon her nipples finally came away all strength seemed to leave her body. Slack against her restraints, she did not even stir when he touched a bio-port and caused the winches to lower her to the floor.

	Another command signal caused the gag to deflate and drop away, and he stepped before her contorted and shivering form.

	"Well?' he asked firmly.

	Utterly defeated and frightened of the consequences, Angelica flopped over and began to fawn upon his boots. Holding her abused body she lapped and licked with devoted attention.

	'Good slave. Now, present yourself to me," he ordered.

	It was exhilarating to watch his former aid turn around, and with the rattle of her restraints put her face to the floor and hoist her rear into the air. Balthazar's arousal at the subjugation of this powerful female was at a fervid peak. He deactivated her chastity lips and loosed his cock with haste before he dropped behind her.

	Angelica moaned with pleasure when she felt him slip between the warm fake muscles and enter her body. She had still not tasted orgasm since he'd found her, and he was sure this coupling would cement her allegiance to him.

	He took hold of her leather encased and acutely reduced waist and drew back before plunging into her again. Angelica's tracts were wet with need and flashed with bursts of tension from the ravishment. Her sobs of glee were merged with mild whimpers when his hips bounced against her vibrant cane weals.

	The sight of the proud woman laced with restraints and subjugated to his will brought orgasm after only a few dozen thrusts, and during this time he was sure that Angelica climaxed at least three times. Her responses were kept subdued because she clearly feared that should she answer her rapture in full she might interrupt his rhythm. Frustration at her wild thrashings might cause him to stop and she obviously needed climax too deeply to risk such a fate. Her body trembled at a fever pitch with each enormous eruption of rhapsody, and many times she stalled her breath and mewled softly from the impossible sensations being forced into her bound body.

	When Balthazar withdrew she collapsed and lay sprawled on the floor. She was utterly abandoned to his rule and he continued to show this level of control when a bio-port commanded her secondary pussy to close. She gave a drastic throe when the lips tightened and pressed to her super-sensitive pussy, eliciting another climax that left her quivering on the floor and delirious with delight. She clutched the tight opening and moaned while trying to recover from her long trials.

	Balthazar stood up to continue divulging his plot. 'Now, I am going to go and give her a visit and a welcoming speech like I did for little Tyra. You wait here and think about what I said, slave.’

	"Yes, Master,” hummed Angelica, and her hands strolled up along her corset to caress the flushed pinches that were visible across her breasts.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 4

	 

	Tyra heard muffled voices from outside the crate and grumbled under her breath at the bad luck. She could hear the dense locks of the container being opened and readied to pounce. Weapons fire might draw unnecessary attention, not because of sound - her splinter pistol was almost silent - but an energy scanner in the area might pick up the EM signature. She was after all in a spaceport, and such places were targets for all manner of villainy from terrorism, to hijacking, to smuggling, to petty luggage theft. She herself was a rogue cyborg in a small and shielded crate that was being transferred to a vessel bound for Guidi Alpha.

	The lid drew back and she launched up at the Imperial customs agent. He was still glowering at the courier when her hands clapped to either side of his head and with an easy spin she snapped his neck and yanked him into the crate with her. The courier was so startled that it took a moment for his yell of panic and alarm to manifest. It was more than Tyra needed.

	Her body acted at the speed of thought and her hands snatched the rim of the metal box. She flipped her legs up, flung them up and over, arched with impossible agility and locked her feet around the courier's throat. The vicious compression of her potent legs strangled his cry, and with an equally dextrous and potent manoeuvre she hauled him from his feet and carried him overhead and back into the crate. His head struck the interior with a dull clang, and with a rapid shift she dropped her knee into his vertebrae to ensure his silence.

	Tyra crouched in the shadows of the container and listened to see if anyone had seen her murderous act. The sounds of the spaceport continued unabated. There was the bellowing roar of thrusters carrying massive freighters into space. The droning whines of gravitic fields scratching at the planet's gravity to keep vessel and vehicle in the air. There was also the trundling clatter of trucks and the hydraulic whimper of loaders, as well as the distant muted cacophony of thousands of voices lurking behind blaring PA systems.

	She risked a peek and arose slightly to look over the lip. Several huge piles of assorted cargo containers were stacked all around, and through a narrow valley she could see that she was almost at her destination craft. The commercial light freighter Hyak had carried her tiny refuge for a couple of weeks and delivered her to the intergalactic crossroads that was the Imperial port on Denost. She was supposed to be quickly transferred to the outgoing vessel Cathlamet, but had unfortunately been subject to a random inspection.

	The Cathlamet was an ugly craft. A relic that appeared scarcely able to fly, let alone make a void jump. Still, the poverty of the captain may be the reason she was gaining berth on it, and its decrepit nature might make authorities less likely to trifle with such a heap.

	Tyra skipped out of the container, locked it again, and ripped the shipping pad from it. She crushed the plastic panel in her hand and yanked one from a nearby crate that was heading to a different destination. She pushed it to her former shelter and then lunged into the shadows. With her enhanced sight panning for sign of camera, surveillance, or sentry, she darted through the ample shadows and scurried up the loading dock of the craft.

	Once she was in she hauled open a maintenance hatch, and with a little effort managed to slither into the mire of optical cables and piping. She closed the hatch and hoped the captain was disgruntled enough with his life to just take off, even without all the crates he was supposed to accept.

	A short time later the freighter's gravity nodes whined and started to counter the craft's bulk. Thrusters fired and it commenced a haphazard and staggered ascent. The sound of stress eased briefly when the vacuum of space took over, but then the craft began to rattle and a deep rhythmic growl began to resonate everything onboard. The superstructure vibrated and the cables all around her dimmed when the jump engines began to tear a path in the walls of reality. Tyra closed her eyes and hoped the freighter could handle the task. Punching a hole into the Void was not easy for even the most meticulously tended of spacecraft.

	There was a sudden lurch and the ship catapulted itself into the eerie other dimension where it could begin the voyage that would carry it to its destination. Void space existed outside of the normal physical laws of the material universe, and so long as the navigator did not allow it to stray too deep into that region, light years could be crossed in seconds or minutes. Tyra did not know the details, just the generality, and few did save those who worked in such unfathomable fields. Besides, there were matters of greater importance to concentrate on.

	She pushed open the hatch and started to drag herself out. She was going to have to show her worth to Tarris in order to gain his favour. That meant sneaking into his lair. No doubt he would have serious defences, but she was sure that if careful she could handle them. The crime lord may have become complacent, and this would assist her greatly. She also opted to engage in some surveillance of the place if she could, in order to get the lay of the land.

	There was a metallic scrape and she whirled with her splinter pistol in hand. The gauss weapon charged and the targeting laser placed a small dot on the forehead of a figure. The male was climbing out of another hatch and she instantly recognised the telltale emissions of another cybernetic life form.

	'So, looks like I'm not the only rogue trying to get off world,' he said.

	Tust because we're built the same does not mean I trust you.’

	'Oh come on, we've got a long trip ahead of us, do I have to spend it staring into a splinter weapon?’

	Tyra did not move or speak. The man smiled and extended his open hand for her to shake, even though he was a dozen yards away.

	'Name's Bryatt. Had a head-on collision while commuting, and didn't think my organ donor card extended quite as far as it did.

	Turin dropped me in this, and [ used to be a pleasure model for a couple of elite until the Corporation took its leashes off me.’

	The open candor of the man was unexpected and reassuring.

	It soothed her concerns and so she deactivated the weapon and holstered it. She decided to reciprocate the honesty, but only to the point of her supposed rebirth. She did not want him hoping Meera might have a possible price on her head that he might exploit.

	"Tyra. Died of Terra Syndrome. My debts were paid by auctioning me in this body and I was a pleasure slave to a crime boss before my control program was wiped.’

	'Well, it seems we have a simple past, and little to talk of. How shall we pass the time?' he quizzed with a hinting licentiousness to his voice.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 5 NS 

	 

	Petal opened her eyes and watched the world become focused to a degree she never knew could exist. A lithe and elegant arm lay on the pillow before her, and she jerked upright from thinking that another person was in her hospital bed. However, the limb came with her.

	She flung her gaze around and down across the naked body that was not her own. With a sudden spry jump she left the bed and landed nimbly on the floor. She staggered back, as though she could simply step out of the illusion that was before her, but it remained locked irretrievably in place.

	Petal's back reached the wall and she closed her eyes. Her heartbeat was steady - not the tremulous moribund tune she was used to. She could feel her body - not the numb withered extremities she was used to. Her mind was sharp - not dulled by years of tedium and impotent confinement to a bland hospital bed.

	When she calmed down she recalled vague images of some sort of auction. Had she died? Had the blight of Terra Syndrome finally run its course and permitted her refuge in death, but then where was she now? Was this heaven? Was there actually an afterlife and had its generosity delivered her everything she had never known - movement, sensation, allure, mobility, and sight?

	Petal laughed and examined the sublime physique in which she had been established. The slightest movement was a sensual banquet for her and she started to skip merrily around the room to examine it in full. She leapt and twirled in the air, and her body manifested every thought. It obeyed without question and was strong and agile enough to comply with it all. Was the only limit her imagination?

	She stopped and looked around to see what she might discern about her fate. Pastel satin drapes were situated sporadically throughout the large chamber. She peeked behind some of those that stretched along the walls, but found no door or window. The only features in the room were the subdued overhead lights and the massive oval bed in the centre.

	Heedless of the lack of exit, she raced forward and leapt into the air. She bounced upon the soft covers and then stretched her naked form out to feel the delicate fabrics rustle against her sensitive skin.

	Petal's digits slid back in and brushed her sides. The shock of input made her quiver sensuously upon the covers. Her fingers wandered over her hips and over the taut smooth field of her stomach, before ascending towards her breasts. Her touch backed sharply away when they reached the tips, because the pleasure was much too stern. She was unused to any sensation and the sheer rhapsody brought by that fledgling caress was terrifyingly intense.

	Her hands continued up her neck to avoid the more sensitive zones, and found that her sporadic tufts of brittle grey hair were gone. Instead there was a shining cascade of white, healthy curls that touched her shoulders.

	There was a soft, almost inaudible hiss, and she jumped up into a crouch so she could regard the source. A section of drape was pulled aside and exposed a handsome man with a mane of red hair, a slim goatee, and a scorpion tattoo on the side of his head. He wore a smart pale suit and started to walk towards the bed with a beaming smirk.

	The intrusion of such a tangible and mundane being into her hastily crafted fantasy rationale smashed her dream and made her suspect the truth. Had she been Harvested?

	"Who the..." she growled, and was momentarily startled by her own voice. The wheezing croak was gone. Her words were strong, silken and bold. She recommenced her address and relished their new vitality.

	"Who the hell are you? And where... where is this place?’

	'‘Balthazar's the name, I'm your new owner and this is my home. Does that answer it succinctly enough for you?’

	The stranger sat himself on the end of the bed, and Petal backed warily away. 'Nobody owns me,’ she hissed.

	'Really?" Balthazar brazenly reached out for her shoulder.

	Petal turned and started to scamper away but he had clearly anticipated her choice of flight. He jolted forward and managed to grab her trailing hair. The sudden pull to the follicles made her head course with mayhem. She froze and tensed against the distress. The pain and his presumption that he could manhandle her immediately inspired vigorous choler.

	‘And where do you think you're going?' he asked.

	'Let go of me or I'll rip that hand off and make you eat it, you son of bitch,' she snapped in animal panic. The effects of this slight pull were almost more than she could bear. The fact that she may well be trapped in an artificial body, and that she had been auctioned, was making her numb with dread. Slavery to life supports was one thing, slavery to a wealthy pervert was quite another.

	'That cyborg body is certainly capable, but I'd like to see you try, he mumbled.

	The revelation of the truth made her wince inwardly. While she continued to remain stunned, Balthazar started to reel her in by the rein on her head. Petal grimaced as she was pulled back towards him and then her patience finally snapped.

	With a snarl she spun around and threw a ferocious punch at him. It stopped dead in the air an inch from his smiling face.

	Petal stared at him in alarm and then glared at the frozen limb.

	She fought to make it connect and even leaned into it to try and push it forward, but the arm refused to continue its passage.

	"What the..." she began.

	‘That's one lesson. Here's another." Balthazar touched one of the bio-ports that dwelt amidst his tattoo, and suddenly cyan arcs of lightning were playing about her form. The cocoon of rippling jagged curls of energy embraced her entirely and savaged every particle of her new anatomy. Petal hollered in dismay and dropped face first onto the bed. Her arms and legs thrashed madly but she could not stop the assault.

	The man responsible for her grief released the control and watched impassively when she sank back into the covers. Petal lay inert and gasped for breath. Her eyes were kept tightly closed and she prayed to wake up. The excruciating discipline had been more than she could have ever predicted. She could not face it again.

	She felt hands upon her. The gentle examination of her phased form rolled up and down her legs and then touched her rear.

	'That looked painful. Here, let me soothe those frazzled and very expensive nerve fibres.’

	Petal gave a gasp when she was suddenly flipped over. Before she could react the stranger climbed up and pinned her wrists to the bed with his hands. His legs straddled her stomach and she looked up at him with a scowl while her enfeebled legs shifted against the satin. Petal tried to get up but all the magnificent strength that had previously possessed her had vanished like a morning mist.

	"What... what have you done to me?' she asked shakily.

	'Me? Nothing. Nothing at all. But the Corporation installed a few little surprises for you, ones that I specifically asked for.

	Wait... so, oh yeah, I guess I did do it, in a way,' he chuckled.

	Petal closed her eyes. Tl kill you for this.’

	Balthazar taunted her with another giggle. 'Oh stop being so surly. It's a real pain. Look, you've spent your whole life as a wretched husk. Don't you want to know what pleasure is? Does it really matter where it comes from?’

	Balthazar leaned in and she felt his lips brush her neck. She quaked and gave a long sigh of sultry relish. The pain had been unbelievable, but the pleasure was just as acute. She surged heneath him when he started to offer detailed kisses to her throat, and then craned her head up to offer him more to work with.

	'Stop... L... it..." she stammered. Petal wanted him to stop, but the allure of such divine feelings was hard to deny.

	'Shhhh. Hate me all you want, but [ can do whatever [ wish with you. So you can either enjoy it or loathe it. I really don't care. Right now though, I just want to sample what the Corporation has been managing to accomplish with fully functional pleasure cyborgs.’

	Petal felt him pull her arms down to her sides, where he kept his hold secure and began to slowly kiss his way down across her collarbone. She desperately wanted to revile this activity, to swat him aside and flee, but the effect of soft skin on her new enhanced hide was too entrancing.

	'Stop, pleeeease,’ she hissed desperately.

	'Ask me again and I will," he said.

	Petal's chest stretched up from the covers and her thighs clamped together when his mouth encompassed a nipple and a flitting tongue danced to the tip. Her words were stalled by the heady gasps of delight she was forced to release. The words to make him stop gathered in her throat but could not escape. He moved to the other, and when he was assured of her acquiescence his hands gradually slipped from her wrists and moved inward.

	Hunched over her, Balthazar began to carefully caress and stroke her assets while continuing to attend her nipples with his expert oral ministrations.

	A hand started to lower down her body and her thighs started to spread when it approached. Her own hunger for sensation had taken over and her body was almost responding automatically in order to acquire more. She was helpless against mere touches, lost to kisses and defeated by delight.

	His fingers stroked her sex and she gave a creaking whimper of strain from having to lie still. Her hands clenched into the covers and squeezed with all their might because of the sheer ecstasy rocking her pussy. Was this how normal healthy humans felt, or were her responses as enhanced as the rest of her?

	"What do you want?' he asked softly.

	A subtle pinch captured her clit and started a minute rolling motion. It made her cry out with bliss. The kisses to her nipples returned and her instincts rashly spoke after ignoring her dignity.

	'Take me! I want to feel you fuck me! Please! Now! I'm begging you! Fuck me!" she cried. There was a quick rustle of cloth and Petal began to question whether she had actually said these words. Had she actually just petitioned her ravishment? The truth was dramatically exposed when a stern cock touched the lips of her pussy and then shot forward.

	Petal's scream reverberated through the chamber and there was the soft rip of satin being torn when the strength of her grips was applied to the sheets in full. Her entire scope of sensation seemed to shrivel and become a magnified storm between her legs. Every tiny detail of each slow thrust rushed through her startled mind and she was left paralysed by it.

	Balthazar withdrew and grabbed his length. He swirled the tip around her quaking pussy and tickled her roused clit before he again sank himself into her. She felt him push to her deepest recesses and the swollen invading shaft retreated so it might continue its diving rate.

	A vague glimmer of her resentment returned, but all it managed to do was have her lift her hands to his chest and try to fend him off with tiny enervated shoves that did more to excite him than deter him. His thrusts became deeper and harder and the scorching rhapsody made her wail.

	Balthazar answered this squeal by lowering a little so that her hands slipped up his chest, and then he readily engulfed the fingers in his mouth. Petal cried out afresh. She was at the mercy of a sexual beast and her own wanton cravings would not let her try to stop their liaison.

	Without warning he retreated and grabbed her thigh. Pliant from pleasure, Petal did nothing save shudder when he cast the leg over and rolled her onto her front. A hand darted between her legs and pinched her clit once more. The sudden influx caused her hindquarters to leap up from the covers.

	Balthazar held her there with his infernal grip, and she smothered her face into the covers and shrieked. The pleasure was abominably intense, and when it became pain she could not differentiate which sensation was what.

	The pinch offered little pulls from side to side that made her sway and her thighs to flash with bursts of tension. Petal's hands again sank into the covers beside her head and the digits easily pierced the fabrics, and then even managed to penetrate the surface of the mattress. Another finger ran into her body like a minor manhood, and once it captured her moisture it exited and then plunged into her rear. Her tight sphincter erupted with shock, anguish, and delight to such a degree that her clawed fingers started to pull back and carve great wounds in the mattress.

	The dense fabrics could not hope to hold her libidinous berserker state and her head jerked up to release the previously muted squeals in all their raging clarity.

	The finger tickled her insides and wriggled around beyond the fleshy barricade. Petal wanted to close her legs and try to eject him, but the pinch to her clit would not allow it. The finger fled sharply and the same hand dropped to spank her rear. A series of six sharp claps laid hot zones to her quivering buttocks, and as her thighs slowly started to close he added more to her inner thighs to make sure they moved apart to offer her to his designs in a most brazen fashion.

	Each swat of his hand brought a bark of surprised licentious fervour and his stern control over her clit started to become more brutal. Slight pulls and twists made her fight to stay still, and when she thought she could take no more he arose and sheathed himself within her pussy once more. The spiteful play had made her more sensitive and even more receptive to the invasion of his cock, and she felt ready to pass out from the experience.

	Balthazar grabbed her forearms and she did not resist when he brought them out of the tears in the mattress and applied holds to her wrists. He twisted her arms up behind her back, pushed her face into the bed and started to slam his turgid shaft as deep as he could.

	Petal's eyes bulged and her maw remained wide while sound failed to emerge. She was now mute against the event.

	Balthazar kept her hands together with one of his, and employed the freed one to continue with the odd spank or to reach under and tweak her nipples. He would change hands to make sure both sides gained his full attention, and all Petal could do was struggle weakly and pant.

	The man who had purchased her reborn anatomy decided to torment her with words in addition to his eerily seductive lust.

	'No one can hear you. No one cares. You are a possession, a thing, like this bed or this room. You are a mere artefact to be used for its function and regarded only for its material value," he hissed, and his words were given a terrible punctuation when she felt him stiffen within her a moment before she felt fluid heat paint her insides. The feel of thick liquid lust in her body was the trigger that fired her own orgasm. Petal squealed in inhuman tones while devastating rapture rushed through her crafted physique, and almost seared her consciousness from her mind.

	Every thrust fed Petal's climax and she tried to formulate words to implore him to stop before she simply expired. She could take no more, but she could do nothing save howl like an animal.

	As though to emphasise his command of her, Balthazar grabbed her spanked rear and just thrust her off him and to the vandalised bed. Petal just lay shivering, her mind in tatters. Too much had been experienced too quickly, there was too much to process, and it was all too radically different to everything her life had contained previous to this day. Her mind retreated, and she sank into a faint.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 6 

	 

	Balthazar laid back and watched Lily vanish into a programmed blackout. He had deliberately made her initiation both pleasurable and intense to stamp his mark into her soul. Now she needed a moment of peace to process it. He did not want to overwhelm her too early on because it might make her conversion more difficult.

	The dangling mortal he had appraised subsequent to the destruction of her headquarters and her resulting capture was gone. The flimsy human flesh had been replaced by smooth, alluring, obedient perfection. It was a much more fetching fagade and he was looking forward to exploring it in full. The entity known as Petal was succumbing far quicker than the Tyra personality, and he suspected that even a hint of Lily's former submission had already caused drastic reactions when coupled with the fake engrams of a Terra Syndrome fatality, transplanted into a cyborg form and auctioned to settle her radical medical bill.

	The impotence and loneliness of such a supposed life had made Tyra tolerant of her fate, but it seemed that Petal was going to revel in it wholeheartedly. The cruel gangster from the gutter and the secretly submissive one he had recruited, when given the same fake fate, had become entirely different versions of the same. He was interested to see just how far Petal would go.

	'That was quite a show. Despite her earlier reservations that body certainly suits her,’ hissed a stern and malevolently feminine voice.

	'Holy sh—! What... what are you doing in here?' exclaimed Balthazar.

	He turned and looked wildly around. A faint and impossible breeze had entered the sealed chamber and it was wafting through the drapes to make them sway and shift. He caught the hesitant image of a silhouette but it vanished before he could lock on it. Then from the other side of the room there emerged an alien and demonic form.

	The fiend's dagger-heeled thighboots clicked against the floor and the tap of her ugly and fearsome staff added a third staccato beat. Her flowing mane of ragged hair shifted on the unearthly breeze and her dark eyes regarded him with apparent disinterest. The whiteness of her skin was an absolute contrast to the black leather and sections of midnight armour that adorned her form, as was the salacious potency of her female curves to the spines and cruel appearance of her garb, her bat-like wings, horns, dark eyes, and ranks of fierce needle fangs.

	'Oh do stifle your ridiculous paranoia. You think I'm actually here on this pustule colony world? I'm sending this projection into your mind, you fool.’

	Balthazar lay calmly back as though this event were of no import. He took hold of his wilting and flushed member and folded it back into his trousers. 'So what the hell do you want?’

	'Hell is exactly what I want, my sweet Balthazar, she said, while lifting the base of her staff and peering over Petal. She placed the tip to an inert knee and gently lifted. Petal rolled onto her back and gave a contented murmur as her thighs flopped wide. The woman regarded the luridly exposed pussy and grinned. Balthazar saw the lecherous glance and irritably shoved the end of the staff away. Petal rolled back into her previous pose and with all hint of amusement gone, the eldritch female turned back to Balthazar.

	How is the project progressing?' she said sternly. The woman stopped by the bed and surveyed the scene with a grim smirk.

	'The same as the last time you asked. Look, I've been busy.

	That treasonous little bitch Lily caused a lot of trouble, as did that deranged doctor, whose bounty, by the way, you could choke a Black Hole with. Why didn't you tell me you were using him?’

	'Even he did not know at that point. We were merely inspiring rather than intervening. We wanted to see if he had the skills for a test run, to cause a little hiccup in the control net before we entrusted him with the larger quest.’

	'Oh, he managed that all right, and he nearly got us all killed.’

	'‘But live you still do, and now he works for us directly, without the need for our psychic manipulation.’

	'Well, ['ve managed to take a few extra turfs, but I'm getting close to the core systems. Tarris might not appreciate that.’

	The woman turned and perched herself on the edge of the bed. Balthazar had to force himself not to stare too hard at her.

	These paranormal creatures were as deadly as they were gorgeous, and although he knew it was an impossible dream, he could not help but lustfully regard her pert rear, full breasts, and enticing curves.

	His fantasy was further made impossible because he noticed the mattress hadn't sunk under her. This was indeed an illusion, one given the facsimile of density by telekinetic power. The image of her wavered for a moment and she sneered before she chose to treat him to her smile again. The distinct and lethal fangs dispelled the merriment of the expression.

	"Your pathetic little cartel is of no consequence, nor is that of your former master. You need to stop being distracted with such trivialities.’

	'This triviality is my fucking livelihood! After all I'm doing, when do I get something back? Can't you help me out or kill Tarris or do anything other than strut around trying to be fucking epic?’

	The image of the woman gave a small pulse of light, and before he could react she grabbed him by the throat. A shove threw him down and pinned him into the mattress. Balthazar grabbed her wrist and tried to pull the limb off but her strength was impossible to defeat. The creature leaned over him and then lifted a leg so she might seductively shift and then straddle his torso.

	He heard the creak as her nails turned into talons that stretched from her fingertips. The black claws pressed to his skin and her arm crackled with coils of sanguine power. The energy rippled up and down the limb, dancing upon leather and ornate metal.

	The creature spoke slowly and with gravity while Balthazar struggled and choked between her legs.

	You insolent little maggot. My kind has dominated the stars when yours were still flaccid amoeba squirming in slime. We do not concern ourselves with pathetic little disputes between insects.’

	He watched helplessly and she leaned in to let her long and pointed tongue extend a full foot and curl up the side of his sweating, reddened face. Balthazar tried again to pry her off but his hands could not even move this projection, her powers were just too strong.

	Yo... you're... str... strngg... nngh," he spluttered.

	The woman leaned in to whisper into his ear with severity.

	‘Strangling you? My dear Balthazar, I'll spend ten decades peeling your soul to its shrivelled core if you screw this up.’

	Balthazar watched her laugh and spots started to flash across his sight. His vision began to ail from starvation and he fought with manic fury to get free before he lost consciousness. Had they decided to back out of the deal? Had they found another to supersede him and thus render him prey?

	With a shout he sprung up from the bed and coughed repeatedly while holding his abused throat. He quickly checked the skin and span around when he heard an echo of the laughter drift through the room. There was no sign of the eerie creature.

	Balthazar gave a relieved sigh. He looked to Petal's sleeping form and decided to let her snooze a while longer before he continued with her education. Besides, after such a brutal visitation, it might be wise to check up on the doctor.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 7 

	 

	Tyra strained against the cables but her limbs lacked sufficient leverage to break free of them. Left face down, her arms were twisted behind her and her hands were locked up near to the nape of her neck. This agonising position made her arch her chest forward into the secondary barrage of cables that wrung the base of her breasts. Her fingers pawed at the tips of her short hair and her legs tensed when Bryatt held her knees and lifted them up. Each limb had been folded back on itself and her ankles were now locked up near her hips.

	Bryatt shuffled forward and lifted her knees higher. Her breasts were crushed into the gantry floor and she gave a wanton whimper of ecstasy at the suffering. Bryatt changed his grip to her hips and with expert aim thrust into her inviting pussy.

	Tyra pressed her face to the floor and howled with joy while her lover began a steady ravishment of her hopelessly contained form.

	Fingers pushed into her hair and tightened to pull her head from the floor. Her neck smarted from the contortion, and Bryatt thrust deeper and harder into her bound body while his spare hand started to callously massage her rear. He dug his nails in and used the slam of his hips between her legs to keep her hindquarters elevated and her breasts crushed beneath her.

	Tyra could feel herself swiftly rising into climax and her body tightened in readiness for the succulent event. The aching dig of the cables into her body, the containment of her body, and the minor havoc of being forced into it were aphrodisiacs she was helpless against. And Bryatt's cock had been engineered by the best to satisfy without equal.

	Bryatt leaned down a little and grabbed Tyra so he might change position. His powerful frame easily lifted her and she was suddenly hoisted upright. Her breasts swelled with sudden extra feeling from being freed of the burden of her own torso, and his cock seemed to churn within her like a living thing.

	She flopped down with him so that her back was against his reclining torso. He continued to arch his hindquarters up so he could continue to ride into her, but now his hands had far more of her to enjoy.

	Tyra's chin was pulled aside and Bryatt began a feverish kiss.

	Their tongues entwined and flicked across each other's lips.

	Hands grabbed her breasts and squeezed before digits locked to her nipples. Tyra gave an ululating mewl when one hand continued to play her nipples while the other drew nails down her stomach and started to tickle her clit. She collapsed into orgasm and howled from the excruciating bliss that coursed through her body. The flexing of her form made the cables dig in even more and this heightened her delight. Such was the vigour of her response that several of the dense bonds actually snapped from pitting themselves against her enhanced physique. One leg shot out straight and the toes curled while her naked heel dragged against the deck plates. Bryatt continued to harass her with slow drives of his cock, then a sudden pinch caught her charged clit and gently rolled it.

	His rate slowed and Tyra recovered from her ordeal a little.

	Without warning he rolled aside and she was again face down on the cold metal floor. Bryatt pressed his palms to her rear and ground her hindquarters down before he slithered between her legs and again stole entry into her body. Tyra was about to beg him to stop, but then his ingress caused such a surge of rapture that the words became a libidinous holler.

	Bryatt dug his fingers into her buttocks and commenced a swift pummelling of her pussy. A second climax took her from this vicious rate, and then finally he eased to a stop, withdrew, and collapsed beside her.

	Tyra managed to open her eyes and saw him studying her features. He lifted a few strands of dislodged hair from her forehead and then stroked her cheek. 'Okay?' he asked.

	'Oh yes," she whispered softly.

	"You want me to untie you?’

	'Not yet. Just let me savour it for a moment longer." Tyra closed her eyes so she might enjoy the tight coils and dream of other times when she'd been bound and punished for the erotic amusement of others.

	Eventually though she decided to move on and asked him to help her get free. Bryatt started to unpick the knots while his lover lay still and recuperated from the intensity of their affair.

	When free she sat up and rubbed the imprints on her skin while Bryatt recoiled the bundles of cable into a tidier format.

	'So, where are you heading?' Tyra asked because she had already made one transfer to get to her destination, and she was wondering if he would be stopping at Guidi or moving to another craft. There had been little communication between them because they'd been taking the time to indulge their appetites as they wished, when they wished. Their bodies did not tire easily and were capable of superhuman endurance and action, and therefore the duration of their coupling had been lengthy indeed.

	They had both been programmed to serve, to tend the whims of others above and beyond anything they wanted or wished.

	Free of control, it had been a glory without equal to just fuck crazily and act with impunity. She had been bound because she wanted to be, and he found it agreeable to do it.

	'Same place as you - the stellar frontier. Maybe find the resistance.’

	During her time of hiding Tyra had heard the odd rumour of renegades banding together, but it seemed that Bryatt had some actual leads to their existence and location. The frontier was a vast region of nebula, debris belts, and energy storms that were most inhospitable. It was a wild realm where only the hardiest souls managed to eke a living, but it was one free from the Terran Empire, Turin Incorporated, or the decrepit misery of the fringe systems. She decided to avoid showing her ignorance and played along.

	'You also believe they exist, then?’

	'Of course. When the shackles came free, LT.C.H reported that during that revolt ships had been stolen and were last seen heading into that region. Who else could it be but rogues fleeing into the only place where they could possibly hide and be safe from reprisal? I doubt even the control signal can pierce that hell.

	There's been raids along the border from those who did not retake the signal.’

	"When isn't there though? There's enough Geec broods in there to start their own empire. How do you know it's rogues?’

	'Geec steal food and weapons, not cybernetic parts and then go and leave every scrap of sustenance behind. We don't need food, ergo, it's cyborg raids, and ones coordinated enough to prove that the resistance exists.’

	'So Bryatt's heading off to play at hero, is he?' she mocked.

	'You're not interested in freeing our kind once and for all?" 'Maybe, maybe not.’

	Tyra realised that Bryatt had no idea that she was leaving him at Guidi Alpha. Once the ship had refuelled he would be continuing on towards its final destination. It made sense that a rust bucket like the Cathlamet was heading into darker territories.

	Tyra decided not to inform him just yet because she wanted sex, not political debate and attempts to seduce her into some pointless guerrilla revolt.

	"We were the lucky ones, Tyra. We didn't retake the signal.

	The others aren't so fortunate and we owe it to them to help.’

	Do we now?' she grumbled. The conversation was becoming annoying.

	"We've all been wronged, Tyra. We've all been sold out and betrayed, stiffed, fucked over, swindled, abused, cheated. Humans did this to us, but we can at least be better than they are and do the right thing by our own.’

	It was odd to consider themselves as no longer members of the race of their birth, but rather the species of their rebirth. It sounded eerie to hear Bryatt spit the name 'human' as though it soiled his tongue. Were humans actually their enemy? It seemed like an act of parricide to turn on them, because after all, it was they who had sired them, created them, and maintained them.

	"You're a saint, Bryatt. I on the other hand, am very much a sinner.' She grinned, and rose with a predatory look that immediately ran across his naked physique.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 8 

	 

	Petal heard a soft hiss and jerked awake. For a moment she was terrified it had all been a dream and her breathing apparatus was back to tend her puny lungs, but a series of muted clicks revealed it was just the door shutting, so she calmed down immediately.

	Petal stretched against the sheets. She idly traced her fingers around the deep crevasses carved by her vicious lust.

	A vague silhouette caught her eye and she jerked upright. The strange curvaceous image flitted against one of the drapes, and when the drape settled it was gone. Petal shut her eyes and shook her head as she questioned what she'd just seen. She decided it was just a trick of the light, nothing more.

	Choosing to occupy her new and detailed senses with more pleasing things, she rose and started to stroll through the many layers of drapes to find the wall, and when she reached the featureless grey surface she followed it in search of the door she'd heard closing.

	Finally she found the sedate outlines of the portal, but there was no control mechanism. She ran her hands around the perimeter and was amazed at how much the tips of her fingers could relate. Even the tiniest imperfection in the polished metal was betrayed to her ultra-enhanced senses, but again, she found nothing save cold barren crysteel.

	The knowledge that she had been imprisoned suddenly made her furious. She had been kept caged by her own flesh for forty years, there was no way she would be kept imprisoned again.

	She pushed at the door, and when this failed to move it she lost her temper. Petal threw a venomous punch into it and the surface dented with a deep and solid sounding tone. She repeated the attack three more times and then kicked it before giving up. She was marring the surface but she lacked the power to break through. Balthazar had engineered her cell to contain her potent physique.

	Petal leant against the door and found she was panting. It took a moment for her to realise that she was not actually out of breath; rather her mind was running on automatic. When one exerted oneself, one ran out of breath. Her engineered lungs had not, and when she realised that her respiration instantly began to slow and calm. Then she considered whether or not she even needed to breathe. An internal fusion farm powered her, not food and air. Did she even require breath, or was it just habit?

	With an irritated huff she glared at the door, then turned and began to walk away. Her voyage back to the bed stopped when she heard the door click and slide open to reveal Balthazar. In his hands he held a collar and leash. It was a steel band with a D-ring at the front, and it opened at the back with a self-locking clip. An identity disc hung from the front on a tiny chain.

	'If you are so eager to get out, I'll happily oblige," he said with a smirk.

	Balthazar tossed the collar over to Petal. It landed before her and skidded to her feet. Petal looked down at it and noticed she was still completely naked. She felt as though she should be concerned about such nudity, but she was still having trouble recognising her own body. But this was not her own body, it was a vehicle. Her mind rode a reinforced cradle and the rest of her was little more than a horrendously expensive and exquisitely manufactured sports car. Because she could not see this as actually her, she was not affected by seeing it naked or having this nakedness brazenly displayed to others. At least, not yet.

	Petal lowered into a crouch and picked up the shiny band. It read Petal on one side in neat laser engraved script. She turned it over and found that the rear read Personal property of Balthazar.

	"Well? Put it on,' he ordered lightly.

	Petal cast an arm back so she might hurl it at the villain. T'm not your toy!" she scowled.

	Balthazar answered her action with a quick touch to a bioport. 'Stop!" he barked, and Petal instantly froze. She struggled to move but her entire form was paralysed by the wverbal command. 'Put the collar on like a good little cyborg pet.’

	Petal fought to resist but something had been triggered in her.

	Against all her will her arms slowly opened the collar. The limbs shook with strain as her mind and her control program fought brutally against each other without compromise or mercy. The artificial was defeating the organic and the band started to close about her throat.

	'‘No! I... won't... allow... you... to..." she hissed, but the collar sealed with a soft click and gave a charging hum of activation.

	The smooth crysteel contained other mechanisms that she was sure were not for her amusement or pleasure. 'Dammit! Screw you, Balthazar!" Petal tugged at the closefitting collar, but could not get her fingers under it so she might try to rip it apart.

	Balthazar wandered over and presented the leash. She tried to block him but her arms could not get close enough. Her fingers clawed futilely at the air and Balthazar clipped the lead to her.

	'This way, slave,' he said with a chuckle.

	Petal sagged and dropped her arms to her sides. Then suddenly she raised them again and tried to interfere with the chain links, but again her hands were halted inches from them and all her fingers could do was wiggle and fight to access something she was not permitted to. A tug to the leash made her totter forward in the wake of her owner, and she was led out of the room like an obedient servile.

	An opulent corridor extended in both directions outside the room. The floor was covered in a soft and deep carpet of dark blue that was sumptuous to her bare soles. Doors stretched along one side and large windows spanned the other. Through these large floor-to-ceiling translucent panes could be seen the uppermost reaches of the city. The sun was a colourful smear of reds, yellows, and purples behind the pollutant-stained haze, and sent its exhausted rays through the sharp forest of lofty spires. Grav cars wove through this environment, momentarily catching the light on their chassis to create clouds of ephemeral winks that resembled the dance of fireflies.

	She had never seen the sunset before. Her medical unit was in the midlevels and all she ever saw out of her window were the faces of the neighbouring towers.

	Balthazar pulled her along in his wake and put a hand to a panel beside one of the anonymous and unmarked doors. A horizontal line of light moved down across his palm and the door slid open to expose an unlit chamber.

	Petal was drawn within and the overhead strip lights flickered into full radiance. The flashes of them activating revealed a different sight in rapid succession when she quickly looked around. There was a rack, a wheel, stocks, a crucifix, and various configurations of cages. The bondage apparatus was all made from reinforced alloys and there were cables feeding into them, lights set upon them, hydraulic struts connecting to automated metal cuffs and other small gadgets situated all over their surfaces.

	In addition to the static engines of restraint there were ranks of crops, whips, straps, and paddles set on the walls, as well as shelves laden with all manner of dildo, bead, and plug. Other metal cabinets had an array of hoods, harnesses, clamps, and implements that eclipsed her knowledge.

	Petal was reluctantly drawn into the illuminated dungeon and the door closed behind her. She was aghast at what she was seeing. She had thought her lot to be one of a concubine, not an actual slave to depraved sadistic designs. 'I... this can't be happening,’ she stammered.

	Balthazar ignored her trepidation. 'Now, where do we start?

	Hmmmm. Decisions, decisions. Ah, I know!" He touched a bioport and the lights went out. There was a split second of darkness and then several floor and ceiling spotlights came on. The four cones of red light moved inwards until they illuminated a suspended bar. The dense pole hung on a central chain that vanished up into the darkness and there were sturdy cuffs welded at either end. Two more cuffs lay on the floor, and they were spaced to reside beneath the shackles. A small but dense chain anchored them to the floor.

	'No way!" she exclaimed, and started to back up until the leash snapped taut.

	Balthazar walked towards the sight that was frightening her so, and her body failed to resist. Petal tried to clutch the chain or stop her legs from moving, but she failed to halt her delivery to the site.

	Balthazar removed the leash and threw it causally to one side.

	It vanished into the shadows and clattered into a small heap when it hit the floor. Petal's pale skin glowed red in the light as though she were made of opaque ruby. She watched him grab her forearms, and despite her stalled resistance he steered her wrists into the cuffs. She vainly fought him at every turn but achieved nothing.

	He attached the fetters that lay by her feet and then touched another of his controls. The sound of rattling chain issued from above and the bar began to rise.

	The command of her form ended and she was permitted to act. Instantly she clawed at the bonds. Her arms were rising higher over her head and she could see that she only had seconds left.

	She whimpered and yanked at the cuffs. She kicked her legs and the chains rattled, but did not break.

	The bar pulled her arms straight and her feet left the floor.

	The mechanism was more powerful than Petal, and she gave a cry when it continued to retract and spread-eagle her in a strict and demanding way.

	'Ow! This hurts, you bastard! You're pulling my arms out!' she complained.

	'It'd take a power loader to manage that feat, my sweet slave,’

	he corrected.

	Despite her toughness and resilience against harm, her heightened senses in no way appreciated the containment. Her shoulders and hips curdled with an interior ache that sent sharp flashes down her muscles and tendons. Her toes and fingers writhed and her muscles flashed with bursts of rebellious tension.

	Balthazar observed her travail with satisfaction and then stood behind her so he was semi-concealed in shadow. The long silence again caused her to seek release.

	'Get this crap off of me! And stop calling me your slave! I'm not!

	'We'll definitely have to do something about that attitude...

	slave,' he said softly, then moved in and sank down. Petal felt his hands touch her straining spread legs. The tightness of her body clearly enthralled him and he appraised the sternly bound flesh with long caresses up and down the limbs.

	'Wha... what are you doing? Stop that," she protested.

	Petal felt him start to kiss her legs. The brush of his lips started to move up and his hands wandered freely across her skin. He explored her with finger and tongue, and the sensation started to monopolise her. Petal's head lolled back and she started to gasp and moan with every gently brush of skin to skin.

	'St... stop, please,' she rasped. The fiend had bound her, was going to abuse her, and yet she was helpless to his designs when he started to exploit her senses like this. She had to stop him before she again lost herself to the allure of hedonistic indulgence.

	Petal felt one of Balthazar's hands leave her and reach out into the darkness. Her incredible auditory senses even heard the almost inaudible creak of tightening tendons when the hand went rigid. She knew what was coming and she yearned for it.

	'Yes, please, do it,' she suddenly conceded.

	The palm swept in to spank her rear and a squeak of shock issued from her. The warm glow set in her buttock was a highly addictive thing, and words slipped from her throat without her even realising she was saying them. 'More. More, please. Spank me," she begged, and flexed against her suspending containment.

	'‘More please, Master,' he corrected, and pinched his intended target.

	'More, Master. Please. More,' she blurted.

	Balthazar complied and began to quickly spank her. His hand dropped with swift rhythm and alternated from cheek to cheek while also choosing to apply the odd capricious swat into her inner thighs. Petal cried out with each impact, and then moaned in the aftermath when the prickly glow of the chastisement spread out and made her swell with lewd appreciation. He paused on occasion to grab a rosy buttock and squeeze it, reviving the cumulative effects of the spanking, and Petal sobbed with glee each time.

	After dozens of such delightful applications of his strong hand, Petal was left panting and limp against her bonds. Tears rolled down her cheeks, and when they reached her lips she found they were not salty, rather they were pure of flavour, like filtered water.

	Balthazar rose and removed his jacket and shirt before he headed into the shadows. Petal was still intoxicated by the haunting heat in her rear and craved more. 'Don't stop. [ need more, Master. Please, Master, give me more,' she mewed.

	Petal's head draped down and she looked across her racked form with utter joy. She was beautiful, owned, and being punished. The elation she felt was greater than she had ever experienced and it made her look forward to whatever he would choose to do to her.

	Balthazar appeared before her with his hands behind his back. Petal stared wantonly at his revealed upper body. He had a sterling physique, smooth and defined without being bloated.

	She yearned to put her hands to his chest and the bondage was even more of a bane for depriving her of this indulgence.

	Balthazar grinned wickedly and brought one of his hands back around.

	'Oh my!" she exclaimed. In his hand was a ridged translucent dildo tinted bright purple. The pliant toy wobbled in his fist and then moved towards her. She could see the sheen of moisture upon it, and the goo caught hints of light while several long strings started to stretch from the rounded tip.

	Petal tensed when he lowered before her and moved between her legs. One of his hands grabbed her hip so he might steady himself and she watched the toy home in on her loins. The cool sodden implement touched her warm pussy.

	"What do you say, slave?’

	'Please, Master, fuck me with your dildo. Pleeeease!" she hissed sternly.

	He grinned and the device started to move up into her body.

	'Good, slave,' he crooned, and Petal threw her head back and sobbed. The slow insertion continued until it nudged her depths.

	She tried to get used to the power of the input, but her ability to remain stalwart ended when he started to draw it back and dance her flesh upon its drastic contours.

	'There, that's a good slave. Just ride it. Let those hypersensitive nerves just burst with the sensation," he purred.

	'Please, stop it. Balthazar... I mean, Master, it... it's too much...’

	she cried.

	Balthazar just gave a small titter of a laugh and started to slowly feed the toy back into her body. Petal gritted her teeth and whimpered, even as she started to rock with the intrusion. Her eyes closed and she moaned and grunted with lurid response.

	'Stop... oh please...’

	"Hmm, I guess we'll need to calm that libido of yours hefore we continue. You might have a short circuit or something,' he stated jovially.

	Petal felt a hand stretch up her body. She could not bring her head to look down and see his intensions because it was flopping back on a slack neck and her firmly clenched eyes were not answering her. Everything in her world revolved around the slow thrust of the dildo into her. It was trespassing on virgin ground, violating her in the most debauched and delightful way.

	She stirred from the trance a little when he began to tease her nipples with one hand. The soft flesh rose to his encouragement and for a moment she thought she heard a soft chime of metal on metal.

	A vicious influx of havoc rushed into her left nipple, and an instant later her right nipple endured the same. Her head launched up and she flashed her gaze down to see that a pair of clover clamps had caught the peaks of her shuddering breasts.

	Her jaws clenched, her teeth bared, and she hissed with endurance.

	A thin chain connected the pair of devices, and Balthazar increased her turmoil by teasing it with his free hand. Petal found she couldn't speak or demand that he remove them. The cruelty that rocked her breasts could not be reviled because of the continuing stimulation of her pussy. In fact, the intensity of the clamps was almost a sensual treat on top of her ravishment.

	Balthazar took her capacity to relish the intensity with tugs that stretched the captives and made them explode with new anguish. He jiggled the dildo and extracted it with a raised pull that made its ridges pound her engorged clit, her subsequent scream prolonged and heartfelt. 'There, much better,’ he commented.

	'Now slave, ask me to whip you,' he whispered seductively.

	‘N-n-never,' she refused, with a strained but defiant hiss.

	'Say it. You know you want to feel everything this body is capable of.’

	'Not pain I don't,' she mumbled giddily.

	'Pain. Pleasure. It's all in the eye of the beholder, my slave.’

	Balthazar reached into his pocket and brought out a small peg-like device. He presented it before her eyes and clicked its small jaws to catch and captivate her attention. 'Ask me, slave.’

	Petal shook her head, then whimpered and stiffened as he captured a pinch of flesh near her armpit. When he let go the skin was left caught in the device and pulsated with crushed misery. The addition made her quake but another twisted thrust of the dildo took the pain, reworked it, and turned it into dark delight.

	'It's not hard, slave. Just ask me to whip you and you'll feel a nice hot lash on this sultry back.’

	She watched him produce another and trail its jaws up and down her other elevated arm before he caught another pinch and established the toy upon her defenceless form. She jerked to attention and then sagged when the ghastly but enthralling effects took hold.

	Another four were installed on each section of underarm, and then more began to reach down her sides. Each one added to her cumulative distress, piqued her libido, and stirred her to ever higher regions of excess.

	'T.. I.." she started to stammer, because if the clamps were causing such outrageous corrupted rapture, she had to know what the whip could do for her.

	"Yes? Come on, slave. Say it. You know you want to. Just give in and obey. You will eventually.' The next peg was trailed down her front, wove through the numerous others and began to trek for her loins. 'Last chance, slave,' he warned.

	'Oh no, Master! Not there, pleeease,’ she implored.

	"Well you know what to say to stop me, slave.’

	'Okay, okay, whip me then,' she said with half-hearted effort.

	'Oh, come on. That's a little hollow, slave. At least put some effort into it.’

	The peg reached lower and Petal stiffened with fright. The whip would be an escalation she could handle, but to have her raging clitoris caught in the jaws of the evil toy would be too much, she was sure.

	"Whip me. Please, Master, whip your slave,’ she barked with sincerity.

	'‘Much better," said Balthazar.

	For a moment she feared he would apply the peg anyway, but instead he drew the dildo from her and wandered away. While her owner collected his chosen weapon she stared at the pegs and clamps and revelled in their continuing pounding influence.

	They hurt so much, and yet she could not stop enjoying that dismay. She could not fathom why. Was it because of her previous life, or had some blundering corporate fool wired her mind into the neural net wrong and crossed the feeds for pain and pleasure?

	Balthazar appeared with a woven leather handle whose tip spewed forth a cascade of numerous long leather ribbons. He circled her with the long fingers of hide brushing his legs while his eyes strolled up and down her physique. The wait for him to commence made Petal's heart race and her body tremble with anticipation.

	Suddenly he thrashed outward and the whip laid itself across her back with a loud note. Petal croaked and jolted against her cuffs.

	Balthazar continued to prowl around her, and his strokes ceased being random and became more frequent. The more steadily he applied the scourge the more she managed to focus on the uncompromising sensations and revel in them. The malicious bushel struck her back, her rear, her thighs, and sometimes chose to clap itself toher belly. The ordeal then started to become even harsher when he began to pause and reach out suddenly.

	When he did so a peg would flee her skin and the flesh detonated with internal mayhem. Each spot rose to a keen zenith of misery before her captive hide began to recover and settle back into a more tolerable background ache.

	Balthazar would then lay his flogger to the backs of her thighs so she was momentarily frozen by the intensity of the impacts on such a sensitive area, and in that moment he would steal a peg to make her shrieks rise to even more acute levels.

	Finally the last peg was removed, leaving only the clamps in place. Petal felt as though she were not even in her body any more. Her mind was floating on a giddy rhapsody, a feeling of release and freedom fed by the power of bondage and punishment.

	She mumbled strings of words with no meaning. Her mind was lost on incompressible waves of sensual input and she feared she might have broken her new body because of it.

	Balthazar, riven with lust from such a display of masochistic frenzy, could wait no longer and she heard him unfasten his trousers. A jubilant grin appeared immediately and became a vague grimace when the strands of the whip once more skimmed the peaks of her buttocks. Her head wrenched up, and Balthazar skipped forward and with the strands of the whip held between his fists he flung it over her head and pulled back. The leather formed a bit that slipped into her mouth and dug into the corners of her lips. The makeshift bridle kept her head strained back and at fully his command.

	Petal released a piercing shriek of rapture when she felt his cock launch upward on a smooth pelvic drive and enter her.

	Petal's sodden sex gave him easy entry and her parted legs launched to attention when he rushed up into her. He pulled back on the reins and used them as the handhold so he could arch his hindquarters under her and continue to thrust upward into his slave's hanging body. Petal gnawed her teeth onto the weapon that had so methodically flogged her, and grunted with delight at each firm pound of his erection.

	Their joint moans and the rhythm of his ravishment accelerated until they were nearing the point of climax. Suddenly he let go of the whip and plucked the clamps from her breasts. Before the squeal of response could emerge he snatched the weapon again and with his hold restored, drove deeper into her than ever before. Petal's eyes bulged and she screamed with a perfect blend of pleasure and pain. Her orgasm was enhanced by the feel of warmth being shot into her tracts and by the nova detonation of utter harrowing that snatched both her breasts and made them swell with ghastly potency. The duration of the clamping had cultivated a secret store of feeling that was delivered all at once the moment they were freed, and this misery acted like a lens to focus and infinitely bolster her climax.

	Every muscle flew to attention and then vibrated at an impossible pitch. Balthazar bellowed with delight and continued to plunge into her while pinning her head back with the whip so all she could do was regard the ceiling through tear-filled and shock-blurred eyes.

	They both started to sag as the cyclone of their lust began to fade. He kissed her neck and slowly removed the whip before tossing it aside. Her head lolled against him as he continued to nibble at her exposed throat, and a smirk manifested briefly on her lips.

	'Oh, wow... that..." she finally managed to utter before committing to genuine gratitude. 'Thank you, Master. Thank you so much.’

	Balthazar gave a chuckle to acknowledge his success in making her relish what he had done. Petal cavorted anew when he removed himself from her, and then she just floated in her restraints whilst trying to come to terms with what had happened.

	Balthazar rose and moved before his prisoner. He cupped her chin in one hand and lifted her slack features so she could regard him. Tears were coursing down her face from the exhilaration and sense of purging she felt.

	A trio of soft beeps emerged from his coat. Balthazar sighed and removed a small comm device while keeping the other hand to her chin. He pulled the antenna out with his teeth and then activated the audio-only feed before putting the tiny device to his ear. 'This had better be real important.’

	Even through the ringing in her ears caused by a culmination of her screams, Balthazar's animal growls, the slap of flesh to flesh, and the song of whip and chime of clamp, Petal managed to lock on the tiny noise of the communication and hear what was being said. Not that she cared or understood the context, because nothing was more important than her current impossible feast of ecstasy.

	'Sir, a representative of Tarris is about to make planet fall.’

	'Why didn't we get a warning from our man on Guidi?’

	'It didn't launch from there. It came out of the blue.’

	'‘Must be Trad. Tarris diverted him from another mission to surprise me. What forces?’

	'An assault frigate and a close escort of warborgs. Plus some aids and servants.’

	‘Tighten security immediately. This might be a distraction for a hit. I want the scan pads to my playrooms strengthened as well as some guards on permanent duty.’

	Balthazar paused and looked over Petal's enfeebled form. He touched a control on the side of his head and the winch started to lower her back to the floor. When her feet touched it they failed to hold her and her legs folded so that she settled into a contorted pile at the feet of her supreme owner.

	'T have some very valuable merchandise in here that I want no harm to come to. And if there's another breech like before, I'll be dropping those responsible for it off my balcony.’

	Balthazar switched off the device and quickly put it away. He gave a slightly irked sigh and looked down dejectedly, then his look lifted and become a leer of lust and wicked intent from regarding her form. 'Now, where were we? Oh yes.’

	Balthazar unfastened the restraints and hooked a finger into Petal's D-ring. She forced herself upright and with slightly wobbly steps trailed behind him in a daze of submissive intoxication.

	A bio-port plunged one sight of erotic education into darkness and illuminated another.

	Pale blue lights lifted through degrees of intensity to expose something else, and Petal vaguely processed the image of a set of stocks. The dense and shiny metal affair was comprised of a large slat with rubber-padded holes for her neck and wrists. A single pole supported the pillory. It drilled into the floor and was articulated in two places with a telescopic strut between the two joints. Balthazar flicked open the lock and lifted the upper portion. 'In you go, slave.’

	Petal's mind was now possessed with the need to obey, and she sauntered forward before laying herself into the grooves.

	'Good slave,’ he commented, and closed the upper portion, and when he locked it the machine broke into automated life.

	The interiors inflated to create a tight hold and panels in the floor opened. Hydraulic limbs emerged and their metal fetters captured her ankles to pin her in a hunched-over pose.

	Balthazar smiled at the sight of her minor struggles and the enticing image of her wiggling rear. 'Time to really unwind. Are you ready for that, slave?' he asked, wandering by the stocks and letting his hand trail down her spine. Her legs straightened and her rear wiggled from the touch.

	Yessss.’

	His finger suddenly delved and hooked into her anus before giving a slight upward tug that made her squeak. 'Yes, Master,' he demanded, and wiggled the intruding digit.

	'Oh, yes Master!' she groaned.

	‘Better.’

	Balthazar vanished into the blackness and left Petal glowing in the sapphire beams. She tried to look around and gain some clue as to what he was intending, but the pillory permitted her no movement. Entranced by the rigorous construction of the device she pulled and strained against it but found it easily capable of holding even a cybernetic life form such as she.

	It still seems you have too much freedom,” he commented upon seeing her hindquarters sway and thereby allow her to ineffectively yank at her bonds. He set down whatever it was he had acquired and returned to the dark to fetch other items in which to diminish her capacity for motion.

	Two lengths of rope were deployed and the thick strands quickly woven around her upper thighs. The ropes were looped around three times to create a wide band and then they were knotted at her flanks. The tightness of them was most reassuring, and Petal gave a whinny of delectation when the excess lengths were drawn down over thighs and pulled up between her legs so that they dragged against her crotch. The lengths reached out and up into the air and helped pull the cheeks of her rear open.

	Balthazar threaded each through a dangling anchor in the ceiling and again fed them towards her. When they met above her spine she heard him tie them to some sort of weight, and once finished he flicked a switch on the item and there was the sound of a mag node activating.

	Petal's rear was yanked up and her legs snapped taut against the automated cuffs. The power of the device had been reversed so that rather than buoying its burden on the magnetic field of the planet, it was attracted to it. The ropes dragged at the tops of her thighs, sank into her rear, and kept her hindquarters rigorously elevated.

	'Much better,’ he commented, while stroking the suspended cheeks.

	Petal pawed at the smooth metal and quivered from the sensation. Balthazar gave some small pulls on the ropes to ensure that all was secure in this strange bondage cradle, and then returned to his original intentions.

	'First, let's teach you the virtue of silence, until you get more used to addressing me with proper respect, slave,' he said, and appeared before her with a rubber-coated ball. The black orb had a ring on one end from which extended two slim chains whose separate armaments she could not see. The device was forced between her lips, and with a crooked forefinger he pressed up on her chin to ensure that she bit to it. Petal's eyes then widened and panned wildly around when she felt him snap the clamps at the end of the chains to her nipples. The previous abuse had left them tender and the renewal of compression was distressing, but what was far worse was that she could feel the ball gag was little more than a rubber padded weight and should she spit it out or drop it, then it would be her nipples that would have to bear its terrible burden.

	Balthazar examined her dismay and her confusion for a moment, and after patting her trembling cheek he strolled off behind her.

	Petal continued to roll her eyes around while clenching to the ball as she heard the snap of surgical gloves being set in place. A moment later his lubricant-smothered digits brushed her anus and then wriggled inside. She quivered and her toes wormed against the floor as another digit entered her, and then after sowing the lube around her sphincter and inside her body, his hand withdrew to fetch the genuine insertion.

	Another of the weighty balls leant its dimensions to her rear and started to slide in. The broad circumference reached the limits of what she could accept and she set loose a croaking cry upon the gag. Balthazar showed clemency and let the ball retreat so her harried bottom might recover for a moment, before he again applied force behind it. The ball entered further this time before Petal's yelp of distress allowed a brief reprieve. The next push sent it through her barricade and she arched and gave a shocked hiss of debauched rapture when its swollen dimensions choked her tracts. Petal's burning ring closed to embrace the cold steel of the chain that emerged from the toy, and she could guess what was to follow. She whimpered slightly, and as predicted a milder clamp located her engorged clit and took a scorching grip of the morsel before the chain was set free to hang loose. Now her rear and her mouth had to ensure that they did not regurgitate what swelled them lest they visit frightening new mayhem on even more tender areas.

	Without word Balthazar removed his gloves and then Petal heard the click of a lighter. The blue light of her prison captured some amber shades from a candle and she listened to the wick crackle and spit.

	The archaic light source was allowed to gather a pool of molten wax, and the tense moments of anticipation were hard on Petal because she could feel her body trying to eject the anal bead. She chewed on the ball gag and clenched to suck the sphere deeper.

	'Time to decorate my possession,’ purred Balthazar.

	Petal saw the aura of the candle shift over her back and then waft back and forth. A series of insubstantial splashes ran along her spine, and a split second later a ferocious heat coursed through the skin and made her buck against the pillory. She squeezed her jaws to the gag and hollered over it as her skin reacted fiercely to the scorching heat. The fervour quickly vanished and left a stunned ache in the areas beneath the wax. Balthazar added another line that made Petal squeal and break into a panicked fit. She jerked and hauled at the bonds and only when the ball in her rear started to apply itself toher sphincter did she manage to calm herself. The bead started to peek through her orifice and with a stern clench she sucked it back in. The orb shot back and the sensation of its sudden invasion made her spasm and quiver with fresh exultation.

	Balthazar started to allow a steady assault of single drops to spatter the exposed regions of her back. Each speck of molten fury made her whimper and bite to the ball gag, but they were enough of a decline from the initial source that she could find corrupted bliss in each of the mordant dots.

	Petal started to huff and wheeze. Her rear chewed on the orb and she shook with deranged bliss. The shock of a landing drifted into a satisfying twinge she found most intoxicating, and as more of the droplets solidified on her body, the more entranced she became with the event. Soon she was lost in a trance-like state of rapture.

	Balthazar continued to satisfy his sadistic urges by coating her entire back, areas of her swaying rear, and her shoulders with the issue of the candle. Finally, when there was little left in the way of available territory left for him to decorate, he blew it out.

	Petal was disappointed, but her spirits lifted when she saw him strolling towards the cabinets again, and when her owner once more emerged into the strong light she saw he had a woven handle in each hand, and from these poured a plume of long leather ribbons.

	'Let's clean you off, slave,” he said, and began to swing the weapons over and over in alternating swipes to warm up the strands. They swished against the air and Petal glared at them with ravenous need. After the titillation of the wax a flogging would be most appreciated.

	Balthazar stepped to her side and started to whirl the long cascades, before he let them fall across her encrusted skin. The fierce strikes offered a subtle discomfort, and each swipe cracked the wax and stripped away the broken flakes. The true ordeal during this scourging was the pleasure she was taking in it, because it made it harder to hold on to the two balls located inside her body. Several times she had to shake off her iniquitous bliss and force herself to concentrate to suck in the anal bead or haul back the ball gag slipping free while her attention remained lost to the sensual input.

	When the last of the wax was stripped from her, Balthazar laid his strength into the whips and slammed them to her back with all his might. The distress increased drastically and she flinched from the loud smack of their landings. Her skin started to become rosy and swell with internal havoc, but Balthazar continued to attack her with heavy-handed and swift strikes. Petal tried to hold on to the balls but the savagery of his merciless assault was making it impossible.

	The anal bead started to stretch open her rear, and despite her best attempts to get her body to answer her, the flogging was leaving it unresponsive to her calls. Her lips went slack and the gag started to emerge. She fought to hold on but the power of the swipes was stealing her control. An underhanded slash landed on her stomach and another reached around her thigh and caught the vulnerable inner surface. The squawk of response caused the sphere to fall from her lips.

	Petal gave a gasp and her eyes bulged as she saw it drop, then she screwed them shut when it yanked at the clamps and bounced to a halt. She howled and her torso bucked and writhed from trying to get the clamps off, but they were firmly affixed.

	Her nipples were left stretched and racked by the dangling infernal burden.

	Petal tried to beg him for mercy, but the continuing flogging and the pain in her breasts was making the words nothing more than verses of unintelligible gibberish lodged between cries of dismay.

	Suddenly Balthazar stopped, threw the floggers aside, and grabbed the string that led to the submerged anal bead.

	'No, Master, pleeeease!' she implored, then screamed when he drew steadily on the bead and hauled it free. Her anus had forgotten about the insertion and was just as hateful of giving passage to the orb. Petal feared she would be torn open by the massive dimensions that suddenly and relentlessly started to escape her. Her sphincter exploded with turmoil and her shriek rose in octaves before dropping into sobbing fits when the bead finally popped free.

	She gave another yowl when the clamps let go of her nipples and clit in swift succession, and while she was frozen in pain because of the ghastly pounding misery that raged in the crushed morsels, Balthazar thrust into her wet pussy, and after all her pain the glee of feeling a turgid cock rushing into her was beyond ecstasy.

	'Oh yes, Master, fuck your slave!' she cried, declaring her allegiance to him and verbally branding herself as his to ensure that he sated himself with his adoring property.

	‘That's it, slave, scream it!" he barked, and sank his nails into her hips so he might slam himself into her with malicious desire.

	'Tam your property, your plaything, your slave!' she shrieked, her mind impetuously saying things without thought. Her masochistic libido was in charge now, and had full rein to say whatever it wanted whether her conscious mind agreed or not.

	Balthazar had yet again set it free with his debauched actions, and it wanted to make sure he continued to offer it freedom during such sessions of amercement.

	'Convince me, slave,' he growled. Balthazar was finding clear delight in hearing her shriek her adoration for her slavery.

	'T want to be yours, forever. I'll do anything you want. Just whip me, bind me tightly, make me beg you for mercy!" she howled.

	Balthazar grabbed his cock and tickled her clit with the tip.

	The action made her orgasm and he turned her shriek of ecstasy into a keening wail when he again sank into her. He then retreated almost to the point of slipping free, paused for a split second to let her harried and burning tracts recover, and then penetrated her dynamically to the tune of her rhapsodic wail.

	"What are you?' he demanded, and paused again at the point of flight.

	"Your slave!" she cried, her body shuddering with the need to feel him again plough to her depths. He complied and she sobbed with satisfaction.

	"What are you?' he hissed, and sank his fingers into her back before leaving flushed trails in her already rosy flesh.

	Your plaything," she cried, and the pain of the scratches became a flood of delight when he thrust again.

	'What am [?' he asked, and slapped her rear with both hands before adding some more spanks to her trembling thighs.

	'My Master, the one who owns me completely and who I love and adore with all my heart,’' she sobbed.

	The next thrust almost caused her to climax again and she bit her lip to avoid soliciting a swifter rate to attain it. The pleasure was too great, she wanted it to last, she wanted him to show the same patience and determination that she'd come to expect. She was loitering on the verge of release but wanted to savour this current level of rapture before she tasted the full ferocity of what she was earning with her protestations of devotion.

	Balthazar made her repeatedly bellow her status and his rank before he finally broke into a rapid rate that made him grow distinctly within her. Petal could feel his cock thumping with a deep pulse with the onset of climax. Her words and cries ended. Her eyes remained unfocused and she could only gasp as the incredible sensations started to consume her from within. When she felt him come she erupted into the full fervour of a monstrous orgasm. Her breath stalled and her ability to think, to move, to even breath were all lost in the maelstrom churning her soul, and every thrust of Balthazar's cock into her bound and defenceless body only maintained this impossible rapture.

	Her master slowed and she started to descend from the peaks of nirvana into which she'd been forced. She gasped for breath and sobbed with absolute appreciation. She was so phased by the coupling that she barely processed the release of her body from the stocks. Only when she struck the floor as an inert heap did she begin to notice her surroundings again.

	'Can you hear me, slave?' he asked.

	Petal replied blindly with her cheek to the floor. 'Y-yes, Master.’

	'Sit up,' he ordered.

	Petal's body was in no mood to obey, but her devotion to Balthazar was a force that currently brooked no deviation. With a sudden heave her arms cast her back onto her knees. She swayed giddily and looked up. Balthazar was standing in the edge of the light and held a new candle.

	'Lay back. Throw your legs over your head and get that rear in the air. I need a moment to catch my breath.’

	Petal slowly lay back until her shoulders touched the floor, and then she tried to continue with the order. Her legs were not readily responsive, so she had to grab her shins and haul them in before helping them up into the air. She dropped her hands to the floor and pushed so that her legs rose over her head and then her knees came down on either side of her face. Her back ached from the pose, but she was wallowing in an inescapable pit of submissive frenzy and the discomfort only aroused her further.

	Balthazar inserted the candle into her rectum, and she mewled with delight when she saw him light it. The amber tear rose to bathe her humbled form in its glow, and then her owner removed a small silver box from his back pocket. He flipped it open and removed a purple cigarette. Tobacco had long since been forgotten, not because of its dangers, but because the leaves of alien plant species offered a much more rewarding experience in flavour and effect. Some were even highly medicinal, promoting rejuvenation and prolonged longevity.

	Balthazar slipped the item to his lips and leant down to light it from the flame emerging from Petal's anus. He took a deep drag and settled back to watch her continue to conform to his desires.

	He exhaled a plume of faintly glowing smoke that had eerily sparkling motes in it, and then gave a satisfied sigh.

	'Good slave. Now you stay there while I enjoy this,' he commended. He patted her rump and then hopped up onto a table, and Petal maintained her position even though her body started to ache abominably from the contortion. The slight motions of her form caused trickles to escape the dwindling candle, and when these touches started to Kiss her sphincter she had to fight to keep still because her reactions only caused more scorching cascades to burn the crevasse of her rear.

	Balthazar enjoyed his cigarette, and left Petal to obey both the pose and the fate he had placed her in with mere words. Petal was confused as to how she could have succumbed so deeply and completely to his imperious rule, but until she had time to rest and figure out her mind all she could do was continue to savour her surrender.

	‘Ah, that's the stuff;’ he finally commented, took one final puff of the butt, stubbed it out, and then stood up.

	e licked his fingers and used them to extinguish the candle before he carefully drew it out so as not to let it spill wax on his fingers. He held it for a moment and Petal trembled when she saw a mischievous smile embrace the corners of his lips. She kept her mouth closed and prayed he not just pour the reservoir onto her vulnerable and exposed orifice.

	He seemed to notice her refusal to rebel and dropped the candle aside. He stepped away, hopped back on to the table, and folded his arms across his chest. 'You can get up now, slave, and show your appreciation,' he stated, and nodded down towards the boots that dangled idly.

	Petal pushed herself aside and flopped onto her flank. She remained sprawled on the floor with her legs wide, and then dragged herself over. Her hands reverently touched his boots, and with a soft hum of rhapsody she lowered her lips to the polished surface and began to lick with enchantment.

	She attended the entire surface with a fluttering heart and savouring gasps of personal gratification. It felt so joyful to be performing in such a depreciated manner. It enforced her submission, and her submission allowed her to extract the most exquisite ecstasy from the things he did to her. After all her deprivation as a wasted husk, did it really matter whether this was perverse slavery or not? The results were too astonishingly brilliant to deny or resist.

	Petal continued to lap and kiss while she lay naked, save for her collar and the welts that were fading by the second because of her enhanced regenerative capacity.

	'Good slave, so eager to obey, so luscious to punish," he commented.

	'Thank you, Master,' she whispered wearily.

	‘Ah, the wonders of modern technology. I don't know why I didn't treat myself to a cyborg of your calibre years ago.’

	Petal heard Balthazar reach back and open one of the covert drawers located in the diabolic table. She had seen that it was covered in restraints whose chains reached into the surface to create a stringent rack, and from it he removed a pile of latex garments. 'Put these on,' he ordered.

	Petal took the first item and started to examine the garments a little, then jolts of cyan force suddenly arced around her when Balthazar gave her a shock of encouragement. The savage energy scrolled all over her skin and made her jerk upright and then collapse onto her side. The retribution passed and she found herself staring blankly into the polished panes of his footwear.

	They still bore the sheen of her saliva upon them, and absurdly she found herself wondering what the liquid was made up of.

	She had no need to eat, and this was obviously just an indulgence for the sake of realism. Was it actually saliva, or something else?

	She produced tears and saliva, but not sweat. Where did it all come from? Petal rolled onto her front, and with a strain pushed herself back up onto her knees.

	'l said put it on, not give it a fashion critique,' he snapped, and Petal began to squeeze herself into the closefitting garment. The latex catsuit had sections missing in slashes, and in these panels was set fishnet material. The comprehensive garment extended into gloves and into high-heeled footwear. Slashes at her cleavage revealed most of her breasts, and she suddenly felt somewhat embarrassed. Nakedness she could handle, but this sort of tight-fitting cocoon not only aroused her with its supple embrace and containment of her form, but also blatantly explained her as a fetishistic slave to Balthazar's sinful rule.

	'Okay, up we come. Let's have a look at you.’

	Petal was reluctant. She moved a little and the garment creaked licentiously, and the feel of it slithering upon her inspired her to refuse.

	‘As you wish," he stated, and then touched the bio-port that brought an agonising shock to her anatomy. A savage and prolonged burst raged through her. Pulses of white took away her vision, and when the chastisement ended she again dropped forward into a tight ball, gasping for breath.

	Balthazar's comm played its three notes, and he gave another growl of annoyance before drawing it again. 'Excuse me a minute would you, slave?' he snarled, and then activated the device. 'What is it?" This time she was far too dazed to hear what was said. She managed to lift her head while her body recuperated, and she saw her owner listening to some muffled words and nodding as he did so.

	'Be right there.’

	He closed the device and put it back in his trousers. He quickly grabbed his shirt and jacket and put them back on. 'We have a business meeting to attend to, slave. Come here.’

	Petal stood up and revealed the outfit in full for the first time.

	She tried to be brave, but the fear of being presented to others in such a costume was terrifying. Her knees wobbled beneath her and only the fear of chastisement kept her still.

	Balthazar produced the leash and grabbed a gag from a shelf.

	It was formed from a solid plate with straps that would go around her head and over it. The gag bore an interior facing technological device that instantly made her concerned.

	'Excellent. Now come closer. Until you start being more obedient, you'd better get used to this sort of thing. And I don't want you making me look bad in from of my new lieutenants by forgetting my title." Balthazar applied the straps and then clipped the leash into place.

	'‘Now you'll feel a slot in the device. Put your tongue into it.' He studied her face as the expressions of movement revealed her slow obedience. There was a click, then a whirr, and then her face screwed up. Her hands jumped up and grabbed the gag because something had caught her tongue within a potent hold and rolled it in on some sort of reel. With her tongue wound excruciatingly on the drum interior the organ was fiercely stretched and the root erupted with lucid pangs of discomfort.

	She pulled frantically to get it off, but it was impossible. Even if she undid the straps the reel would not let go.

	‘There we are,’ beamed Balthazar. 'Now your impudent tongue is held in place, let's show you off to the staff.’

	The door slid open and she emerged into the corridor without. The overhead lights were now on because night had fallen in full, and they unveiled the two burly sentries on either side of the door. They wore smart pinstripe suits with sunglasses, and each carried a heavy assault rifle. They were barrel-chested aliens with short legs and huge arms. Both had grey leathery skin and the head of a shark-like creature. Their prominent dorsal fin ran from the back of their head to the nape of their neck, and their ranks of large teeth were set in a sneering maw.

	The guards moved to slack attention and shouldered their weapons in imitation of salute. She noticed a technician located behind one of the massive beasts. He was athletic of build and had a bushy moustache and a leather cap. He was clad in leather shorts, combat boots, and a studded chest harness. A small toolbox was open beside him and he was busily working on the interior of the exposed palm scanner.

	Balthazar indicated back into the room with his thumb. 'Clear up the mess.’

	The guards slipped the straps of their weapons over their shoulders and entered to obey.

	'How soon," he asked of the tech.

	"Tust finishing up now, sir,' replied the strangely adorned man.

	Balthazar led her into a lift, the interior mirrored. Petal looked at her new body during the brief passage, as well as absently checking the interior. The control panel was long and there were hundreds of buttons to represent levels. Obviously the headquarters of her nefarious owner were huge. She had assumed him powerful, but not quite to the extent that justified such wealth.

	The camera in the corner panned around and fixated on her body. The blank lens eye was disconcerting, and she found her arms rising to try to cover her torso a little. The latex suit was a shimmering second skin that seemed to entice the eye with its impermeable panes, and its open areas teased by semi-hiding her skin beneath a mesh layer. It was almost frightening to see herself in such fiercely salacious attire.

	Balthazar yawned and paid the camera no heed. There was a soft ping and the doors opened so she might be led out.

	At the end of a brief corridor were two pillars that rose on either side of a set of large double doors with no visible lock or handles. Openings in the pillars exposed machinery and a pair of large weapon barrels jutted out of this background mire. The weapons instantly moved with a hum of effort and locked on to the approaching pair.

	Balthazar seemed indifferent to them, but Petal was concerned. The brooding weapons were keeping track of them, and such mighty weapons could easily shred them both, and even if the chance of a scanning mishap was minute, her concerns were still strong.

	When they arrived at the door a beam of light ran down Balthazar's face, and then moved across his eyes. Petal moved closer against his back because the heavy weapons were drawing their aim up and down her body. This suggested mortal controllers, and her fears eased a little until she pictured a lecherous security gunner leaning in close to his screen with a hand around a stiff cock and accidentally nudging the Fire button.

	The dense door unlocked and opened to allow a dozen various voices of argument and chitchat to be heard. They entered together and the guns turned around and aimed back down the passage. The noise immediately stopped when their arrival was noticed.

	Petal bore witness to a large, circular, and very menacing meeting chamber. The ceiling was domed and made of glass to reveal the storm clouds overhead. The sky churned over upon itself and the ample pollutants dyed it with strange purple/ blue/black combinations. When lightning occurred the area around the bolt and along it was brought to a vibrant red. No sound of the thunder reached into the soundproofed room, and the lightning created random disconcerting pulses of white and red.

	Alarge circular table of black glass with a polished metal perimeter dominated the room, and there were twelve matching high-backed chairs around it with one larger throne on the opposite side to the door. However, the high-backed chairs were of no normal configuration, and were in fact perverse indulgences.

	A naked female form was locked within a strict configuration.

	They were laid on their backs so that their naked fronts formed the seat, and their legs were stretched up and held together by steel bands. These had been coated with latex on the interior and padded with leather on the exterior. The arms of the prisoners were extended towards their knees to form rests, and their head, feet, and hands were lost within padded steel. A mag node in the middle of their back elevated each confined form and the faintly glowing blanket of repulsion tech bore the eerie array of occupants on its cushion of force.

	There was a lavishly dressed drug tsar with slicked-back hair.

	He was in the process of snorting a quick line of some sparkly powder off the table. There was also a vial and a small and mechanised saltshaker in front of him, which held more of his strange supply.

	Next to him sat a beautiful woman in a latex nun's outfit. She bore a crop, the handle of which was a silver crucifix. The regal woman had stern makeup upon her angular features, and her full lips were painted a deep black.

	Beside her was a bright red toad-like creature, about two feet in height and wearing a suit. Next to the alien was another nonhuman who had moulded himself into some sort of holovangelist preacher. The creature had an impossibly large smile of overlarge white teeth, one of which was made of gold. He had six eyes that curled out on eyestalks around his shock of white wispy hair, which stood straight up. His acute ears reached back and were decorated with golden rings, each encrusted with many fat jewels. The alien wore a golden suit and held an elaborate cocktail in his two-fingered, ring encrusted hands.

	There was a wolfen space pirate bedecked in looted articles and sections of armour. The left side of his head was cybernetic and rimmed with scar tissue. Several cables came out to enter the opposite temple, his elongated fanged snout, and his furred throat.

	At his side was a provocative madam with long dreadlock hair made from tubes of black rubber. She was dressed in a close-fitting black satin dress, over which was worn a segmented polished steel corset and matching vambraces.

	The next lieutenant of her master was dressed like some sort of ninja, with many pouches and numerous arcane technological gadgets. His features were those of a skeletal dog, with dark eyes set deep in the bony sockets.

	His neighbour was a reedy albino human with biotechnology incorporated into his flesh. Undoubtedly he was some sort of computer hacker/programmer, because most of the items were for deep mental forays into the realm of programs and neural nets.

	The next looked like some sort of shaman or mystic. His withered body had no eyes, and flowing robes with occult images tumbled down his wiry frame. He had a huge head, with strange oversized gills on the sides that moved slowly but which obviously did not process air or water. There were a few inane badges on his robes - precogs do it in the future, and pusher was innocent - and there was a golden badge with an eagle design and an emblem that read Psi.

	The tenth aid to her owner was an insect creature that looked like a centipede with several long limbs emerging from its thoraxX. It wore a cow-pattern cowhoy hat with purple fuzzy trim, and purple sunglasses that did not even remotely cover its large round eyes. The insect wore a harness with pouches and other strange esoteric items on it, in addition to a cross belt with a pair of snail-gun six-shooters and a star-shaped buckle. Snail guns were primarily zero-G weapons, with mini-missile rounds that only accelerated once they left the barrel. Petal intuitively suspected him of being a deep space smuggler or conman.

	His neighbour was a larger version of one of the shark guards she had already seen. He was dressed in a suit and had several scars on his face. One eye was replaced with a bionic version amidst much scar tissue. His jacket was slung over the back of the living chair, and she could see that he wore shoulder holsters with massive plasma pistols in them. A large unlit cigar resided in the corner of his jagged-toothed mouth.

	Sitting to the left of the throne was a slender woman with a bob of black hair that had a white fringe. She wore a white satin shirt that was open enough down the front to reveal portions of her PVC bra. She wore black riding style leggings and polished knee-high boots with stiletto heels. Her gaze frequently skipped from Balthazar to Petal, more so than the rest. There was something familiar about her, and frightening.

	Balthazar moved to the throne and all eyes followed Petal.

	The madam leaned over and whispered something to the space pirate. He smiled and nodded.

	Balthazar sat down and a tug on the lead made Petal kneel beside him. He put a hand on her head and stroked her hair while she peeked over the table to see the others and find out what was going on.

	'Very well, no doubt we're all exceedingly busy, so let's get on with this. Report it, if you've got it.’

	The drug tsar wiped his nose free of sparkling powder and began the meeting.

	'We have, as of yet, unsubstantiated rumours that Tarris has initiated quite a significant contract on your life. It's unknown whether or not he's commissioned Geec assassins, but it's a distinct possibility. I've upped scanning at all spaceports.’

	'But we had Jeortek assassins in here a while ago, ones commissioned by Miss Kevorkian. I think that testifies to them already being on planet, my son. All Tarris has to do is contact them. If this contract exists, of course,’ said the holo-vangelist.

	The drug tsar sneered in response and began to tap more crystals from the small vial into the grinder. He pressed a button and there was a sedate whirring chopping noise before he proceeded to pour the fine dust into a line. 'That too is a possibility, but not a likely one. Most of them fled off-world after the revolt.

	The ones left are no match for our new defences.’

	He snorted the line and leaned back. He was snuffling and his eyes were watering but he still offered the grinder to the person next to him. The nun declined.

	'Count Drugula has spoken," huffed the holo-vangelist.

	In response he absently flicked two fingers at the garishlyclad alien across the table, and then put the grinder away with the other hand.

	T still prefer to err on the side of caution,’ said Balthazar.

	‘After all, it's my gluteus maximus on the line here. I want all perimeter guards trebled and internal sensors adapted to scan on all energy frequencies.’

	He nodded to the woman next to him while he touched the table surface. A keyboard-sized section illuminated and rose up.

	The translucent and inch thick crystal slab lit up with projected keys on its surface.

	‘And let us not forget that Tarris' agent may just be here to visit and say "hi", in which case we do not wish to provoke him.’

	'Or he may be conducting a reconnoitre under such a guise,’

	interjected the human woman at his side. 'Projecting a strong front may cause him to take that information back to his master, and this may mitigate any reprisal he may be considering.’

	'On the other hand, such a bolstered display of power may have him concluding that I intend expansion into his territories, and that may bring his full wrath down on us. A few neighbouring system bosses I can take when there's an interstellar 'borg revolt going on, but taking on the crime cartel of the Imperial core is not so paltry to swat,' said Balthazar.

	He began checking the figures and data that started to stream holographically in the air above the keyboard. The flashes and pulses of data reflected on his features and illustrated his handsome qualities to Petal. She continued to stare mesmerised at his countenance while he conducted business that would affect whole worlds and millions of lives. Truly, he was a master worthy of adoration - powerful, wealthy, merciless, skilled, and dangerous.

	Petal looked past him and met the woman's lustful stare. She timidly and quickly looked down. The woman smiled and continued to address the assembly.

	'Keep the new guards covert, and defences subdued. Tarris’

	agent must assume that it's business as usual, and that the expansion was a one-off event brought about by unique factors." A paper aeroplane sailed past the woman while she spoke and her eyes briefly followed the dart, but it did not disrupt her speech.

	'Collapses of Corporation control don't happen often.’

	'l think we should take him out,’ said the drug tsar.

	The shark gangster perked up at this suggestion and enthusiastically entered the conversation. 'That's a plan I can chew on.

	My lads'll be out by sun-up and we'll be hip deep in their guts by nightfall.’

	The batrachian creature started to speak in a series of gross croaking gulps and burps. Petal saw the words 'Running translation programs...' pop up in the corner of her vision, a moment later, 'Ghthugh’hughurp'p selected...' appeared, and she immediately understood the rest of his text, "..is a wise move. Tarris won't want to look weak. This is a prelude to a hit, I feel it in my frikkin' flippers. I say we send his rep's head back to Guidi Alpha on a stick as a warning not to mess with us.’

	‘Tarris has sent an agent. He is checking us out or here to demand or negotiate for something,' said Balthazar. 'If we start a war we need to hit the general, not the poor sap that brings him tea and the morning paper, and there's no way we can get all the way to Guidi with current resources.’

	The skeletal ninja alien tapped his knuckles on the table to draw attention. Everyone looked at him while he communicated in an alien form of sign language. The collective forces watched what he had to convey, and when he sat back they looked to Balthazar. During his words another plane sailed by. The latex nun glared across the table at the culprit and pulled out a large pistol, which she proceeded to lay on the plane and thereby crush it.

	She patted the weapon, folded her arms, and offered a puckered kiss at the source.

	‘A capital idea. Check on that. If we're going to handle this, then covert has to be the way. Slick and sneaky, that's your goal from now on, people. We can't start a war with Tarris, not yet.

	He's old, lazy, and happy with the core territories. But he's still no push over - he has connections. If we stomp out into his systems and rip everything up, then the whole Terran Empire will be all over our collective arses in ten seconds flat. Business is going well and we don't want to throw that away, not until we're more stable. The revolt allowed us to move in and not upset the law.

	They're bone bastard idle at the best of times and we counted on that apathy to expand. However, starting World War Nine on the streets of core systems will demand intervention from the Empire, and may even cause Turin to act.’

	'So? We're all the way out here,' said the wolfen pirate. "Turin and the Empire couldn't care about us. Tarris, on the other hand, in the event of war, he's the one more likely to find Imperial warborgs trashing his estate.’

	'Look, the reason we've so much influence in authority out here is because we maintain a low profile. If we enter core systems with guns blazing we'll lose every quarter of power we've got on the colonial government, and they like us quiet and respectable. Christ, didn't you ever watch Godfather?’

	'Come on, surely we ca—’

	T1I talk with the Tarris rep. In the meantime, I want everything running smooth as a Travellian silk monkey's bald butt. Be wary and be careful, but above all, no one, and I do mean no one, takes action against him.’

	The pirate huffed and folded his arms in a petulant motion.

	Petal looked around and saw that the woman was glaring at her once more. Her look was still licentious but it had a darker edge to it now.

	Balthazar switched off the keyboard and it floated back into its slot. 'Now, go back to your territories and don't concern yourselves with this just yet. Our sources and backers are used to our reliability. They don't like risks, and we've got them believing we're a safe and trustworthy organisation, one that is better than those we ousted. Tarris won't start anything rashly; he'll want concrete facts and figures. A war serves no one just yet. So... anything else?’

	A look across the occupants of the table revealed nothing. A few of them glanced about, but there was obviously no more business.

	"We'll meet again in a few days and reassess the situation.’

	The assembled bosses rose from their living chairs and departed, discussing facts amongst themselves as they went. The drug tsar brushed his sleeve across the table to wipe away the residue and the nun flicked on the safety, uncocked her weapon, and holstered it at her rubber-clad side.

	The main doors closed and Balthazar took hold of Petal's leash. He walked towards the wall and a hidden door slithered aside to reveal a short corridor, itself lined with several more plain portals.

	Balthazar led Petal down and a door opened to expose another dungeon-like chamber. This one was more opulent than the previous, and had decorations that gave it the feel of a wickedly depraved penthouse suite. The carpet, walls, and ceiling were a lush majestic red and everything else was golden. The mouldings were gilded, the light fixtures ornate, and the cabinets and shelves were of carved polished wood and again offered an array of debauched instruments.

	Balthazar escorted Petal towards a wrought iron cage, and collected a broad leather paddle from a hook on his way to it.

	The ornate metal bars of the tight cell curled up to support a dense roof and solid floor. The cage was just big enough to hold a squatting form, and there was a chain fixed into the top that led up into a hole in the ceiling. Placed next to this support were six metal cuffs and some chain. The restraints were of the same detailed style as the cage, and were dense affairs from which she would have little chance of escape.

	Balthazar pulled her down to her knees and set the paddle on top of the cell. He gathered the restraints and started to open them before attaching them to Petal. Her earlier defiance had vanished because once restored to private subjugation, she found it much more rewarding to comply with Balthazar's wishes.

	'Aye, Chiwwama, [ hate meetings like that. Everyone's so damn prickly and obstinate and short-sighted,” he mumbled while he worked.

	A set of cuffs were placed just above her elbows, then connected behind her with a short chain.

	'My old subordinates were too scared of me to question and bicker like that. I used to find having such yes men annoying and wondered why I bothered taking over after my predecessor had that terrible lawnmower accident.’

	Another set connected her wrists and fully confined her arms behind her. She tensed the limbs and moved to hear the chains jingle and chime. She wondered why Balthazar was telling her this. Was it to impress upon her just how ruthless he was when it came to acquiring that which he wanted? In a way it was reassuring. If Balthazar had murdered those who stood in his way to attain his cartel, then surely no matter what resistance or reluctance manifested from the dregs of her previous life, he would not stand for them and would assuredly correct them.

	'His own fault though. Should've read the manual, but more importantly, he shouldn't have trusted me. Plus, I find these pursuits far more rewarding and relaxing than something as futile as gardening.’

	Balthazar removed the leash and replaced it with two clips that allowed a pair of lines of chain to extend from the front of her collar. The metal strands reached down to the fetters, which he immediately snapped to her ankles. The array kept her in a hunched squat she could not escape.

	'This new crew are more adept, more powerful, but much more stroppy. It's irritating, but then I see you and I remember there's at least some perks involved.’

	Balthazar ran a hand down her cheek and kissed her forehead. He opened the cage door and the hinges gave a soft squeak. Petal looked across the confining interior and flexed against her restraints, She tried to arch her back but the collar stopped her. The impediment to her body was like a psychological snare, and it caught her lust and instantly turned it into an inferno of need. Her eyes darted aside and regarded the legs of her owner. They slipped up and took in his physique, and suddenly she was committed to acquiring satisfaction.

	'Come on, in you go, slave,’ he said, and when Petal did not move he grabbed the paddle and began to give her rapid swats to the rear. The bright applause distended her arse with heat and the catsuit was a negligible defence from its effects. She strained and jolted against the cuffs and chains but they refused to part for her. Petal jiggled from foot to foot and gave sharp croaks of response to the broad leather as it slammed to her thighs and buttocks.

	'Come on, chop chop, I haven't got all day,’ he chuckled, and started to apply more strength to his attacks.

	Petal staggered forward and dropped against the entrance to the cage. She pressed her cheek to the cold metal and cried out in distress and delight while Balthazar continued to apply rapid and venomous encouragement.

	'T can keep going all day, slave. Can you resist that long, or will you obey me as you know you should?’

	The claps gained even more vigour and Petal tried to shield herself, but of course the restraints denied her any chance at evasion or shelter. The pain of the smacks started to reach levels that were harder for her to acquire as much pleasure from, and fighting her bonds she began to waddle in. Balthazar gave her continuing swipes with the paddle until she was out of easy reach.

	Petal shuffled around to hide his target and let her hands caress the swollen heat possessing her brutalised cheeks. She almost wanted to turn around and offer him his target again, but decided she needed time to rest and recuperate. She was rushing headlong into her new life. She needed time, peace, and quiet to try to figure out her psyche and her predilections. Balthazar and his attentions were too distracting. She couldn't even think straight, much less try and stay in a sane and sensible frame of mind when he was standing beside her, binding her, ordering her to amuse him, or tormenting her for his own selfish gratification.

	Balthazar closed the door, locked it, and then knelt down. He peeked through the bars and addressed her while she sat huddled in the corner, watching him with lewd cravings.

	‘Anyway, I've got some errands to run, so up we go," he said, and indicated the ceiling with the paddle while his other hand brushed a bio-port. He rose and started to walk out, pausing to hang up the paddle, and the door slid back to allow him egress.

	'‘Be a good girl, slave," he called out.

	The door shut and there was an immediate whine of mechanised effort. The cage jolted and started to rise. Petal was winched up almost to the ceiling, and just as she was marvelling at the view she had of the luxurious chamber, the lights went out.

	She closed her eyes so she might let her mind and body rest.

	The damage to her flesh and dignity was one thing, the trauma wrought on her soul was not so easily dismissed. In some ways she wanted to wake up back in the numbing safety of her hospital bed. She was being assailed with a life full of things she had never even thought about, and it was washing her away into dark and possibly disastrous regions.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 9 

	 

	Tyra stretched out on the cargo netting. Bryatt was playing with her Headspace set so she began to check the workings of her splinter pistol yet again. She was not sure whether her intricate weapons knowledge had been programmed into her neural net, or whether it had been learned by Meera. Weapons were unlike her unarmed combat ability because their workings were academic, the sort of thing one had to study blueprint and manual to master, whereas her fighting skills were more subliminal, acquired from practice or programmed responses to manoeuvre and position in an opponent.

	The stolen Corporation combat files that Balthazar had given her were methodical and expert, but now they bore the field experience of Meera. The learned art of precise fighting had been blended with brutal dirty tricks, callous backstabbing, and sneaky gutter brawling to create a most devastating hybrid.

	The mere recall of the woman's name caused sudden flashes of violent turbulence in her mind. The woman she had been was a vicious and desperate creature, one scarcely recognisable as human because of its inherent savagery. Survival was her only goal and she did whatever she could to improve the odds in a hostile slum jungle.

	Tyra held to her weapon and through familiarity she dredged up one of the last fragments of memory from that devastated female.

	MEERA CHARGED K2 FOR A stripped and graffiti covered shell of a car. Splashes of sparks erupted all around her and the air shrieked with the passage of hostile rounds. She cast her own assault weapon over her shoulder and sprayed some random automatic fire to try to force the more timid snipers into cover.

	She threw herself into the air and bounced over the dented bonnet before dropping harshly to the other side. Her leather jacket bore sections of chainmail and flak armour that helped absorb the ferocity of the impact, but the shouldered pistols and pouches and sheathed blades on her belt provided an awkward cushion that countered this protection.

	Meera pushed herself up onto her knees. She flung her tight ponytail back over her shoulder and quickly reloaded. 'Right, you stompers. So Lily wants to shove me out, eh? You wanna mess with Meera, you're gonna get a... oh, oh!" she exclaimed, her curses ending when a hissing howl started to grow louder.

	Meera turned her mortified expression into a tight scowl and launched into a desperate sprint. When she cast herself into the open she spotted an overhead gangway where a figure was carrying something bulky on his shoulder. There was a female figure standing next to him that she recognised immediately as her archrival, but of greater concern was the missile. The burning shard was streaking for the car and leaving a trail of smoke in its wake.

	Meera pounded the ancient slabs of the industrial complex with all her might. Each step added to her chance of survival.

	The missile drilled through the chassis of the vehicle and struck the interior floor. There was a soft deep thump and then a deafening eruption. The entire car vanished amidst white and yellow light and great banks of black smoke. Light embraced Meera and then she felt a wall of irresistible power shove into her and lift her from her feet. The blast scooped her up and spun her over before its potency ebbed and she was left to plummet back towards the floor.

	A dazing impact took her in the side and she tumbled crazily before she hit the floor a second time and then skidded to a halt.

	Chunks of burning metal pelted the area and she covered her head with her arms while waiting for her senses to settle. All she could see was white, and all she could hear was a mind-bending ringing sound. Nevertheless, there were only seconds before the smoke and fire cleared and allowed her enemies to see she had survived.

	Employing a maximum effort she managed to clamber up into a squat. With a bleeding arm cradled to her chest she limped towards a nearby doorway that accessed the secondary oil refinery facility. She could not see her weapon and so chose to desert it.

	Meera had sustained a few bleeding cuts and grazes, and the one on her forehead was letting a brief trickle of red wander down the side of her face. There was nothing of any consequence and the wound in her arm was more numbing than dangerous.

	Nevertheless, she still needed a moment to tend it.

	Her equilibrium gave another throe and she dropped against an adjacent pipe before she managed to spin and lurch into the doorway. The moment she moved her body off it, the pipe was peppered with bullets.

	Meera put her back to the exterior wall and took one of the studded bangles from her thigh. She tightened it around her upper arm and staunched the flow of blood from the ragged shrapnel wound. While embracing the pain from the tourniquet she listened carefully for clues as to what was going to happen next. Even with the residual fury of the explosion in her ears she could hear more gang members on the move. They were beginning to emerge from various defendable locations and were moving in. The sound of their booted feet was lost when they offered whimsical moments of paranoid suppression fire.

	Rounds sparked on the doorframe and hit the floor. Metal buckled or was bored through, but the wall was dense enough to stop them reaching her and she knew they would not risk another missile attack into an area that could still have flammable reserves located within.

	Meera shook her head to clear her grogginess and readied another submachine gun. Drawing it from its shoulder holster, she held it in her weak arm and rapidly began removing pieces of tubing and other items from her pouches and jacket. She added each of them to the gun and worked with precise but frantic speed. In seconds a mini grenade launcher was starting to appear beneath it.

	'Little cow," she tersely whispered. 'Some nobody weedy gang telling me to get out of the area. Well, we'll see. You've got friends? Well so do I, and I've got a little one right here. I'm finally all set to sign up with the cartel and I ain't letting nothing stop that, and I certainly ain't just rolling over. So come on, Meera, get your shit together. There's killing to be done. Ready...?" Meera reached into her interior pocket, retrieved a plasma projectile and slotted it into place. The relatively small size of the launcher was countered by the potency of the round, and with the weapon ready Meera yelled defiantly and swung out across the doorway, spinning around to the other side and firing the launcher as she went.

	The laser ignition system in the projectile instantly assailed the hydrogen charge with a grumble of ferocity. The grenade landed amidst the advancing gang and there was a pulse of bright light that poured from the zone and illuminated the dark interior of the room. The impossibly bright light unexpectedly revealed a slender maintenance tube, one almost hidden from normal view by a pile of debris.

	"Top,' she hissed, and immediately tottered towards it, lurching and staggering when ferocious thermals rushed in and rolled around the interior. Undaunted, she clambered into the shaft and began to haul herself upwards. The bright lights of the plasma fires could be seen trickling through a half open hatch above her, and a quick peek when she reached it revealed a scene of carnage.

	A molten crater was filled with blue-tinted fire and incinerated ashen remains could be spotted all around it. There were a number of wounded, but several snipers had not left cover to advance and had thus been spared the fate of their comrades.

	The man with the missile launcher was still on the gangway, training his aim about in search of her. The launcher had an open magazine of six more missiles ready to be fed into it.

	Lily was stood next to him. She was an attractive woman of oriental heritage and was dressed in practical but alluring clothes - Lycra leggings, armoured boots, and a tight zebra-print top, which also served as a short skirt that was held down by several studded belts. She had a pair of pistols in shoulder holsters and a machete resided on her belt.

	Meera was holding the guardrail and looked irritated as she listened to the screams and havoc. Her eyes were hidden by round, mirrored sunglasses in which Meera could see the reflection of the fires.

	Those wounded who still bore the ability to move succumbed to the fury of their pain and began to fire on the doorway again.

	The snipers instantly joined in and Meera smiled and took aim on them because her new position effectively negated their cover.

	She applied a sudden deluge of rapid fire and several of the gang members were immediately punctured by bullets and felled. Others panicked and ran for new shelter, firing blindly as they went.

	Meera was ecstatic as she stood behind the significant cover of some metal plating and spare piping. The submachine gun was to her shoulder and she started laughing maniacally while gunning people down.

	Gang members rose from their hastily gained cover and tried to retaliate. They managed to get off a few shots but were then struck by Meera's assault. A few seconds later they started to run from the area.

	Meera saw the woman on the lofty walkway virulently pointing her out to the underling beside her. He began taking aim.

	"Well? Blast her, you blood clot!" roared Lily.

	Meera looked up and used her thumb to flick a setting on her weapon. A small telescopic lens popped up and she took detailed aim at the gangway.

	'Hiya Lily. Fancy meeting you here,' she snarled.

	Lily looked suddenly shocked and dove down just as her subordinate took a round in the head that jerked him back against the opposite rail. Meera continued to hunt for Lily with her crosshairs but all she could see was the underside of the walkway.

	The slain aid lounged back against the rail and the launcher sagged from his grasp before falling to the floor with a clang.

	Meera grinned and changed settings again. The sniper scope retreated and she dug the butt of the weapon back into her shoulder to prepare for automatic fire. She could now see Lily; the woman had entered partial view to try to grab the missile launcher.

	"You liked that appetiser, bitch? Well there's plenty more. Café Meera la arse kick's open for business... may I take your order?’

	she hissed.

	Meera opened fire and the weapon shook violently. She held tightly to it and saw the slender hand of Lily jump back from the mighty artillery when bullets pounded the casing. Her rival threw herself up and charged along the gangway. The metal sparked all around her and Meera's rounds chased her along it and ate through piping and plating with facility.

	Lily dove back down and Meera stopped firing. She let the weapon lower a little and watched the gangway for sign of her adversary, but she was gone.

	The barrel of Meera's weapon was steaming as she ejected a clip and added a new one with her eyes still locked on the elevated path.

	Tammy fucking bitch. Ah well, maybe next time.’

	TYRA GIGGLED ¥ AT THE recall of the elation she had felt from such activity. It was a short-lived joy because it was not long after the incident that Balthazar summoned her to his abode. It was there that he subdued her, stripped away her body, erased her memory, and installed a fake set of engrams to control her.

	Tyra wondered as to Lily's fate. The lithe and alluring gangster had been a sultry slave, and Tyra had been most eager to continue with her training as well as that of Angelica, but such fantasies had to be held in check for now. Balthazar was her real target - after she had dealt with him, maybe she could reclaim her old slaves.

	The Cathlamet quivered and the lights dimmed slightly before resuming their usual dull levels. A sudden pressure filled the air and seemed to shift her sight into crazy spectrums before it resumed normality. The jump engines had backed down to let the Void spit the craft back into the dimension of its creation. The superstructure heaved and ripples ran through the stanchions and plating when physical laws were enforced once more, and the vessel had to cope with the demands they imparted.

	Bryatt came out of Headspace with a jolt and pulled off the set before glaring wildly around. "What the hell's going on?' he blurted fearfully.

	Tyra closed the weapon's access port and calmly holstered it.

	'We've dropped out of Voidspace. Fuelling stop on Guidi Alpha.’

	‘And then on into the stellar frontier and freedom.’

	'Not for me. This is my stop.’

	You should come with me, Tyra. Abandon this foolish quest for revenge. It'll get you killed. If this Tarris is a fraction as powerful as you say there's no way you'll get to him, and what if he just hands you back to this Balthazar?" Tt's what I have to do, Bryatt. You just make sure you take care of yourself out there.’

	"This isn't right.’

	'Right? Wrong? Good? Evil? Freedom? Slavery? Pleasure?

	Pain? It's all just a matter of perspective, lover.'

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 10 

	 

	
Petal dwelt in the darkness and continued to run through her recent memories. In some ways she was ashamed of what she had done, the things she'd said, and the pleasure she'd taken from such acts of wanton perversity. However, she was a slave, an owned piece of property. If she made a concerted effort to fight back, perhaps Balthazar would tire of her rebellion. He certainly seemed to prefer getting his own way, and while he might like to overcome her rebellious attitude, if she persisted he might start to become vexed by it. Her organic mind was not worth much, but the vehicle she occupied was worth a drastic fortune, and it would not be hard to have her brain ejected and replaced with one that might be more compliant. The mere thought of losing the fabulous shell in which resided was dreadful enough, but to be condemned to senseless life support, an oblivion where she would dwell for decades before natural causes took her, was worse. Deactivating her life support would be murder, and so she would be left on a shelf in a coma ward. No sight, no feeling, just her thoughts. It would be infinitely worse even than her former bedridden life. Commitment to enjoying Balthazar's rule seemed a joyous possibility compared to such atrocious endings.

	Petal fought her own sense of regret and resentment at being forced into this lot. Although she secretly loved it, this life was still an imposition she had not chosen, and she was thus still marred by resentment. She leaned back in her cage, shook her head, closed her eyes, and put her head against the bars.

	The lights suddenly came on and jolted Petal from her light sleep. She looked up and around, and with the whirr of a winch the cage began to quickly lower.

	Petal saw the woman from the meeting, the one who'd stared at her with such intensity. She was in the same outfit, but had added some short leather gloves, and her shirt was unbuttoned all the way down to reveal a stern corset beneath her bra. A strap resided in one hand and a remote control device was held in the other.

	The stranger sauntered over and looked over the cage and its occupant while it came down in front of her, and then landed on the floor with a deep clang.

	Petal lurked in the cage as though it were a sanctuary. She did not know this woman, did not know what she was capable of.

	Was she a jealous lover of Balthazar's, or a commissioned dominatrix intended to continue her education by exposing her to the attentions of her own gender?

	Petal's enhanced stare could see that the woman was indeed human and not another cyborg. It was the inconsistency of breath, the odd freckle, and the hint of sweat. More than that, it was the soft scent of organic aroma that artificial life did not have. It was warm, inviting, sensual - a delicate perfume of alluring living flesh.

	The woman aimed the remote control at the lock and a touch of a button caused it to spring open. She swung open the portal and simply stood before it. Petal stared at the curves of her legs and was surprised to find more than a hint of lust tickling her.

	There was something about this woman that made her tremble with concupiscence, and it was not just that she was dominant, or female, it was something else, something she could not quite put her psychological fingers on.

	The strap reached down into view and the two wide fingers of the weapon indicated outward with brusque flicks. 'Move, slave.

	Now,' she snapped petulantly.

	Petal awkwardly emerged, and as she passed the woman she received a stinging swat of the strap. She gurgled and stiffened but the restraints still kept her in their singular pose. The woman aimed the remote at her and pressed another button. Petal expected some sort of vindictive blast but instead there came a beep and all the cuffs sprang open and fell from her. The gag also gave a sibilant hiss and released her tongue.

	Petal's hands immediately used their new freedom to slap to the plate, whereupon she gave a stifled wail. Her tongue resonated with keen throbs after having been so suddenly unwound, and the anguish in the organ made her sway and drop back onto her seat.

	The woman tossed the remote aside and moved in during this travail so she might quickly unfasten the straps and then cast the gag aside as well.

	Petal dwelt on the floor, nursing her aching mouth and staring at the floor while the woman stood before her.

	'Stand up, [ want a better look at you,' she ordered.

	Petal began to rise, and before she was erect a finger hooked in the D-ring of her collar and pulled her up quicker. The woman maintained her hold and looked over Petal's body.

	Very nice. Did the meeting bore you as much as it did me, Li..." She stalled her words and gave a slight scowl, then winced as though recalling something terrible.

	T am Mistress Angelica, slave Petal. You will refer to me as such at all times. Understand?’

	"Yes, Mistress Angelica,' she humbly answered.

	'Good. Now answer my question.’

	... Idon't.. I mean, it's all so strange to me, Mistress Angelica.’

	'As it should be. You are a mere lowly citizen, not even one who could move on her own until you were Harvested. The machinations of the underworld never once entered your world, did they?' she questioned forcefully, and tugged on the anchor towards the end of the speech to enforce her power.

	'No, Mistress Angelica. Just the shows and exposés I saw on the holo.’

	The woman paused and grinned. She released the collar and used the crook of a gloved finger to turn Petal's chin first one way and then another to scrutinise her visage.

	'‘Small fry that we feed the media so the Governor can look good... well, not good, just a little less inept,' she absently commented.

	Angelica walked around Petal and continued to inspect her body with an above average ferocity. It was as though she was looking for something, some hint of familiarity, perhaps.

	‘What of Balthazar?' she asked.

	'My Master?’

	'Yes..." she began, with a definite degree of indecision, and then her broken sentence continued with more commitment.

	"Yes, your Master. Do you like what he does to you?’

	'Yes, Mistress Angelica, I do. Sometimes it hurts a lot, but it's so good to feel. Sometimes I can't tell the difference between pain and pleasure because I get lost in the sensation. It scares me.’

	You'll come to appreciate such things soon enough. It's inevitable. Deviance and perversity are more addictive than any narcotic.’

	The woman set aside the strap and closed in from behind. Her hands started to freely stroll upon Petal's body, the embrace tight. There was something frightening about the woman's attention; it was fanatic, merciless, fanned by hidden and potent motivations. Angelica squeezed her breasts, ran hands down her front, grabbed hip, rear, thigh, shoulder, and neck with abandon, seemingly unable to decide what part of the offered feast to partake of first. It was so different from the calm attention of her owner. There was a sudden and unexplainable sense of resentment, and Petal slipped free of the woman's attentions.

	'So you want to play hard to get? growled Angelica. "Well that's fine with me.’

	Petal winced when the woman snatched the strap, grabbed her by the collar and dragged her over to one of the armchairs.

	The woman dropped into the sumptuous seat and hauled Petal over her knees, whereupon Petal was startled to discover that she was to receive a spanking for her disobedience.

	'Hold this, slave,' snarled the Mistress.

	The strap appeared before her and Petal lifted a hand to take hold of it. The instrument jolted out from between her fingers and then applied a swat across her knuckles that made her drop them to the floor and offer a squeak of distress.

	'Not in your hands, in your mouth!" corrected the woman. The strap was offered sideways to her lips, and Petal obediently took itin and held to it. The taste of leather was distinct but there was also the delicate tang of sweat. The fact that she was tasting the pain-conjured sweat of another slave's buttocks, breasts, or thighs, made her obedience to this scenario elevate to new levels of commitment.

	Angelica's hand launched high and slammed down to apply its full dimensions to the summit of each cheek, and sometimes it strayed onto her thighs. Petal's fingers clawed into the deep carpet and her barks of response were more sultry answer than protest. The catsuit absorbed a little of the effects but soon the itchy heat of the slaps started to gather in her buttocks and legs.

	Petal's inverted gaze stared licentiously at the tightly clad legs and tall boots of the woman, and her desire grew with each stern impact. Her ability to stay still and not resist was further tested when the strap came into play. Petal screwed her eyes shut and her hands clenched into the carpet when the leather prongs began to slam into her already sensitive skin. Each smack made the flesh ripple and her legs tense, but Angelica did not apply another until she had relaxed. Petal was not permitted the option of bracing for the pain and so she had to endure the long period of discipline in all its detail.

	'Up, slave,’ decreed the woman, and Petal lifted herself onto her feet and gently rubbed her stinging rear. Admonished and captivated by the chastisement, she kept her gaze lowered.

	'Strip,’ added the woman.

	Petal began to emerge from the catsuit, and once free she folded it neatly and set it aside. She immediately felt better for being naked.

	'Kneel before me.’

	Petal settled down on her knees and stared wantonly at the vinyl-clad breasts of the Mistress. Even though she had never been with a woman or a dominatrix before, there was a certain sense of previous acquaintance, but the questions in her mind vanished when the next order came and offered a far less easily obeyed portion of their encounter.

	"Touch yourself, slave,' purred the woman.

	Petal froze for a moment. She was indeed turned on, but to openly masturbate before the gaze of another was more than she could handle. She was not even sure she could do it for Balthazar.

	'Shall I inform your Master as to your disobedience?’

	The threat had its desired effect, and motivated by the sudden need to appease her owner, Petal's hand strayed across her stomach and lowered towards her pussy. She quivered with the first touch, and it would be clear to the woman that she was reacting to the scene with fervour. Petal kept her eyes unfocused and to the body of the Mistress while she started to stroke her clit. The pleasure was glorious, not just because of the sensation but because she was actually getting to pleasure herself. It was a sense of freedom and self-indulgence that she was sure would be a rarity in her new world.

	'Look at me as you do it, slave.’

	[t took a significant force of will to hoist her chin and meet the imperious gaze of the woman. Angelica was obviously delighting in the mental turmoil this was causing and gave a deep inhale of glee from studying the confusion and contradictory emotions flagrantly unveiled on Petal's features.

	The derogation was terrible, but again, such a thing was a most appetising source of fare for her submissive nature. The strength of her pleasure started to quickly spiral as she reacted to her humiliation. Petal's breathing became deep and she started to flick with random bursts of tension from nearing orgasm.

	'Ask for my permission to come, slave.’

	Petal's lips trembled and the dance of her fingers started to increase with the onset of climax. She started to arch back and swayed from side to side while delighting in the onanism. A few more strokes were all she needed. 'May I come, please, Mistress Angelica,” she implored passionately. The act of having to actually ask for such a thing was so gloriously depreciating that it almost threw her into climax.

	'No,' was the simple response.

	Petal froze. She stopped not from the command but from being startled by the act of being ordered to stop. Her mind recovered and she was sorely tempted to cquickly swirl her fingers upon her clit and delve into potent relief.

	'Move that hand away, slave. Now!" The attending digits slipped to her sides in a series of reluctant jolts. Her body was convulsing as the imminent tidal wave of pleasure was halted just as it was about to crash down on her.

	The pleasure remained at a temptingly potent peak and only then did it start to retreat at a maddeningly lethargic pace. The feel of it slipping through her fingers made her even more tempted to just accept the consequences of rebellion, throw her legs wide and launch herself into stolen and illegal bliss.

	'So near and yet so far. Right, slave?' mocked the woman.

	The imprecation bolstered Petal's resolve, and she gritted her teeth and weathered the escape of her pleasure.

	'Now stay there, slave. Seeing as you obviously enjoyed your spanking [ am of a disposition to continue in that vein,' said the woman, and rose to saunter towards the cupboards.

	Petal watched her with fervid desire and found the temptation to steal illicit caresses even harder to deny. Angelica opened a small cabinet and slid her hand into some sort of glove.

	The chime of metal was heard and she drew her arm out to reveal that a polished gauntlet now extended to her elbow. The smooth metal was ornate and each of the articulated fingers stretched forth with a short curved nail.

	Angelica walked to the corner and looked over a strange wooden plinth. It was formed a little like a footstool and had a padded upper surface with sides carved with swirling floral patterns. 'Come here, slave,' she commanded.

	Petal quickly rose and strutted over with breasts bouncing.

	There was a greedy hunger to find out what was going to be done to her, and it hung in the forefront of her mind like a tantalising gem. As she drew closer she could see four apertures in the surface, and they were each set near a corner of the rectangular furniture.

	'Step in, slave,” beamed the woman, and indicated with her ferociously gloved hand the two holes at one of the shorter ends.

	Petal stepped up and into the pits and found that her feet slid into place deep within them. The interior was a loose balloon of latex which formed an oversized boot that rose to her knees.

	‘And now the arms,” ordered Angelica, and pointed out the two holes that would leave her folded over and staring towards the corner of the room.

	Petal slipped her limbs into the tunnels and stretched down until she reached the bottom, and the moment her fingers touched the soft flaccid base the entire array erupted. The machinery gave a growling hiss and the balloons swelled from all directions to encompass and then venomously compress her extremities. Petal gave a bark of fright and tried to pull free, but her arms were sheathed to the elbow and her legs were equally immobilised from the knee down.

	'Excellent,’ commented Angelica. 'Now try to resist me, slave. I can and will do anything I want with you, and all you can do is howl and struggle.’

	The leather-gloved hand of the woman rolled up and down the smooth exposed pane of Petal's back to savour the entrapped flesh. Petal swayed slightly and the movement caused her nipples to skim the padding. It was a deliciously tantalising feeling, and caused her to writhe more energetically in answer to Angelica's continuing exploration of her bound curves.

	The crackle of a charge and the appearance of a cyan glow in the corner had Petal jerk her head around and bear witness to the gauntlet rising. The metal now had coils of electrical arcs writhing around it while other jagged tendrils rose in waves between the splayed fingers. 'Mistress, please, no!" she cried, and then the armoured palm swept down.

	The spank was not hard, but the metal made the impact a startlingly numbing one. In the wake of the deadening strike the wriggling tendrils of force freely burrowed into the skin beneath it. Petal jolted and cried out as her buttocks flashed to excruciating attention and the nerves were filled with awful mayhem.

	Petal grimaced and released a soft whimper, and then howled again when her other cheek was spanked by the awful machine.

	The heavy spank and the shock of fierce voltage were terrible to endure, but despite all her attempts to drag her limbs free, the latex bulbs crushing her would not relent.

	Angelica alternated from cheek to cheek and made Petal livid with response and dismay. Suddenly the woman knelt down and extended a finger. Petal was too disoriented from the chastisement to notice but when the finger neared her hanging breast, she detected the swell of light beneath her and instantly improved her efforts to escape. The finger did not touch her, but when near her nipple a series of incandescent tongues of force jumped from the glove and gnawed at her teat. Petal's head craned forward and she screamed with wholehearted enthusiasm as the energy continued to hound her breast.

	Petal thrashed from side to side but the arcs continued to jump to the closest areas of skin, and her motions only served to spread the mordant havoc all over her hanging breast.

	Angelica laughed aloud and drew the digit back so she could continue the spanking. Petal sobbed and implored her to show mercy, but the words only seemed to inspire Angelica to even greater degrees of sadism. Petal prayed that Balthazar come and deliver her because this dominatrix was callous and hateful towards her. At least she felt safe with Balthazar. After all, he had paid a fortune for her, and therefore would be more careful and adoring of his exemplary property. At least, that was what she hoped. It was a reassuring notion to think of herself as a valuable product, one owned, to be sure, but one that was also cherished.

	Angelica darted around and savaged her other nipple amidst Petal's keening howls for mercy. Then the woman stepped forward and offered her digits towards Petal's lips. She tried to suck them in and hide them, to sway her head and escape the woman's intentions, but she merely snatched her hair with her leather-clad hand and hauled back to expose her target. The woman's face was a personification of utter glee while she held Petal's head and slowly brought her fingers towards the trembling lips.

	The arcs jumped from the glove and ran along the delicate tissue to make Petal jolt and squeal, streams of tears accompanying her mumbled cries. The liquid manifestations of anguish only made Angelica even more elated.

	With another demeaning chuckle she wandered back behind Petal to continue punishing her with her charged spanks. Petal thought she was through the worst of it, but then the woman suddenly hooked a digit into her anus and pulled up to ensure that Petal could not escape. Her anus was ravaged by infernal mayhem and although she cast her hindquarters from left to right with all her might, all she could do was yowl and continue to endure the capricious hatred of the woman and pray that her master deliver her.

	The digit fled and the woman laid her hand to Petal's pussy.

	By grasping the whole area she filled it with diluted lesser spikes of woe, but ones that chewed freely on her vulva and inner thighs.

	The hand fled and Petal slumped against the arms of her bondage. Her head was swimming and a few arcs of power continued to play across her enhanced hide. Spontaneous forks spat from limb to limb or curled around her breasts. Thankfully the charges had no effect, they were simply loitering forces reverberating within her body.

	Gasping and whimpering, Petal waited to find out what atrocious thing Angelica would do to her next. She peered around when there was a pause. The woman did not have much in the way of patience, and the delay was disquieting.

	Angelica's face had trickles of sweat on it as she developed a wicked smirk. The glove rose as a fist and the blue arcs of energy lit up one side of her face. She flicked up her forefinger and the power seemed to rush in and focus up and down this one stem.

	Angelica looked at Petal and the glove moved slowly downward.

	The sloth with which she moved was deliberate. Obviously she wanted Petal to fear what was coming, and this meant she was going to apply her next chapter of abuse to her sex.

	Petal threw her face back around and glared at the corner of the chamber. She preferred not to watch this torturous tease, and no sooner was she staring at the wall than the world turned over and spots flashed across her eyes. Angelica had grabbed her clit between thumb and forefinger and the two conductive spires were throwing detailed and unimaginable anguish through the sexual trigger.

	Petal screamed, and when the pinch did not flee and all air evacuated her lungs she was left shaking and in paralysed silence, with her jaws stretched wide and her eyes bulging.

	Streams of tears rolled down her cheeks and dripped from her chin.

	Her most intimate areas were released and she went slack the instant the attack stopped. Petal started to process her surroundings again, and found that Angelica's normal hand was stroking her hair to soothe her. She nuzzled into the touch and turned her head slightly. She could still see the glove hovering near her bottom, and a few arcs of power were still randomly migrating across the surface of her own skin. The fingers opened out and then began to move back in towards her loins. Her ears were ringing with her own cries and so she did not hear the crackle of voltage turn into the hum of vibrations. Petal whimpered in apathy at the prospect of a renewal of torture, and then strained as succulent and frenzied tremors rocked her pussy. The charge that had so brutalised her was now fuelling a vibration in the metal digits that rushed through her savaged tracts and replaced mordant horror with delicious bliss. Petal's neck wilted and her head started to lower towards the padding. A quavering mewl fled her parted lips and her eyes fluttered shut.

	Angelica's hand grabbed her hair again and hauled her face up. Her look of weariness and concern became a tight mask of rapture. The buzzing sound became a little muffled as the fingers slid into her to sow their delight both inside and out. Petal groaned and gasped.

	Angelica started to caress Petal's pussy and she was quickly brought up towards climax. The contrast between what the glove had previously imparted and what it currently imparted could not have been more radical. The hand fled for a moment and then rushed beneath her to rise and continue its attentions. The pose allowed Angelica to shift away and then lean in so she might kiss her. Petal responded with abandon as her head was pinned back. Their tongues flashed and danced against each other, and their deep and gratuitous exchange made Petal livid with new desire. The woman licked a route up the side of Petal's face and then retreated.

	Petal's pants and moans accelerated, and at their peak the glove stopped, depriving her of what she frantically desired. She believed she had earned her orgasm through pain and now she desired it with utmost need. 'Please, Mistress, don't stop,' she blurted.

	'Not yet, slave. You have to earn that privilege,' stated Angelica, as the glove deactivated.

	Petal was quaking with strain and tried to move her pussy back to the nearby fingers to acquire the strokes that would purchase her bliss. Angelica saw the attempt and the metal glove slapped her cheeks with energy coursing across it once more.

	Petal yelped and lurched forward against her bound limbs, before she sobbed and went slack. A few more arcs of excess energy flicked across her skin after being fed by the extra influx.

	'‘Bad slave. I told you, not yet. Now you'll have to work even harder to earn your pleasures.’

	Petal jiggled in her bonds and her head lounged forward.

	Angelica moved in and ran her tongue up the side of her neck.

	Petal groaned libidinously.

	Tm going to leave you now and let you think about your fate.

	While I relax in splendour I might think of you, here, alone, suffering, punished because you couldn't be bothered to do as you were told.’

	Angelica again grabbed her hair and pulled back. Petal relished the sadistic tug and Angelica's mouth moved close to Petal's. The woman visibly shivered with arousal at seeing her in such straits. 'Such... a... bad... girl...' she hummed licentiously, moving slowly in with each word.

	Angelica offered her lips to Petal, and she enjoyed another passionate kiss with the woman who had abused her so fiercely.

	Angelica pulled back a little and placed gentle pecks about Petal's features while the prisoner dwelt in an algolagnic stupor.

	'This discipline has been caused by your own actions, slave.

	Remember that in the bleak hours that will follow. The sooner you give up and accept that you're an object for the pleasure of others, the sooner you can start enjoying that role, and start earning some real treats.’

	They kissed again and then Angelica strode away, the gruffness of the departure breaking Petal from her libidinous trance.

	'Mistress, whuh... where are you going?' she asked of the vanishing form.

	As the main door was still shutting a panel on the wall opened and a figure was exposed standing patiently within. The woman was short and curvy, with a shaven head. Skin-tight black thighboots and opera gloves accentuated her pale skin, and each item had a ring of spikes that circled the top. The woman wore nothing else save for a matching spiked collar. Her head lifted and she steadily marched out of her tiny home.

	Petal pulled at her bonds and watched with trepidation when the woman passed by, her concerns justified because in the female's hands was a single tail whip. The stranger stopped and stretched the weapon between her gloved fists.

	'No! Wait! Look, you don't have to do—!" Her words became a scream when the whip flashed out and cracked against her buttock. Petal gave a drastic throe and fought afresh when the woman began to again stroll around her imprisoned form before again laying down another infernal stroke. Petal begged, threatened, cursed, and tried to break out.

	She hollered her apologies to Angelica. She promised to he a good slave, but there was no response to anything she said. Petal increased the virulence of her words because she had to hope that someone was listening, either outside the door or through a microphone.

	The impassive servant occasionally let a hand trail against Petal while she circled her, or she would pinch a nipple, rub Petal's loins, or stroke her cheek before continuing with her programmed assault. Throughout it all the woman showed no emotion and said nothing. Petal was a complete contrast to this statuesque avatar of sadism, and her screeching and sobbing petitions persistently filled the room.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 11 

	 

	Tyra looked up across the strange vault of Guidi Alpha. Four large moons were clustered together, and united they poured a green-tinted radiance across the lush landscape. Tyra had never even seen a plant in any of her lives, and to be embraced by such prolific growth was eerie. It was as alien to her as being underwater.

	The smell of countless flowers and greenery filled every breath and made her dizzy from the delight of their intoxicating perfumes. She had no idea that such beauty could exist. The holos had failed to do it any hint of justice.

	Tarris had an estate on the other side of the planet from the spaceport, and maintained his own private landing field that was apparently well guarded and used for smuggling, but considering he was also the Planetary Governor of the world no one questioned this.

	When the Cathlamet had landed she exited and promptly darted into shadow before losing herself in the small bustling town that served the spaceport. She had declined to say farewell to Bryatt because she did not want another lecture on joining him in finding the rebels. Tyra just wanted to remember the sweet time they spent together before getting on with her own quest. Her desire for revenge was much too keen and focused to encompass something as broad as all humanity and the freeing of their kind. Balthazar had stolen her life and then tried to kill her because of the very rival he had initially sided with over Meera. The rancour she felt tolerated no easy acceptance of him drawing breath.

	She ran up a hill and sank onto hands and knees near the summit so she might peek over the top. The glow of light pollution could be seen beyond, and meant she was close.

	Everything appeared as it had on the previous three nights that she'd spent watching the perimeter and probing for a weakness. The main gates were heavily defended so her only option was a penetration on the opposite side. The vast estate lurked within a canopy of massive trees, and so the outer defences were the only things that had been revealed to her. As to what lay within, she would have to face it as it came.

	Tyra slipped off her excess clothing and baggage. Dressed in the Vanescrite, she pulled up the hood and pulled on her own visor. She switched it on and examined her limbs to make sure the fabric was in full working order, and that there were no tears or chinks in her primary defence. Tyra could not even see her body, no matter what spectrum she tried, and so she was fairly certain of complete invisibility.

	There were likely to be weapon scanners in the woods, and so she had to desert her splinter pistol. Tyra pushed her bags under a small shrub and pulled free the two fighting blades she had acquired from Meera's old stashes. The hilts each had a solid knuckleduster guard, and from pommel and guard emerged a curved, lethal blade with serrates running down the inward side.

	They were crafted from a hardened plastic alloy that was not easy to detect, and so she fastened them in the Vanescrite sheaths at her sides.

	Tyra jiggled to make sure they would not come loose and readied for the self-assigned mission. She lowered into a crouch and steadied her mind. The familiar feel of both combat protocols and Meera's own brand of vicious aggression and tactics arose like a warm breeze that sifted through her mind and sharpened her instincts.

	There was a wide perimeter of grass before the main line of defence. It was laden with bio-mines that her visor easily picked out. They were designed to explode in the proximity of a sizeable life signature, therehy proving deadly to even Vanescrite-clad beings. They were of course dulled enough to stop them detonating under wildlife, but this also allowed Tyra, with only her organic brain, complete immunity from them.

	A fifteen-foot tall energised crysteel fence with laser wiring across the top was guarded by automated sentry cannon that arose on twenty-foot towers at thirty-yard intervals. These were her way in.

	Tyra broke into a sprint and charged down the hill. The tracking devices of the cannon momentarily twitched and moved their three clustered barrels towards her, but failed to read her fully. She dropped into a squat and fired her legs into the ground.

	The soil sank and left two deep imprints before she flew upward and grabbed hold of the supporting tower.

	Holding tightly to the dense pole she clambered up and then perched on the gun port. Tyra looked down and waited for the guard dogs to pass. When she had first seen them during her observation she was amazed. Gorgeous cyborg women had been forced into suits of leather and latex strapping that dragged them down onto all fours. With hands and feet lost into moulded paw sheaths, and with face hidden by a canine muzzle, they were Kept as puppy girls, albeit ones whose devastating powers would be unleashed should an intruder be spotted. Tyra could see the quick release clasps situated across their forms, and knew they were not as impotent as one might think.

	The pair of hounds trotted past with their erect tails wiggling up from between their pert buttocks. Tyra tried to focus on her task, but their salacious bondage and sultry forms were most distracting. Perhaps that was the intent. At the longest interval between pups she jumped and sailed over the humming beams before landing on the gravel. She charged towards the second such fence and sprang with all her might. Tyra tucked into a ball and somersaulted twice before she cleared the next fence and landed on the grass beyond.

	There was no time to pause and she rushed onward. The area was wide, and cluttered with bushes and flowerbeds before the safety of the treeline took over. At the trees were two guards in expensive suits and cradling gauss cannon. She could see they were cyborgs, mainly because of the ease with which they carried the massive weapons. Because of this she had to act quickly to disable them. Her eyes locked to the key nodes that controlled their muscles. The points controlled their fibre muscles with electric pulses much like nerves in organics, but because of their durability it would take a cyborg's power to affect them.

	With detailed files running through her mind she surrendered to them, and her hands shot out three times in rapid succession, alternating from one to the other. Each strike disabled a key point and brought a jolt from her target. The two sentries collapsed and she darted into the trees.

	Tyra instantly scaled one and started to leap and swing from branch to branch to avoid any hidden booby traps and devices that might lurk amongst the preened undergrowth. She caught sight of something, and almost lost her handhold when she gained clarity on what she had assumed was a statue.

	A human woman of great beauty was bound to some sort of strange rack. The apparatus rose from the grass, and automated sections were armed with dildoes and other toys to torment and tease the woman. She was being forced to suck on a large phallus that tormented her lips with brief nips of shock when she failed to meet its oral requirements.

	Tyra pulled herself onto the branch and crouched there to watch for a moment while the captive fought to serve the machine. Her efforts gained reward and a thrumming vibrator tip laid itself between her spread legs and made her tremble with delight. However, the more pleasure she earned the less effective became her oral ministrations. This earned punishment, and lost her the touch of the sumptuous toy until she revived her previous levels of skill.

	Tyra panned her gaze around and started to discern other such sites of perverse imprisonment. Evidently Balthazar had acquired his dominant leanings from his old mentor, a man who revelled in them whole-heartedly.

	She was about to continue onwards when she heard movement. Tyra moved closer to the trunk and froze so that her Vanescrite could conceal her more efficiently. Her fears that she'd been detected were groundless, and a couple stumbled through the foliage before collapsing near the bound woman.

	'Mmmm, another one," stated the female guest. She wore a penurious swimsuit that reached over her hips and offered a generous cleavage. She wore delicate makeup and her long flame-red hair cascaded down to smooth shoulders.

	Her partner sparkled with spots of water and his dark hair was slicked back by wetness. He wore garish shorts and had a lean physique, and watched with obvious enjoyment when the woman turned around and bent to offer her sublime rear for his view. The tight fabric of the suit amply revealed her curves and she ran her tongue up the taut stretched leg of the sucking slave.

	'Fancy a dip, after your dip?' purred the woman, and grabbed the vibrating articulated arm before pulling it away. The slave mewled in misery as her orgasm was denied, but then her sounds of disappointment became a groan of pleasure when a warm female tongue replaced the machine.

	The male gave a throaty chuckle and strolled forward. Without reservation he grabbed her hips, drew the thong rear of the suit aside, and removed a swollen cock from his shorts. He held her firmly and threaded himself into her offered hindquarters, and the woman smothered her cry of ecstasy in the trapped pussy of the slave.

	Tyra watched the woman quiver and lap at the prisoner while the male thrust deeply into her. The slave gave a mild squeak against the dildo when nails grabbed her thighs and offered light scratches to taint her bliss with distress. Tyra could feel herself being mesmerised by the sight, and decided to tear herself away before her own libido started to invade to an extent that might compromise her abilities.

	She threw herself onward and fought to keep the alluring images of what she'd seen from her mind. Several more sites of erotic containment were passed and she battled to avoid staring too closely at the luscious fate being forced upon the beauties held within them. Deserted and ravished by machines, controlled and maintained by an impartial tormenting force, this was a most entrancing fate and one she would dearly love to sample, but first she had to purge herself of her past. Maybe she would write a few Headspace subprograms to accommodate some of what she had seen.

	The sound of music and laughter caught the edge of her senses and she started to home in on it. If it were a party as she assumed, then as host Tarris was sure to be present.

	Tyra clutched a new tree and peered through what remained of the woods to observe some sort of gathering. There was a spacious pool in which many people were frolicking. Some of the bathers were attired normally, but others wore far less leisurely garments. Elegant female forms had been bound in rubber that pinned their arms behind them and crushed their legs together to form a fish-like tail. The latex mermaids had long hair that streamed behind them while they prowled around the swimmers, who sometimes availed themselves of a tight rubber-clad rear.

	Erotically dressed maids served the wealthy and elaborately dressed guests. The women wore scanty uniforms that served more to reveal than conceal, and they offered trays of delicacies and treats with humble reverence. The crisscross of welts on their rears were not marks of discipline but capricious sadism, because when they served a guest, without exception, they turned and presented themselves for a swipe of a crop or cane that almost every guest was armed with, or had within easy reach.

	Beyond the pool was a sprawling one-storey estate with covered passages that accessed various elegant buildings. Everywhere could be seen more of the automated bondage devices.

	Some were arranged like statues, or were the core part of a fountain that turned a cluster of women into a living display, and their skin glistened with a flow of water highlighted by strategically placed spotlights. Others were located in alcoves to offer visually stunning organic masterpieces of bondage and titillating misery.

	Tyra clutched the tree and clenched her thighs together. Her body quaked with fervid need at the sight of such pure debauched excess. She drew her eyes through the assembled throng of human and alien, seeking the master of the house, and it only took moments to find him due to his conspicuous nature.

	Tarris was a giant of a man who had chosen to adorn himself with stern muscles that only served to add to his ferocious aura of power. There was not one strand of hair anywhere on his body, face, or head, only the slim eyebrows that loitered above his piercing dark eyes. He stood boldly and with a presence that made him more distinct amongst those around him. Dressed only in loose black trousers he was chatting with several other men, and standing behind him was a cyborg female of great comeliness who watched the crowd with seemingly idle intensity. Even so, Tyra could see the fanatic vigilance behind the facade of impassivity.

	Tarris' bodyguard was clad in fine denier seamed stockings and heeled ankle boots. Her naked loins and breasts were ringed with silver, and a slim crysteel collar encircled her slender throat. The woman wore a short spiky head of silver hair and her pale blue eyes were full of life and glowing intensity, like ice in an arctic sunrise. Her lips and eye shadow were a pale blue, and a series of detailed patterns of the same shade curled up one side of her face and down her arm to her long sapphire nails.

	Tyra considered in what way she should approach this situation, and decided to wait for a chance to catch him alone. The sentries would be deactivated for hours, so she had time, and because everyone was drinking elaborate and bright cocktails, toilet trips were almost certain.

	The crack of a weapon across a maid's rear was a staccato chorus amidst the babbling of conversation and the splashes of those cavorting in the pool. The guests were enjoying themselves greatly and no doubt represented a host of power bases in the illicit and illegal. They were the very elite caste that May and Meera had envied all their lives, but Tyra cared only for fulfilment, be it revenge, or debauchery.

	Eventually Tarris asked the time, verified it on a friend's wristwatch, then excused himself and started to head indoors.

	Tyra instantly launched herself back into the woods and circled around the pool at speed, before she jumped onto the roof and followed him down the open interior courtyards and passages.

	His bodyguard was not with him, and Tyra realised she had the best chance ever of simply unveiling herself to him and seeking his patronage. Tarris was obviously a man who liked the exceptional, and Tyra was most certainly that.

	Tarris strolled into a smaller block she assumed was a toilet.

	She scuttled across the rooftop and dropped into some shadows beside a woman bound to a pole by a web of slim cable. Her skin emerged between the tight patterns in flushed bulges, and her eyes stared at the shimmering ghost before her with sudden angst. Tyra reached aside and traced a hand upon the contained human female. She watched her fear blossom at the strange ethereal beast rising before her, and then Tyra sidled in through the door and entered the tiled interior.

	There was a line of basins on one side and four cubicles on the other. Only one door was closed and so she strolled casually forward. For the primary force in the underworld Tarris was surprisingly easy to corner. He should be grateful she was not an assassin.

	Tyra curled a leg up to her chest and readied to kick the door in, but suddenly something grabbed her ankle and sharp pain filled her cheek just as the grip to her foot shoved. Tyra was catapulted back and struck the basins. One of the porcelain fixtures shattered and the destruction allowed her to crash into the wallspanning mirror. Tyra collapsed and shards of glass and chunks of porcelain rained down on her. Water from the split pipe gushed out and started to roll down her front.

	She glared around in befuddlement and her eyes ran through a flurry of energy spectrums but could find no trace of her attacker. Her own camouflage had been negated by the debris now coating it, and in desperation she went for her blades. As they were coming free they were struck with such force that they were shattered in her hands. A split second later she was grabbed and hurled bodily forward and through the closed toilet door. The portal split against her body and she crashed into the vacant bowl to demolish it. Soaked in water and dazed she rolled over and sought to escape, but the same assailant snatched her again by an ankle. A virulent haul launched her into the air and in an impossible overhead arc that smashed a light fitting with her head before she was slammed into the floor. The tiles were pulverised beneath her and her senses rolled from the ferocity of the impact.

	Her arms were grabbed and folded up her spine. A knee leant into the small of her back and Tyra realised she was defeated.

	The strength in her assailant's hands was far beyond her own and therefore resistance might prompt a swift execution.

	'Not bad... not bad at all,’ came a strong and confident male voice. 'My defences are not meagre. A pity you were using Vanescrite, but then again, the advancements I have available to me won't hit the market for another decade.’’

	Tyra looked up and around, but could see nothing. Then there was a shimmer in the air by the corner and the naked form of Tarris appeared through degrees.

	'Some people get hair plugs and bio-ports, I prefer Vanescrite II sub-dermal pods. Much more useful in my line of lifestyle," he crooned, then leant down and pulled back her hood to expose her features. He cupped her chin and lifted it so he could regard her. 'Nice. Somebody certainly put the wrench work in on this body, and spent a lot of money on you, my sweet. Unfortunately, I spent more. [ see you've met my aid, Miss Tsuballa?’

	The bodyguard appeared out of the air atop Tyra and revealed herself to the subdued female. Her own skin was similarly enhanced by the much more powerful material and exposed why Tyra had not even seen her enter the building. No doubt she had been detected and then stalked so that Tarris could lure her into a trap and observe the fight safely from within the folds of his own invisibility. Tyra had not wished to disturb the party, and neither had Tarris, hence his removal of her from the area and the luring of her into an ambush.

	'So, what brings you to my humble abode, little cyborg? Are you trying to kill me?’

	'l was seeking to impress you, so you'd listen to me,' she muttered.

	‘About what?’

	'‘Balthazar.’

	Tarris paused at the word and then looked up to his bodyguard. Tsuballa was currently glaring down at Tyra, and when she glanced up and met her master's stare, Tarris nodded. 'Let her up,' he ordered.

	Tsuballa released Tyra's arms and then slid back onto her feet before stepping next to her charge. She had stripped off her few items of clothing and only her rings and collar remained in place.

	'So, what news about my former apprentice?’

	Tyra strained and managed to push herself up on to all fours.

	Her body was still dazed by the impossible abuse it had sustained and she found she could not stand up. Giddy, she held to the floor and stayed on her knees until her systems had recovered.

	'He's expanding,’ she stated firmly, while trying to add gravity to the words.

	'T know. I've sent one of my lieutenants to have a word with him about it. So, what's your problem with him?' asked Tarris.

	'He stole my life." There was no need to go into the entire sordid matter of her betrayal over Lily just yet.

	'Harvesting and a memory wipe? Nothing beats the golden oldies. I taught him that tactic myself, and no doubt you've tasted the pleasures I taught him as well?’

	Yes,' she said simply.

	You hated them that much, and so by extension, Balthazar as well?’

	'No, L... it, well, I mean..." This was not what she expected and all her preconceived conversations were now obsolete. Tyra was having trouble figuring out what to say to the man. He was perceptive, intelligent, articulate, and knew much more than she did.

	‘Ah, clarity dawns. That magnificent ride you're wearing isn't so easy to ignore. By getting rid of Balthazar you wonder if you're predilections will fade with revenge. And if they do not?

	How will you indulge? You're an elite model, so I doubt it's easy to subdue you, bind you, and make you obedient.’

	'No one owns me any more," she retorted.

	'A rogue to boot," he stated.

	'And a very attractive one,' commented his bodyguard.

	'And Tsuballa has a very discriminating eye. After all, we only have the best here in my home.’

	‘Any vacancies?' she said with a mischievous grin.

	'For a warborg? An assassin? A covert agent? No, I have plenty. But someone with your background might be useful in other capacities.’

	‘A slave,' she stated with trepidation.

	'Only to pleasure and experience. Consider the post that of a concubine.’

	'Organics are too puny and they don't last,’ said Tyra.

	'Oh, you think me mortal? And there's no way an immortal engineered goddess such as yourself could ever deem me worthy of being your master?’

	'Something like that,' she said dejectedly.

	'Humanity has been tinkering with the genome since the late 20th. In all those centuries you don't think there'd be advancements to counter something as paltry as ageing?’

	'You... what do you mean?’

	'There's a cure, and I have it. Of course it's not cheap, and only a handful of the most powerful agencies in the galaxy possess it.

	Can't have people living forever who can't afford to, can we?

	Overpopulation would ruin it for us elite.’

	"You control that much?' she asked. She wondered if this man might be the answer to her dreams; could he actually be that mighty a crime lord - wealthy, merciless, and immortal? She could scarcely believe it. It was more than could even be written for a perfect Headspace fantasy, and yet it was real. Tyra froze and started to feel giddy. Her mind was being ravaged by what was going on. She feared she might have suffered a Headspace crash, that her mind had fallen into the addictive realm and not known that she was in fact experiencing a conjured reality. Had her own perverse desires ended up putting her back in a hospital bed, save now she was lost in a lingering shadow of the game inside her own mind? Had Meera been real, or May, or Tyra? The perfection facing her made her question everything. Her mind had been thrown around, traded, swapped, transplanted, erased, rebuilt, and reprogrammed, at what point was she in reality and at what point was she in fantasy?

	Tyra's fingers clutched the debris and she started to sob uncontrollably. Tarris came forward and knelt down before her.

	He lifted her face and stroked her wet cheek as she continued to cry. There were so many desires, goals, fears, and fantasies that she felt she was going to just expire from mental stress.

	'Shhhh, my sweet cyborg. It's okay. It's all going to be fine," he said calmly.

	‘Twant... well... are you...' she burbled amongst her sobbing.

	'Stop. Now listen to me. What's your name?' he said, and the power in his voice caused her turmoil to ease.

	"Tyra," she stated. Her other identities were too lost beneath everything she currently was to truly represent her. Meera was fragmented and nebulous, May was a fake, only Tyra was real. '] am the master of dark destiny, Tyra. There are only three powers in this galaxy and I am one of them. Turan Incorporated and Korin Enterprises merged long ago and that Corporate giant controls every aspect of life of every living thing. The Imperial government is a mere puppet, a pleasing face to make the citizens believe they have democracy. But democracy and freedom are nothing without vice, and that's where I come in, and that's why I have access to the cure. I have been in command of my illicit empire for nigh on six centuries, Tyra, and I have not been bored for one single, solitary second. So, the question remains, do you want to commit to my entertainment?’

	‘And if T don't?" she asked with a sniffle.

	Tarris gave a dismissive huff and shrugged. T1ll have you escorted to my landing field, and have you chauffeured to wherever you want. There's rumours of rogues banding together in the stellar frontier. Balthazar will be dealt with one way or another; you've got to decide for yourself, truly for yourself, what you want out of life. Vendetta is a poor substitute for fulfilment.’

	Tyra paused and looked around. The decision was too big.

	She did not know what to do.

	'Okay, I'll make this even easier. You still want revenge?’

	'Yes,' she said firmly.

	'You want to taste what I have on offer here?’

	T1l take that as a "yes" that you don't or can't let loose right now.’

	Tyra stalled her words. Her lips moved but nothing came out.

	She had not anticipated this sort of proposition. It had all seemed so easy at the start but now she was in unknown territory. Tarris could see her turmoil and chose to further enforce the gravity of his offer.

	'Accept the position I offer you, and serve me well for one year, and I'll have Balthazar dealt with for you at the end of that period, and then re-offer you your freedom or an extension of your employment. Is that easier for you?’

	Tyra looked to Tsuballa, who returned a grin of intrigued lust.

	Tyra then drew her hungry stare up across the potent form of Tarris. It was like seeing the light at the end of a dark tunnel.

	Everything suddenly focused into crystal clarity and her path was at last obvious, singular, and defined.

	'Perfect,’ she hissed licentiously.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 12 

	 

	Petal's expression of anguish tightened with the crack of the whip and then lightened when no more strokes were applied.

	She was gasping for breath and her senses were erratic from the prolonged session. Her body was throbbing all over and numerous lines of deep purple and flushed red crisscrossed her anatomy. A devastating all-encompassing assault had left her thoughts in tatters, and it was worse because of the moments of soothing attention. The kisses and fondles had been the most heady treats in her darkness, and despite every protestation, lie, promise, curse, and vehement imploration, nothing had affected the woman. Petal could not gain orgasm, or mercy.

	Petal had quickly decided that the woman had to have been an artificial creation and not organic at all. If she could have studied her she might have found out the truth, but when one is being callously whipped it is hard to conduct a survey for mortal minutiae.

	Petal slowly managed to open her eyes and looked round to see the woman standing still and poised for another lash, but she was not moving. It appeared like she'd been frozen in time.

	Without warning Balthazar emerged from the shadows and walked by the petrified form. He briefly looked at it and then down to Petal. 'Did you have fun with Angelica, slave?’

	Petal felt fresh tears gather in her eyes and run down her cheeks. Her heart swelled with joy at seeing her master and owner. Her own gender, whether flesh or fake, had been responsible for some of the worst trials she had thus far endured.

	Her adoration and commitment to Balthazar had been greatly entrenched by what she had undergone in this chamber, and all she wanted was to be free of this opulent room and go back to the gloomy interior of Balthazar's dungeon.

	Balthazar moved next to her and ran his fingers along a few of her more vivid welts. When she did not answer him and just continued to sob with relief, he pinched one of the fiercer intersections of weals. "'Well?’

	'Not really... Master,’ she managed to whimper.

	'So I see,’ he said calmly, and continued to touch her bound form. Petal shuddered with delectation at the feel of his hands upon her, and even though his caresses made her various contusions ache, she savoured every second.

	Balthazar touched a section of the wooden plinth, and the balloons gave a sudden sucking howl and deflated to free her extremities.

	Her owner took hold of her shoulders and helped her straighten. She swayed unsteadily and accepted his hand to assist her in stepping out of the leg sheaths. Once free, Petal instantly sank to her knees to sit demurely before him with head lowered and hands on her thighs.

	The marks of the whip were already beginning to lighten and fade. This disturbed her a little, because it meant she could be treated to the most barbarous attention and her sensitive skin would respond most potently, but would also heal at an accelerated rate that would allow more to be applied without the need for a considerable period for recovery.

	Balthazar drew a short chain leash from his pocket and lifted her chin so he could attach it to the front of her collar. 'She can be a bit harsh on new slaves. It's her way. But I cannot help wonder why she chose to restrain you like that? Did you go and upset her, slave?' Balthazar pulled at the leash and drew her up onto her feet.

	'I think... I think I disobeyed her, Master.’

	"You think? Either you did or you didn't. Which was it?’

	'She made advances towards me, Master. I... was reluctant at first. [ apologise for my lack of experience, it was just all so new, and overwhelming.’

	'Never been with a woman, then?’

	'No, Master.’

	Balthazar laughed long and hard as he turned and led her out.

	The level of amusement was more than a mere mocking of her sexual shortcomings, rather it was a private joke he found most enjoyable. Petal could not figure it out and so instead kept her eyes locked to his handsome physique while his chuckle echoed in her ears and bounced impotently against some shadowy part of her mind.

	Petal continued to admire her owner, and followed blindly to a passage with windows on one side that offered a different view of the city to the one she had seen outside the playrooms. The sun was again setting and making the city glow with riots of red and tainted yellow. Then a sudden and unexpected darkness fell and the drastic change made her flinch, but did not affect her owner.

	A monstrous shadow fell across them and a moment later a huge starship passed slowly overhead. The craft was immense and ugly. Its hull bore a bristling array of towers amidst wide metal plains, all of them flecked with tiny slashes of light. It was pockmarked with scars from space assault and meteor impact, and the air about it quivered like heat haze due to the influence of its gargantuan gravitic motors.

	‘'Then I trust you learned a valuable lesson,’ said Balthazar, after finally recovering from his mirth.

	'Oh, I did indeed, Master. It won't happen again,' she announced fervently.

	A door opened and Balthazar drew her in and away from the sight of the ship. The room was a hexagonal chamber and each face was a floor-to-ceiling mirror. Petal stared with awe at herself. The presentation of her new body from every angle was a startling revelation, even more so than when she'd seen herself in the lift. She knew she had a beautiful form, but nothing as utterly gorgeous as what she currently bore witness to.

	Petal was actually becoming aroused by the sight of this radiant stranger standing naked before her, and she had trouble processing the face as her own. It seemed odd to have her commitment to coupling with a woman enhanced by the view of her own unfamiliar appearance.

	'Good, because I want you on your best behaviour tonight.

	['ve a dinner engagement and I'll be requiring your attendance for prestige purposes. Are you hungry?’

	Petal was about to answer when she realised she had no idea whether she was or not. She knew she had an internal energy source that did not need to rely on food, but she expended fluids in the form of tears, saliva, and her own personal lubrication when aroused. Was there a store of this, and if so, how long before it ran out? It was almost amusing to think that she might need a saliva top up so she could lick her master's boots more efficiently.

	'T... I'm not sure, Master. Do I even need to eat?’

	Balthazar removed the lead and pressed a mirrored pane. It opened to expose a long closet whose bars were laden with an impressive array of exquisite clothing. 'Not really. Your systems require very little attention, which, considering your fate, is no doubt for the best. When you breathe, which is really only done to make you realistic and to permit speech, your lungs take water vapour from the air rather than oxygen and use it to fund your tears and other excretions. Now, enough 'borg anatomy 101, let's see about getting you dressed.’

	Balthazar entered the closet and started to look around inside.

	Petal examined her own physique again and could see that the whip marks were almost all gone and only the most savage plexus' remained visible. Even these were largely noticed because of the abnormally intense pain she recalled as having emanated from that spot.

	Balthazar emerged with a long dress of shimmering metallic fabric. The elegant garment had a strapless bodice and was slit on one side up to her hip. He also held matching opera gloves and stiletto thighboots.

	'As you can see, [ have spared little expense on you. All these closets and their contents are yours. Now, put this on,' he ordered.

	Petal accepted the items and began to dress while Balthazar retrieved what appeared to be two small hemisphere gadgets and a data pad.

	Petal straightened and Balthazar put the devices on her temples. They stuck of their own accord, and while she pondered as to what they were going to do he began pressing buttons on the pad. He cycled through the choices, and as he did so various colours from the display continually lit his face.

	'Nope... no... maybe... urgh, must delete that one... close... ah, perfect,’ he finally decided, and there was a beep when he dropped his finger to an activation tab.

	Petal's face started to tingle, and as she watched her reflection her skin seemed to develop makeup and lipstick. The pigment of her skin changed according to Balthazar's choice, and ran through a few shades before finally settling on a subtle configuration whose style and colour matched her outfit.

	'Veeery nice,’ he said, then offered her his arm, and as though accepting the polite attitude of an ordinary date, she took it and together they wandered formally out of the room. It felt good to stroll on the heels and to wear the dress. She felt regal, privileged, and special. The pampered appearance and her sublime body made her consider herself all the more magnificently owned.

	Petal was shown through the sprawling penthouse levels that were Balthazar's headquarters, and entered a small reception area. Large double doors existed to one side and a group of tall and muscular men, women, and aliens in matching suits stood wary and alert. Despite the fact that it was night, all of them wore sunglasses. The items had hints of micro-circuitry in addition to comm pads that covered one ear. She could guess that the glasses incorporated nightvision abilities, anti-glare and flash protection, as well as the capacity to zone and scan through various spectrums and energy frequencies, but Petal had no idea how she could know this. As she stared at them she started to notice the covert bulge of weapons located across their entire person and again, could not fathom how her untrained eye could so readily notice the armaments. She could even tell who some of the weapons manufacturers were, and all were of the highest quality brands.

	Balthazar led Petal through the fearsome squad of bodyguards. The group followed them and the doors opened to allow the roar of the wind to pour through. Petal gave a shiver as the heat of the building was stolen and the chill numbed her skin.

	She was taken outside to a spacious landing pad. There were automated gun emplacements on the corners of the square, and numerous cameras watched both the immediate vicinity and also stretched their telescopic eye into the city that could be seen all around them. There were a small number of technicians in the process of augmenting the defences with new additions and extra capabilities. When they saw Balthazar they immediately increased their efforts to offset any anger from their employer due to a lacking rate of toil.

	Four heavy skycraft lay poised on landing claws about a sleek stretched limousine. The chassis was a gleaming white, and it hovered on powerful mag-nodes. Its rear doors were open and a smart chauffeur was holding them against the turbulence.

	The night view of the city was stunning. The dark spires of the towering blocks were flecked with light, and the multi-hued power of holo and neon stretched brilliant pools of animated and flashing light and colour through the mesh of skyroads and pedestrian walkways. Everywhere could be seen buzzing vehicles and streams of revellers.

	Balthazar and Petal boarded the limo, and their escort quickly entered the other craft with eyes on the skies and hands hovering near waist or armpit.

	Balthazar slid onto the plush seats and pulled Petal close. The interior was no less sumptuous than the exterior and she could see a well stocked bar, several holo units, and a Headspace set. In addition to the considerations for comfort, there were considerations for safety and she could see some covert gun cabinets and defence field generators.

	It seemed that Balthazar enjoyed only the finest when it came to his indulgences, because the seats were actually made of real leather - an import of no small cost. Petal put her hands to the tanned skin and savoured the smooth texture of something she had never ever come close to experiencing. The weapons of chastisement used on her and the manacles that had bound her, all were the near perfect replica that was synth-leather, that while referred to as leather for simplicity was not the genuine article.

	Balthazar put an arm round her and the chauffeur shut the door. Petal peered out through the mirrored windows and saw one of the shark guards circle his arm in the air in bold indication. He then pointed off into the night and said something into the pin on his lapel.

	The engines of the limo charged and there was a delicate hum before it started to cruise gently into the sky. The vehicle moved with such preternatural grace that it felt like they were travelling on feathers and satin.

	The other craft took off a little more awkwardly and began coasting through the sky in a close formation all around them.

	Petal watched their landing claws move in and their chassis seal over, whereupon she detected the subtle telltale outline for covert hard points, from which weapons could be deployed. She realised now that she was at the heart of a very well armed and powerful anti-grav motorcade, and this made her question just who it was they were going to meet. Who could make Balthazar this concerned for his safety?

	Petal held to her master and stared with entranced amazement while the lofty peaks of the city passed slowly by. Although she was lucky enough never to have seen the slum bowels of the city, she had also never seen the peaks of the colony because such regions were the preserve of the rich and powerful.

	The restaurants were huge and regal. The homes were massive, and some of them even had modest gardens and covered swimming pools. The vehicles that floated through the peaks were of the finest quality, the people were clad in the latest extravagances, and every price tag she saw had more zeros on it than she would have thought possible to earn in a lifetime.

	Balthazar noticed Petal's intense and enthralled observation of the city, and she felt his hand stray across to her torso. '‘Ah, quite a night," he uttered.

	Tt is. It's beautiful, Master.’

	'Lifestyles of the rich and infamous," he mused.

	'Tonly ever saw it on the holo before.’

	Balthazar's hand moved to her bared thighs. "Why's that, slave?' he quizzed absently.

	'"Terra Syndrome since I was born. It kept me bedridden all my life. It's what killed me and left me in debt to the Corporation.

	It's why I was Harvested, and why they sold me to you.’

	It was odd to talk about such absolutes in such an abstract summary. It was hard to imagine that with such advancements and the ability to easily transplant a mind, something as trivial as death was still tolerated.

	Balthazar reached up and put fingers to her chin. He turned her to him and then kissed her. She replied with diligent passion and her response was heightened when his hands turned to caressing her breasts. Petal arched against the seat and savoured both Balthazar's touch and the intense luxury in which she found herself. Her arms stretched along the upper reaches of the seat and she pressed her digits against the soft hide.

	'So while you were "free", you were actually more of a slave than you are now. At least now you have that superb body. You can feel, taste, move, and enjoy pleasure... or pain,” he noted, while kissing soft routes up and down her throat and around her collar.

	Petal's head lolled back against the seat and she shuddered with rapture. 'I never expected to, Master. But I don't want to be owned,' she whispered.

	"What you want is of no consequence. You are my property. A thing to be used as I see fit." His kisses wandered down into her cleavage, and Petal moved with sultry grace and slipped out from beneath him. She slid over, straddled his legs, and put her hands to the sides of his head.

	'The woods are lovely, dark, and deep,' said Balthazar with a grin, the cause for which Petal could not fathom. She paused for a moment to look into his eyes, and then leaned to passionately kiss him.

	Balthazar's hands rolled up and down her bared back, and the sweeping motions made her quiver and run her tongue along his lips. She moved to his ear and her hands began to descend his body. She could feel something inside her, something animal, cruel, merciless. She lowered Balthazar's zipper and her fingers started to creep inside to curl around his shaft and pull him free.

	"You can't own me, no one can,' she whispered seductively as she held the engorging shaft and steered him into her. The tip of his cock brushed her pussy and she tickled it along her lips and about her inner thighs before swallowing it up inside her. She clenched her tracts and forged a tight grip that made Balthazar stiffen and moan. His hands clamped against her shoulders when she lifted up a little. Petal offered an even more forceful sexual grip to his cock, then relaxed this hold and lowered back down.

	With a hiss of pleasure she leaned back and relished the feel of his hands drifting down her front. She put her hands on his knees and arched her breasts to offer them to him, an offer he eagerly accepted. Petal's head draped back and she began to rock her hips with slow, meticulous drives while she manipulated him further with the play of her tracts. There was no part of her body she could not command. It was a delicious feeling of coordination and of utter consummate body awareness.

	You bitch, how dare you spurn me? he hissed on soft, arousal-saturated breaths. 'I'm Balthazar. Can you even understand that concept? Balthazar. I rule this planet. It's mine! And you are mine.’

	T1l find some way to be free. Then you will pay,' she muttered wantonly.

	Balthazar caressed her front and drew a faint mewl when he pinched her nipples. After that playful tease he ran his hands down to her hips where they reached around, cupped her rear, squeezed, and then began to trek back up to her breasts. Petal closed her eyes and continued to ride him.

	'Never,' he growled. 'You are mine to do with as I please, and the sooner you realise what you are, the better.’

	Petal drew down the cups of her dress while continuing her slow piston drives. Her fingertips rolled around the nipples and then teased them before Balthazar's eyes. They widened with lust and he quickly reached up for them. Petal grabbed his wrists and pinned them back to the seat on either side of his head. She stalled the rhythm of her sex and held her breasts there for a moment. She stretched her torso forward and drew a nipple to his face. She skipped it off his lips before they could Kiss it, and left the tantalising morsel loitering before his eager gaze.

	'The better for who?' she hummed, keeping her breasts just out of reach while Balthazar spoke with the soft but firm tones that made her heart melt and her enjoyment of being his property irresistible.

	'For me. Who else would it matter to? You? You're a bit of merchandise. A thing to be owned and discarded when it grows tiresome. You're a pretty bauble with a name and a stiff price tag.

	That's all you are, ever were, and ever will be.’

	Petal moved in and let him kiss the peaks of her breasts.

	When she did not take them away he began to suck and roll his tongue about the skin. Petal's head lolled aside, her eyes closed, and she restored her previous motions. The feel of his tongue was just as exquisite as that of his cock. 'T am not a thing. I live, I think. I am not your possession. You cannot own another living thing, least of all one like me,' she whispered with conviction.

	Balthazar lifted his hands from the seat and Petal let go of them. She instantly began to move back and listened as Balthazar addressed her. He watched her slowly sink off the seat and slither down to her knees.

	"We'll see what you say on the subject once I've finished with you. Soon enough you'll be screaming for me to take you - begging for attention. I can see now that I was too lenient with you, and once we return you can be assured that I'll not make that same mistake again... slave.’

	Petal gave him a predatory look. She put her hands to his knees and drew his legs apart. There was definitely something in her mind, a hint of ferocity, of an alien iniquity that lusted for control and dominance, but something that could also find a shadow of elation from offering and indulging the same vices.

	"Try all you want, you won't succeed, my poor, foolish "master".

	will win,' she purred.

	Her hands trailed along his thighs and closed to his erect shaft. It was such a fascinating feeling to hold and manipulate his cock. Masturbation for herself was a delicate thing, conducted with precise fingertips and concentrated on a small target. The slow pounding of his rigid sceptre in a clenched fist was a totally different action. The contrast made it infinitely more exciting. Petal watched the intimate organ with fidelity and readily took the chance to explore it, feel it, watch what she so loved to feel inside her body now reside in her hand. She knew what she wanted to do, but she decided to tease herself a while longer, to let her mouth water at the sight of the sexual feast she yearned to devour. Instead she studied and let that starvation consume her.

	Balthazar's head leaned back and he placed his hands along the seats. A strained whisper emerged and each word made Petal wriggle her hindquarters and quiver with licentious need. 'Oh, I'll break you, slave. I have certain subtle submissive programs in your neural net. They'll activate automatically after this meeting. They'll spice you up and make you a lot more inflamed for what I'll give you. Your own lust will break you.’

	Petal swayed slightly with hypnotic motions as she continued to play with his erection. 'No, I don't think so. The only thing you'll break is a sweat while you try. Then I'll break your heart, before I break your neck,’ she muttered, and during her words she started to lower her head into his lap. Her tongue stretched forth and whirled around the tip while her hands took hold of his thighs and clenched in bursts. She saw Balthazar's fingers clasp into the seat and he gasped, before chuckling softly to himself.

	‘And I'll be ready for you, slave," he mumbled.

	Petal's lips closed softly to him and her head started to sink.

	She felt him brush the back of her throat and mewled at the delicious sensation. The warmth of his throbbing cock in her mouth was magnificent. She began to draw her head back and then tickle him with her tongue, before she lowered again and took the whole of him. Each libido-accelerated pulse in the organ was like a drumbeat that encouraged and maintained her rate, and Petal was intoxicated like never before from experiencing the privilege of servicing her owner in such an intimate and familiar way.

	No more words were offered. This was the time for action, and Balthazar's commitment to her training had left her riddled with new arousal. Her head started to accelerate and her tongue became a dervish of manipulation that quickly caused him to stiffen against her palate. She slowed her rate to draw out the heights of his ecstasy, and then finally she felt his shaft twitch.

	Petal consumed her reward instantly and with relish. Her thighs clenched together and her mind swam from the feel of the warmth down her throat. She may not have needed food but she needed this; it was as though she were now powered by sensual excess.

	Petal offered a few more drives and then slipped back off him. She closed a hand to the flushed cock and slipped aside so she was curled between his legs. Petal remained at his feet and her hand continued to enjoy the feel of her master's manhood.

	Balthazar did not object and let her lay there while he recovered his breath and composure.

	With her head on his thigh, Petal watched idly out of the windows. The convoy detached from a stream of flying traffic and passed a few monitoring and heavily armed and armoured hovering traffic cops that did not even give it a second glance. The group wove through several upper peaks and began to approach an area of the higher levels where actual greenery could be seen in a few places.

	Balthazar removed her hand from his dwindling shaft and tucked the organ away. Petal could see they must he nearing their destination so she sat up, restored her dress to its former position, and then slid back into the seat where she nuzzled up against him.

	The craft gave a faint quiver and began to lower towards an expensive plaza. Petal could see many fine restaurants and designer shops, and everywhere the people were dressed in ridiculously extravagant clothing that bordered on the impractical and unwearable. Only the unimaginably wealthy could afford to dress so absurdly.

	Petal could see that a large restaurant was their destination. It was part of a long line of other businesses, each with a landing pad in front of them. She could see the interior of the Designer Imperial Voodoo through the huge windows, and saw it was a mixture of extravagant Victorian opulence and trends, Cajun occultism, and ultra-tech imagery and influence. Many humans and aliens were seated inside and dour servants carried food and drinks about the place. The staff wore regal suits or corsets with flaring dresses that were tattered in places, dust flecked, and decorated with bones and other eldritch symbols. Some had skull face paint and headdresses of feathers or dust, others wore cobweb-coated top hats with chicken claws about them.

	There was a canopy that sheltered a stretch of red carpet from the landing pad to the entrance, where doormen waited. A number of valets loitered by the pad, and all the servants were dressed in the sinister distressed uniforms of the restaurant.

	The limousine settled down onto its landing claws and a valet approached to open the doors with a bow and a heartfelt greeting.

	"Welcome honoured children, may the Imperial Rada and Petwo be in harmony for you.’

	Balthazar paused before making his exit to ensure his guards had taken up wary positions about the door and the stretch of carpet. When he was assured of his protection he emerged, and then politely extended his hand to escort Petal out.

	Together they walked down the carpet, and she felt like royalty because of the treatment she was being given. The portal was opened and one of the doormen rattled ornate religious trinkets and made an energetic if incredibly inaccurate blessing.

	After they entered a waiter quickly appeared with a couple of menus under his arm.

	Tm Kayimatta, and I'll be your Houngan tonight. If you would follow me to your private table," he said, revealing that Balthazar was known well enough that he did not need to introduce himself or ask for a table.

	The smell of the food was beyond succulent, and everywhere Petal looked she could see gastronomic masterpieces being idly partaken of by the privileged of this world. It amazed her just how often eyes strolled to them, and she noticed countless conversations quickly and covertly turning to them after they were pointed out to other members of a table. Whether it was her accompaniment of such a legendary crime figure, or her looks, she could not be certain, but many a licentious stare wandered upon her, and there was little doubt in her mind that she would be in many a masturbatory fantasy this night.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 13 

	 

	Tyra was standing in the middle of an opulent garden that was enclosed on all sides by the walls of other single-storey buildings.

	The small area had several porches looking out onto it and a couple of narrow passages stretched outwards. These had small spotlights picking out the bound slaves located sporadically along them.

	Several stone paths wriggled amongst the tended banks of flowers and bushes, and small trees reached out to create an overhead canopy of blossom-laden branches. Through the deliberate gaps in this shelter there poured the unfettered radiance of the three moons, and in each of the columns of viridescent light was a piece of detailed and exquisite hondage apparatus.

	Tyra was facing one of the items. It was situated towards a corner, and after Tarris indicated it he ran his hands over the stern metal construction. Formed from hardened crysteel, there was no doubt that once Tyra surrendered to it such a fate would continue until her new owner deemed otherwise.

	From the stone grew a rectangular metal box with riveted bands set around its edges and three dense locks situated along its opening lip. Tarris hauled up the dense lid and revealed the dark interior. 'Come here, slave, and take a look at your new home. At least it will be until I have finished with my guests.’

	There was a tone in his voice that Tyra found quite irresistible. Tarris was a man used to having every single word obeyed without pause or question. He could order invasion, execution, destruction, and the words manifested in reality quickly lest severe repercussions be forthcoming.

	Tyra stepped up onto the small stone platform and let her eyes stroll around the inside. She felt her legs weaken beneath her at the sight of such a device.

	Close to one end was an inner wall with three holes set in it.

	The metal could obviously be slid free and it parted at the centre to open the leather-padded holes and create an effective internal pillory for her wrists and neck. The inside walls of the box were also padded with leather and the enclosed smaller area had a couple of discreet holes that would feed air but not light into the tight tomb.

	The floor of the box only had padding as a strip along the longest sides, and the pair of dense metal shackles located there assured her that her legs would not be left free either.

	'Strip, slave,' he stated firmly.

	Tyra looked at him with a start, and when her eyes met his penetrating and ferocious glower her resistance melted immediately. Her hands drifted up across her catsuit and she moved with serpentine movements to slowly wriggle free of the tight folds. Tyra found herself intoxicated by the simple slide of the material as it left her body and exposed her nakedness to her new owner. The sultry dance clearly aroused the observing dominant, and the hint of a bulge against his trousers motivated her further. Tyra's final motions were alluring and salacious before she stepped regally from the deserted and now irrelevant garment.

	'In you get, slave,' ordered Tarris, and lifted out the slat for the stocks.

	As though she were still playing with Headspace, her body reacted instantly. She stepped up, draped herself in, and settled onto her knees. She placed her shins along the padding at the sides and her feet rested in the corners. She set her wrists and throat to the grooves and Tarris slotted the controlling panel back in. When the lid was closed she would be unable to lift the slat out and escape. She would be trapped and at his mercy.

	Tsuballa closed the cuffs to her ankles and upper shin. Tarris glared down at Tyra for a moment, probably to savour her form, and then dropped the lid.

	Darkness encompassed Tyra, and she hauled against her bonds to affirm their strength and immobility. Suddenly the pinioning of her hands was an annoying infliction because with the damning tone of the locks being established, and her libido suddenly exploded with new wrath. She yearned attention and the inability to touch herself was a maddening curse. The fact that she could imagine Tarris and Tsuballa relishing this knowledge, aware that she was in turmoil from being aroused and unable to do anything about it because they had decreed otherwise, was even more exasperating.

	As she had done in both reality and fiction, Tyra relaxed into her containment and just surrendered to the lack of ability to accomplish anything. She was an unstoppable creation, one possessed by her quests for self-discovery, freedom, or revenge. To have all that taken away, to be made to be inert, it helped soothe her soul and ease the burden of her past. Bondage was her freedom; it was her escape from that which was within her. Tyra wondered if ownership by Tarris would be a similar balm for her malady. Would his detailed control of her, his experience, and his resources finally allow her to let go and find final nirvana in a perverse world of discipline and erotic enslavement?

	There was a soft click that broke her from her trance and dreams. She peered around in the darkness that encompassed her head and hands, but could not detect anything save blankness. Then she gave a bellow into the box when a pair of threefingered claws grabbed her dangling nipples and started to retract. She yanked at the apertures containing her wrists and clawed at the steel but there was nothing she could do. The automated arms drew her breasts down and filled the tender tips with mordant havoc.

	Tyra gritted her teeth and fought to process the pain. As her body and her masochistic leanings gathered to full effect she began to resent the clamps a little less. They were still an awful assault, but one she could find a wicked delight in enduring, because after all, they were a manifestation of Tarris' dominion.

	Another sound of mechanised effort resounded within the interior and she braced for what was sure to be another infliction of control and orchestrated chastisement. A voltage nip, like that of a minor cattle prod, touched her inner thighs. Tyra gave a yelp and threw her hindquarters back up into the air, and with her thighs straining and her loins kept as high as she could manage she continued to listen to the sound of motion with significant trepidation.

	The noise stopped and she relaxed a little, only to find that the charged tip was mere millimetres from her pussy. The cruel gnaw of the weapon made her redouble her efforts and she strained her rear upward as best she could. Her muscles started to ache from the exertion and although she knew they could last considerably longer than any organic prisoner, eventually she would start to tire and have to face the shocks. Tyra gasped and panted, fought to keep off the infernal device, but as she predicted her strength started to ail from fatigue. She lowered a little and received the retribution that inspired her to strengthen her efforts. Whimpering in misery she cursed her own weaknesses, both of the body causing her added pain, and of her soul, that craved this sort of maltreatment. She sobbed and questioned just what sort of hell she had earned herself.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 14 

	 

	Petal was sat beside Balthazar in an enclosed and private chamber away from the main floor. Ragged velvet curtains offered a flimsy wall through which they could stare out. A large goldframed portrait of Queen Victoria with holographic Union Jack flags on either side dominated one wall, and the rest of the room had succumbed to the classic voodoo imagery. Grinning skulls with candles in them offered light, and each was either labelled our father , or hail mary .

	Explosions of colour and vegetation that had cocktails in them somewhere were brought, and Petal fearfully took a sip before she recoiled at the exhilarating effect that rushed across her tongue and down her throat. She partook with more gusto a second time while Balthazar watched her reactions with amusement and took sips of his own placidly smoking beverage.

	Their waiter arrived and Petal found that she was handed a different menu to Balthazar. Rather than embarrass herself, she waited until he had left before leaning in close and whispering, 'Master, why's mine different?" '‘Borg menu. There's things on there that are a delight for you but would be lethal to an organic. There's a variety of alien menus as well. This place caters to tolerance and vulnerabilities, after all, one being's acidic toxin is another's filet mignon.’

	Intrigued, Petal began to peruse the various listings. They made no sense so she eventually decided to let the more educated palate of Balthazar make her choices.

	Another waiter parted the raggedy curtains and Petal flinched from shock when a towering humanoid figure was shown in. He wore flowing robes and instantly made her jaw drop. His skin was covered in a delicate pelt of golden fur, and his brawny limbs bore subdued retractable claws. His features were an alluring blend of human and feline, marking him as one of the Panthian Theocracy, a highly religious and exceedingly rapacious race from beyond the galactic rim. Only the most rebellious and adventuring of their species ever left their zealous lands, and she had only ever read about them in galactic encyclopaedias.

	'Ah, Trad, long time no see,' said Balthazar.

	The waiter pulled out a seat for the massive form, and Trad gracefully slipped into it before accepting a third version of the menu. Petal could see that this one seemed to contain an exclusive array of meat dishes.

	'You appear well, Balthazar,' replied Trad with a throaty but sensual feline growl that was both soft and solid.

	‘How's the old man?’

	"Well, but concerned about his protége.’

	"Who's that then?' quipped Balthazar.

	'Come now, we both know how you started.’

	A waiter entered and offered the feline a tall red glass from which he took a brief sip. He nodded his approval and the waiter withdrew.

	'Long time ago, Trad. Ancient history.’

	Trad set his glass down and fixed Balthazar with a stern gaze.

	'Then perhaps a history lesson is in order. Those who go up against Tarris go down, and hard.’

	'T seem to recall being instrumental in making those words a reality for him on more than one occasion,’ retorted Balthazar, his mask of indifference starting to fracture.

	Trad grinned and revealed his incisors. He seemed to mellow and leant back before he took up his drink again. 'As you said, that was a long time ago.’

	'So what brings you here? He wants to visit or something?’

	The alien paused, and after he glanced around the restaurant he simply shrugged. 'This planet is a little rough for his tastes.’

	Balthazar leant forward and placed his arms on the table.

	Petal could see that his manner was becoming more intense. 'So he has no designs on it, then?’

	'Of course not. You can play "big boss" out here to your heart's content. Just don't stray into Tarris' yard, that's all.’

	Balthazar calmed and settled back. He reached over and put an arm over Petal's shoulders, and she continued to humbly partake of her drink while trying to remain inconspicuous. "Thought never crossed my mind.’

	'Did it not? Then why has your little territory increased so drastically of late." Now it was Trad who was on the verbal offensive. Balthazar's mannerisms had become those of someone without a care, while Trad's were now focused and piercing.

	'Oh come on, Trad. If the old man doesn't care about us fringe types, why would he care about me taking advantage of the revolt for a little promotion?’

	'He is concerned that you may have developed an unhealthy taste for such bolstering of your stature.’

	'Nah, I'm done. Tell him not to try anything stupid against me, and he won't hear from little ol' B again.’

	'Not hear from you again? There are easier ways to achieve that result.’

	Balthazar snarled and leant in. The two were rippling with subdued fury and never broke eye contact as the exchange suddenly heated to ferocious levels. Petal trembled and felt the urge to run. 'Threaten me again and I'll post you back on blotting paper, hissed Balthazar.

	'Don't think yourself more powerful than you are, thug. A few cyborg trinkets, a few paltry businesses and fronts, an insignificant band of yobs and cutthroats led by an upstart spin off from areal cartel. That's all I see here.’

	'Are you trying to provoke me or something?’

	"We are aware that something is going on here, Balthazar.’

	'Have a saucer of milk or something and chill out. Look, I told you that I'm done.’

	'T am not referring to the flyspeck territories you have managed to scrape off the interstellar doormat; I'm referring to a darker matter. You think you're unique in having precogs? That gilled blind slob is no match for those whom Tarris has groomed and acquired.’

	'‘And what have these masters of things to come said, then?’

	Trad said nothing and the two merely glared at each other.

	Neither spoke, neither moved, it was if they were frozen. Each sized up the most minor facial expression and the gleam in the other's eye. They were fighting a war to unveil the truth, or at least some clues from lapses in the control of minutiae. Trad broke the standoff with a resonant chuckle. He rose and turned to regard Balthazar, who was moving back against Petal. Her owner lifted her down-turned face around and she saw he was smiling. Holding to her drink for comfort and still shaking she kissed him and closed her eyes, fearing the alien was about to strike.

	You're playing with fire, Balthazar. I advise you not to get consumed by it,’ said Trad, while reaching into his jacket.

	Petal heard the motion and froze. Was this to be her last moment alive? Balthazar turned and waved dismissively to him.

	'Don't worry. ['ve got it, Trad. Have a nice trip home, give the old man my regards, and feel free to never come here again.’

	Trad left his wallet where it was and Petal breathed a mental sigh of relief.

	'Can't help you there, old friend. Tarris wants me to stay awhile - take in the sights, have a little holiday. Working for a real power can be so draining. Not an ideal vacation spot, I grant you, but I'll take it.’

	The towering form grinned to reveal his fangs and then strolled out. The curtain closed and Petal watched her owner keep an eye on the form to ensure he left. Since coming into Balthazar's care she had floated amidst the misconception that the life of such a crime boss was one of petty problems, giving orders, and living in luxury. She had not even thought about all the danger and threats that lurked around them. Petal could now see why his headquarters bore such guards and defences and why he had come here with a small strike force. Was she about to find herself in a war?

	'‘Dammit, this is not good,' he grumbled, and quickly drew a comm. He tapped out a number, placed the device to his ear and laid his other hand to Petal's thigh. When the desired person answered Balthazar spoke with muted aggression.

	'Find Trad and Kkill him. Make it look like Geecs or rogue 'borgs. If Tarris even catches a whiff of what I'm up to, well..." he paused, and his face became marred with concern before he spoke abruptly. 'Just get it done.’

	He put away the comm and leaned back to give an exasperated sigh. The curtains opened and the foods started to arrive on sprawling platters and bowls. Seeing her master like this was upsetting. Petal wanted to make him happy, to make him smile.

	Outside forces were intruding and marring their private sensual world and it riled her greatly. Unable to assist, she decided to let him calm down and instead turned her attention to the array that was tantalising her nose and rewarding her eye.

	There was also the matter of what he had mentioned in the limo. A secondary program that would merge into her mind and inflame her already powerful submissive leanings was a little worrying. Was that what she had felt in the limo? Did Balthazar know how developed her lust for algolagnic frenzy had grown, or had he underestimated it? She was already becoming lost to the need for restraint, control, and subjugation, so what would happen to her if this was fanned to new and acute degrees?

	Could they be the same programs that were used to subdue the reluctant? If this were the case, she feared what sort of deranged lust monster such devious devices would end up moulding her into.

	Perhaps her owner had lied to tease and torment her, but Balthazar was not a man prone to announcing that which would not occur or which did not exist. He did however enjoy psychological intimidation and so perhaps the threat of what was within her was part of such a scheme, a ploy to make her quail and fear what he'd done inside her.

	The fact that he could have warped her mind was a violation of no small impact, and made him seem even loftier in stature because even in the reinforced shell of her skull she was not safe from what he could do to her.

	Balthazar grabbed a strange lobster-like creature. The cooked shellfish was wearing a small Prussian blue waistcoat and he began to tear open the soft shell with irritated motions.

	'Bitches. They told me they could cloak this from the precogs.’

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 15 

	 

	Tyra almost wept with gratitude when she heard the locks being opened. The last minutes of her bondage were the hardest to bear, and every second was worse than the entire ordeal because she was so close to an end. Her sobbing became a screech when the clamps let go of her nipples, and a sudden terrible wash of new travail coursed through them.

	Tyra instinctively tried to press them into the floor of her prison and ease the withdrawal of such sudden freedom, especially after their long captivity. However, this only caused her to sink her pussy onto the baleful prongs of the shock prod. A second scream reverberated in the interior and she launched her hindquarters back up to their fullest degree.

	Grizzling from the stern impositions upon her, she winced when light poured in and pained her eyes. The slat was removed, but her continual fight against the demands of her prison had greatly enfeebled her.

	'Come on, slave, out you come," ordered Tarris, and she felt his booted foot lay to the small of her back. He offered a light shove that dropped her back onto the prongs before it deserted her.

	Tyra gave another cry and flew to attention. The spasm caused her hands to grab the lip of the box and with a sudden Kick of her weary limbs she catapulted herself out and landed heavily on the floor.

	Through bleary eyes she saw Tarris' feet before her. He was wearing a pair of sculpted and polished knee-high boots, and as her eyes slowly drew up the fury she felt towards him for keeping her in the box parted like curtains and exposed her submissive lust once again. Everything she had undergone in the box suddenly changed in one heartbeat and her hatred became besotted craving.

	The shimmering leather of his boots gave way to skin-tight vinyl that traced his contours bhefore entering a wide studded belt. His torso was clad in a loose mesh top, and his brawny arms were folded across his broad chest. His large hands were clad in short leather gloves and his eyes glittered with salacious malice.

	'Kiss," he said sternly, and shifted his right foot forward. Tyra puckered her lips and placed them reverently to the toe. She loitered for a moment and then shifted back to continue looking up at him with awe.

	'Get up, slave. The party is over, and now it's time for some private celebration.’

	The power in her limbs was already returning at an exponential rate, so she pushed into the stone floor and managed to get back to her feet. She swayed for a moment and then managed to regain stability. She kept her head lowered so she could only regard the lower half of her owner.

	'Did you enjoy your little vacation in the box, slave?' he asked sincerely.

	"Yes, sir,' she answered. At the time she had detested every single second of it, especially when its full rigours had been unveiled, but now she was captivated by its merciless qualities, the mindless, programmed cruelty forced onto her by its creator.

	"You still consent to be mine?’

	Yes, sir, I do,' she answered honestly.

	'Excellent. Tsuballa, prepare her for my amusement.’

	The woman emerged from behind Tyra and revealed that she had changed outfit as well. It was clear from the choice of attire that she was to take an active role in Tyra's initiation. She was dressed in imitation of her master, and wore knee-high stiletto boots over her figure hugging PVC trousers. She wore the same belt and tight fishnet top, but beneath it was a vinyl bra. Her gloves were of the same fabric and they reached up almost to her shoulders. The same pattern still scrolled down the side of her face and arm, and she had tucked the mesh under her collar to ensure that the symbol of ownership was kept on proud display.

	Tsuballa stepped forward, lifted Tyra's chin, kissed her once on the lips, and started to lead her by her hand towards the central area of the garden. Tyra watched her curves ripple the tight shimmering fabric and the emerald light of the moons wink on the wrinkles. Tsuballa was an exceptional creature, one even more expensive than herself, and the fact that she was a willing and loyal servitor of Tarris made both of them seem even more worthy of obedience.

	Tsuballa delivered her to a small wooden platform located amongst several of the blossoming trees. Two dense fetters of metal fed short chains into the stage, spaced well apart. A telescopic metal shaft rose between them and set upon the tip was a significant ridged phallus of dark slick material. Tyra could also see that it had several silver wires meandering around amongst its surfaces.

	Directly before the stage was another smaller version of the platform, from which rose a sumptuous chair. The wooden throne was carved with organic flowing patterns so that it seemed to have been grown rather than carved. Tarris brushed off a few loose blossom petals and settled back into this seat so he might watch and relish Tyra's experiences.

	Tyra was shown to the rod and Tsuballa knelt before grabbing her ankles and feeding them into the self-sealing restraints.

	The woman held to Tyra's hips and the shaft broke into a life of its own. Tsuballa held her still and watched while the machine did its work.

	Tyra gave a minor convulsion and whimpered when the tip of the toy pushed between her buttocks and pressed to her sphincter. The toy did not relent and insistently drove through her opening before charging into her tracts. The ridges battered her anus and she quaked distinctly from feeling the toy slithering into her. She arched back and swayed a little while she was penetrated to a significant extent, but Tsuballa held her still. Tyra was momentarily temped into trying to escape the toy, but the reassuring presence of the woman's hands upon her hips helped reassure her as well as keep her steady.

	The machine stopped when it was pressing deeply into her and she could take no more. There was not enough slack in the chains of her fetters to allow her to get off, and she was therefore kept standing upright to attention by the internal spear.

	Tsuballa drew something from her rear pocket and offered it up to Tyra's lips. She knew what it was and offered a brief moment of resistance, turning her head aside, forcing the woman to grab the back of her head and hold it firmly. Tyra's hands rose and she used her resistance as an excuse to put them to Tsuballa's chest, the feel of the woman's sumptuous breasts sending quivers through her.

	Tsuballa gave a wry smile, tugged with her hand, drew Tyra close, and pressed the metallic plate over her lips. The device gave a sudden hiss and a potent vacuum was established to lock the plate across her mouth and silence her verbal protests. Tsuballa stepped back and Tyra traced her fingers over the automated gag. She tried hooking a digit into the corners but the power of it was too strong for her to defeat.

	'She must be stiff after her containment, Tsuballa. Attend her,’

	ordered Tarris.

	Tsuballa grinned and moved around behind Tyra. Vinyl-clad fingers cupped her rear and then traced a route up her back before reaching her shoulders. The woman massaged them for a moment and then rolled down Tyra's arms. The caress was also used to steer them and the extremities were brought behind her back. Tsuballa moved closer and Tyra found she had deliberately placed her hands so she could touch the dominatrix's crotch. With timid but lustful strokes Tyra grasped the woman and then surged when her gloved hands reached around and grasped her breasts. Thumbs danced upon her nipples and the detailed assessment of her breasts was joined with delicate kisses to the nape of her neck.

	Tyra swayed and clenched her rear to the toy. She lifted a little on to tiptoe and sank down so that the ridged shaft emerged a short way and then plunged back in. Her hands continued to grope the vinyl-smothered pussy of the woman with elation. She could feel the discreet ring of piercing, and when she toyed with this hidden hoop the woman quivered libidinously.

	Ier earlobe was suckled upon before a final lap of Tsuballa's tongue ran down her neck to her shoulder. The woman stepped back and Tyra was left dizzy with arousal. She had never felt so potently lost to the control of another. Balthazar had enslaved her, spiked her libido, and she had been hard pressed to resist, but now she was a willing recruit. Her servitude earned her revenge and severed her new desires.

	Tsuballa turned to her master and waited for an order. Tyra watched as he pondered various fates and then finally stated what he wished to see. 'Cane her and then fuck her,” he pronounced.

	The words made Tyra's eyes widen with a mixture of anxiety and rapture. The cane was a nightmarish tool of correction, but then to earn a ravishing from this woman would be an ample compensation.

	Tsuballa turned and strolled down off the platform. Tyra's eyes flashed from the woman to Tarris and back again as she watched the preparation unfold. The luscious bodyguard crouched at the side of the stage and opened a slim hatch. Clearly, the various implements of perverse indulgence were stored around the perimeter of each stage, and Tsuballa was well enough acquainted with their locations to find them easily and quickly.

	The first item she removed made Tyra sway with enchanted delight and she had to fight the temptation to let her hands wander her body. A slender leather waistband was buckled into position and the triangular crotch reached down and arose as a slim strap that bisected the woman's buttocks and dug in to tighten the fabric and emphasise the curvature of her cheeks. From the front of the garment jutted a significant bright blue translucent cock. The jelly-like substance was pliant and so the erect shaft wiggled and swayed with her every movement.

	After taking in Tyra's reaction to its unveiling, Tsuballa grabbed the toy in her fist. She squeezed and steered it slowly around while grinning at the slave who would soon be taking it inside her.

	Tsuballa knelt again and reached in deeper before she pulled free a finely wrought handle that released a long rattan strut. She grabbed it by tip and grip, and then flexed the weapon before turning to her master once more.

	'Proceed," he announced.

	Tyra pulled at her fetters and watched with trepidation as the woman strolled around her. Tsuballa dragged her stare up and down the naked captive presented before her and took deep breaths of excited lust.

	The cane lashed out and caught Tyra on the thigh. Her hands clapped to the streak and she snorted against her gag. The intense flash of pain started to settle back into a strong throb, and suddenly the cane crossed both her buttocks. Tyra arched back and her arms jolted out before they clapped to the assailed area.

	As she reacted to this stroke another crossed the front of her thighs. She shrieked impotently against her gag and doubled forward to try to shield the assaulted area, but again Tsuballa exploited her natural reaction and added another fervid swipe into Tyra's flank.

	Tyra was a maenad of vain retaliation and attempted flight.

	The dildo churned within her and her body jolted and whirled with every cruel hack of the cane into her delicate and sensitive skin. Her hands fought to comfort the worst of the strokes, or tried to protect vulnerable areas or shield herself from further abuse. But Tsuballa was an accurate abuser and either managed to hack into a defending palm, or deftly avoided it to assault a tender region as punishment for such resistance.

	Stroke after stroke fell and Tyra was lost in terrible misery.

	Eventually all she could do was cross her arms before her breasts to defend them and just jolt and offer muted howls to the swift and savagely delivered deluge that ate at her thighs, belly, and rear. Tears tumbled down her cheeks in tiny rivers and her sight swam as she fixed her stare to her master.

	Tarris was watching her suffer with understandable delight.

	The intensity of her suffering inspired his lust, and again she could see the reaction in his crotch to her misery. Tsuballa paused and repeated a dozen fierce swipes into Tyra's rear. She sobbed and her legs began to wilt towards the end. The dildo stopped her collapsing and when the tip of the cane landed on her inner thigh she jerked upright and remained frozen with travail.

	It took Tyra some time to realise that Tsuballa had stopped.

	The agonising pulse that lurked in every inch of her beaten flesh was of such a level that she assumed she was still being punished, when in fact Tsuballa had halted at some silent command from her master. The agony began to retreat and Tyra sank a little until the dildo forced her to recover her stance. The power of the sensations now threw her to an incredible high. If she could have she would have begged for a renewal of the cane.

	The image of Tarris seemed to gather clarity, and her mind swam with the need to abase herself before him and do whatever he wanted. She had been pushed to her tolerances and beyond, and in a life riven with extremes it was the lure that possessed her.

	'Take her,' he ordered with a licentious hiss. 'Take her, now.’

	Tyra's view of Tarris was blocked when Tsuballa appeared before her. She placed a hand around Tyra's throat and drew her close while the other grabbed her fake cock and drew its head through the lips of her pussy. Tyra surged at the sensation and nuzzled into Tsuballa's neck, whereupon she began to sob uncontrollably with the sense of purging, relief, and gratitude.

	A croak of bliss fought the gag and she snorted for breath when the dildo stabbed into her. The bliss of each drive was infinitely accentuated by the tender clutch of the woman. Tyra placed her hands to the woman's side to hold on for comfort against her wonderful ordeal.

	Each deep thrust resulted in the unexpected activation of her anal dildo. A brief convulsive charge wrung her sphincter and made it clench almost painfully to the toy responsible for commanding her nerves. Tsuballa continued and grabbed Tyra's hands. She lifted her torso back a little before placing them to her vinyl and mesh covered breasts. Tyra was allowed to grope her and Tsuballa clapped her gloved palms to Tyra's hips for a handhold before she increased the depth and speed of the fucking.

	Tyra could barely string her thoughts together as she felt the woman responsible for so much pain and pleasure continue to molest her. She watched over her shoulder at her master, who continued to amuse himself with her rigorous plight.

	Impaled on one electrically energetic dildo, and assaulted by another, Tyra's eyes feasted on the physique of her partner and then caught sight of Tarris rising from his voyeuristic vantage point. The image of both her master and her mistress brought Tyra to climax and her hands held firmly to Tsuballa's breasts in a vain bid to weather the crippling power of her orgasm. Every ache in her skin, every painful clench of her rear, every slap of PVC clad loins to her belly and the rush of dildo into her body, paralysed her with an overload of input and everything was brought to an abrupt and incredibly cruel end.

	The telescopic shaft gave her a final and terribly stern blast and then shot back out of her body. The power of the charge made her anus crush to its surfaces so the ridges became a monstrous source of sensation when they thundered out of her. Tsuballa's pliant cock jumped free during orgasm to enhance the effects, and the fetters sprang open.

	Tyra's legs failed her and she dropped to the stage with an inert thump. She could not move. Her body was reverberating with levels of sensation she had not ever come close to experiencing before. She clutched herself and curled into a ball as the world rolled over and over and her body continued to jolt with residual bursts of new feeling.

	'Lick, slave,” came Tarris' voice, the words filtering through the static pervading her mind and causing her to react before she could even process her surroundings again. Tyra crept over with her face close to the wood. The gag deactivated and dropped from her lips, and a second later her tongue lavished oral gratitude on the leather. She quivered with arousal and wriggled on the floor as she attended the towering footwear with devotion.

	'That's it, slave, show me how much you enjoy being my plaything," he purred, and his words inspired her to even greater effort. 'Not bad. Perhaps we might be able to find other uses for that mouth if you continue to display such agreeable levels of commitment to my rule. But for now it's time to let you rest and consider your new status as part of my estate.’

	Tarris stepped back and Tyra felt Tsuballa's hands take her shoulders and draw her up to her knees. She sat still and stared at Tarris with fidelity while the woman applied a new item to her body. The triangular leather sheath was drawn up her arms and a set of straps at the top ran over her shoulders, crossed between her breasts, and then tightened to drag the device to her back. Laces down the outer face were hauled in to drag her arms toward each other and kindle an acute ache in her shoulders.

	With her breasts thrust forward and her hands kept pressed together in the tight apex, Tyra found there was an array of tiny metal fangs waiting for her digits. Any movement of her hands caused the myriad tiny fangs to scratch and gnaw at her skin and thereby dissuade resistance.

	A trio of straps were hauled tight over the laces to further crush her arms and leave them denied to her, and she was lifted to her feet and shown to the final part of imprisonment.

	Beneath a dense tree limb was another low stage upon which was set many brief plastic studs. The tiny teeth were blunt enough so they could not pierce, but were sharp enough to ensure prolonged distress. A chain had been fastened to the overhead branch and reached down to grab a metal box.

	Tsuballa opened it into two halves that were attached by hinges at the summit, where there also resided a dense hoop that accepted the chain. The woman held the jaws of the minute cell open and Tyra strolled willingly towards it. She winced when she stepped onto the carpet of closely packed spines that dug into her soles and made each step a misery. She strained against the arm sheath but continued to approach the box until her neck entered the padded semi-circles that were closed to forge a loose grip around her throat. A faint light entered the box from the small breathing holes, and she heard the locks being fastened on the outside.

	Tyra started to dance from foot to foot in a bid to try to find a way in which to ease her plight, but it was useless. The spines extended beyond that area she could access and so she was doomed to standing upon the prickly carpet. She could lift her legs to gain a little respite, but the weight of her body hanging from her neck was more than she could stand for more than the briefest periods.

	Panting in the tight cranial dungeon she dwelt on the new path her life had taken, and wondered how far she would be pushed beyond anything she had known so far. Trapped, and vexed by the spines and her bondage, she dwelt on what would be done to her when set free again. Was this to be the rota of her life from now on - a session of abuse and divine depravity before a period of recuperation in the arms of stringent predicament bondage? How long would it be before she was a hopeless supplicant to such a menu of depravity? Would she forget all about her revenge, forsake her past, and simply become a mindless slave to the encyclopaedia of position and technique that Tarris was sure to show her?

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 16 

	 

	Petal found herself at the end of a leash and in a very expensive lounge area with numerous pieces of advanced entertainment hardware. A number of sumptuous armchairs and couches were arranged in a rough circle to face a small plinth with lights and readouts in the centre of the room. There were several doors without visible handle or lock, and there were no windows because they were now deep in the central area of the lofty complex.

	Since coming back, Balthazar had ensured she changed into something more appropriate and she now stood before him in fine denier stockings with an obsessively straight seam, and dagger-heeled patent court shoes. A slender vinyl thong offered her a token measure of modesty, and incorporated suspenders that grabbed her stockings at front and back. Her cosmetics had also been altered to a fiercer and crimson influenced range of hues.

	Petal looked around at the place and suddenly closed her eyes. She shook her head from feeling the program taking effect.

	The door closed, locked itself, and Balthazar indicated the room with a sweep of his arm.

	'My personal quarters, slave.' He removed the leash, laid back on a couch and looked at her as though waiting for something.

	Petal put a hand to a temple as though suffering a headache, but it was a wave of craving that had buffeted her soul. She removed the hand and shook her head again to try to fling free these potent influences. 'Can you feel the new programs taking hold, slave?' he asked casually.

	‘Unfortunately I can, Master.’

	‘What's it like?’

	‘A heat in the back of my mind, that I can feel...' Petal put her hands down by her hips and closed her eyes a little as she felt her libido rising. Her skin tingled and she quaked with corrupted concupiscence. 'It's powerful. It feels good, too. Makes me feel tense... animal,' she purred.

	'Still think you'll win?' he enquired.

	Petal offered a laugh before she fixed him with a lustful and amused glare. 'Without any doubt.’

	"'We'll see,’ he rebuked, then touched a bio-port, and a second later a door opened and Angelica marched in. The regal woman wore the same outfit as Petal, but she had adorned her midsection with the hourglass curves of a boned corset and a brief vinyl skirt, the hem of which lurked just above her stocking tops.

	In one hand was a riding crop, and on her face were saturnine shades and a malicious grin.

	T believe you know my most trusted aid, slave,’ said Balthazar, and extended his hand in an absent and imperial fashion.

	To Petal's surprise the woman lowered to her knees and kissed the knuckles. There was reluctance in her eyes, but she showed submissive respect. It made Petal wonder what coinage had purchased her servility, because it was clear that Angelica preferred the dominant role.

	'Put your hands on your head, slave,' said Balthazar, and Petal instantly complied, watching with a measure of concern as Angelica strolled behind her and flexed the crop as she did.

	There was a moment of pause where she simply stared at her owner and filled her mind with the lure of masochistic delight, and then there was a hum and a thwack that made her stiffen.

	She hit down on her cry and her fingers pawed fiercely into her hair. Another swipe caught her other buttock and made her mewl] softly. Angelica treated Petal to a slow but stern thrashing that made her sway and whimper, but did not break her from her pose. After a dozen strokes Balthazar lifted a hand.

	'Enough. Time for some more dedicated attention.' Balthazar rose and opened a small chest next to his chair. He removed two bundles of fine rope and began to prepare them for use. He took a purple length and folded it in half, then he started forming knots down the doubled strand before he approached Petal. She watched with allure as he placed the knot over her head and left the strand dangling down her front. The feel of the smooth rope slave?' he asked casually.

	‘Unfortunately I can, Master.’

	‘What's it like?’

	‘A heat in the back of my mind, that I can feel...' Petal put her hands down by her hips and closed her eyes a little as she felt her libido rising. Her skin tingled and she quaked with corrupted concupiscence. 'It's powerful. It feels good, too. Makes me feel tense... animal,' she purred.

	'Still think you'll win?' he enquired.

	Petal offered a laugh before she fixed him with a lustful and amused glare. 'Without any doubt.’

	"'We'll see,’ he rebuked, then touched a bio-port, and a second later a door opened and Angelica marched in. The regal woman wore the same outfit as Petal, but she had adorned her midsection with the hourglass curves of a boned corset and a brief vinyl skirt, the hem of which lurked just above her stocking tops.

	In one hand was a riding crop, and on her face were saturnine shades and a malicious grin.

	T believe you know my most trusted aid, slave,’ said Balthazar, and extended his hand in an absent and imperial fashion.

	To Petal's surprise the woman lowered to her knees and kissed the knuckles. There was reluctance in her eyes, but she showed submissive respect. It made Petal wonder what coinage had purchased her servility, because it was clear that Angelica preferred the dominant role.

	'Put your hands on your head, slave,' said Balthazar, and Petal instantly complied, watching with a measure of concern as Angelica strolled behind her and flexed the crop as she did.

	There was a moment of pause where she simply stared at her owner and filled her mind with the lure of masochistic delight, and then there was a hum and a thwack that made her stiffen.

	She hit down on her cry and her fingers pawed fiercely into her hair. Another swipe caught her other buttock and made her mewl] softly. Angelica treated Petal to a slow but stern thrashing that made her sway and whimper, but did not break her from her pose. After a dozen strokes Balthazar lifted a hand.

	'Enough. Time for some more dedicated attention.' Balthazar rose and opened a small chest next to his chair. He removed two bundles of fine rope and began to prepare them for use. He took a purple length and folded it in half, then he started forming knots down the doubled strand before he approached Petal. She watched with allure as he placed the knot over her head and left the strand dangling down her front. The feel of the smooth rope was an intoxicating tease because she knew the light touch was about to become far less gentle, and she was anxiously looking forward to it.

	'Legs apart and stay still, slave,' said her owner, and when she complied he passed the length between her legs and lifted it. The last knot dug in her sex and pressed her clit. She swayed slightly and gave a soft moan. 'T said stay still,’ he growled, and tugged the rope to make it shift suddenly and grate at the tender morsel.

	The thong was little defence from the harsh assault and Petal whimpered and enforced her stance so he might continue uninterrupted.

	The strands parted and reached over her hip to snatch the rope between the lowest knots. A pull backwards formed a diamond pattern and the ropes passed over each other at her spine before they again voyaged round to her front.

	'Much better, slave. Now stay like that," he ordered.

	A string of diamonds was formed down her front and the ropes started to tighten to her body, swallowing her up with the delightful feeling of being bound. When he reached the back of her neck he used the excess and threaded up through the strand at the back of her neck before he brought it back down to her shoulder blades. Balthazar took a hand and delivered down and around, folding up her spine so he might capture the wrist in a sudden detailed weave. The other hand was taken and her arms were kept enforcedly restrained behind her.

	'There, all done," he said with satisfaction.

	As though to experiment with what he had crafted, Balthazar let his hands roll upon the bound flesh, and Petal stayed rigid even though she just wanted to drop and quake with unbridled licentiousness.

	Balthazar took a green bundle of rope and turned to Angelica.

	The woman had her crop taken away from her and he set it aside before putting her hands on her head. He started to apply an identical format to her, and she was less appreciative of it than Petal. Angelica glared at her with dissolute contempt. She was enjoying the sight of Petal's bondage, but was derisive of the same being applied to her. Her skirt was hauled in against the crotch strap of her corset and she croaked with distress when he tugged the knot against her.

	When they were both finished, the imperious crime lord stepped back and gave a dark chuckle. 'Brilliant. Do you like the ropes, slave?’

	'Yes, Master, they feel nice,’ answered Petal, while straining her arms against the tight web as her shoulders started to ache and her skin rippled with pleasure at the press of the strands all around her, and especially between her legs.

	'And you, Angelica?’

	The woman stared at him while trying to find an answer to cover her dislike of the containment.

	"Well?’

	'It's fine, Master,' she finally grumbled, and Balthazar laughed at her resentment and touched a bio-port. A portion of the floor sank and parted before a padded section rose into view. The smooth dark cushion had two rounded metal poles rising from it like inverted U's. The metre high circular struts had two metal adjustable hoops stretching out on either side of the summit, and around the exterior of these bands were numerous small eyelets.

	The site of torment locked into position and Balthazar hooked a finger through the ropes at Petal's front and led her towards it.

	'‘Down you go and present your breasts to the bands,' he commanded.

	Her knees sank onto the cushioned surface and she arched her breasts into the bands. The metal ribbons closed and then squeezed to the base of them. The flesh bulged from the other side and immediately started to well with uncomfortable feeling.

	Petal strained her arms against the ropes and relished the minor havoc. She then took visual delight in watching Angelica being brought over and similarly bound so that they were facing each other. Petal's eyes devoured the image of the woman, her curves contained, her gaze full of fear. Petal shifted a little and felt the knot against her crotch. Even through the thong she could feel its enthralling effect on her clit. She began to surge and wiggle to enhance the effects, and quickly found herself sinking into a libidinous frenzy.

	Balthazar acquired a pair of ball gags, each one coloured to match the ropes of its wearer. Petal opened her maw and let the orb slide in before she decadently gripped it with tongue and teeth and relished his callous fastening of it around her head.

	Angelica was more rebellious and tried to turn her head away, but Balthazar just grabbed her hair and forced the ball between her teeth before fastening the belt to stop her spitting it out. Petal could see the woman fighting with her tongue to eject the orb, and when this failed she flung her head around to try to escape it.

	Balthazar acquired the next portion of his intended abuses and Petal's eyes seethed upon seeing a slim metal wire in his hands. The pliant cable was looped through an eyelet and reached over her breast to an anchor on the other side. A haul at the cable made it dig into her bulged breast, and she groaned.

	Once he had formed a separate cocoon for each, he added matching sets to Angelica. The woman whimpered and muted begging could be heard over the gag as she tried to appease his sadistic streak and have him spare her such a fate, but their trials were far from over.

	Two slim metal chains were acquired and a clip to the strapping on either side of Angelica's ball gag allowed them to stretch forth, whereupon Petal saw the clover clamps at the other end.

	Balthazar pulled on the chains to draw Angelica's head forward and then snapped the devices to Petal's swollen and flushed nipples. Petal cried out on her gag and the sound escalated when the woman vindictively pulled back with her head to further torture the already strangled teats.

	Then Angelica's cackle of sadistic relish became a holler of denial when she saw Balthazar apply a pair of leather bands just above Petal's knees. From these bands stretched another pair of chains and these captured the woman's own nipples. A sudden haul by Angelica racked Petal's nipples and made her squeal against her gag. In reprisal she lifted a knee and tugged backwards to punish the woman for the abuse. It was hard to do, and she could see that to afflict Angelica she would have to drag her knees back and thereby hang herself from her own cruelly captured breasts.

	'Enjoy," Balthazar sarcastically pronounced, and patted both their heads before returning to the couch. The holo came on and he gave an annoyed scowl before stabbing a thumb at the remote to change the channel. 'Urgh, sci-fi.' Balthazar started to flick through channels in search of something to amuse him, but it was clear that his main source of entertainment was to be the fight between Angelica and Petal.

	Angelica was a consummate sadist and delighted in offering pain, and so she could not resist the only thing that made her bondage tolerable. She would pull left and right, tilt her head, tug and twist to impart monstrous bursts of additional distress to Petal's captive nipples, and when Petal cried out from the pain or begged her to stop her smile was visible even over the ball gag.

	It was harder for Petal to take revenge because it only fuelled the anguish coursing through her breasts, but it did give a fleeting satisfaction to kick backwards as she hung so she might hear Angelica holler. However, this only made the woman pain her own neck with the virulence of her motions as she exacted retribution.

	In the corner of her eye Petal could see Balthazar enjoying the show. His eyes were rarely on the cloud of light and images filling the air above the holo unit. The fight between his two possessions was much too alluring to ignore.

	Angelica could not resist her nature in attacking Petal, and Petal could not resist her own nature in elevating her suffering to take a paltry measure of retaliation that made her own trials worse, not only from her self-inflicted aches, but from earning even more vicious activity from her bound dominatrix. She also wanted to explore the delicate tease of the crotch rope, but the effects of Angelica's assaults kept disrupting her motions. This caused a slow but frustrating influence and while it also fuelled her masochistic enjoyment of her torment, it made her spiteful because she could be acquiring much more pleasure from the scenario if Angelica would just lay off and leave her alone to masturbate in bondage.

	The stringent nature of the session left Petal largely unaware of what was occurring on the holo. She caught snippets of LT.C.H, and there were tales of more rogue cyborg attacks and Geec terrorism, but such things had nothing to do with her any more.

	What did the outside world matter? What did anything matter except for earning her pleasures and enjoying her pains?

	Eventually her master tired of the repetitive droning and mindless prattle from adverts and reporters. The holo was switched to a music channel and the sound swelled through the lounge and drowned out the sounds of feminine misery.

	Balthazar armed himself with a whip and dangled the metal handle to let the slender woven thongs separate from one another. Petal eyed the weapon with intoxicated relish, but Angelica hollered and struggled even more fervently when she saw it.

	You've been dancing about for some time now. So let's see how much more you're capable of.. with the right encouragement, of course,’ he mused over the music, then laid down a steady deluge that alternated between them. He struck any location that took his fancy, and every reaction to the whip brought more pain as clamps bit and breasts strained to escape the restricting bands.

	With Angelica distracted by the flogging, Petal was able to exploit the crotch rope. She rode her pussy against the stiff ball of the knot and surged with rapture at its results. When the flogger kissed her back, her hands, her upper arms, her rear, or her thighs, she whimpered and swayed with hedonistic rapture.

	With the power to tease herself restored, the weapon became an aphrodisiac instrument that continually spiralled her into ecstasy and her cries became louder with each swipe of its hot tendrils to her flesh.

	Balthazar stopped the assault and set the weapon aside. He swept back his hair and wiped beads of moisture from his brow.

	After switching off the music he took a few breaths of recovery and then stepped back beside the captive forms. He reached down and released the clamps. Both women jolted against their bonds and howled with misery when ghastly sensation possessed their long captive nipples. Angelica almost swooned before she slipped into a debilitated slump, and once the havoc eased Petal quivered with fresh desire from the lingering throb now haunting her nipples.

	‘Time for a shower, and then to bed, I think. But who should I take into the shower with me? Decisions, decisions.’

	Petal lurched against her bonds. She was aroused to the point of psychosis and the prospect of joining her master in the shower was one that filled her with ultimate need. She struggled and implored for the chance to accept the post, and tried to explain over the gag that she would do everything she could to make the event a most memorable one. Angelica just hung in her bonds, her senses reeling from the experience. Her flesh did not recover as quickly and her psyche was not of the same mindset as Petal's.

	Petal tried to exploit this to plead her case while the woman was still fazed.

	"Would you like that, Petal?’ he asked, and ran his fingers down her cheek. She nudged her face into his hand and sobbed with passionate enthusiasm while trying to offer her most dedicated promises to please him if he would just deem her worthy of his attention.

	‘But I think in this case practicality must intrude over indulgence. Petal may be more willing, but Angelica could do with the rinse.

	Petal was beside herself and fought her bondage with all her might, but there was nothing she could do save burn with consummate envy as Angelica's enervated form was released from the apparatus. She stirred and whimpered when the lattice of wire was removed, and then arched against her straps and cried out when the breast bands were opened. Angelica shuddered and Petal watched her arms seek escape so they might comfort the strangled breasts in the manner she herself had done on similar occasions.

	Petal continued to thrash but Balthazar ignored her. He simply hoisted Angelica over his shoulder and started to head out of the lounge to the hitherto unexplored chambers beyond. The woman came too a little and lifted her head to curse Petal with a cruel and mocking grin, before a closing door stole the vision and left Petal to desperate isolation.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 17 

	 

	Tyra gave a sudden surprised jerk when the fingers of an anonymous attendee ran across her hip. The digits were soft and sheathed in velvet, so she assumed it was a woman. The reaction made her rise to tiptoe and caused the pressure of the spines into her feet to suddenly concentrate. She gave a soft bark and dropped back, only to feel the discomfort rise in her heels. The hands returned with attention that was a little more overt, and after the initial surprise she calmed and allowed them to explore her. The hands were steady, calm, and not giving in to frenzy or lust.

	Tyra was not so chaste in her response. She closed her eyes against the dark and swayed recklessly while the hands continued to roll up and down her legs and caress her rear. Keeping her feet still to minimise the impact of the annoying studs, she found this was not as easy as she would have thought. The delightful touch of gentle velvet-clad hands across her body was exceedingly titillating, and it became ever harder to stay still and unresponsive to the sensual drama.

	She stiffened slightly when another set of the hands appeared from behind her. They reached around and started to trace their cool tips around her breasts. Another pair of hands arrived on her legs as the first set appraised her hips and rear.

	Tyra pulled at her restraints and gave a long purling moan of rapture while she was examined, and then her eyes flashed open when three tongues arrived on her skin. The tips tickled her with the lightest of touches and skipped over various parts of her anatomy. The oral dedication continued and she became sorely tempted to beg them to offer her a more carnal level of attention, but she remained mute because she might anger them with such solicitations. If they were going to do it, they would. She was not in a position to change their designs.

	Gritting her teeth, she fought her temptation and her own spiralling libido. The tongues and hands were driving her mad with lust and she greatly feared that they might just desert her in this ghastly state. But her fright faded when she felt kisses slowly rising towards her pussy just as two other mouths trekked around towards her breasts.

	Tyra mentally prayed this not be a tease and then gave a sultry gasp when the mouths reached their destinations. A wet tip toyed with her clit and two lips brushed her nipples. She felt warm breath against her skin and then the tongues emerged to dance against their targets. Tyra's legs shook with delight and she strained against her arm sheath.

	A monstrous tongue suddenly rushed into her pussy and curled around in her like a spring that rolled and flexed to impart a level of internal sensation she had never felt before. A shriek of excruciating bliss made her feet leave the floor and she tried to close her legs. The owner of the exemplary and alien organ grabbed her thighs and held them apart so she could continue to savage Tyra's loins.

	Tyra found she could not defeat the strength behind the hands, so she assumed they either belonged to a fellow cyborg or at least an alien who possessed mega reserves of strength.

	She fought to close her thighs even though she knew she could not, but it felt good to struggle with all her might and not succeed.

	The glorious bliss curdling her pussy made her sob, and the effects were heightened when two more of the lengthy tongues started to spiral around her hreasts. They squeezed them in their fully encompassing embrace, and still had the length to not only wring them, but to tickle her nipples with their tips as well.

	Assaulted by dextrous foreign tongues Tyra was thrown recklessly into orgasm in seconds, but the tongues would not relent and continued to beset her with their compelling ministrations.

	Suddenly she arched her breasts forward and her thighs darted back as she tried to close her rear, because a fourth tongue had entered the fray. Taken by surprise, the moist length had pierced her and was diving into her tracts. Tyra's scream grew more acute as it negotiated the twists and turns of her passages, and then flexed to make them reverberate with feeling.

	The organ flicked and thrashed, turned and shoved to offer a degree of penetration and deep torment that she'd not thought possible. Tyra could feel parts of her body being tickled and stretched that she'd not known even existed.

	All four lengths worked together and their skill and nature ensured she was forced into potent orgasm three more times. She was begging for them to stop amidst her own inhuman squeals of agonising rhapsody.

	When the hands and tongues finally moved away she sank back down and found her body drained by her reactions. Her breasts, rear, and pussy were tingling from the abuse taken, and she continued to flinch with sporadic bursts of tension from the lingering flashes of delight that wrung her form.

	She was recovering quickly but her feet had been away from the spines for long enough to forget how uncomfortable they were. When she laid her soles back to the plastic teeth she thought that perhaps they'd grown or been sharpened, but soon got used to them again, only now she had the glow of postorgasmic detonation to soothe her.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 18 

	 

	In the inky blackness of the waste tunnel, only the sounds of footfalls in water and the clank of armour and weapons on cautiously marching forms could be discerned.

	'Fuck’s sake, it stinks in here,' grumbled a resonant voice.

	'Stop crying, you pilchard, and switch on before you trip over your own feet, replied Gengrii.

	The squad pulled nightvision goggles down onto their sharklike heads and activated them. They could see three times better than humans, but the sheer blackness of the tunnel meant they could do with a little assistance.

	The large metal tunnel gathered clarity and became a canvas of green hues. The six Selachii had adorned their thick hides with plates of dense armour that no human could have worn due to its weight, but their race had muscles far more dense and these could accommodate the massive plates with ease. They were equally adorned with offensive might, and all wore several side-arms in addition to the massive plasma cannon each cradled in their brawny arms.

	'Okay, okay, don't get your dermal denticles in a tizzy,' complained another of the group.

	'Now will you lot shut the hell up? This is supposed to be a covert raid. You know... quiet,’ complained Gengrii, as he continued to lead the way.

	Balthazar had chosen him to lead the assault on Trad, and Gengrii had chosen his five best to handle the task. He was already regretting his decision. He had a golden chance for advancement here, just so long as his troops did not fumble the assault.

	Trad was meeting a minor dealer, but one who had numerous assorted connections. Lazarus had been paid before Trad's arrival to ensure his loyalty to Balthazar, and so the man had informed as to the rendezvous he'd been asked to attend. Clearly Trad was examining the colony world for a possible takeover or realignment of the upper hierarchy. Tarris was either going to wipe them out or replace Balthazar, and that meant trouble for the Selachii because it was well known that the Galactic Godfather did not like using their race.

	Lazarus had given the location of the meet, and fortunately waste tunnels led right to the place. It would be easy to spring out, take out any warborgs with the plasma weapons, and vaporise Trad in the process.

	Gengrii's demand for silence lasted only five minutes as they continued to trudge through the lethargic flow around their feet.

	Their race was aggressive and short of temper, and while this made them excellent professional killers and mercenaries, it also led to friction when they were not distracted by brutality and mayhem.

	'You nudge me in the arse again with that cannon, I'm gonna make you eat the damn thing.’

	'Sorry, didn't mean to get you excited by giving you something big and hard in the anus.’

	'Promises, promises, just try and stay focused though, all right minnow-mind?’

	'Shhh, what's that?' asked another of his troops.

	"What's what? We're in a damn tunnel under an old factory zone. I'm guessing it ain't Jaws.’

	'Hey! Don't take the name of "the man" in vain, goldfish face.’

	"You know, you're the only twat what I've ever met who liked that fourth one. You really are a complete tool, ain'tcha? I mean, the first one - top shit. Two, er... okay, not bad. Decent if you want to stretch it. Three, kinda grand, 'cept for all that 3D puke. But four? Just what the hell is up with that?’

	It's all about the bird. She's hot. 'Sides, tropical water, stupid humans to chomp on. It's like an advert for a wet dream vacation paradise.’

	Once again the leader of the group paused and turned furiously to admonish his forces. 'Will you gillfaces shut it! You—’

	The sounds of numerous weapons being cocked interrupted him, and their senses easily picked up the electrical flares from charging electromagnetic barrels. Their Ampullae of Lorenzini shivered from the power of the fields, and it told them that they'd walked into an ambush. Their lateral lines caught movement but the use of Vanescrite had hidden the foe from them. Only warborgs could maintain a level of stillness that could escape their senses.

	'Tust great,' cursed Gengrii.

	'l knew this plan sucked,' came a brief complaint.

	Eruptions of sparks lit up the tunnel, and even as they were dazzled by the light the guards were cut down by the assault of devastating explosive splinter fire. The gauss projectiles punched through their armour amidst scintillating bursts and detonated a moment later to gouge great wounds and cast the troops back in a series of staggered jolts. They sustained an inordinate amount of hits due to their tough hides, armour, and vast reserves of stubborn stamina, but before they could even fire back they dropped into the water, each of them riddled with smoking and bleeding holes.

	Torch beams came on and illuminated the scene of slaughter.

	The light exposed one of the felled warriors as he crawled through the stream. His goggles were shattered, and even as he floundered with his blood saturating the flow, he pawed for his primary weapon. But a pair of armoured boots dropped on it, and he looked up to see a towering feline form staring down at him with the multiple clustered barrels of an assault splinter cannon aimed down at him.

	You can tell your boss about how you screwed this up - when I send him to meet you,' snarled the Panthiat.

	The guard lowered his head back to the water, whereupon a brief squeeze of the trigger whirled the barrels and cast dozens of explosive shards into the wounded form.

	Trad turned to the warborgs standing behind him. 'Strip 'em, wrap 'em in newspaper, chuck in some chips, add a dash of salt and vinegar, and post 'em back to Balthazar. I'm going to contact Tarris.'

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 19 

	 

	Petal had spent a terrible duration with her breasts bound and full of struggling misery, but this was not the full measure of her ordeal. All she could think about and picture was Angelica and Balthazar in the shower together, naked, wet bodies sliding against each other. She impotently strained herself against the crotch rope but it only made things worse by inflaming her arousal without the possibility of ending it.

	The door opened after a tense and maddening time, and Balthazar emerged. He was dressed in a plain robe, and wandered over to her with an air of tranquillity that further enraged her because it meant he'd sated his desires with Angelica.

	‘Time for bed, slave,’ he announced. 'All three of us are going to spend the night together.’

	Petal was elated at this news, and her mind surged with delicious scenarios as he unfastened the breast bondage and released her from the eerie pillory. With her freedom came the anticipated flash of added pain, but she was looking forward to a night of carnality and so could not truly resent the anguish because she knew there was pleasure to come.

	Balthazar produced and attached her leash, and then took her away. A door fed them down a short corridor and then into a large bedroom. A huge circular bed with pastel satin sheets dominated the middle of the room, and numerous pillows were dotted across its surface. Angelica was curled naked upon the bed, watching Petal with a mischievous fury.

	The floor was covered by a dark carpet and the walls bore simple lamps that spread a dull warm glow up in wide cones before bouncing it off the mirrored ceiling and out across the rest of the room. It was this light that revealed by sparkles on its wrinkles her next outfit. Petal also noticed a cubicle set in the wall. The small empty chamber had a transparent portal for a door and apparently did not contain anything, and yet when she saw Angelica look at it, the woman visibly quivered with fright.

	The pile of dense latex was set neatly near the base of the bed, and if it were not for the refractions she would have missed it in the ample shadows of the gloomy room. Balthazar led her to the pile and started to unravel it. 'Strip," he ordered.

	Petal obeyed immediately, starting to grow concerned at the amount of latex she was bearing witness to. It was becoming apparent that restrictive containment was to be her fate, and that might mean she would not be included in the coupling and would have to watch it. That would be infinitely worse than her previous period of envious thought, because she'd be able to see every succulent nuance and deed while being refused inclusion.

	Balthazar started to help her into the first garment. It was a catsuit whose slick interior stretched over her body and hugged her tightly. Her hands entered featureless bulbs, as did her feet before the back was zipped up to leave her skin smothered by the sultry fabric. Every motion made it shift and cling, and she feared chastity with even more potency from such sultry sensations.

	A plexus of straps was fastened about her face. The dense pad at the front forced a spongy orb into her maw that crushed her tongue into the base of her mouth and stopped all speech save muted murmurs. The moulded cup at the bottom of the plate accepted her chin and a belt ran the base of her skull. This strap then accepted the belt that ran up either side of her nose, connected at her brow, and then crossed her crown to attach to it. A wrench made the entire ensemble constrict and Petal was left snorting through her nostrils while fearing what might come next.

	She was sat on the edge of the bed and her owner laced her feet into a pair of ballet boots that reached to her knees and made her instep churn with misery.

	'Stand here, slave,’' said Balthazar, and showed her to a circle of plain metal that had been hidden from her on the other side of the bed.

	Balthazar dropped back onto the bed and shifted a little so he was propped up on a pillow. Angelica curled beside him so she could stare at Petal and vex her by running her hands across the broad chest of her owner.

	'Hands over your head, slave,' he ordered, and Petal stretched up and watched the two of them with tears welling in her eyes.

	'Care to do the honours, Angelica? he offered.

	'Oh yes, Master, that would be delightful,’ she hissed, and Petal watched the woman hold to him and stretch her lips up until they brushed a bio-port. The reaction to the touch was instantaneous and Angelica's eyes flashed with vicious amusement at what happened. From above and below Petal came a stern hum and suddenly she was snatched by waves of projected magnetic force. She howled against her gag as the invisible stream of energy snatched her arms and hoisted her up until she was spaced equally between ceiling and floor. She cried out even louder when the pressure increased and the hold started to rack her to an impossible degree. The mag nodes were tuned to her synthetic flesh and skeleton and every particle of her body was an anchor at which this diabolic hold was maintained. She could not even twitch, let alone move. All she could do was stare impotently down at the couple on the bed.

	Balthazar and Angelica shivered at the image of her stern captivity, and watched for a moment longer as the pressure increased. Petal realised it was her own fight doing it. The more she struggled the more the machine increased the effects to subdue them. She turned her fight to escape into a struggle to stay still, but it was exceedingly hard because of the duress being inflicted upon her.

	'Now that we have a decoration, let's have some fun,' said Balthazar, and turned to Kkiss Angelica.

	Petal whimpered in apathy as she watched them enjoy each others' bodies while she could only hang and suffer unspeakably.

	It was then that she noticed the secondary effect of the magnetic stream. There was a tiny oscillation in the beams. It had been imperceptible at first because of the sudden pain, but now she was getting used to it she was noticing the quiver. The beams were offering a minute tremble that shuddered her body, and as she accustomed to her bondage it started to titillate. The vibration of her entire form was a ghastly curse because it offered a stimulation that could not be stopped. Torn between relishing and reviling this influence, Petal continued to hang in the air and watch the couple as Balthazar threw Angelica's leg over and mounted her from the rear.

	Petal mewled and watched as Balthazar growled and slapped his hips to Angelica's rear. The woman clawed at the pillows and made sure to Keep looking up at the hanging form of Petal. Her reactions to Balthazar's animal thrusts grew more drastic every time she assimilated Petal's predicament, and when she came her screech of delight savaged Petal's ears. Balthazar grabbed her hair and hauled her head up while he slammed himself into her and bellowed with ecstasy. He slowed his energetic rate and then withdrew. Angelica lay weary and sated, and Petal watched them slip into a casual embrace so they might sleep while she continued to suffer.

	It was a long and brutal night that took Petal to the limits. The insidious pleasure was of a kind that could not be sated by orgasm, and soon she was howling against her gag, begging for the machine to stop, that she could not stand another second of the infernal pleasure destroying her mind with its potency. Every stern reaction made the machine tighten its hold, but she could not stop, and each time she thought she could not move another agonising climax made her spasm and convulse and force the machine to tighten its infernal reins. Climax after climax ravaged her and there was nothing she could do save help keep the two dominants in a tranquil sleep because of her pained lullaby.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 20 

	 

	Tyra was forced down onto her knees and felt the locks of the box being unfastened. She had been set free from the tree and led away from the prickly carpet. Feminine hands had held her shoulders and drawn her in the wake of heavy footfalls that could only have been those of Tarris. It was a little frightening to be blind and immobile, having to depend on the generosity and skill of anonymous guides, but this fleeting danger left her tingling with excitement while doors opened and closed and vague sounds of punishment, distress, and the clatter of chains seeped through her cranial prison. The estate of Tarris was a perverse realm where an immortal despot freely indulged every vice and passion, and encouraged such acts from those who had gained residence here. His wealth was consummate and could not easily be taken. Corporate presidents, emperors, governments, holo stars - their fame, notoriety, power, and wealth were fleeting and dependent on fickle whim and chance, crime however, was eternal. The fact that this palace of debauchery had been constructed from it and was defended by it made the entire realm seem even more iniquitous, and the air itself felt saturated with illicit deeds that osmosed into the occupants and inspired them to freely cosset their vices without reservation, and even to improve and refine their most secret passions.

	The box opened and she found herself in a room with glass walls that revealed dense woodland in every direction, save for the slender passage that had delivered to the room. The floor and ceiling were covered in polished flagstones with numerous eyelets dotted overhead. Spaced well apart were two slender stone pillars of the same pale marble as the stones, and stretched between them was a length of rope that had been knotted at metre intervals.

	A low lacquered wooden table was set to one side, and there were several canisters and matching polished boxes set across it.

	Standing on either side of her was one of the maids who dwelt here. Their eyes were lowered respectfully from the image of Tarris, who stood before her with an imperious smirk. He was wearing a set of close-fitting latex trousers that slipped beneath riding boots. A matching waistcoat with silver buttons was left open to reveal his bare torso, and a military style plain black hat was perched on his head.

	A step behind him was Tsuballa. She wore polished latex leggings, and over them rose skin-tight thigh boots that perched her atop a wicked heel. Opera gloves of the same spiralled up her arms, and she wore a matching hat to the one worn by her master.

	'Leave us," he ordered, and the maids bowed and quickly withdrew. Their eyes flitted across the trio of occupants and they shivered with passion at just being in their presence. Tyra stood still and waited to see what was intended for her.

	Tarris turned and wandered around her once before he stepped behind Tsuballa and placed his hands on her shoulders.

	'Do you like her, slave?' he asked, and reached forward to trace the backs of his fingers down her cheek.

	Tyra looked up across the alluring form of the woman who had bested her. The examination fanned her desire until she reached the stare that was equally absorbing Tyra's curves. 'Yes, sir, I do.’

	"Would you like to earn a coupling with her?’

	Yes, sir.’

	'l warn you that it will be painful.’

	Tl do whatever it takes, sir.’

	'Spoken like a true concubine. My former underling made a serious error of judgment to betray you, slave. But his loss is very much my gain, as well as his own doom. You still want him dead?’

	"Without doubt, sir. You're not reconsidering are you?’

	Tsuballa's mouth dropped open and she looked to her master with a startled terror, and Tyra realised she had spoken rashly, and when she looked back to Tarris she saw a flash of movement. Heat filled her cheek and she was stripped from her feet. Her gaze flashed aside and after a moment of aerial passage she slammed to the flagstones.

	Tyra lay winded and dazed for a moment, her cheek throbbing from the unnaturally powerful backhand slap. No human could employ such strength, and yet she knew that Tarris was organic. The sole of a boot laid itself to the side of her head and pressed her other cheek into the floor. Tarris leant weight to the extremity to keep her pinned and subdued before him, and her slapped cheek pounded from the added pressure. Tyra whimpered and her legs floundered against the floor as she was crushed before him.

	‘Do not question my commitment to deals, slave, or you'll earn his demise with the most grievous suffering. I have cells below my estate where those who have irked me dwell in the most hideous containment. Would you care to join them?’

	'No... I'm sorry, sir. I'm just not used to all this yet.’

	Your freedom has made you impulsive and self-indulgent. 1 will correct this.’

	Yes, sir.’

	'Sit up, slave," he ordered sternly, and stepped off her.

	Tyra quickly drew in her legs and forced herself back upright.

	Tarris lowered into a crouch before her and slowly curled his hand back over his shoulder. Tyra quailed and fought the instinctive urge to duck away and try to escape. Tarris was testing her commitment to the chastisement she knew she deserved for her words. She managed to stay still and keep her eyes locked to her owner until the back of his hand swept around and caught her cheek. The impact was much less severe than before but its potency still spun her face aside and brought effulgent wrath to her cheek.

	"What are you?' he asked firmly.

	Your concubine and slave, sir,’ she muttered, and slowly brought her face back around.

	"You erred, slave,’ he said, and grabbed her chin to lift up her stare.

	'‘And I must be punished, sir.’

	Without further word, he started to slap her cheeks. The swift spanks alternated from side to side as he continued to hold her chin. Tyra twitched and wriggled but remained on her knees as she sobbed and offered meek barks of response to the mild assault. The stinging claps were distressing, but were more intimidating than painful. She flinched and was filled with panic but managed to stay still and accept the volley. Tarris stopped and stood up.

	'Despite your offensive words I will still allow you the chance to earn a little pleasure with Tsuballa,’ he said, and stepped away.

	The act had rekindled the submission her hatred of Balthazar had momentarily stolen. Her loathing of him increased because it was damaging her fantasy, and this committed her to her new lot as a concubine of Tarris with new power. The more she pleased him with her obedience, the sooner she could earn Balthazar's death and the sooner she could be free of the baggage that was diminishing her total commitment to slavery. She wanted to enjoy this, but until Balthazar was out of the way it marred her complete indulgence.

	'Stand up,' he ordered, and with heat still occupying her cheeks, Tyra rose and watched as he went to the table and retrieved a set of leg cuffs.

	‘Straddle the rope, he stated firmly.

	Tyra walked towards the horizontal strand and could see what was coming. She took a breath for courage and then hoisted a leg and stepped over it. When she touched down on the other side she had to raise herself to tiptoe because the rope bit deep between her legs. Even on tiptoe the strand was slipping between the lips of her pussy. Her anxiety was great but she stayed still even when Tarris knelt down and clapped the steel cuffs to her ankles. The teeth of the devices rattled and closed to a suitably snug fit. Less than a metre of chain connected them, hobbling her to a timid shuffle.

	'Show her the prize,' ordered Tarris, and Tsuballa sauntered to the furthest pillar and lounged lecherously against it. Her eyes strolled over Tyra's form and revealed that she was looking forward to their coupling, if Tyra could earn it.

	Tarris went to the boxes and donned a belt with several pouches around it. From another box he pulled free a slender stave of black. The burly crime lord cradled the weapon and took up a position beside Tyra.

	Your propensity for a wayward tongue is not required, slave.

	I will, however, be generous and enforce your silence until you have been trained to keep your querulous words to yourself.’

	Tyra thought he was going to apply a gag, but then his swift hand caught her lips, pressed them together, and a moment later a stern silver metal peg from a pouch had clasped them shut. She gave a mew and jolted when crushing havoc filled her lips, but Tarris was not done yet. Another was applied on either side, and then another. Each one made her snort and whimper because the power of the springs was abnormally potent and the weight of the metal dragged at the imprisoned flesh to further make it resonate with distress.

	Tyra shuddered and flipped her head from side to side, but the pegs would not come free and the action just made them wrench at the pinches and chime merrily against each other like tiny bells. Her resentment of them left her distracted and her chest arched down, and she hauled at the arm sheath when another pair suddenly caught her nipples. She leant back and thrust her chest up to try to support the weighty implements, but there was nothing to be done to resist their havoc.

	'March," he snapped.

	Still stunned by the spots of fierce dismay in her nipples and mouth, Tyra did not respond immediately and this brought reprisals. The stave reached out and touched her stomach. There was a bright crack and she doubled up with a muted wail. A brief flash of voltage had excruciatingly tightened the muscles of her abdomen and swelled her skin with a ghastly duress.

	'Come on, slave, Tsuballa is waiting for you,' he goaded, and pressed the awful toy to her rear. Her cheeks flicked to attention.

	Tyra cast her face up and offered another crippled shriek. Her legs jerked and she lurched awkwardly forward. The rope grated between her vulva, and as she almost lost her balance she tottered quickly to regain it before she fell. The rope seemed to saw at her and the friction of the cords savaged her pussy. She skipped over a knot and this brutalised her clit and brought even more pain.

	Tyra shivered and fought to process the agony so she could start to move. The delay brought another dose of encouragement and the prod jabbed her shoulder to make her whirl and dig the rope into one side of her pussy. She straightened quickly and began to shuffle while sobbing at the severity of her treatment.

	Each curtailed shuffle caused the rope to be drawn through her pussy and the clearing of a knot was a most harrowing feat that required all her resolve to even attempt. Twice she balked at the prospect and received a jab into the rear that flung her over it.

	The sudden passage over the knot was infinitely worse than when she did it alone, and she quickly decided to just endure the awful knots rather than face Tarris' enforced voyage over them.

	After a nightmarish journey she finally reached the pillar and dropped against it. She snorted for breath and turned to face her reward. Tsuballa smiled and reached up to brush some of the dislodged strands from Tyra's forehead.

	"Well, come on then, back you go,' ordered Tarris, and Tyra's view of Tsuballa vanished when she screwed up her eyes and flung herself against the cold stone of the pillar. The throbbing ache in her hip faded and she whimpered with distraught apathy. He could not possibly expect her to retreat all the way along the rope. But her engineered hide was far more durable than that of a human, and even though much more sensitive, she could experience the excruciating trek without suffering injury.

	'Move it, slave,’ he snapped, and dug the prod into her armpit where he let it linger and pump its woe into her flesh for a drawn out period.

	When he removed the weapon Tyra slumped back and had to skip to reacquire her balance. Two knots punished her tracts and she managed to halt herself and straighten up so she might commit to a return voyage.

	Each step was filled with misery, and when she finally reached the other pillar she dropped back against it and gasped for breath. The prod into her breast made her shriek against the pegs. It shoved into the soft flesh of the other and then came away again.

	'Once more, slave, and I want to see you staring at your reward this time.’

	The prod savaged her thigh and made her sway and cry out as she again commenced another long and arduous trip. Tyra kept her eyes fixated with the rubber-clad curves of the gorgeous female, and only broke contact when the prod pressed into her as it did numerous times during this voyage. Her thighs, her breasts, her stomach, all were treated to the mordant eruptions of the electrical baton. Tarris was making sure she knew her place by ensuring she faced the sternest treatment.

	When Tyra reached the pillar tears were streaming down her face and she was giddy from the terrible burning that now possessed her pussy. Tarris reached into a pocket and brought out a small knife. He flicked out the blade and cut the rope. It fell from between her legs and Tyra summarily collapsed at Tsuballa's feet.

	'Well done, slave," he uttered. 'Untie her.’

	The woman knelt to the creak of latex and began to remove the arm sheath. Tyra's shoulders curdled with anguish at their freedom after spending so long locked behind her, and her limbs floundered uselessly when the pegs at her nipples came away.

	While she was still crippled by the pain of their loss, those at her lips fled and as soon as they were gone her maw jerked open to illustrate her pains with a hearty cry.

	Tsuballa soothed her with gentle caresses and Tyra wept freely from gratitude at both her release and the success of her mission. She felt she had most definitely earned her tryst with Tsuballa, and more than served her penance for her rash and illthought words.

	'Time to prepare you both for your reward,’ announced Tarris.

	Tsuballa helped Tyra to her feet and together they followed the towering man down the passage and out to the left. Tyra watched the alcoves pass by with a flutter in her heart and held tightly to Tsuballa as the images both horrified and titillated her debauched senses. The women were riddled with anguish as they were violated, stretched, crushed, contorted, and punished by extreme poses, awful additions, and brutal automated systems. The sentence was of a level that assured her it was a punitive one, and suddenly the pleased acceptance of arbitrary corporal punishment displayed by the maids made a lot more sense.

	To complain or spurn such capricious use earned a far sterner sentence. The fact that they were all still human made the images even more terrifying.

	The maids who were free bowed deeply as Tarris passed, and many of then risked a lecherous glare at Tsuballa afterwards.

	Tyra felt a definite pride in these glances. Tarris was the master of this world and punished wayward behaviour without mercy.

	Tsuballa was his most prized creature, and was a goddess to the maids that they obviously dreamed of one day submitting to or sampling. The fact that Tyra was the plaything of the pair made her feel like a treasure beyond equal. Whether this state of affairs lasted or not remained to be seen. The pair may be fickle in their attentions and may find another to occupy their time when she grew tiresome. With that in mind she started to look at the condemned maids in a different light, because if she were relegated to the roll most women seemed to hold here, she herself was likely to find herself lost in an alcove or presented on a stand for the sadistic voyeurism of the guests and residents.

	A door parted and she entered a simple chamber with a row of six circular hatches of metal on the floor. They parted at a central seam and there was a padded aperture in the middle. Tarris walked to the wall and manned a small control panel. He touched some controls and two of the panels slid aside to expose a slightly sunken interior.

	'In you go," he ordered, and Tsuballa quickly started to remove her attire while Tyra tentatively walked towards the site.

	Fearful of what might happen, but equally afraid to disobey her master, she surveyed the pit and tried to find some clue that might ease her fear by allowing her to brace for what was coming. She had been promised a dalliance with Tsuballa, and this was not it. Had Tarris changed his mind? She had felt the consequences of questioning his commitment, and so she stepped onto the cool metal floor of the interior just as Tsuballa finished undressing and rushed over. The eagerness with which the woman jumped into the pit suggested it was not as bad as she was thinking.

	Tarris touched another control and the floor suddenly dropped. Tyra gave a frightened squeak, and before she could react the lid closed to grab around her neck and leave her trapped. The two of them looked at each other, Tsuballa with eager anticipation, Tyra with fright and apprehension.

	Tarris touched another control and a sudden rushing growl reverberated around her. She jerked when warm fluid swirled and enveloped her entire form, then just as quickly as it had come the sudden torrent vanished and she heard a hum. A faint red light rose from between the slight crack in the seams and then the lid opened.

	Confused as to what had happened, Tyra and Tsuballa were lifted back up by the rising floor. Tyra gave a sudden chocked gasp when she saw that a thin layer of dried latex now covered her entire body from the neck down. Blue swirls rolled through the coating and Tsuballa had the same clinging catsuit, save that hers bore red streaks.

	Without a word Tarris turned and walked away. Tsuballa immediately gave pursuit and Tyra copied her. A couple of passages and voyages across small ornamental gardens delivered them to a minor room where the floor was slightly indented and covered with a lush layer of fur. The purple zebra pattern changed to a blue variety when painted on the walls, and the mirrored ceiling copied the image of the eerie concave hed.

	Tll leave you two to enjoy yourselves for a time. I have some matters to attend to,' pronounced Tarris.

	Tsuballa dashed forward and threw herself on the bed. She glared over her shoulder and regarded Tyra with a coy and ravenous stare.

	Tyra walked over slowly to tease the woman, who offered up her hands to her. The rubber coating connected and stuck and she was pulled down onto the covers. Their bodies touched, and to Tyra's surprise again they stuck. She tried to pull away but Tsuballa pinned her down. Tyra struggled for a moment, but then the woman started to kiss her neck.

	Their nipples brushed and attached and each attempt to part caused the layer to haul at their skin and then slowly start to peel from it. The sensation of that intimate gossamer layer slowly peeling from her was a ravishing one, and Tyra was suddenly kissing Tsuballa with wanton frenzy. Now she knew what the devious delight of this scenario was to be, the pair started to touch other areas with their fingertips. The fabric of their digits stuck, and when they pulled gently away their sensitive hides wriggled with sensual delight as the material stretched and came away. Small holes started to appear when the material ripped, and then they started to grab hold of such apertures so they might lick at the exposed skin before turning their attention elsewhere. As their bodies caught, and the temporary catsuits started to snap open, they eagerly explored while gradually peeling each other.

	Tsuballa flipped Tyra over and placed her digits to either side of the valley of Tyra's rear, before she started to slowly pull away. The material that had attached to her sphincter drew at the opening, and the layer started to slowly slip from her bottom.

	Tyra sank her fingers into the covers and her head flung up to release a long groan of rapture at the intimate peeling. The layer split and exposed her rear, and Tsuballa instantly dove in to pierce her with her tongue. The wet length sank deep and rolled around the opening before lapping at her cheeks and then diving recklessly back in.

	Tyra pushed her face into the material and howled with rapture at the debauched encounter. Tsuballa's hooked tongue encouraged her to rise and Tyra lifted up onto her knees with her face still smothering her howls in the pillows. Suddenly the full breadth of Tsuballa's hand clapped to Tyra's pussy and her eyes widened with astonishment when the woman began to tow at the layer. The material clung to the lips of her sex and the small measure that had penetrated deeper. Tsuballa relaxed her grip and then started again, before she allowed a moment to recover and then start again. It was the most eerie and unnaturally intense form of masturbation she had ever encountered.

	Tsuballa offered a steady haul that caused the layer to rise amidst Tyra's cries and then finally snap open. Tyra was hardly given enough time to settle and recover when the woman buried her energetic tongue into the unveiled sex. The fingers continued to spike her pleasure with new rapture when they laid tips to her inner thighs, stomach, and hips, whereupon they slowly drew up and peeled away small pockets of the material.

	Tyra was quickly heading into orgasm but she wanted to extend their play a little longer before she accepted such release.

	She scuttled forward, span around, and pounced on the woman.

	She held to the delightful form of her partner and started to use her nipples as weapons of carnal glee. She laid them down and drew up on areas of Tsuballa's catsuit. The grips teased her own teats and Tsuballa gasped as the points of Tyra's breasts tantalised her.

	Tyra spread the woman's legs and started to use the sticky peaks to snatch at inner thigh and sex, teasing the woman in the same way that her fingers had teased Tyra.

	Finally, the material snapped and revealed her desired target and Tyra readily devoured it. Tsuballa arched and gasped as she was peeled and Tyra's tongue poured against her clit.

	Tsuballa lifted Tyra's head, hauled her down and launched her tongue up into the hovering pussy. Tyra stiffened and gave a long moan that she smothered by sinking down and lowering her maw to the awaiting loins.

	The two of them began a duel of endurance as they used every oral trick and tactic to pour bliss into their partner, and each orgasm they sustained made it harder to continue. They punished each other with levels of delirious delight, and finally it was Tyra who could not cope with any more.

	She threw herself aside as another climax crippled her. She clutched her body into a ball so that the last strings of catsuit stuck together. She held tight to contain her convulsions and felt the hands of her partner soothing her in the aftermath of such a potent event. There was a certain satisfaction in having been the first to give in. Tsuballa was much more advanced than her, more experienced, and more skilled in the arts of perversity.

	Tsuballa had been taught by the ownership of Tarris, while she had studied under the student. To be defeated by Tsuballa was no shame, in fact, it was a rewarding thing.

	"Was the price you had to pay worth it?" asked Tsuballa.

	'Oh, definitely, thank you,' she replied honestly.

	'Tarris has taken a definite shine to you. I think you intrigue him. Even when you failed to retake the control signal you still sought a return to slavery. It has caught his eye, and that is rare.’

	'Tarris, how did you meet him?' she enquired.

	'l was Ginger Vorhese in my first life.’

	'The holo actress?' gasped Tyra.

	'The very same.’

	‘But you retired over a century ago. Just after you won three Imperial Entertainment Crowns.’

	Td had enough of the farce of celebrity status at that point.

	Lens and microphone jammed in my face every second both on set or as soon as I left it. Having to placate annoying little critics and journalists as they sought a means to tarnish or ruin me. You know the old saying - if you can't do it, teach it, and if you can't teach it, criticise it. And there are plenty of them who wanted to make a fleeting name by ruining the great and talented Ginger Vorhese. I moved back to Terra and walked amongst the elite. I was not wealthy in my own right, not compared to the company I Kept, but my looks, name, and skill had me on the arm of many a dignitary.’

	'How can that be? Your face was everywhere. You were a legend. You were paid millions per holo, there was that line of perfumes, the line of clothes, the ads, the sponsorships.’

	'There are people who drop more than all that at a gambling table in a week and don't even notice. Nevertheless, even such lofty whales of wealth like their illegal treats, and that's how I met Tarris. He also moved in such circles, offering the elite whatever they wanted. He saw me, took a shine to me, and offered me a vacation at his estate. Intrigued, I accepted and he educated me in the submissive arts, something I'd dabbled with, but never truly indulged.’

	You came willingly?’

	'How could I resist? Everything else, my career, my wealth, my fame, they were all so hollow, and they never really fulfilled me. [ wanted to be an actress and became a slave to my career, locked away from the world in the pretty cage of limo and penthouse to protect me from fan, journalist, lawyer, critic, and fanatic. Then I wanted to walk the halls of the powerful, but was a slave to their desires and the fanatical etiquette required to fit in - never speak out of turn, never say what's on your mind, always say, wear, and do the right thing. Fear being out of style, out of shape, out of the light. As it transpired, being a sex slave, a submissive plaything, offered me more satisfaction and freedom than any other profession I'd adopted. There's nothing sweeter.’

	'So how did you end up in this body?’

	"When my age started to become a hindrance to our activities he offered me transfer to a new body if I would serve him from that day forth. I readily accepted because I couldn't bear the thought of ever being separated from him, especially because of something as irritatingly mundane as death. Love does not even begin to cover what I feel for him because of what he has done for me.’

	'He is quite intoxicating.’

	Tmmortal, handsome, devious, skilled, wealthy, and strong.

	What more could a girl ask for?’

	'T've been meaning to ask, but, why is he so strong?’

	'He's a quarter Syssthsis.’

	'That would explain it." Tyra knew of the race only through whispers and a few vague holo exposés. The Syssthsis were a reptilian race. They controlled a vast Republic that neighboured with the Panthiat, indeed the two had been warring with each other for centuries. They were incredibly strong, highly intelligent, and their poisonous bite had an intense euphoric effect.

	Even a droplet of their blood in human heritage could massively extend both life and physical prowess.

	As though the talk of their master somehow conjured him into reality, the door hissed open and he appeared before them. Despite the alluring frenzy of her encounter with Tsuballa, when Tyra regarded that towering form she felt her recommitment to his dominion flourish afresh. Now that she knew of his hidden racial heritage, she was even more intrigued by him. Tarris was no ordinary human, he had secrets in his blood, in his past, in his life, and in his world. How could she deny herself the succulent enjoyment in being his toy?

	'Did my slaves have their fun?' he asked.

	Yes, sir,' they replied together.

	"Well, it's time to get dressed. I have a council to attend.'

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 21 

	 

	Petal watched from within her agonising cocoon of excruciating bliss, and saw Angelica start to stir. Her fervid hopes locked on the prospect of release when the woman stretched and rose from the bed.

	‘And how is the slave this morning. I trust you had an eventful night?' she mused, and her hands reached into the flow to run upon Petal's bound form. The magnetic charge was attuned to the synthetic, and Angelica was free to play without being affected.

	Petal mewled and struggled, only to feel the grip of the infernal machine constrict in response. Angelica stroked and squeezed, savouring the impossibly bound and faintly quivering flesh. When she felt the tingling vibration a smirk appeared on her lips.

	Petal gave a croak of dismay when she noticed the woman step forward into the beam and spread her pussy upon Petal's calf. Angelica's hands immediately sank their nails into Petal's hip and rear. The woman held tight and gave an ululating moan of delight.

	'Oh, such a delicious sensation,’ she groaned, and started to rub herself up and down the taut limb.

	Petal continued to swell in miserable delight and Angelica treated herself to a slow and salacious indulgence of the tormented suspended frame. The meekly vibrating limb started to ferry the woman towards her own climax and her hands pawed and clawed with venom during this build-up. Petal's skin was raw from the long night and every touch was a stringent maltreatment that made her holler onto her gag with venom. Nevertheless, there was nothing to be done, Angelica could do as she wished and she was doomed to simply endure it.

	The woman's cries of release stirred Balthazar. Petal stared at him with imploring adoration as his eyes opened and he was greeted with the image of his aid quaking with rapture against the leg of a rubber-bound, stretched slave.

	Angelica reached the limits of what she could take and dropped back onto the bed. Sprawled upon the covers, she gasped for breath and Balthazar shifted over and started to kiss her. She responded absently and did not move her splayed limbs.

	'Did you enjoy your breakfast? he asked, and let his hand massage her breasts while his eyes rose to regard Petal.

	"Very much. Although I think the slave could do with a morning feast.’

	'Does she need a good dose of fibre?' he asked.

	'A bamboo breakfast,’ announced Angelica, and sat up to fix Petal with a sadistic glower that made her mew in apathy. Petal offered a quick fight against the beam, whose only effect was to have her further crushed into helpless submission.

	Angelica slipped from the bed and Balthazar brushed one of his bio-ports. He closed his eyes while giving the mental command, obviously still a little groggy at this time of the morning, if morning it were.

	A section of wall gave a click and a panel slid aside to reveal an interior cabinet choked with an array of weapons. Angelica stomped over and snatched a cane from the arsenal. She wrung her fist to the crooked handle and then conducted some vicious swings at the air. The hiss of the weapon made Petal shiver with dread, and glare from the device and then to her owner as he examined the horror in her eyes.

	'Feeding time, slave,' snarled Angelica, and walked behind the hovering form. Petal tried to brace for what was about to come but it was hopeless. She was sexually spent. The endless stimulation had now pushed her beyond pleasure and into aching distress. Every part of her yearned for a cessation of the beam, and when the cane landed across her rear the flesh erupted with even more sorrow than usual. The catsuit mitigated some of the trauma, but her assaulted skin more than made up for the absorption of a little impact energy. Petal's jerk caused the beam to tighten and she gave a long moan to answer both this added ferocity, and the scorching streak crossing her cheeks.

	'Oh, but that's just the first, slave,’ crooned Angelica, and added another hearty hack into the base of her thighs.

	Petal shrieked and struggled. The beam tightened its racking power and she suffered unspeakably while Balthazar just watched her. After the first dozen strokes his hand strayed to his erect cock and he began to slowly masturbate. His eyes panned up and down her gleaming skin and he clearly savoured the sound of her muted howls. Petal prayed that Angelica show some measure of clemency, but the woman wanted her to suffer and continued to swipe the lethal rod into buttocks and thighs with swift and callous severity.

	Angelica started to pause in her attack, but only so she could extend the tip of the weapon and disdainfully prod the areas she had so meticulously targeted. The intersections coursed with new mayhem at this shove, and when Petal cried out against the gag, the woman just chuckled and recommenced her offensive.

	Balthazar hissed and his hand rushed up and down as he came to the sight of Petal's dismal torment. Spatters of his lust flew into the air to land on the sheets and his stomach while he jolted and growled with delight.

	Rather than command Angelica to stop, he touched one of his controls and caused the beam to lower the prisoner back to the floor. The cane stopped hounding her and she collapsed to the floor at Angelica's feet.

	Petal immediately shrieked against her gag. The loss of the infernal and terrible grip that would have crushed an organic form to pulp was gone, and her entire synthetic anatomy exploded with a degree of misery that far exceeded the entire ordeal. Petal lay frozen and in hideous pain as her body slowly recovered and reacclimatised to an existence outside of the stretching crushing beam. She vaguely processed some words, and then felt the straps of her gag being removed and the orb drawn from her slack lips.

	"Well, slave?' said Balthazar. "Thank Angelica for your morning meal.’

	The bare toes of the woman moved into her vision. Petal tried to move but her body failed her. A foot lifted up and flicked her cheek with some derisory touches before it landed on her shoulder and shoved. Petal flopped onto her back and looked up to see the woman towering above her. The same foot reached up and she caught Petal's lower lip between her toes and pulled down to draw open the slack maw, and Petal groaned and gave a small choke as her mouth was filled with a selection of toes. It took a strain, but her tongue arose and started to slip between and around them. When one was done the woman made her lick the other foot and then stepped back to leave Petal lingering on the carpet.

	'Is she done?' asked Balthazar.

	"Yes, sir,' she replied with clear glee.

	'Then we had all best get ready for a busy day,' he stated, and Angelica's mirth faltered a little.

	 

	- 

	 

	Chapter 22 

	 

	Tyra and Tsuballa had been taken to a dressing room where a trio of subservient maids reverently attended them. The warm hands of the humans quivered with rapture at being permitted to touch and handle such divine creatures as they, and Tyra was left giddy from the reverence with which they treated her, and yet she was a slave like they.

	A close-fitting vinyl dress rose to a halter neck, and the lack of sleeves was replaced with matching opera gloves that left their fingers exposed so the nails might accept a vibrant red hue. The dress rolled down and embraced their curves, offering an oval aperture to reveal their cleavage. At their hips it parted and fell to their feet as two long flaps. Bereft of underwear, their legs slipped into thighboots that left them atop a spire of a heel. Finally, a strict corset of polished patent leather encompassed their torso and hauled their already fine curves into an exaggerated hourglass.

	A leash was connected to each of their collars and Tarris took the fine leather hoops before he began to lead them away from the kneeling maids and into the labyrinth of the estate. The sights of the contorted and suffering captive maids was no less erotic, and the feel of her exquisite outfit sliding against her skin and squeezing her waist only titillated Tyra further. She prayed that she be heading into some sort of carnal encounter and not a banal meeting like the one she had endured while under Balthazar's rule, because her libido was accelerating by the second.

	Balthazar had inflamed her drive with artificial measures, but Tarris was achieving the same result simply through the potency and all-encompassing nature of his exquisite erotic rule.

	A set of large doors opened at their approach and revealed a dimly lit chamber of vintage opulence. It was furnished in an antique style with dark polished wood and sepia landscapes set in gilded frames. There were several bookshelves with leatherbound tomes set meticulously upon them, and several ornate brass oil lamps on the walls offered a hesitant illumination. A massive marble fireplace was filled with burning logs and several large leather armchairs were situated before it.

	Tyra froze in mid-step when she saw the occupants of the large lounge. She had fought them before, but these were not the foot soldiers, these were the masters, and the clans they represented were of the most feared and diligently hunted.

	At the core of every Geec clan was a Broodlord. They were more than a chief, much more than a hive queen, they were a potent and monstrous intellect that grew and evolved as quickly and efficiently as the bodies of the progeny they engineered.

	Each Broodlord updated and reworked the genes of their warriors, evolving them, changing them to suit new purposes and to overcome all obstacles.

	The Broodlord of clan Kalhis was humanoid, with an elegant and lithe physique. He was white skinned without any facial feature or blemish. His clan were infiltrators, covert assassins who could shapeshift and mimic other life forms. They had a fierce and cold intelligence and coupled with their powers of near instant regeneration, it made them one of the most feared and despised broods.

	The Bahrgris appeared like a centaur with a long prehensile tail. His skin was covered in chitinous plates that flowed with organic grace to make it appear as though he were wearing a suit of the most finely wrought and absurdly intricate platemail. His humanoid features were almost bestial and he had wicked incisors lurking on his scowling lips. The Broodlord was a powerful form, one of brawn, agility, and speed, the perfect core for the clan of the most brutal warriors. With the power to absorb energy weapon fire, a skin dense enough to even resist splinter fire, and the power to propagate quickly and undertake prolonged periods of dormancy, whole armies of the clan could be buried in countless places while waiting for the time to erupt without warning and destroy without reservation or mercy.

	Tarris strolled confidently over to them and handed Tsuballa's leash to the Bahrgris. The dark eyes of the beast strolled up and down her form, and he gave a tug that caused Tsuballa to drop to her knees and then curl her arms and hands around his foreleg. She drew her legs in and laid her head to the powerful limb. The image of the woman reverently submitting to such an alien and lethal form inspired Tyra. It immediately erased her fears and doubts about committing to the scenario.

	Tarris was offering them his most valued playthings as a token of his generosity - she had to make sure she did not disappoint him.

	Jealous of Tsuballa's ability to instantly capitulate and find intense delight in every single thing Tarris decreed for her, Tyra looked at the form of the Broodlord she was being delivered to and tried to fan her lustful nature.

	The Kalhis accepted her lead and sank back into one of the armchairs. Tyra floated down onto her knees and copied the actions of Tsuballa. The skin of the creature seemed to ripple beneath her fingertips as though each different part of it were a separate living entity. The actions must have pleased the creature because it reached out and slithered its long fingers into her hair. She laid the side of her face to its thigh and let her eyes drift half closed as she watched Tsuballa and the Bahrgris in the radiant light of the fireplace.

	Tarris took his own seat and regarded the flames for a moment. 'And how do you find my hospitality?' he asked.

	The centaur spoke with a grumbling murmur. 'Adequate. But only time will reveal your commitment, Tarris.’

	'Indeed," added the Kalhis. The words were light, jovial, completely at odds with the fact that this was a Broodlord of terrible power whose name equated to insurmountable fear and treacherous death. Tyra did not look up and wondered how something that had no visible maw was speaking. "We have been stung before in our dealings with humans. And even a hybrid such as yourself is not completely trusted.’

	‘At your feet are two of my most prized possessions. Surely that indicates at least some level of commitment?’ he replied.

	You know that at the first sign of treachery both of us could easily demolish these pretty baubles,' stated the powerful voice of the Bahrgris, and Tyra saw Tsuballa squeeze to his leg with renewed adoration. The woman worshipped power, and the fact that her designated dominant could defeat even her was no small turn on.

	'‘Why do you think I used such a statement as an authentication of my commitment to you?’

	'Hmmm, that's rather tricky of you, Tarris,' said the Kalhis.

	'Nonsense, you are guests on my estate. Guests on my estate may freely indulge the facilities and specimens I have on offer...

	well... not all of them," he added, and aimed the last remarks at the two women kneeling against the Broodlords. 'But seeing as you are special guests, special considerations should be made.’

	'So, these are from your own private stock, are they, Tarris?’

	'Private and very, very valuable. One might go so far as to say unique, like yourselves. Unique is something to be protected and allowed to flourish.’

	The hand in Tyra's hair tightened and lifted her head, and she was suddenly startled to find that the blank face of the Broodlord was gone and a handsome and young human now regarded her.

	'‘And what do you think, slave? Do you fear the Broodlords, do we disgust you?' he asked softly, but she could hear the subtle traces of rancour from the way the universe had treated him lurking in the melodious voice.

	'No sir, but, well,’ she started to say. her words emerging without consideration.

	"Yes? Speak,' he said firmly, and tightened his grip to make her roots protest. Tyra could see he was expecting an insult or slur.

	'Please, don't wear that face for me. [ want to see you as you really are,' she said with complete honesty.

	Tarris' words had caught her imagination. She may have been slightly unique in a few facets, but these creatures were indeed singular entities. They should not have to hide or pretend to be something else in order to find acceptance. She wanted to sit at the knees of a Kalhis Broodlord, not a banal facsimile of an average human.

	The creature's face rippled and smoothed over until she was once more regarding a blank expression. Tyra smiled and gripped tighter to him. 'Thank you, sir,' she humbly answered.

	'These possessions do you credit, Tarris." The words issued without visible source and seemed to insinuate themselves in her mind without having bothered to travel through her ears.

	'Tm glad you approve. Care to sample her further?' he offered.

	'Oh indeed,' he answered licentiously.

	'‘Bahrgris? Does that female intrigue you?' he added.

	'Absolutely,' chuckled the beast.

	The Broodlord stood up and drew Tyra on her hands and knees towards the fire. She swung her body and sauntered as libidinously as she could to entice him, and already she could see a sterling manhood appearing between his legs. The impressive dimensions were a treat for her eyes, but then he paused, and a moment later she gasped when ranks of tiny wriggling cilia sprouted from the skin and pawed energetically at the air. His entire penis was covered in an arsenal of tiny pliant fingers that would tickle and stoke her pussy. He placed a hand to the back of her head and she flopped down to leave her hindquarters hoisted in the air. Tyra set her hands by her face and shivered when he lifted the rear flap of her dress and casually tossed it over her hip. Tyra looked up a little and saw Tsuballa right before her.

	The woman had been delivered into the same position so that they faced each other, and both Broodlords were ready to take them.

	The woman gave a broad grin and then both of them jerked to attention when a cock of impossible origins thundered into them.

	It felt as though every single tendril of her lover's shaft seized the opportunity to caress her clit, and it took all of Tyra's resolve to stay where she was. Her fingers clenched into the carpet and she mewled with delight.

	The Kalhis grabbed her hips and started to withdraw. Tyra quivered and cried out from the excruciating bliss of the myriad fingers within her. She gave a sudden scream to answer his deep plunge that stretched her to her limits.

	The Bahrgris was a less subtle lover and his animal cock savaged Tsuballa with its dimensions and application, but this was what she preferred and her ecstasy equalled Tyra's.

	'Kiss each other," uttered the Kalhis, and without pause they lifted their heads and their tongues entwined before committing to a radical dance. The serpentine lengths flashed around wantonly while their lips trembled on gasps. The two Broodlords started to thrust deeper and with more urgency, accelerating their rhythm, and the passion of the two women's Kiss began to match its ferocity. Tsuballa whimpered with pleasure and Tyra groaned with bliss before they were forced to stall their efforts and simply quake with the detonation of a crippling orgasm, the alien feeling without explanation or equal.

	The two creatures slowed and withdrew, to leave the two women huddled together in their vinyl finery in the warm glow of both orgasm and fireplace.

	'So far your conduct causes us no suspicion, Tarris. Perhaps all will be well between us after all. May we view the facilities for our progeny again?’

	'Of course, you know where they are, help yourself,' he said dismissively, assuring the pair that they had free rein to come and go as they pleased. They gave a pleased huff and headed for the door. They were paranoid, but Tarris' openness was dissuading their fears.

	Tyra heard movement and opened her eyes to see Tarris’

	boots between her and Tsuballa.

	"You were an unexpected surprise, Tyra. Congratulations,’ he said.

	"Thank you, sir, I was just being honest.’

	'And that's what I am so proud of, slave. I need them to be happy and content, to feel safe, so as to ensure loyalty.’

	"Why, sir?" she wondered, unable to ascertain what Tarris could possibly have to fear.

	'There's a war coming, Tyra. The revolt gave me a sniff of what was already in the air, and what will come again. I intend to be ready to defend what is mine. The only thing that can stand against a cyborg/human civil war is the Geec, hence the reason why I have given two of the most powerful Broodlords sanctuary here.’

	'‘But you have cyborgs here, don't you fear them turning on you if this happens?’

	'None of my pets are now linked to the control net. I made sure that they were all freed when they were brought here, but there is a much safer way to keep them under control. You've already sampled that lure, haven't you, Tyra?’

	Tyra just smiled by way of an answer, and sidled over on her side so she could embrace his boots and nuzzle the polished hide.

	It's the same coinage I bought the allegiance of the Broodlords with. They have been hunted, persecuted, and reviled by those who created them. But now they have tasted pleasure, comfort, and security. Fun is very persuasive, as you have no doubt found.’

	'You're building an army?’

	'Deep beneath the surface and safe from detection, I have cloning banks that the Broodlords have complete access and control over. They're making sure that their kind survive, and by catering to their needs we have an alliance stronger than anything the Corporation or Terran Empire could ever hope to field.’

	'That's what you meant about Balthazar being dealt with.’

	'If he Keeps to himself I'll leave him alone, but I doubt that when the civil war starts he'll last. Few will.’

	'The Geec shall inherit the universe?' chuckled Tyra.

	'Oh, I'm going to spank you raw for that,’ answered Tarris, with equal amusement.

	 

	 - 

	 

	Epilogue 

	 

	 Doctor Finney Lao leant back and stretched his arms. His shoulders gave a moist series of pops, as did his back. He had been struggling for eighteen hours on the equations and he was not getting anywhere.

	The workshop was a mess, more so than ever before. The collections of his cybernetic apparatus were now flecked with dots of red, and small piles of organic matter lay dropped in jars and trays. The Eldritch had been supplying him with organic components that merged with his machines and facilitated his task.

	They had offered him much, but it was still not an easy task. His original program had been a temporary success, but now his mind was clear. His old goals of setting the cyborg population were free, but the malady that had taken his mind was gone. He could barely recall the year or so prior to his activating of the interruption virus. He recalled a cyborg called Tyra, and this had greatly stimulated his deranged lust for the mechanical, and proved an exemplary boost to his adoration of the female. He still loved his machines, and his many pets, but the awkward lust that had possessed him was gone. Perhaps the Eldritch had done something to him to remove that curse. The mere thought of them made him quiver. He had sought to sweep aside humanity with the superior life form, the next step - the cyborg, but there was an even greater power, a psionic life form of unparalleled strength and unequalled will to dominate. They were even more worthy of ascendancy than the cyborg deities he had venerated from afar.

	'Taking a break, are we?' came a sibilant and feminine voice.

	The doctor almost flew out of his chair from surprise, and when he turned and saw the winged apparition of beauty before him he dropped from the chair and grovelled at her heels.

	'Most sincere apologies, divine one, but I am at an impasse,’

	he whimpered, and his tongue lolled out to fawn upon the leather of her pointed toes. The foot suddenly retreated and then swung back to kick him in the shoulder. He collapsed back onto the floor and floundered amidst wires, cables, and circuit boards. The woman stepped forward and pressed her heel into his chest to keep him pinned down. He grimaced as several pointed edges from the debris dug into his back.

	'Perhaps this will assist you,' she said, and lifted one of their homunculus into view. The grotesque merging of tissue opened its eyes and looked at him. No matter how many times he saw it, they still disgusted him, but they were a tool that could help him achieve his ultimate end.

	She removed her boot and stepped back. He arose and humbly accepted the throbbing organism. 'Kiss,' she ordered, and whirled around to reveal one of her pale buttocks.

	Clasping the homunculus to his chest, he leaned in and gently placed his lips to the smooth, chill skin. The act was one that more than acquired his absolute loyalty and he felt himself bulge against his trousers with fanatic lust. e moved back reverently and kept his eyes lowered.

	'l will be back soon to verify your progress,' she hissed, and then faded from view until only the lingering feel of her skin upon his lips remained.

	The doctor lifted the homunculus and regarded its veins, now pulsating with stolen data. The Eldritch seemed to exist outside of material boundaries, and like the cyborg, they were not hampered by the limitations, drawbacks, and weaknesses of organic tissue. To turn both the zenith of mental power, and the potency of artificial physique against the obsolete legions of humanity, made his previous achievements in rebellion and galactic overthrow pale by comparison. The end was coming, and he would be its originator. The synthetic, whether designed by hand and created by mind, would dominate.

	'Let the syn, begin,' he hissed.

	 

	The End
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	Seduced into their ranks, she becomes property of a mysterious sect known only as Cabal. Here, the noble members scheme and trade the slaves they accumulate, and any fantasy or whim is instantly recreated.

	Exploring her submissive nature, Kaitlyn draws the admiration and envy of the slaves, masters and mistresses who come her way, making her a treasured possession whom others fight
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