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A cruel world of magic exists with Humans isolated and surviving without full knowledge of the dangers of their world.  Kings, Nobles, their plots, and slaves live and die unknowing of the dangers outside their paltry kingdoms.  Monsters, demons, and beings of legend thrive outside those Human lands and rely heavily on the supply of Human slaves captured or provided as Tribute from King Quint, the ruler of the nearest kingdom to the Shadowlands, the dangerous no man’s region between Humans and the beasts of legend.   Goblins are the closest civilized race on the other side of the Shadowlands and they are expert in harnessing Human females as Ponygirls and breed stock.  The Humans have no memory of their origins and purpose for living on this world.
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Book I: Slaves of the Shadowlands: A Slavegirls and Ponygirls Story




Chapter 1:  Kingsreach

High Lady Brianna’s Quarters in King Quint’s Royal Library

[image: ]High Lady Brianna sipped her tea and sighed in both happiness at her pampered lot in life compared to so many others in King Quint the Fifth’s Kingdom and sadness with the understanding that nothing she can do will stop the flow of time.  The thirty-one-year-old woman was acutely aware that despite her shapely body and proud breasts, her prematurely white hair gave her the look of a much older woman.  She had toiled with deep devotion to her every task in the Royal Library since her twelfth birthday, a passage now of nearly thirty years.  She started in book restoration with the aromatic and dangerously addictive glues, the various leathers, embossing tools, cutters, gold and silver foils, and binding machines to preserve old crumbling manuscripts and to bind new books, ledgers, and historical tomes of the Kingdom’s business and history.

Her sigh included thoughts of the excitement of her youth, especially of the times when she was King Quint the Fourth’s lover and nearly his wife.  Her next sigh was for the loss of her previously striking head of red hair.  “Who knew one’s hair could turn white almost overnight.”  Brianna ran an appreciative hand down her torso and grinned at the strong, firm, and youthful body under her demure clothing.  “Life in a horny-as-a-goat-King’s harem was not to my liking,” she told herself while remembering the scene of her shrieking with faked fear while running naked through her beloved library while the equally naked burly form of the previous King raced after her in a game of catch and plunder.  “Its one thing to be a wild and free mistress and another to be formally collared and owned as one of his many concubines,” was her sad reminder.  “Thank the Gods that horny fucker never got me with child or I’d still be wearing the collar of a Royal Concubine.  She shivered at the thought of those ornately worked leather collars with their brass rivets that permanently marked those women kept in the harem.  “I was lucky that I was already important to the Royal Library or the King might have insisted on keeping me.”

High Lady Brianna was admittedly considered just past her prime for marriage; but, she maintained a strict balance between her attitude of a much younger woman.  Her affinity to the multiple floors, special collections rooms, and study areas used by students and faculty of the nearby Royal Academy of Higher Learning gave her an almost mystic connection to everything in her domain.

Behind Brianna, in the hallway just outside of the door to the office that she insisted was her own private retreat, sat Sergeant Joshua Kaur snoring loudly enough to be a distraction.  The 31-year-old medically retired Kings Guardsman had nominally been her Chief of dedication to the Royal Library and its contents and staying physically fit.  That dedication gave her the rigid spine and outward atSecurity at the Royal Library for the last six years; but more realistically, he often took the night guardsman’s place and sat outside her door, acting much as her butler and everyman, helping as needed while the Royal Library was locked up tight for the night.  He was still a powerful man but walked with a distinctive limp from the sword stroke that destroyed the smooth working of a knee and forever removed any nimbleness needed by a soldier in a campaign or during a one-on-one fight.

Her chair was at the open wall of her office that held only a handrail to keep her safe from falling down into the main stacks of the lower level of the Royal Library below.  It sat a step back from that ornately carven wood handrail giving the Head Librarian a broad view of this end of the book stacks as she cradled the warm mug full of hot tea in her hands to fight off the chill of the evening.

Outside the castle walls a heavy rain beat down in a rhythmic, almost soothing drumbeat against the lead roof and ancient stone walls of the building. While the main entry to the library had its own heavy door, it was approached from a covered and walled vestibule that butted against the tall white stones of the adjacent main castle and included another entry door facing the nearby Royal Academy of Higher Learning.  All those buildings were included in the main castle compound surrounded by the four corner turrets, the heavily defended drawbridge of the main entry, and high stone walls.  Those walls encompassed the entire irregular outer boundary of Kingsreach Island.  The drawbridge from Castle Quint extended westward over the River Brightwater to the city of Kingsreach.

South of Castle Quint and Kingsreach Island, nearly to the southern edge of the town of Kingsreach was the sole bridge connecting the heavily developed western portion of Quint’s Kingdom to the eastern, lesser developed half.  At the borders to the west and south lie Human Kingdoms and to the east, the cursed Shadowlands.

The only light coming from below in the rows of tall double-sided book shelves came from upright posts at the end of each row with a platter at chest height filled with fine sand and a single fat candle held upright within.  A hollow glass chimney surrounded each candle to keep the eddies of air from disturbing the flame.  A loose fire in any library was an unthinkable thing.

[image: ]Outside the vestibule entrance used by Royal Academy students, a woman approached stealthily, moving carefully from shadow to shadow.  The woman, a spy from far to the east in a place named Darkspire, had come to research and to steal.  Her goal, a special reading room in the Royal Library where she was to copy or steal anything that seemed related to the topic of creating or destroying portals, … portals with ends within this world or of portals that lead to other worlds.  Elara, the twenty-two-year-old spy and thief had shivered in fear at the legends she was told before this mission; even legends of worlds purported to contain hosts of demons.  “This whole topic is evil,” she told herself.  “But, what has King Quint hidden from us?  What of the rewards my Mistress might gain from this knowledge?  And, … what defenses from creatures of nightmares has he kept for his own protection?”

Elara, a young and largely unschooled Mage, easily defeated the door leading into the common vestibule between library and castle.  She moved swiftly toward the main Royal Library entry door.  Her safe and hidden movements to shadows was one of her few skills.  Illusion was the core of her magic.  Night was her best time with her moves clouded by shadows which were everywhere.

Elara approached the main entry to the Royal Library.  She stopped to examine the daunting lock on the huge double doors at the entrance to the Royal Library.  From a pouch on the side of her small, expandable pack she first drew out a vial of oil and carefully dribbled it on the four hinges on each of the tall double doors. The lock slowly surrendered to her picks with soft clicks as the tumblers moved and drew back the internal locking bars.  She took a deep breath and eased the lever handle of the lockset.  The upper and lower locking bars on the right side door slipped free and she moved that one door open enough to squeeze through.  She left the door behind her locked and secure.

Standing still just feet inside the Royal Library, Elara paused to listen and search the dark for any threats.  Cocking her head in relieved certainty that she hadn’t been discovered, she strode along the wall through the rooms lined with bookshelves and then along the ends of the rows of free-standing double-sided bookshelves.  The arrangement of the shelves created dark, narrow pathways that she transited through the gloom of the vast holdings on the main floor of the library.   She paused at the iron-banded door to the Forbidden Reading Room; her target. From information passed on by her Mistress, she knew that inside lay treatises on planar portals, secrets Quint IV hoarded like a dragon over its gold treasure. The triple lock arrangement surrendered to her picks with soft, barely heard, clicks. 

Upstairs, High Lady Brianna Wood had finished her tea and picked up one of her special books to pass the time until moving to her adjacent bedroom and a much needed sleep.  Office and bedroom were her private domains and none dared disturb her.  It was late at night, the Royal Library long since closed up tight so she took one of her few guilty pleasures by slipping off her elaborate court dress and under-shift before sitting down fully naked at her leather chair overlooking the stacks of books below.

She smiled at the title, ‘Misadventures of a Lady of the Court – Book One,’ and turned to glance at the nearby bookcase where the remainder of the set of small novelettes, Books Two through Six were stacked and nestled behind the front row of histories of the library.  ‘Misadventures of a Lady of the Court – Book Six,’ had just been unwrapped that day and she was following her normal routine of re-reading the entire series from the beginning before starting on the newest volume of the erotic, and often nonconsensual, adventures of the unwary heroine.

[image: ]In the beginning of Book One, eighteen-year-old Lady Georgina Hamilton, a beautiful black-haired woman of the court, who had been surreptitiously exchanging clothing items with court maids using the guise of generosity by giving the maids better quality clothing while Georgina dropped off some of the older clothing to the Kingdom Church’s donation box. That night, Georgina, dressed in the clothing items she’d held back for herself, left her room in the clothing of a poor, working-class woman and snuck out of the castle through a side door to the Royal Stables.  She also wore the typical headscarf of a working woman which did double duty by hiding her memorable long and lustrous black hair.  Her goal that night was The Gilded Goblet, a nearby tavern within walking distance that she had heard the maids gossiping about in giggling whispers.  “A perfect chance to escape my family chaperones and see how the poor and common workers unwind after a hard day’s work,” was her comment to herself.  After passing through the side gardens of the castle, she approached a side Sally Gate through the outer walls of King Quint’s Castle compound.  “Locked and unguarded save for a roving guard, my key will let me out and lock the door behind me,” she told herself.  Pausing in the recess of the doorway, she peered about carefully for any sign of the roving guard.  Satisfied, she opened the door, eagerly passed through, and locked it up carefully behind herself.

“Finally, I can see how common workers unwind at the end of the day.  This is so much more exciting than wandering through the market with chaperones and guards following and watching my every move,” she told herself, proud of her stealthy plan.

At sixteen, Lady Georgina Hamilton’s mother had secured her a place as one of the Ladies in Waiting for the King’s youngest of four daughters, sixteen-year-old Princess Isabel Lewis.  Now eighteen, Georgina was tired of living in the formal and constrained environment of the court and she was desperate to see something beyond the castle walls.  “I thought of asking the Princess to join me, … but, that would have been awfully dangerous.”

Georgina arrived at the tavern and paused just within the entry.  The tavern’s common room was crowded with boisterous late night revelers and dimly lit from the paltry candle sconces and a couple of hanging candelabras.  The flickering light from the room’s lit fireplace showed a small corner table was unoccupied.  She wandered between benches and tables full of drinking men and only a few rough looking women.  Georgina gasped at the effrontery of the men that pinched her behind or slapped at her ass while she slipped between the drinkers.  Seated with her back to the wall, she sighed in relief and then grinned at the attention from those grasping hands that would have been the fodder of duels in court.  “How can I have enjoyed being fondled by those drunk men?” she asked herself from the safety of her isolated table.  She surveyed the room and eagerly watched the revelers.

Unasked, a blonde serving girl, with big breasts barely contained in the off-the-shoulders peasant blouse she wore, slammed a mug of ale on the table.   “This night, first drink for women is compliments of the house, dearie,” she asserted.

[image: ]Before the woman could walk away, a drunken patron sitting to the side reached over to grab her breasts.  He fell to the floor but not before his finger tips pulled her peasant dress down off her shoulders, exposing both breasts.

Georgina was shocked to see the woman didn’t look a bit embarrassed.  Instead, she wriggled her shoulders and her breasts jiggled about.  “Dearies, you know the deal, coin to see my boobies, coin to play with them, and more coin to take me upstairs.  I think all five are now empty.”  The woman tugged her dress back up over her tits and turned in response to drinkers at another table loudly demanding service and more ale.

Georgina tasted the foul brew the tavern called ale and spit it out in disgust.  A tall, slim man, better dressed than others in the tavern, slipped into the only other seat at the table and snapped his fingers.  The anxious blonde tavern server quickly returned to the table and leaned down giving both of them a full view of her generous down-hanging breasts and the pair of stiff brown nipples.

Georgina was impressed that the good looking man ignored the preview of what the slut had to offer and instead had locked eyes with her.  Without a look to the blonde’s stiff nipples or the swelling curves of her breasts, he ordered, “Have the barkeep bring us a bottle of the best and you will bring bread, cheeses, and hard meats.”  Georgina looked up to see the bar slut scowl at her and she grinned at the interaction.  “She’s a randy slut,” she told herself, “and probably jealous.”  With a snide thought, she asked herself,  “Does she ‘entertain’ clients for money?”

“She wore a leather slave collar and the name on the front of the brass tag said ‘Tramp’  but I couldn’t see the back of the tag,” was her judgmental thought.  “Was that round mark on her cheek the sign of her owner?”

“I’m Karson,” the rakishly handsome man offered with a smile that reached his eyes.

Georgina was only eighteen and unused to meeting males outside of rigid court functions and didn’t know how to respond to the approach of a complete stranger.  She shivered in anticipation of word play with a stranger.

“How’d such a pretty lady show up here without her lover?”

Georgina blushed at the thought of having a lover and just silently shook her head to the negative.

“No lover, huh?” he said with a grin of interest that made Georgina’s stomach flutter.  “Now that’s an unexpected pleasure.”

“Here you go Karson, the best in the house,” the bartender offered as he set two small mugs on the table.  He yanked the cork out of the bottle and poured for each of them.  “Enjoy,” was his brisk departing word.

“It’s my special brew they make here under my license,” Karson said with a grin.  “The regulars here drink the inexpensive swill they call ale.  But, this is a blend of the red best wine in the house, mixed with just the right amount of distilled apple jack, and sweetened with a touch of honey.  It’s kept stored downstairs in the ice room and is perfect for sipping,” he said.  He raised his mug and waited for Georgina to pick up hers.  “To a long life of fun,” was his brief toast as he clicked his mug against hers.   She watched him take a sip and saw his sigh appreciation.

Georgina took a sip and marveled at the explosion of tastes.  She took a much deeper drink and gushed her thanks.  “This is the best thing I’ve ever tasted,” she exclaimed happily. 

Brianna set the book aside for a moment to rest her eyes from the introductory novelette of Georgina’s misfortunes and sexual escapades.  The novels were wildly explicit and High Lady Brianna often wondered how the Church or the Magistrates allowed such descriptive sex scenes to be printed and sold to the public. 

Knowing that Sergeant Joshua Kaur would never come into her study or bedroom, she’d already spread her legs with her bare ass on the chair.  Her dress, under-shift, and even her small clothes were off and tossed to the floor.  Brianna’s free hand was delving between her legs.  She sighed in arousal as her fingers expertly caressed her slippery sex and she thought of the upcoming scenes in the book.  Even at thirty-one, High Lady Brianna Wood continued to dream of an amorous lifestyle.  However, her duties in the Royal Library had limited her affairs to two married lovers that she only infrequently met up with outside the Castle compound.  Unlike Georgina, her sexual misadventures were mild and mostly self-imposed.  Her pussy juiced up quickly in anticipation of Lady Georgina Hamilton’s first awful plight.

Unused to anything in the court stronger than watered down wine, Georgina quickly felt the impact of the strong liquor. Lady Brianna smirked as she read about Georgina’s drink.  As an avid researcher and with a keen interest in the drugs used in her fantasy books of kidnappings, murders, and wicked pimps, Lady Brianna had memorized the drugs Karson Potter used in his special brew.  In this first volume, Karson Potter was identified as a rapist and notorious pimp.  “This bodes poorly for Georgina,” she thought with a wry grin as the fingers of one hand worked furiously between her legs while the other held the open book to catch the meager light in her study.  “Yes, … she’s drinking a concoction with opium poppy,” she crowed.  “Plus of course, mandrake and henbane for the sedative and hallucinogenic effects.  Both of those also have strong memory loss effects.”

[image: ]In the book, Georgina was already feeling the hallucinogenic and lethargic effects of the drugged drink.  Karson poured his own untasted serving into Georgina’s ceramic mug and encouraged her to finish it off.  Seeing the glassy eyes of Karson’s companion, the tavern slut came over and pouted at Karson.  “I’ve missed your attention, you foul bastard,” she whispered in his ear.  “I should hate you for ruining my life but I do miss your cock.”

“Glynnis Priddy,” Karson answered her but kept an eye on Georgina’s unfocused stare, “you’re a right nice piece of ass and one day soon, I’ll take some time to romp a bit in your room.”  He slipped his hand up under her skirt and caressed her hairy mound.

“Hmmph!” the blonde twenty-six-year-old hissed and pulled back.  “I want to know how much longer I have to pay off my debt.  It’s been too many moons working this place and I’m tired of pleasing drunks.  I wonder if adding all my tips to the debt will help speed things up?”

Karson reached up to her neck with one hand and yanked her face down to the table top.  She moaned in pain and fell to her knees.  His other hand slipped under her down-hanging blouse and grabbed a breast and squeezed.

“Oww!” Glynnis moaned.

“Unschooled wench!” Karson hissed, “Your debt was formally filed with the Magistrate by Tegan Bailey the Bookie.  Then, I purchased that debt as a Licensed Slaver and that explains my henna mark on your cheek.  So, until I say otherwise, remember that your slave name is ‘Tramp’ and that your role in life is to keep on taking paying customers into the private alcoves or the upstairs rooms and being the kingdom’s best cocksucker and cock-pleaser with that talented twat of yours.  That is, unless you want another session with Mistress Pendry?”

“No!  By the Gods of Fornication, no!” she begged.  “Once was enough.”  Then trying to wriggle free she got a good view at the nearly comatose woman at the table.  Glynnis licked her lips and nodded to the woman whose dress Karson had pulled up to her waist, exposing the forest of damp black hair between her legs.  “I’ll help you with this bitch.  I’ll help you trap this newest cunt.”

Karson pushed Glynnis away. “She’s already snared,” he whispered with iron in his tone.  “All you have to do is just keep earning my coin.  I’ll let you know if I need anything.”  Mentally, Karson was already dreaming of the advantages of having a highborn lady ensnared and acting as his spy into the inner workings of the King’s Castle.

When Karson looked back, Georgina had drool dribbling out of the corner of her mouth and her hips were moving rhythmically to increase the pleasure of his skilled fingers.   The black forest of hair between her legs was even more exposed, proving her lustrous black hair was natural, and shining with the pussy juices of a wanton slut.  The eighteen-year-old was smiling stupefied at the pleasure she was experiencing without any rational understanding of her desperate situation.

The pimp reached down and heaved the eighteen-year-old over a shoulder and easily carried her up the tavern’s stairs to a narrow landing looking over the tavern below.  A roar of approval from the drunken patrons indicated their pleasure at Karson’s choice for the newest slut to work the tavern.  Of the five tiny rooms upstairs used by patrons by the hour or by the night, Karson walked past them to the sixth, and largest room used exclusively by the pimp.  He laid her on the narrow bed and lit candles in the room.  He was eagerly looking forward to fully debauching the naive Lady of the Court.  “She’s almost certainly a virgin,” he mused as he loosened the remainder of her clothing and tugged it down past her luscious waist and down her legs.  “Beautiful, and a fine acquisition.”

[image: ]Outside the room, Glynnis stamped a foot in irritation.  “Bastard!” she hissed.

“Oh, by the God’s!” the fully naked Royal Librarian mumbled through a fist as her next orgasm of the night nearly overwhelmed her control.  Her legs were still quivering and she was still panting in the aftermath of the orgasm when she heard a distinctive ‘click’ echo up from within the book stacks below.   Immediately, she jumped up and grabbed the nearest clothing, her thin cotton under-shift and then she reached for her knotty truncheon, a humorous gift from a long ago lover who never graduated the training and evaluation of the course to qualify for a position on the King’s Guard.  She took a step and cursed as her small clothes on the floor got in her way.  She hopped over them and stormed out of her rooms.

Running to the doorway to the hall she grabbed Sergeant Joshua Kaur’s ear and hissed, “At least one intruder just opened the door to the Forbidden Books Room.  Go out the back way and call out the guard.  Have them block both entrances and surround the building.”  She spun away, leaving the young retired Guardsman glaring at her back with sure knowledge that she’d confront the intruders herself before he got back.

As he ran to the rear exit, he wondered at why the normally staid and proper Royal Librarian was running through the library wearing only her thin under-shift and how the rear hem of her under-shift had gotten tangled up up above her waist.  “Maybe it has to do with those stupid books she reads.  I wonder, … that certainly was a nice tight arse.”  He cocked his head and added, “Those were some fine breasts bouncing around freely under that thin under-shift.”

Barefoot, having kicked off her house slippers for comfort while relaxing in her room, Brianna made surprisingly good time racing through the dark and gloomy stacks of books.  In fact, she could have run nearly as quickly blindfolded.  She slowed at the sight of light pouring out of the open door to the Forbidden Books Room.  High Lady Brianna Wood gasped and nearly wet herself at the sight of a Mage’s light floating just below the ceiling that sent wall-to-wall shadow-free illumination throughout the room.

All thoughts of rape, delicious mishaps with young damsels, or glorious sex ‘forced’ on a reluctant and naive victim vanished in an instant at the thought of having to do battle against a Mage.  She was momentarily distracted by the sight of her ‘alarm’ at the top of the door.  It was a spring-like bar released as a striker when the door was opened.  Instead of a ringing bell, Brianna instead chose to let it strike a thick bar of metal making only a distinctive cracking sound that the intruder probably thought was a hinge breaking free of rust.

[image: ]Brianna Wood peered closely at the backside of a redhead muttering to herself and furiously opening book after book.  The librarian in her grimaced and promised retribution as ancient books were casually thrown aside to fall atop the table; some sliding across to fall to the stone floor with loud thunks.  Timing her move, she stepped forward just as a rather large volume fell to the floor and then swung her truncheon in a powerful blow against the Mage’s shoulders.  As her victim sagged to the floor, Brianna followed up with a softer blow against the back of her head.

The spy and thief fell lifelessly to the floor.  The thirty-one-year-old woman grinned as she pulled well used bondage cord from a pocket in her outer dress.  With expertise gained from frequently putting herself in tight self-bondage, she bound the woman’s wrists behind her back, trussed her ankles together, and yanked ankles to wrists in a stringent hog-tie.  Only when she pulled her dagger out of her belt sheath and sliced a large section of her under-shift did she realize her dress was still tucked up behind her back in her small clothes.  “Joshua must have seen my nearly naked rump as I ran away,” she thought with mortification.  “If he’s so loutish as to mention it, … I’ll simply tell him he should not think of an old woman being interrupted while pissing in her chamber pot.”

Worried that the Mage might recover her wits too quickly Brianna thought of ways to keep her magic contained.  “Too much of a delay for a tea brewed with Witch’s Bane,” she told herself.  She looked about desperate for another solution when she realized where she stood.

“Wait, … it’s the Forbidden Book Room,” she told herself.  “The room has numerous locked drawers, chests, and cabinets.”  Everything in the room was labeled with tags numbering them and Brianna had every item and location memorized without using the coded book locked in Drawer Number One.  Using the key hanging on a cord around her neck, Brianna unlocked Drawer Number 43 and unwrapped from within the earliest known example of a Collar of Control and Submission.  She breathed deeply in arousal as she ran her fingertips across the ornate scrollwork on the heavy collar.  “Wrought with demon knowledge over four hundred years ago and traced back to the single, original Goblin crafter with that knowledge.  Now, centuries later, they have become known as the Trickster Clan with a notorious reputation for being gifted in negotiation that Humans rarely profit from.  Woe be it to those forced to negotiate with the Tricksters.”

As she held the powerful artifact, forbidden thoughts of being sexually dominated and collared ran through her mind.  She knew with certainty that was the fate in the novel of Lady Georgina Hamilton at the conniving hands of the pimp and slaver Karson Potter.  The thought of the most recent novel even now sitting in her room awaiting its turn, brought a tingle of fear at her forbidden experimentation in self bondage and fear of discovery of her deviant activities by the lone bookseller brave enough to stock the erotica among his eclectic and perhaps unlawful holdings. “I pray he never finds out who purchases a copy of every single book of this type, … he stocks hundreds of other erotic novels, though this series is by far written by my favorite author or authoress.”

She brought the cold iron of the collar to her own neck and set the ends close to closing and latching in place.  Even knowing the magic within the Goblin-wrought collar wouldn’t let anyone self enslave by closing the collar on their own necks, she still shuddered in a mini-orgasm as the ends met without that final freedom-ending click.  Quivering at the rush of pleasure, she quickly turned and closed the collar around the redhead’s neck.  She nearly orgasmed as she heard and felt the collar latch itself shut with a noticeable click.

“You are now the slave of myself and the Kingdom of Quint!” she declared firmly.  “You will obey my every command and never attempt to harm law abiding citizens of the Kingdom.”  High Lady Brianna Wood smirked as the captive quivered and shook as the collar’s magic took hold.  Even unconscious, the magic of the collar accepted the commands and overlaid them on the wearer’s brain. 

As she looked down at her handiwork on the captured Mage, she was saddened at the lost knowledge among the Humans in King Quint’s Kingdom.  “Even the name of the collar has fallen out of use,” she told herself with anger at the loss of history.  “The few that know of the existence of these vile collars simply call them magic slave collars and don’t realize the source or how rare they are.  My long ago over’s son, King Edwin Quint the Fifth has a few a few of them for the more unwilling members of his harem or those he has sought revenge against.  But, I doubt there are more than a dozen of them in the entirety of the Kingdom, even counting those held by the King and his Lords.  Human magic runs strongly through certain families and the same is true of Witches and Hedge Witches; though, the latter are mostly limited to the healing arts and of course, the casting and removal of curses.”  She didn’t need to repeat the obvious.  Though many Mages, Sorceresses, and Wizards have tried over the centuries, none could imbue magic into a slave collar.  The same was true of most things such as rings, bracelets, and other jewelry.

She picked a book off the floor that explained the types of magic; Human, Goblin, and that of other creatures.  “It’s odd that Goblins are limited so much in their magic, though strong in its way, their gifts of magic are in tracking of prey, scent far beyond simple tracking, even sensing family connections, health and damage to their livestock, and the ultimate curse of Humans being owned, … the crafting of Collars of Control and Submission.”

A clatter of approaching footsteps sent High Lady Brianna Wood to a nearby reading chair in the Forbidden Book Room where she pretended to be absorbed in the Book of Magic History and unaffected by her attack against the Mage.  She sat as if nothing untoward had occurred.

The Halls of the Royal Library

Hours later, after the captive was hauled away to the Royal Dungeon by the King’s Guard, Brianna wearily headed back to her room followed by her Sergeant.  “Sleeping again in the hallway?” she asked in a question repeated every time he took the night shift for one of his few library guards.

In a daring move that might get him arrested, barred from the Royal Library, or even from Castle Quint, thirty-one-year-old Sergeant Joshua Kaur stepped toward the Royal Librarian and pushed her firmly against the jamb of her office door.  “High Lady Brianna Wood, how is Lady Georgina Hamilton doing at the conniving hands of that wretched example of humanity, the pimp and slaver Karson Potter?  Has he bound up and ravished the brainless little slut yet?  I thought so from the scent of womanly heat I smelled as you raced past with your ass bare from diddling your clit.  Huh?”

“Wwhat?” Brianna hissed in surprise.  The words from Sergeant Kaur were like physical blows.  “No, … don’t,” she protested.

As she spoke, he pulled the Royal Librarian’s wrists up over her head and held them in place with a grip still honed with wiry strength from daily sword practice.  Lady Brianna gasped at the effrontery from the man she’d known since he was medically discharged more than six years ago.  She opened her mouth to protest rather than scream when his free hand jammed his handkerchief in her mouth.  She struggled a bit and his hand slipped down to possess a rock hard nipple under the top of her blouse. 

“Georgina, you naive young woman, you should know that you’ve fallen into the clutches of the rapist and notorious slaver Karson Potter.  A new captive like you will address me simply as Master.”  He pinched her nipple and he felt her quiver in either deep fear or the beginnings of uncontrolled arousal.

The Sergeant reached down into the pocket of Brianna’s shift and pulled out a small handful of stout and supple woven bondage cord.  He shook them out and in an instant, Brianna found her wrists very expertly tied and yanked up higher where he wrapped the bindings around an iron candle sconce bolted securely into the stone wall of the library.

He stepped back and examined his prey.  “By the Gods, Georgina, you’ll do well at auction while men fight over bids to win the right to place their registered leather collar on you, ownership tag and all.”  He stepped forward and unbuttoned the shoulder straps of her under-shift and tugged it downward.

“Hmmph!” was the lady’s vehement protest.  Brianna shook and fought against her bondage.  She hadn’t yet embraced the role of the Georgina from her books and she shook her shoulders in an attempt to stop her guard and friend.

Joshua Kaur, in his role as Karson Potter, casually slapped his friend and Royal Librarian across her left cheek.  The strike was hard enough to leave the glowing red mark of four fingers.  “Don’t be a bitch!” he demanded.  “You know that Georgina is a slut.  I can’t wait, Lady Georgina Hamilton, to write your fate in my next book, ‘Misadventures of the Royal Librarian – Book One.’  “I’m certain it will be as big a hit as the other books that I’ve had printed and sold surreptitiously to the other ladies of Quint’s Royal Court.”

Brianna whimpered at the knowledge that her trusted Sergeant knew so much about her habits and had probably even provided her bookseller with more copies of the pornographic books.  Then, her thin shift slithered down her body and pooled down around her bare feet.  She grunted in dismay when Sergeant Kaur continued in his role of Karson Potter and appraised her naked form with both hands. 

Tears ran down her cheeks and she turned her head away as Karson ran a hand gently down her reddened cheek.  “Karson,” she moaned through the loose handkerchief gag in her mouth,  “Wait!” she asked herself in dismay, “Did I just call him Karson and not Sergeant Kaur?”

Joshua grinned at that little slip, knowing that the dark and forbidden fantasies in Brianna’s mind had just came out.  “Georgina, you are quite a catch, men will enjoy you fully,” he chided his captive as he again ran an appreciative hand down Brianna’s naked chest.  “Such firm breasts and stiff nipples for a woman of your age, … impressive,” he observed with lust in his voice.    “Of course, once you submit and beg me for a collar, we’ll have to dye your hair appropriately for your age and put my ownership mark on your flank.  Both will greatly increase the bids at auction.”

“Hooo!” Georgina shrieked into the makeshift gag.

“Oh, yes, Lady Georgina, I will.  For now,” he commanded, “you can stay out here naked in the hallway while I look in your room for the well-used leather slave collar I’m sure to find.”

Horrified at what he might discover hidden in her room, Brianna desperately tried to free herself as he walked away.  The only thing she accomplished was to have her naked breasts sway and bob in moves that would have stiffened the cock of any castle workman had they wondered by her room’s hallway and glares of anger from any castle maid at her trim form and big breasts.  She looked about the gloom of the library hallway and heard the distant echoes of the Guardsmen searching through the library for anything amiss.

[image: ]Brianna listened fearfully for any indication that the Guardsmen were approaching her location.  She looked to her side and shivered at the tapestry showing naked Goblins in the midst of a raid against Humans.

The Sergeant, now fully in the role of pimp and slaver returned with a handful of steel and leather items in his hand.  Brianna whimpered at the sight of the familiar self-bondage items that she’d used so often in the past.  First before her eyes was the well-used leather collar that she did indeed have hidden, and it must have been far too easily discovered by her Sergeant.  The next item brought her heart nearly to a stop in horror, … it was her wide wood paddle, one she’d been afraid to use on herself.

Karson Potter quickly collared his newest catch and tugged the leather strap snuggly through the buckle before sliding the prong through the appropriate hole in the strap.  He chuckled quietly in her ear, “High Lady Brianna Wood, respected Royal Librarian, and member of King Quint’s court, you picked your play slave name the same as the one Karson Potter named Georgina.  It’s so precious and kinky that in your forbidden fantasies, you wore the ownership collar of Karson Potter, and the brass tag with his name on one side and ‘Trollop,’  Georgina’s slave name on the other?  Now that I know your darkest secret, we’ll have a lot of fun together.”

Brianna’s eyes opened wide at the thought that her Sergeant knew of her dirty  and forbidden fantasies.  Plus, the thought of being collared was simply horrific.  She shook her head frantically to deny what he said.

“Trollop, you’re lucky that this is a highly prized Goblin slave collar that not only makes you mine, my slut and whore, but also forces you to obey my every command.”  The lies dripped off his tongue easily as he set the scene for the deviant mind of his victim.  He had no knowledge that the Royal Librarian had earlier placed a very real Collar of Control and Submission around her own neck just to feel the sexual thrill and that it triggered a mini-orgasm.  This leather collar was a common one and it had absolutely no magic imbued in it.

Brianna’s knees buckled in an intense orgasm as a result of the buckling of the slave collar by a man who just told her that she was to be processed and sold while wearing a Magical Collar of Control and Submission.  The scene shook her to her very bones.

Karson, grinned at her.  “Trollop, that orgasm has just sealed your fate.  Those juices running down your legs proves your destiny is to be owned and managed.  I can only hope that you get as aroused at the auction.” He paused and made a face of lechery at her.  “I can’t believe I only have tonight and tomorrow to prepare you for sale.”

Next, he held up a mug of her own, now very cold, tea.  “I believe you know that this special concoction of mine contains opium poppy, mandrake, and henbane.  Nod if you will drink it to ease you into a willing life of sexual slavery.”  His voice harshened and he added, “Fail to accept this drink along with your fate, and I will use the paddle to encourage you to release your inner slut and whore.”

Brianna gulped and slowly nodded her head.  Though unwilling at the start, she was now willing to play the role of Georgina.  When the gag was removed, she gulped down the very normal tepid tea.  She stared at Karson the slaver as he kicked off his boots and unbuttoned his pants.  He never wore small clothes and his erection immediately jutted out ominously.  He plucked the damp handkerchief out of her mouth and tossed it aside and then released the tie to the sconce.

She swallowed in remembrance of the last time she acted the role of a cocksucker.  It was moons ago with her lover, a King’s Assistant Magistrate in the next town where they met at a discrete room he owned in a small flat of apartments owned mostly by rich men for their mistresses.  She had been wildly responsive to be his cocksucker and whorish mistress during that two-day orgy of wild sex.

“Master, she croaked as he guided her down to her knees, “break me in softly, please, Lady Georgina is ashamed to admit she’s a virgin.”

Karson, Sergeant Kaur, smirked and pushed his cock into the High Lady’s mouth.  “No more talking for awhile, Trollop, put that mouth to use,” he murmured as her lips and tongue showed the expertise of a woman much used to sex.  “Good, Trollop, good Trollop,” he added in admiration.  “This will be a long and profitable relationship.”

Although there were warning bells at the back of her mind, the pretend novice cocksucker didn’t heed his words as she sunk willingly into acting the role of a captured and drugged soon-to-be-slut.

Above her, the very real-life pimp reveled in the sensations of the wet lips tightly wrapped around his cock.  “That’s a good little whore,” he whispered as her enthusiasm was all he needed to see for her to pass her audition to join his stable of women.   Before he spurted, he pulled out of her mouth and yanked her upward. In seconds, he raised her up and held her ass in both hands to let her weight impale herself on his hard dick.

Brianna was deep in her fantasy as the burly ex-guardsman bounced her up and down on his cock, a fat spike drilling deep in her pussy.  “Ohhh,” she moaned.  The illicit act of being fucked in her own library hallway added to the thrill of being taken.  “Fuck me, Karson!” she demanded.  She wrapped her long legs around his back and humped furiously against the rhythm of his thrusts.  Gasping at the pulsing of his stalk as he pumped seed into her cunt, she nearly passed out and became bonelessly limp.

“Are you my slut, … my bitch?” Karson, Sergeant Kaur, demanded in a harsh tone.

“Oh, by the Gods!” Brianna cried.  “Yes, Master, fuck your bitch!”

When her brain began to understand her situation, she was being led naked down the hallway by a leash on the collar tightly buckled around her neck.  Dribbles of their juices ran down her leg.  “Wait, Sergeant!” she hissed in panic and then she realized she had little choice but to follow the firm tugs of the leash. “You tied my arms again?” she wondered aloud.

Sergeant Kaur looked back at his newest acquisition.  “Trollop,” he whispered with a smile as he continued to lead the naked librarian, “Karson, isn’t yet finished with the newest whore to grace his stable of whores.”

Brianna gasped.  “I want to stop this game now.  I have work to do and it won’t be funny if I’m discovered like this.  I’d be ruined.”  She pulled back and his responding firmer yank brought her forward.

“No, not yet,” Karson whispered back.  “The game continues until I say it’s time for a break. Now kneel, you reminded me of something.”  He pulled a soft, thin black leather slave hood out of this pocket.  “Hmm, does Trollop want to see where she’s going or does she want to be blindfolded?”

Brianna looked up to Karson in panic.  “Please, Mmmaster,” she whimpered.  “Let me see.”

He grinned and pulled the hood over the wide eyes of the Royal Librarian.  He turned the hood about until a narrow set of eye holes lined up with her own eyes.  “If you speak, the very real gag from your room is in my pocket.  Also, speak and you risk discovery and the loss of speech.”

The captive, Trollop, gasped and rose at the yank on her leash.  “Master, is my hair covered?  The white is far too distinctive.” she whispered.  She trembled as Karson halted to tuck errant hair up under the drawstring at her throat.

High Lady Brianna Wood had by now come down from her orgasmic high after being captured and soundly fucked by her imagined rapist and captor, Karson Potter.  Stumbling, completely naked save for a leather slave collar with a tag that read Karson Potter on one side and Trollop on the other, she was beginning to fear what was going to happen next.  “I’m not enjoying this game,” she whispered.

Brianna was led down long hallways before leaving the library and stumbling along in her bare feet.  “Please,” she whispered, “where are we going.”  Being ignored as a High Lady querying a mere ex-guardsman was a stinging rebuke to her ego. 

Karson Potter, the Sergeant’s real life alter ego grinned at her confusion as he dragged her out through the entry door of the library, across the short vestibule, and into the castle itself.  “I’ve trapped other naive, arrogant ladies before and used versions of their stories in my books; but, I never thought I might trap a High Lady like this,” he thought with a grin.  Then, … his grin widened as he remembered that wasn’t quite accurate.  “Well, … other than getting a certain Royal High Lady under my thumb,” he corrected himself.

“Trollop, behave,” Karson hissed when the High Lady at the end of his leash discovered their destination; down narrow stairs and into the short hall ending at the Castle’s Slave Kennel.  “Now you realize the consequences if you speak,” he added with a chuckle.

King Quint’s Slave Kennels

He led his very reluctant captive down those narrow stairs that led to only one place, King Quint’s Slave Kennel.  It was the place where many of the most common enslaved castle workers, such as groundskeepers and laborers, came to sleep in their kennel cages every night.  More privileged slaves slept near or with their Head Chamberlain, Head Maid, Head Housekeeper, Head Cook, and more.   All newly acquired slaves came directly to meet the thirty-six-year-old, black-haired, Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry.  Her reputation as an unforgiving Mistress was known throughout the castle.

[image: ]High Lady Brianna had met Slave Mistress Ariana Pendry before at several court functions but had stayed a distance from the intimidating thirty-six-year-old with her  gleaming black hair and the constantly held crop ready for instant use at her hip.  The Mistress exuded a strong aura of control and arrogance and submitting to a woman was nowhere near one of her fantasies.

The two embraced and Brianna watched in horror as the Slave Mistress wrapped herself around Sergeant Joshua Kaur and they each dove into the other’s mouth with fierce abandon.  As they stepped toward a more private setting, a hand yanked on the leash that her Sergeant had dropped at Mistress Pendry’s fiery greeting.

A slave wearing a leather slave collar and a very abbreviated tunic that left most of her legs and breasts exposed held the other end of the leash.  Brianna saw and felt herself being appraised by the young woman who looked to be in her late teens with blonde hair and a lush figure.

The slave raised her other hand and Brianna swallowed in fear at the sight of the riding crop in that hand.

“To Mistress Pendry, I am Slave May,” the eighteen-year-old slave, formerly known as Maygan Caddell, asserted in a firm voice, “but, to slaves such as yourself, I’m Miss May.”  Maygan was raised in a farming family until she was sixteen and her family was reluctantly forced to sell her to a slaver since the family had too many female mouths to feed.    She was blonde with a tight trim figure and purchased by Castle Quint as a slave helper to Mistress Pendry.

“So, while here, you will obey my every command and address me respectfully as Miss May,” she added just as firmly.  “Do you understand?”

Brianna swallowed again, nodded her head briefly, and at the look on the woman’s face, quickly added, “Yes, Mmmiss Mmay, I understand.”

“Hmmm, … you seem to be one of the stupid ones.  I understand that you were brought here by Karson Potter on an audition before he commits to purchasing you from Tegan Bailey, the bookie and loan shark?”

“Uhhh, Karson Potter, Miss May?” Brianna asked in confusion.

“By the Gods,” Maygan Caddell chuckled, “you are indeed a stupid one if you don’t even know who temporarily holds your registration of slavery.  If you came here with Karson, the slaver and pimp, then he likely found you newly collared in the bookies’s slave pens.  Stupid, stupid, indeed to fall for their transparent entrapment scams.”

Deep in thought at being confronted by the real life versions of characters out of the ‘Misadventures of a Lady of the Court,’ Brianna didn’t answer.  “Is Karson Potter real?  Is Lady Georgina Hamilton real as well?  Is there really a Georgina trapped as slave Trollop in that tavern, … that place?”

The leash tugged on her collar and Brianna quickly refocused on the real world and followed Miss May into the next room.  Brianna had no choice but to lean down over a low leather-covered bench with her head hanging off the far end and her ass off the other.  Miss May pulled restraining straps over her shoulders and her waist.  Then, she yanked her knees outward and secured them with her ass and pussy exposed.  Miss May tightened everything harshly and set the buckle prongs into the holes in the straps.

Brianna’s neck was already getting tight and stiff from holding up her head when Miss May dragged a chair toward her head and then sat down.  When her face was yanked upward, Brianna gasped when she saw the slave had discarded her brief tunic and sat down with her legs spread.  Brianna’s mouth was just a finger-length from the glistening lips of the slave’s hairless clam.

“Here’s the rules, Trollop,” Miss May started in an excited voice.  “When you leave here you will bear the mark of Karson the Slaver.  Please me well and it will be a henna tattoo fitting for a slave like you who is merely in an audition or probationary period.  Do a lackluster job, and I’ll use tattoo needles and ink like a permanent slave.  A poor job and I use the branding iron that’s already glowing red hot in the smithy.  So, what’s it to be?”

“Hunngh?” Brianna muttered in confusion.  Then May leaned forward and swung the riding crop a sharp blow across her upper shoulders.  Brianna screamed in pain and attempted to wriggle free in real panic.

“Stupid bimbo,” Miss May repeated.  “I’m going to put my pussy against your face and you decide, … henna tattoo, tattoo needles and ink, or a branding iron.”

Brianna blushed deep red as she belatedly realized the task of ‘doing her well’ meant pleasing the slave’s sex with her mouth.  Miss May pulled her face downward and scooted forward.  Brianna’s face was now buried in the aromatic quim of a woman for the first time in her life.  “Henna tattoo,” she told herself as her mouth opened to take her first taste.

“That’s a good start, bimbo,” Miss May moaned in appreciation.  “Try more than just tongue action.  Use your whole mouth, lips included along with a little suction to pull on my lips.  Better, … better.  Now drive that tongue deep into my slit.  Oh, … yes, … you’re a natural at this.”

The Royal Librarian used knowledge of pleasing her own pussy to begin with a general exploration, then she began to use her lips and tongue on the entrance to her pleasure hole, and finally, Brianna found the sensitive pearl at the top of her pussy.

“Oh, yes, you slut!  That’s it.  Suck harder!” were Miss May’s comments.  She gasped at the first orgasm and whispered, “Keep going, bitch.  I want two more before we quit.”

Her face sloppy wet with slippery cum and slobber, Brianna gasped a deep breath and hopped the third and most vocal of Miss May’s orgasms were enough to earn a henna tattoo.  After being admonished to stay quiet, Brianna could only whimper in fear of what came next as ice-cold alcohol was rubbed on her right ass cheek.  With her head still hanging off the end of the low bench, she couldn’t see anything behind her.

“This will sting a bit,” Miss May observed as she carefully daubed the brush wet with a thick henna dye onto the parchment form she’d first glued in place on her subject’s ass.  “The dye burns a bit as it settles in.”  Miss May giggled and added, “This is guaranteed to last six full moons; no amount of scrubbing will erase it before that time.”

“Hunggh!” Brianna gasped as a hand took possession of her pubic mound and then fingers delved downward to her pussy while the henna dye was brushed onto the parchment form. 

“Drenched wet and slippery,” Miss May chided as she continued to paint the henna dye with the brush in her right hand and the fingers of her left hand expertly raised her subject’s arousal.  “Does that feel good?”

“Yes, Miss May,” Brianna moaned.  The hand between her legs went away.

“Hafta look at Mistress Pendry’s note for your slave registration number, … that will be freehand,” Miss May offered in a distracted tone.  “Hey, bimbo, … your name is Trollop, … just like another cunt from a moon ago that I processed.  I’m sure you’ll meet her later, at the tavern where she’s a whore.”

Brianna again moaned in realization that she’d entered the very real world of pimps and slavers that she found so arousing in her forbidden fantasies.  She grunted and unconsciously tried to wriggle her ass when the pleasing fingers returned to between her legs.  “The Gilded Goblet, … does it exist as well?  Am I doomed to be a server in that den of foul creatures?”

“My guess is that Master Potter won’t let you use that name while you’re whoring at the tavern,” Miss May offered.  “After all, can’t have two bimbos with the same name of Trollop spreading their legs for coin.”

High Lady Brianna Wood’s humiliations weren’t yet finished.  After being threatened with a fierce beating, Brianna, Trollop, quietly stood as Miss May ran a wide leather belt around her waist, untied her wrists from behind her back, and retied her wrists to heavy ‘D’ rings on the sides of the waist belt.   Brianna was laid back down on the same bench with her face upward.

“First thing is to fix that white hair,” Miss May muttered as she mixed some chemicals in a small container. 

Brianna tried not to breathe in the noxious chemicals as the slave spread black hair dye on her hair.  Then, while the chemicals set, she was horrified when Miss May perfunctorily mixed up shaving foam in a cup, lathered up her pubic mound, and expertly swished away with a razor every hair above and around her sex.  Almost like magic, just after rinsing her mound free of hair and foamy lather, a fat pin was thrust expertly through each of her nipples.  “Aiiii!” was Brianna’s involuntary cry and then real tears ran down her cheeks as Miss May tugged and pulled at the needles to guide small gold rings through the fresh holes.

Long minutes passed after Miss May left the room and Brianna wept at her disfigurement.  She cried for the henna tattoo on her butt that showed her status as a registered slave for anyone to see, her aching nipples with gold rings that only a slut or whore would dare wear, her bare pussy mound that only a whore would have to entice her customers into misjudging her age, and to the leather slave collar with Master Karson Potter’s ownership name and slaver number on one side of the tag.

The door opened and the tall, slim frame of Mistress Ariana Pendry entered the room.  Like Brianna, she was totally naked.  Also, like Brianna, her sex dripped co-mingled juices of male seed and female lubrication down her thighs.  Without explanation, the black-haired Mistress swung a leg over Brianna’s head and settled her sex down over Brianna’s mouth.  “Slave May said that despite you being one of the dumbest slaves she’s ever processed, … that you eat pussy like a pro.  Prove it now or face a severe whipping before I send you onward to your new position at the Gilded Goblet.”

It was late afternoon before High Lady Brianna Wood found herself outside Castle Quint’s Slave Kennels wearing a slave collar and the short tunic of a slave and hanging around her neck on a leather thong was a small clay tablet with a copy of her slave registration number.  “Get yourself to the Gilded Goblet and report for work, they are expecting you,” had been Mistress Pendry’s command after a single, brutal slash of her riding crop across her unblemished ass cheek.  “Fail and I report you to the Magistrate as a runaway slave, High Lady Brianna Wood.”

Brianna had gasped and cried out in fear at hearing her identity compromised.

“You didn’t think you’re so different from other cunts that Karson and I have collared,” Mistress Ariana said with a chuckle.  “Here’s your future, Brianna.  First you’ll serve as a general bar slut for the next ten days while everyone thinks that you are recovering from the trauma of fighting and capturing that spy last night.  Do a good job and you’ll return to your beloved Royal Library with none the wiser, … well, except for Karson and myself.  Occasionally, we’ll ask for your cooperation in some event and you’ll buckle on your collar with Trollop as your slave name.  Until then, you’ll wear the collar I just put on you to wear in the Gilded Goblet; as slave ‘Floozy’.” 

“Why?” Brianna cried.

“Why?” Ariana laughed.  “Because this is fun and profitable for us and this is what you most desired in your very dull and monotonous life.  When you were dominated by your Sergeant and agreed to be his slut, Slaver Karson Potter, took over.  You made the mistake of showing him your darkest fantasy and he brought it to life.”  She grabbed Brianna’s jaw and hissed, “There is no doubt that you’ve had more intense orgasms this day than ever in your life.  Far more in fact than your last lover.”

Weeping, High Lady Brianna Wood, now black-haired and known to a select few as either Slave Trollop or Slave Floozy, lowered her head in shame and began to scurry through the castle grounds to the guard post at the drawbridge gate.  Another humiliation at the gate was the requirement to hand over her clay tablet which was her castle access pass and endure the leer of the two guards as she handed over her castle pass.

“Floozy?  New to whoring here at the castle?” The guard examining her tablet asked. 

His partner rubbed her ass under the slave tunic while he held her neck and collar to be examined for the matching slave numbers.  “Hope business brings you back soon, Floozy,” he muttered.  “We keep your pass hanging in the guard room.  If you return late at night, expect to give a blowjob or two to the night shift guards while they get your table.”

Deeply humiliated at having to let the gate guards log her departure and returns, Brianna continued out the gate and crossed the drawbridge to the town of Kingsreach.  All she knew of her destination was that it was to the south toward a disreputable part of town near the bridge crossing the Brightwater.  Head down to avoid eye contact with the people on the narrow town streets, she was carefully following directions from the Mistress of Slaves.  Unknowingly, she was presenting the proper image of a chastised slave to any that paid any attention to the shabbily dressed slave.

The Halls of King Quint’s Palace

[image: ]That evening, a lean and battle-hardened Ranger strode across the hard stone floor of Castle Quint with purposeful steps, his worn boiled leather armor creaking with every movement. His eyes, sharp and alert, surveyed his surroundings with the ease of a predator in its natural habitat. His hands, calloused from countless battles and hours spent at the archery range, rested lightly on the grip of his slim dagger, his quiver of bodkin-tipped war arrows slung across his back. His booted footfalls sent soft echoes through the empty hallways, a jarring sound against the silence that had settled in the bowels of the castle.

The tall Ranger's name was Michael Arrowsmith, and his mission, just given to him directly by King Quint the Fifth, was clear: interrogate the prisoner who likely held the key to a means of their kingdom's salvation from a threat not seen in four hundred years. She had already confessed everything due to being forced to obey by the magic imbued in her slave collar.  But, the King and the King’s High Magistrate, told him to bond with the spy and use her as he wished. The urgency of the situation was palpable, etched into the furrowed brows and tightened jaws of a few of his fellow senior-most Rangers and Guardsmen. Yet, the prisoner and the mission were to be held as state secrets.

Michael had seen much in his years of service, but the whispers of what lay in the dungeons below sent chills down his spine. It was said that the prisoner, a Human Mage was known to have consorted with evil, … an evil that worked to bring forth a dire threat from outside of this world.  The threat was unimaginable to the Ranger who believed only in those things he had seen and touched, … not creatures of nightmares that could shatter a man's sanity with a single glance which were part of the reported threat.

[image: ]The Ranger was far down the main central hallway when he saw a group of three women approaching him in a direction that would take them back to the King’s Private Reception Room or to the Royal Family’s Wing.  His breath caught in his throat at recognition of the first two women deep in some private conversation.  Behind them, the two proper steps away from a more important personage, was Lady Eryn Cardiff.  Michael Arrowsmith sighed.  He had a deep crush on the twenty-one-year-old brunette but was still stinging from the abrupt rebuke she gave him after he formally asked her for a dance at the last court event.  “She’s so beautiful,” he thought before his eyes were drawn to the first two women.

Ahead of Eryn were two High Ladies, one he recognized instantly as High Lady Violet Tanner, the beautiful black-haired mistress to King Quint.  The obvious assets that initially drew her to the King’s attention were her two huge breasts protruding proudly forward above a very narrow waist and wide hips.  Michael swallowed as his eyes were caught by the sight of the two largest breasts in the kingdom gently jiggling up and down with her gliding steps.  In fact, except for their bobbling breasts, both High Ladies walked so smoothly that they seemed to magically glide along with no apparent movement below their waists.  The hems of their ornate dresses moved smoothly an immeasurably short distance above the glistening tiles of the corridor.

Forcibly ignoring the unknown High Lady, Michael forced his eyes to track Lady Eryn, the brunette handmaiden and attendant to the King’s favorite mistress and senior-most woman among his small harem.

Lady Eryn smirked at the approaching Ranger’s obvious obsession with her lady’s breasts.  Eryn kept her smirk on her face and sniffed loudly with her nose in the air when Sir Ranger Michael Arrowsmith passed going the opposite way.  Out of his sight, her smirk shifted into a knowing smile.  “It would be too much for that muscle-bound oaf to handle if he knew how well acquainted I am with Violet’s breasts and even her body.”  She couldn’t hold back a giggle heard by all four of them in the corridor.

Michael turned red with anger and humiliation at Lady Eryn Cardiff’s put-down.  The giggle was echoed by the two High Ladies and then Michael heard High Lady Violet Tanner gleefully speak in a mock whisper, “Really Eryn, couldn’t you have found a better admirer than some brainless twit of a soldier.”

The Dungeons under King Quint’s Palace

Michael was still distracted by the encounter when he turned aside to enter the top of a stone stairwell that descended into the castle’s lower levers.  After the first landing, the way ahead grew narrower and damper as he descended further down the stone spiral staircase.  Single candles at each landing grew smaller and let off less light in the increasing gloom. His boots squelched in the moist earth that had accumulated over the ages and the scent of mold, mildew, and other more earthy odors grew stronger. Finally, he reached the entry to the dungeon itself and the door to the torture chamber.  The old and grizzled guard, with his rotten teeth and reeking breath of fermented cabbage and cheap ale, stepped aside to let him pass.   Disgruntled at being bothered, the old pensioner just left the door open a scant bit.  The door was an ancient, iron behemoth scarred by time.  Even were every prisoner in the dungeon to jointly attempt to batter down the door, they would fail. Michael paused, took a deep breath, and pushed the heavy door open the rest of the way.

The sight that greeted him was one of stark contrast to the serene world above. The chamber was a tableau of brutality, instruments of pain lining the walls in a twisted symphony of metal and leather. In the center of the room, a figure hung from the ceiling by her wrists, a chain attached to heavy manacles that bit into her skin. She was filthy, virtually naked, her tattered clothing revealed a canvas of bruises and welts, and above the iron collar around her neck was a black leather hood with laces at her neck holding it tightly in place, obscuring her face. Her bare feet barely brushed the floor, toes curling and uncurling with the effort to find purchase.

Michael approached with a grim determination, the weight of his duty heavy on his shoulders.  He'd killed and captured many during his missions for the King, but never tortured a helpless woman, no matter how evil.  He knew the stakes were high; the fate of his people rested in the information she held. Reaching up, he grasped the gag held against the supple leather of the hood, that muffled her cries and pulled it roughly from her mouth. Her gasp for air was ragged in the mask, the sound of a creature gasping for its first breath after being buried alive.

Selecting a whip from the wall, he let it coil in his hand, feeling the bite of the leather against his palm. He stepped closer to the trembling figure, the tip of the whip brushing against her bruised skin. "Unlike the others, content to elicit howls of pain and screams for mercy, I am not here to play games," he growled, his voice echoing in the small space. "If you want this nightmare of pain to end, tell me what you know of the Sorceress. What is her name?”

[image: ]The woman in the hood didn't flinch at the sound of his voice, but her breath grew more ragged. Michael knew fear when he heard it, and he used it to his advantage. With a swift motion, he brought the whip down, the crack of it splitting the air like a thunderclap as the tip moving fast as lightning when it caressed her belly, leaving a long red welt behind. The woman's body jerked in response, but she remained silent. His grip tightened on the handle of the whip, the taste of his own frustration coppery on his tongue. "Your silence is unwise," he warned harshly, raising the whip again.

"What... what do you want from me?" she croaked, her voice barely audible as she fought the collar’s influence to reveal all he needed to know.

"For now, merely your name and a conversation to reveal the truth," Michael demanded, his voice low and menacing. "Lets start with your name, Mage?"

The woman took a shaky breath, her chest rising and falling heavily. "My name... is Elara, … Junior Lady Mage Elara." The words were forced out, as though she were afraid of the consequences of revealing her identity.  The effects of the Witch’s Bane poured down her throat blurred her thoughts and kept her magic at bay.  The Witch’s Bane was a second means of making her safe even though the collar held her magic at bay unless it was called upon by her Master.

Michael's eyes narrowed. "Elara," he repeated, tasting the name like a fine wine. "I have reliable information from my King's spies telling of whispers of an evil Sorceress working to loose a demonic army to bring about a new era of darkness. Don't lie to me. What is your role in this plot?"

Elara's body trembled, the sound of rain a mournful backdrop to the interrogation. Her voice, a mere thread of sound, replied, "I am no Sorceress, merely a nobody with no real power. I am a Mage, a mere servant, … a tool, untrained in Magic who has been used by the evil Sorceress of which you speak.  Please, I can’t think properly while under the effects of the Witch’s Bane."

Michael's brow furrowed, his grip tightening on the whip. "Your lack of details already tire me, Witch," he spat. "I've know of what you seek to do. The destruction, the chaos, … you stand before me helping build a gateway to the end of all we hold dear. Give me the name of your Mistress, or I will strip the flesh from your bones and watch as your soul screams in agony."

Elara's breath hitched, her eyes fluttering closed. "My... Mistress," she murmured, "is... is Lady Lysara." The words hung in the air like a curse, thick with the weight of their implications.

Michael's mind raced. Lady Lysara. He had heard that name before—whispers in taverns, hastily scribbled notes passed among the King's Council, describing things that he had thought to be exaggerated beyond belief. The tales spoke of a Human noble with power that surpassed the understanding of mortal men, a beauty so profound it could entice the purest of souls to damnation, and a heart as cold and black as the void itself. “Yet,” he told himself, “there are whispers of a demonic alliance.  Is it just an ale-fueled story?”  The mere thought sent a chill down his spine.  “But, was it true?” he wondered.  With certainty, he knew that this bitch, this Elara, was the key to finding the truth, no matter the threat it posed to all he loved.

He knew he had to tread carefully. History, thought to be tales of fantasy, spoke of the demons from the nether realms that were notorious for their cunning and treachery. If those tales were true and if Lady Lysara truly served a Master from that hellish plane, the stakes were far higher than he had imagined. Legends from four hundred years ago spoke of demons unleashed through a Portal that didn’t plan mere conquest; they craved the very essence of their victims, feeding on fear and pain from Human souls to fuel their endless hunger for power.  Mankind would become their herds of chattel to harvest.

“Elara's mistress, this Lady Lysara, must be in a place of great power to command such an alliance. A castle, a fortress, something impregnable that could stand against the might of his kingdom's armies,” Michael’s thoughts told him.  He imagined images of dark towers looming over blighted lands, the air thick with the screams of the tormented.

But, was this Lady Lysara, Elara's lover? The question struck him like a slap in the face. Michael felt his stomach turn. No, he had Elara as a prisoner, a tool to be used. Yet, he couldn't deny the strange pull he felt towards Elara, the way his eyes lingered on her alluring though bruised form, the way his hand had paused before striking. In the quiet of the dungeon, he could almost hear her silent pleas, see the unspoken pain in the taut lines of her body. He pushed the thoughts of giving her any mercy aside, telling himself it was the weakness of a weary man, the seductive whispers of the enemy trying to cloud his judgment.  Was he being weak, drawn to think of mercy from her wiles, or her magic.  No, he thought, the magic in the collar she wore stole away any of her control of that vile power of magic.

With a stern look, Michael stepped closer, his hand sliding down Elara's side, tracing the curve of her hip and thigh, his thumb brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Her skirt and vest had long ago been ripped free, leaving her body naked save for the tatters of a blouse.  His touch was a calculated move, designed to unsettle her, to keep her guessing, but he couldn't ignore the way his heart quickened. The touch was gentle, almost tender, a stark contrast to the cold steel of the whip and the harshness of his words. He felt her tremble beneath his hand, and he knew that she was as much a prisoner to her fear as she was to the chains that held her.

"Tell me how to find this place where Lady Lysara is building her army of demons," he whispered, his voice a seductive purr that seemed to dance in the air between them. "I promise to spare your life if you do."

Blind within the hood, nonetheless Elara's eyes searched for his, desperation warring with distrust. "Why, ... why should I believe you?" she asked, her voice a trembling whisper.

Michael leaned in, his breath hot against her neck, his hand lingering dangerously close to the juncture of her thighs. "Because I offer you a choice, something your Mistress never will," he murmured. "She must already know of your capture and considers you tainted, … already a traitress.  Tell me where she is, and I'll grant you mercy. But if you refuse, I'll leave you here to the tender mercies of the castle's true monsters."

Her chest heaved with sobs as Elara contemplated her fate. For the moment, the pain was bearable, but the thought of the cruel guards of King Quint’s lower dungeons was worse. Her voice, strained and raw, revealed the location of Lady Lysara's fortress, a place called Castle Darkspire, nestled in the heart of the Shadowlands just beyond the city of the same name. It was a thought to be a haunted and cursed fortress that was said to be as inescapable as it was terrifying.

“You know much of the Shadowlands and this place named Darkspire?” Michael asked with keen interest.

“Much goes on there that King Quint’s men know nothing about,” She responded quietly.  Under the hood, unseen by Michael, there was fear in her eyes at describing the Shadowlands.    “Your King’s Guardsmen don’t enter the Shadowlands beyond the final border crossing.  From there on, it’s mercenaries paid to keep the status quo until you get to Darkspire itself.” She explained.  She looked at where she thought he stood with that same fear, as if she were bringing that place to life here in the dungeon.

“The town of Darkspire is run by a council, mostly of Lady Lysara’s bootlickers.  Get rid of her and the townspeople will quickly rid itself of those corrupt men and women,” she continued.  “Then, a consortium of members including representatives of the King’s Magistrate, the Slavers Guild, the Merchant Guild, the Witch’s Coven, and even a representative member from the Goblins will step up and establish a fairer rule of the town.”

The Ranger laughed at the mention of Goblins.  “Surely you don’t expect me to believe that there are actually Goblins in the Shadowlands?  Next you’ll tell me that the demons are real.”

Elara looked at him in disbelief.  “How can you not know?  Yes, … I understand that King Quint and his ancestors haven’t wanted his Rangers and Guardsmen to travel in the Shadowlands.  But, that’s to keep his people ignorant of the danger posed if anything was to break the uneasy truce in the Shadowlands.”

“You mean if demons escape toward our kingdoms?” he laughed again in disbelief.

“Yes, Sir Ranger,” she hissed in frustration, “there are worse things in the Shadowlands than Goblins.   Goblins, both the Minor and Major Goblin species are cunning and intelligent, in their own way, and they follow a sort of perverted path of honor.  The Demons of the Shadowlands wear Human bodies whose souls have been devoured and displaced by Demons who’ve crossed over into our realm.  Once true Demons cross in their own bodies, Lady Lysara will wield unimaginable power.”

“Well,” Michael said with a chuckle and a huge grin, “we’ll see about all that when we get there.”

“And Castle Darkspire?” he asked next.

“That’s the home of Lady Lysara,” Elara responded with a grimace.  “She’s dangerous, cunning, merciless, and possibly at least half demon herself.  “She is up to something very dangerous, … something that might well break the uneasy peace in the Shadowlands, … something that may let loose demons to plague the Human lands.”

After that explanation, Michael frowned for long moments before his eyes lit up with the faintest glimmer of hope at finding the foul seat of Lady Lysara’s power, despite the location being the heartland of many a horrid legend, frightening tales of vile occurrences from the past. He had the information he needed. But his hands remained on her, his touch no longer one of intimidation, but a silent apology for the horrors she had endured. He knew the truth was often coaxed out by a gentle touch rather than a harsh blow. The scent of her fear mingled with the musk of his own arousal, and for a brief moment, he allowed himself to feel the warmth of her body, the softness of her skin against his calloused hands.

Elara, feeling the change in his demeanor, pushed herself closer to his body, seeking refuge in his strength, even though he was the one who had brought the last whip stroke down upon her. Michael loosened the leather hood, it slipped slightly, revealing a tear-stained cheek, and Michael caught a glimpse of the stark terror in her eyes. He knew that the battle ahead was one that would not be won with steel alone.

"Darkspire," she murmured, her voice barely audible. "It's said that only those who bear the mark can pass through its gates. A... a tattoo of the demon's sigil."

Michael's mind raced with the implications of her words. To infiltrate Lady Lysara's fortress, he would need to acquire one of these tattoos. The thought was as disturbing as it was necessary. He knew that demons were notorious for their love of branding their servants, a mark of ownership that bound them in both body and soul. The idea of defacing himself with such a symbol turned his stomach, but the fate of his kingdom left him with no choice.

"The tattoo, … the mark of Lady Lysara," he murmured, his voice thick with the gravity of his plan, “where is it?  Could you... would you allow me to bear witness to this mark?"  He released her wrists from the cuffs that left deep indentions in her skin from hanging with her arms over her head.  Just before her wrists slipped free he remembered, "You are constrained to obey me and not inflict harm upon me."

Elara's body stiffened, understanding the implication in his words. But, there was a controlling power within the enchanted collar locked around her neck.  With trembling hands, she reached up and pulled her hair back to her ears, revealing a face that was a study in contrasts—beautiful despite the bruises, fierce in the face of fear. Then, she let her fingertips pull back the tattered remnants of her blouse.  There, visible even in the dim light of the dungeon was a sigil, the unmistakable outline of a demon's sign, etched in black and red tattoo ink and laid across the whole form of her right breast, in a grotesque pattern of crimson and black. It was a mark that screamed of her allegiance, a brand that linked her soul to Lady Lysara's dark purposes.  The mark that led to her capture.

"You want to use me?" she whispered, her voice trembling. "As bait?"

Michael nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. "You would be my prize, captured as a traitor to your mistress. I would use you to gain access past the guards of Darkspire." He stepped back, his gaze appraising her naked body, bruised and battered. "Once inside her castle, you would remain gagged and bound, a helpless pawn in my hands.  Nothing more than a distraction."

Elara's eyes widened in horror at the thought, but she knew he spoke the truth. The alternative was to stay here, at the mercy of the castle's torturers, or face the demons in the Shadowlands, alone, were she ever to escape. She swallowed hard, the bitter taste of fear coating her mouth. "And what of me, after we have, ... done what must be done?"

Michael's gaze grew cold, his voice devoid of emotion. "King Quint and his Magistrate have already set your sentence; either death or a lifetime of servitude.  So, after I'm done with you, once your value as bait is exhausted, the King will grant me a writ of ownership to forever make you my slave. To live, you will have to yield to me, belong as my slave, Elara." His hand tightened again on the whip, his reminder of the threat of punishment that he held over her for the slightest disobedience. "You will do as I say, go where I command, and serve me without question. I will not be a harsh master," he said, his voice a low growl, "but you will not be my love interest, my wife, or my mistress. You will be my instrument, my means to an end."

Elara stared at him, her eyes swimming with a mix of fear and anger. The very idea of being owned by this man, of being used as a tool for his purposes, was almost too much to bear. Yet, she knew she had no choice. With a tremble in her voice, she whispered, "I swear it, Michael Arrowsmith. I will be your instrument against Lady Lysara."

The power of the collar accepted her vow, her knees hit the cold, hard ground with an audible thump, the chains above rustling. Her bruised and trembling hands moved to the laces of his trousers, her heart racing as she felt the heat of his arousal through the fabric. The leather hood still hung loosely around her neck, a reminder of her capture and submission.  She had to fight the bile rising in her throat as she tugged at the laces to pull off the foul thing. The scent of him, musky and male, filled her nostrils as she revealed his thickening rod to the cold air of the dungeon.

He watched her with a mix of anticipation and cold detachment, his eyes glinting in the dim light of the lantern. His hand remained on the whip, a silent threat that sent shivers down her spine. She knew what he wanted, what he had demanded, and she had sworn to comply. With trembling fingers, she wrapped her hand around his shaft, feeling the veins pulse beneath her palm. Her mouth watered despite her fear, her body's instinctive response to his dominance.

Elara leaned in, her breath hot against his skin, and gently coated his cock with her saliva, her eyes never leaving his. The act was one of both submission and defiance, with her silently protesting against her fate. His member grew harder, responding to her touch, and she felt a strange sense of power in the vulnerability of his naked desire. With a deep breath, she parted her lips and took him into her mouth, inch by inch.

The salty taste of his arousal filled her senses, a stark reminder of her lack of choices. Despite her perceived unfairness of being captured and used as bait, she had been trained in oral arts in her service to Lady Lysara and been called upon to pleasure men during her missions. Her Mistress had been an eager teacher, often forcing Elara to watch as she writhed with demon-possessed men in a display of carnality that had left Elara's mind scarred. Now, she used those same skills, her slender hands working in tandem with her mouth, stroking and teasing him as she had seen her mistress do.

Michael watched her, his expression a mask of lust and control. He knew that she had no real choice in this, but the sight of her willing submission fueled his desire. His cock grew even harder in her mouth, the veins bulging as he approached his climax. The room was filled with the sound of his heavy breathing and the wet, obscene noises of her efforts to please him.

Finally, with a groan that seemed to shake the very stones of the dungeon, Michael reached his peak. His cock spasmed and jerked, releasing a hot torrent of cum. The suddenness of it caught Elara off guard, and she choked as some of it shot down her throat, her eyes watering with the effort not to gag. The rest of it spurted out her nostrils and leaked past her stretched lips, painting her face and chest in a sticky, white mess. She coughed and spluttered, trying to regain her breath, her face a picture of shock and revulsion.

Wiping his member clean with the hem of his shirt, Michael bent down and pulled up on the simple exterior of the iron collar deeply imbued with magic of bondage and control that hung heavily around her neck. The metal was cold and unyielding in his hand, signifying his ownership.  She shivered with the lack of options she faced.. "Good slut," he praised and Elara’s heart missed a beat at the unexpected praise for her attempt to suck his cock.

Elara would always remember the moment the Royal Librarian latched the ancient Goblin-crafted collar in place around her neck.  Even nearly unconscious from the blow to her head, she felt it the instant it made contact with her skin.  Elara would never forget the strange, alien, almost electric sensation that fluttered through her brain. It was as though invisible tendrils of power were burrowing into her mind only a few days ago.  The magic wrapped around her thoughts. She had gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head, as the magic took hold. The collar was not just a mere piece of metal but an instrument of control, a conduit for her owner’s will.

"This magic of collars to control us," she thought to herself, "it's real. It's not just a trick or a bluff." Panic set in as she looked up to Michael’s face, her heart hammering against her ribs. The weight of her decision crashed down upon her, and she couldn't help but cry inwardly, her mind racing with the realization that she was now irrevocably tied to this man and his very dangerous cause.

“I hope you understand the sheer danger of your mission,” she hissed.

With a gentle tug, Michael led her to her feet. The chain attached to her collar felt like a living thing, a serpent coiling around her throat. His hand was firm, yet surprisingly gentle as he guided her through the damp corridor and back towards the staircase. Each step was a struggle, her legs trembling from the pain and the exhaustion of the interrogation, but she managed to follow.

"We have much to prepare tonight," Michael murmured, ignoring her warning about the dangerous nature of his mission.  He turned and began to ascend the stairs.  Then, his voice echoing in the damp stone corridors, he spoke up, "Tomorrow we head to the Shadowlands, to the town of Darkspire, and to the lair of Lady Lysara in Castle Darkspire. We must be ready for anything that awaits us there." His eyes searched hers, looking for a glimmer of hope or trust, but all he found was a deep reservoir of fear.

Elara nodded, her heart racing. The thought of facing her Mistress, the very woman who had etched the demon's mark upon her flesh, filled her with dread. Yet, she knew she had no choice. Michael had promised her a swift end to her suffering in the dungeon, and she clung to that promise like a drowning woman to a lifeline.

The Ranger led her up a level to the prison proper, … to a cell slightly larger than the one she had been in before. It contained a straw-filled pallet that smelled faintly of mildew and a bucket that served as a chamber pot. He unlocked the manacles on her wrists with a heavy click, and she rubbed her wrists, the skin raw and chafed from the iron. As the door swung shut behind them, Elara felt a sudden jolt of fear—would this be the last time she saw the outside world?

Michael saw the terror in her eyes and stepped closer, his hand resting on her shoulder. "You will eat, rest, and prepare," he said, his voice softer than the steel he had been wielding just moments before. "In the morning, we leave for the Shadowlands."

Elara nodded, swiping at the tears that trailed down her cheeks. The tremor in her voice was unmistakable as she spoke. "What... what will happen to me?"

Michael's expression softened, his eyes lingering on her bruised body. "I’ve told you the basics of my plan.  You will come with me to Darkspire," he said firmly. "You will serve as my shield and guide, my weapon and my shield." He paused, then added, "And you will be treated well, as long as you do not betray me."

Elara nodded, her heart heavy. She had made a bargain with the devil herself, and now she was about to pay the price. As she lay down on the damp straw, she could feel the magic of the collar pulsing in time with her heartbeat, a constant reminder of her new status as a pawn in Michael's game.

Above in the Main Prison Complex

Elsewhere in a more comfortable section of the main prison level above, three women stood arguing while the Prison Administrator and two of his senior guards stood outside the open door of the prison suite.  The three males were not privy to the heated conversation of the women.

“You stupid bitch!” a black-haired beautiful, but stern looking woman nearing thirty-years-old, was haranguing a plump blonde.  The blonde was a prisoner, wearing manacles on her wrists and shackles on her ankles.  Unlike Elara in the dungeon below, the blonde hadn’t been tortured, wasn’t naked, and didn’t appear to have been molested.  “How could you follow Lady Mage Elara all the way here from Darkspire and not manage to kill or neutralize her yourself?  Then, you let the guards at the gate recognize that the Magistrate has a warrant for your arrest for your unpaid fine the last time you graced this prison.  We got you released on your promise to pay the fine.  Now the King knows about Mage Elara and has become personally involved by setting a task upon the Ranger!”

Valoria, the second black-haired woman, younger and even more beautiful than the first spoke up in an irritated tone, “Helena, give her a chance to speak up,” she chided in a tone much more controlled than her superior.  “Ciara can still get to Darkspire before this Ranger, Michael Arrowsmith and Lady Lysara’s minion, Mage Elara.”  She turned to the plump blonde, “Do what you must, but at the very least, get involved in their mission.”  Then, to Helena she hissed, “As for you, remember you might be higher in the Slavers Guild hierarchy than me, but you are the one responsible for ensuring our Guild’s needs are met in this quest.”    

“Fine,” Helena snapped in exasperation.  “You will do this, Ciara.  Understand?”

Ciara held back a smirk and held up the manacles with the connecting chain between her wrists.  “Get these gone, pay off these men, and I’ll be outside Kingsreach and on my way back to Darkspire before you report back to the Slavers Guild.”

“Administrator!” Helena hissed.  “She’s ready to go.”

The Prison Administrator, a middle-aged soft and rotund man that had never once used his fists in battle, nodded, entered the room, and began to unlock Ciara’s manacles and then the leg irons.  Finished, he held out his hand to Lady Helena in a silent demand that he be paid for releasing the prisoner.  Helena scowled but Lady Valoria pulled out a purse and dumped a handful of Silver into the palm of his hand.

He grabbed Lady Valoria’s hand and growled, “Don’t forget to pay the Magistrate himself for the bitch’s fine or it’ll be worse next time.”

One of the guards grabbed Ciara’s hand and tugged her on her way.

The second guard slowly shut and barred the door after the pair departed.

“Wwhat?” Helena sputtered.  “Wait!  We’ve paid you already.”

The guard and the Administrator laughed in a tone that didn’t bode well for the two women.

“Guild Mistress,” the Administrator said, “your agent, Ciara, willingly paid the toll and you paid the Silver for her release.  Neither of you owe more Silver, but you fine ladies haven’t paid the toll.”

As if they needed an explanation for what the toll consisted of, the guard stepped forward toward the pair and loosened the rope functioning as his belt.

“Oh, no!” Helena protested.  Then, she reeled backward awkwardly as the Administrator slapped her soundly across her face.  “Cunt, ass, or mouth?” he asked crudely.  “One of them will take my seed.”

Valoria looked down at the cushion on the floor and her face turned white in realization.  “You fucked her?” she asked in shock.  “Lady Ciara is an important agent of the Slavers Guild and you fucked her?”

The guard strode over and slapped Valoria.  The Guild Slave Mistress fell backward a step to thump against the unyielding stone wall.  She wiped off her bloody lip with the back of her hand. She was shocked wordless at the prospect of being on the other end of a whip or a domineering person.  “That other cunt paid use in all three of her holes,” the guard growled in impatience. “Now, … as the Administrators said, Mouth, cunt, or ass,” he hissed in an echo of the Administrator’s demand.

More attuned to the needs of coarse common men, Valoria gulped and silently knelt down, setting her knees on the pad.  “Mouth,” she whispered and looked to the lump in his pants.  She took a deep breath, knowing that since the man had just pumped his seed into at least one of Ciara’s three identified cock sleeves, … that she would be his cocksucker for a long time before his cum finally released to pump into her mouth.

Lady Valoria saw that volunteering did come with some advantages, … her hands were left free.  Her supervisor, Lady Helena didn’t fare so well.  She was shoved face first against the cold stone wall of the luxury prison suite and her hands yanked behind her back and bound.   Gasping at the indignity, she was thrown belly down on the bed.  She bounced on the real bed’s thick mattress and her skirt ended up pulled up over her ass.

Valoria saw Helena’s small clothes fly through the air and a moment later, the Prison Administrator was balls deep in her pussy, laying across her back and prone-boning her.  Helena grunted and her head rose up in protest.  “Owwww,!” was her ignored drawn out protest.  Hands at her shoulders yanked hard on her dress, pulling it down to the small of her back.

Saliva was starting to pour out of Valoria’s mouth to lubricate her hands which were rapidly stroking up and down the Guard’s thick stalk as she tried to limit how far the fattest part of his cock went into her mouth.  “Gwwack!” was her first of many sounds as his frantic moves on her head to force himself deeper succeeded in thumping into the back of her mouth.  He grunted at his failure to stuff his cock past the gateway at the back of her mouth, keeping his length from battering its way into her gullet.

“Take it!  You bitch!  Take it all!” he kept up in a muttering chant.

“Gwwack!” Valoria grunted as he pulled back for another push and saliva and bile rushed out of her mouth and nose.

When Valoria next looked to Helena, a known female lesbian dominant, uninterested in Human males, she saw that her ass had been pulled up and she was being viciously fucked doggie-style by the Prison Administrator with his hands in full possession of her breasts which had been flopping about and thumping against each other.

“Eiiii!,” Helena shrieked as the Prison Administrator’s belt struck her ass with a meaty thwap answered by her scream of pain.  With each stroke of his cock into her loosening hole, he slammed his belt into her red, welted ass with a huge grin on his face.

“How’s that? You arrogant cunt!” he hissed.

Valoria’s guard finally spurted his seed into her mouth and gushed across her face as he pulled out with a deep groan of satisfaction.  With a pat on her head like some pet, he stepped back and buttoned up his pants.

Just then, the door opened and Valoria knew that with the return of the second guard that one of them would be faced with another round of fucking.

“Come here!” the Prison Administrator yelled to the guard, “lift up this bitch’s face and plow into her gullet.  I guarantee it’s virgin territory.

Valoria breathed a sigh of relief that Helena was going to swallow the seed of the third guard.

The Mid-day Streets of Kingsreach

It was just after mid-day of that same afternoon that the Royal Librarian was forced to travel the increasingly busy streets of Kingsreach.  Sheltered most of her life, Brianna had no idea of the urgency of the early morning errands of the city’s poor or of the afternoon rush of horses, carts, and business taking place.  While this close to the castle in the light of day, there was little fear to a lone slave from citizens conducting their business.  Brianna was fearful of coming to the notice of the city guards who were charged with maintaining order and discovering stolen goods.  Brianna whimpered when two of four guards on roving patrol felt up every bit of her body before leering at her and spanking her ass.

“Wonder what she charges for a blowjob?” she overheard one guard asked to the laughter of his companions.  Brianna scurried quickly away before they could ask her that horrid question. 

Realizing she had no idea if the Gilded Goblet even existed or where it might be, she turned to a woman hurrying by with a bundle of purchases wrapped in a cloth.   “Miss, can you tell me how to find the Gilded Goblet?”

Brianna was taken aback when she woman scowled at her and answered with scorn in her voice.  “Harlot!  Why should I help you get to work tempting good honest folk by spreading your legs for coin.  Whore!”

The High Lady stood bewildered in the street when a firm hand grabbed her hand.  She turned and blanched when she saw it was one of the Kings Guard.

Now it was the guard scowling at her.  “Missy,” he growled, “slaves can conduct honest work during daylight hours.  We don’t allow prostitutes like you, free or slave, to ply their trade on the public streets during those same hours when honest folk have work to do.”  As he spoke, he dragged her to the nearest alley, a narrow and dark place littered with trash between two large buildings.  He thrust Brianna further down the alley, loosened his knife belt, and unbuttoned the flap on his trousers.   “Give me a nice blowjob and I’ll personally deliver you to the Gilded Goblet.   Otherwise,” he said pulling his belt free, “I’ll give you a whipping here and drag you before the Magistrate to face charges for selling yourself on the streets in the light of day.”

Sniffling at the unfairness of life, Brianna knelt down before the odious man and reached out a quivering hand to the very thick, short horn-like shaft between his legs.

Cursing her Sergeant, the Slaver Karson Potter, and Ariana Pendry the King’s Slave Mistress, she set both fists around the shaft and leaned forward to kiss the tip.  Any plans of a gentle approach to worshiping the man’s cock ended when his right hand settled on the back of her head and pulled her forcefully onto his cock.  The shaft plunged past her lips, fumbled a bit in her mouth, and then found the escape hole leading to her gullet.  The High Lady whimpered as her hands around the thick shaft failed to stop it from rocketing down her throat.  “Unngh!  Unngh!” she protested until her lips met the curly hairs at the base of his cock.

The King’s Guardsman grunted in appreciation when the whore took his cock all the way down her gullet.  “By the Gods!  Slave Floozy, if your other holes are as tight as your mouth and throat, … I’ll be visiting the Gilded Goblet soon to try your cunt and ass.”

Brianna whimpered as she fought to get her breathe.  Her fists hammered uselessly against his thighs and only brought forth laughter.

Karson Potters’ Gilded Goblet Tavern

Brianna’s day didn’t get any better.  The Bouncer on duty at the Gilded Goblet took her behind the desk which was his post to screen potential troublemakers and to extract the entry fee from potential clients.  There, she was forced to perform yet another blowjob.  Once past the Bouncer, the Day Manager and Bartender each bent her over a table, flipped up her skirt, and perfunctorily used her cunt.  Sobbing as the men ignored her tears, she was forced to confront her two mild orgasms from sucking the cocks of the Kings Guard and the Bouncer.  There were also the two stronger orgasms that came unexpectedly as the Day Manager and Bartender pummeled her pussy with their hard cocks.

“I can’t help that being reminded of Karson Potter’s new book about me, ‘Misadventures of the Royal Librarian – Book One’, now belonging to a pimp and a slaver, and being called Slave Floozy triggers needy quivers in my pussy,” she cried to herself.

Weak from the turnaround of her easy, pampered life, Brianna meekly went into the changing room as directed by the Day Manager and reluctantly shrugged on an oversize white peasant blouse that exposed far too much of her unbound breasts and yanked a too short, too tight black leather skirt up to her waist.  Other than a pair of sandals, that’s all she wore.

Unnoticed by Brianna, Karson Potter had followed her the entire way to the Gilded Goblet and he entered just as the Bartender was buttoning up his trousers with a look of satisfaction on his face.

“She’ll do nicely, Karson,” the Bartender announced with a grin.

“She passed her audition here?” Karson asked.

“The Bouncer enjoyed his blowjob and the Day Manager and I enjoyed taking her tight pussy.  So, no complaints here breaking in new, submissive stock.  A high quality cunt like Floozy will earn much coin here, Karson.” the pleased Bartender judged.

“Floozy also gave another blowjob outside to one of my mates on the King’s Guard,” Karson responded with a grin.

While following Brianna, Karson paid the Kings Guard a Silver to force Brianna into her first near-public use as a cocksucker.  Then, while she was still on her knees choking on his thick spend, he hurried ahead to the Gilded Goblet and set up her second blowjob with the Bouncer and then her forced submission to the hard cocks of the Day Manager and the Bartender.  “Four Silvers, … cheap indeed to be sure that High Lady Brianna is now my whore,” he told himself with satisfaction.  “She truly has earned her name of Floozy.”

Inside the changing room, Brianna whimpered when a blonde slattern with huge breasts tromped into the tiny room and introduced herself as ‘Tramp.’  With wide eyes, Brianna recognized her as Glynnis Priddy from book one of ‘Misadventures of a Lady of the Court.’ 

“I’m Floozy,” Brianna admitted in a strangled tone.

“It’s OK,” the blonde bimbo admitted with a sour look, “them are just names.  None of us snared into this life want anyone to know our real names anyway.  Is Karson your pimp as well?

Soundlessly, with her mouth still open in surprise, Brianna nodded.

“Here’s the deal,” Tramp explained, “the Bartender keeps marks on a sheet of slate for each of us.  On busy nights like tonight, we each start off with two slashes on the slate and get an additional slash mark for each customer we serve.  Then, each time we encourage a customer to order a third ale, one of those slashes gets a circle around it.  We earn two circles every time a customer pays for a public blowjob, five for every customer taking us to a curtained alcove for a fucking, and the slate wiped clean if a customer buys us till dawn.”

“So, there’s a penalty for every lone slash mark?” Brianna asked, confused.  “Are there bonuses for the individual circles without slash marks?”

“Yes, honey,” Tramp answered with a frown, “we get a single stroke of the cane on our bare ass at the end of the night for each slash not offset by a circle.”

“Whaa?” Brianna hissed in an effort to take all that in.  Her mind shut down at the thought of getting whipped each night that she didn’t whore herself out well enough.

“Don’t worry, deary,” Glynnis said, “the bartender keeps close track of the debit slashes and the offsetting circles.  You don’t have to focus on anything except collecting coins to pass to the Bartender for drinks, food, blowjobs, and fucking.”

High Lady Brianna gasped in full realization of what kind of life her Sergeant Joshua Kaur had trapped her into.  “He’s my Pimp and Slaver.  He’s brought his erotic novel character Karson Potter fully to life.  I’m now one of his part-time whores.”

A Comfortable Prison Cell

Waiting for Sir Michael’s return was a night passed in a blur of fear for her future and discomfort from the pain of her rough treatment by the King’s torturer, punctuated by moments of strange comfort.

After conferring with the King’s Chamberlain, Michael had eaten, and then returned to her cell.

Elara greeted him with some trepidation.  But, now, his touch was no longer one of violence, but of something, … more, … she was owned, … his to deal with as he chose. She was part angry that he’d taken her like some owned whore; but, there had been an obvious consideration for her own pleasure, … something she hadn’t expected after she was collared and now forced to do his every bidding.  She relished the feeling of his rough hands caressing her bruised body, his mouth claiming hers in a kiss that was almost tender, and his cock had filled her, not unwillingly, but as a strange form of solace. It was as though he sought to claim her not just as his owned possession, but as something more... something that made her feel alive in the face of the horrors that awaited them both.

Elara woke the next morning in her cell with a feeling of wonder. "Who knew sex would be like that?" she questioned herself.  “Have I been too self-absorbed to enjoy sex.  Should I have relinquished control earlier to feel these amazing feelings?”  Her thoughts swirled like leaves in a storm. Michael had risen earlier, leaving her limp and sweaty from his attentions. She had felt his seed spurt deep within her, filling her with a warmth that she hadn't felt in a long time. The memory of his grunts of pleasure and the feeling of his release brought a blush to her cheeks.  She couldn’t help but compare his more normal, more manly needs as compared to the deviant version of sex that Lady Lysara insisted upon.

The collar around her neck was still cold, still heavy in weight and on her soul.  But, after the long night with Sir Michael Arrowsmith between her legs, she found it less oppressive than she had the night before. It was as if the act of submission had unlocked something within her, a part of herself she had kept hidden even from her sadistic mistress. She reached up to touch it, feeling the smooth metal, the coldness a stark contrast to the warmth that still lingered in her loins.

"By all the Gods of Fornication," she mused, the words strange and foreign on her lips. "I may have to start worshiping and leaving coins at their altar as well as at My Lady of the Light that I have abandoned for too long." It was a blasphemous thought, but one that brought a strange sense of comfort. Perhaps there was power in the union of pleasure and pain, a divine force that could grant her the strength to face whatever lay ahead.

Michael's footsteps grew louder as he returned and Elara quickly wiped the sleep from her eyes, pushing herself to her feet. The clank of metal on stone announced his arrival, and she braced herself for his gaze, for the weight of his hand upon her collar. Yet when he stepped into the cell, his eyes were not on her, but on the pile of clothing he had brought.

"Good morning," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. The smirk on his face was unmistakable, and Elara felt a flush of embarrassment. He threw the garments at her, and she caught them with a gasp. "Wear this," he ordered, his tone brusque.

The clothes were rough and worn, but they were a welcome relief from the cold, clinging dampness of the dungeon below and even the warmer cell she was now in. She quickly slipped on the soft leather boots, feeling the worn-in comfort of them around her bruised and blistered feet. The split skirt was surprisingly comfortable, made of a thick, sturdy material that would be easy to ride in. The tunic he had given her was a faded blue, with patches sewn in various places, telling a silent story of hard outdoor work and journeys past.

Michael watched her dress, his gaze lingering on the swell of her breasts as she tried to figure out the lacing of the leather corset. "Here," he said gruffly, stepping forward. His hands were deft and surprisingly gentle as he pulled the laces tight, cinching the garment around her waist and pushing her breasts up into a more manageable position.

"There," he hissed in appreciation, his eyes lingering on her displayed assets. The corset highlighted her voluptuous figure, leaving her midriff bare and exposing the bruises that marred her pale skin. Elara felt a strange thrill at his scrutiny, a mix of fear and something else entirely. She knew that she was nothing more than a means to an end to him, but the way he had taken her the night before had been almost... pleasurable.

The memory of his powerful body slamming into hers from behind sent a tremor through her core, the sensation of his cock stretching her and filling her to the brim. The sound of their skin slapping together had echoed off the cold, damp stone walls of the cell, a rhythmic symphony of need and desperation. It had been brutal, yes, but it had also been the first time she had felt truly alive in what felt like an eternity.

Her eyes examined her clothing for any hint of softness, a whisper of comfort in the harsh reality of her new role. The corset was tight, a reminder of the control he now held over her body, yet she couldn't deny the way it made her feel, … desirable, powerful even in her submission. The skirt was short, exposing her legs to the cold air of the dungeon, but the coarsely woven material was surprisingly supple against her bruised flesh.

With shaking hands, Elara finished dressing herself, feeling more Human with each piece of clothing that covered her. She took a deep breath and followed Michael out of the cell, the links of the chain attached to her collar softly clanking with each step. The corridor was a blur of shadows and flickering torchlight as they made their way through the bowels of the castle. The smell of damp earth and the distant sound of hooves grew stronger as they approached the stables.

Moments later, they emerged into a small, dimly lit chamber. In the center stood a dainty mare, its coat a rich chestnut color that seemed almost to glow in the soft light. The animal was saddled and ready, the bridle reins laid neatly across the pommel. Michael had chosen the horse just for her, a gesture that she couldn't help but find endearing despite the circumstances.

As she stepped forward to grab the reins, his hand held her back. "If you’re ready, we need to get started.  Our journey is long and after we leave Kingsreach, we have to speak about your Magic," he said, his voice dropping low. "What specialties do you have? Do you have any Combat Magic skills?"

Elara paused, her eyes meeting his and nodded without offering answers that were not yet needed.

A spy and adventurer, she was well used to riding.  She looked him in the eye and smirked.  “Then, … it’s on our way Sir Knight.”  She kicked her mare in the side with her heels and led the way out of the stables and onto the streets of Kingsreach.


Chapter 2:  The Road to the Shadowlands

Leaving King Quint’s Town of Kingsreach

The pair silently rode through the streets of Kingsreach.  Along the way, Sir Michael glanced toward the tavern known for its bawdy and drunken clientele.  He averted his eyes and looked for the turn to the bridge over the Brightwater River. 

Passage through the gates of Castle Quint and leaving Kingsreach Island was routine, the King’s Ranger was known to the Guardsmen who knew not to interfere with the King’s business.  The hooves of their horses and the pack animal rang loudly on the main cobble stone streets of Kingsreach and then a quieter clopping sound on Brightwater Road.  They followed the Brightwater Road southward to the sole bridge crossing the Brightwater.  To enter the bridge itself, they had to pass under a portcullis and traverse a drawbridge that divided the city of Kingsreach from the Brightwater Bridge and the mostly deserted Kingdom lands east of that river.  The road eastward after the bridge crossing proceeded eastward toward the border with the Shadowlands.  Their initial journey was to be a four full days ride with three nights of rough camping since there were no villages, towns, or taverns along the seldom traveled road, only lone homesteads and small farms set well off the seldom traveled road. 

The questions asked by Sir Michael about her magic hung heavily in the air with unspoken implications. She had kept her magical talents hidden from Lady Lysara, fearing the Sorceress's wrath if it were to be discovered and considered a threat to the Sorceress. But now, with the fate of the Kingdom of Quint at stake, she knew she had to be honest. "Master, my magic is, ... more subtle than violent," she began, her voice a trembling whisper. "I can manipulate shadows, hide in them, even use them as a means of escape. But combat... I've not had a teacher to pursue those skills.  So, not a warrior mage. I've never cast a spell in anger."

Michael's gaze grew stern, his eyes narrowing as he studied her. "We may not have the luxury of subtlety," he said, his voice unyielding. "But if it comes to it, I need to know what you can do. Can you cast a shield spell? Or perhaps one that could disable our enemies?"

Elara bit her lip, thinking back to her training. "I can create illusions," she offered, her voice barely audible. "Distract them, make them see what isn't there. And... I know some basic elemental spells. I could create a burst of flame or a blast of wind."

Michael's expression softened slightly at her admission, a hint of respect flickering in his gaze. "Good," he said, nodding. "Both can be quite useful indeed." His grin grew wide, a smile that sent a shiver down her spine. "We'll put your talents to good use."

The journey to the Shadowlands would be fraught with danger, and every edge they could get would be necessary. He watched her intently as she swallowed hard, the collar around her neck a stark reminder of how she was forced into service after her capture. "Now, Elara," he said, his voice a low, gruff growl, "it's time to get you ready for what's to come."

The riding crop in his hand was a tool of discipline, a reminder of the harsh reality she would face under his tutelage. He knew that if they were to succeed, she would need to be at her absolute best, her fears and pain pushed aside in the face of the greater good. "While on horseback today, we'll start with your focus," he told her, his eyes never leaving hers. "You need to be able to cast your spells without flinching, even in the heat of battle."

Elara nodded, swallowing hard at the thought of the crop landing on her already bruised flesh. She knew that this was a test of her resolve as much as it was of advancing her magical abilities. She rode her horse with a grace that belied her fear, feeling the leather of the saddle against her bare thighs. The animal shifted beneath her, sensing her trepidation.

Michael also rode expertly, his gaze sweeping ahead and behind for dangers.  But, he mostly kept his eyes locked on hers. "We'll start with a simple shield spell," he said, his voice echoing in the empty corridor. "Imagine a bubble of shadow around you, protecting you from harm." He held up a small stone, his eyes glinting with challenge. "I'll throw this at you. You need to cast before it hits.  If you fail, you will feel its impact."

Elara took a deep breath, focusing her thoughts. Her breasts had indeed been sensitive last night, the aftermath of his rough handling. The memory brought a blush to her cheeks, but she pushed it aside. This was about survival now. She nodded, her eyes never leaving the stone.

With a flick of his wrist, the stone shot through the air, a silent missile aimed straight for her chest. Elara's eyes widened, and she chanted the incantation under her breath, her hands moving in a quick, precise pattern. The air around her shimmered, and just as the stone was about to hit, a bubble of thicker air sprang up, the projectile bouncing off the shadowy shield with a hollow thud.

"Very good," Michael said, his voice filled with genuine praise. "You may have more talent for combat magic than you realize." He leaned in, his warm breath brushing against her ear. "Now, let's begin our journey. And remember, if too many stones find their mark today, your breasts will bear my disappointment tonight."

Elara felt a strange mix of fear and anticipation as she moved her hips easily into the rhythm of the mare's gait, her thoughts racing. The leather skirt allowed her to feel the wind against her legs, a sensation she had almost forgotten after months in the dungeon. The iron collar around her neck was a constant reminder of her new master, yet it was not entirely unpleasant. She knew that with each step they took towards Darkspire, she was moving closer to their potential doom, but she also felt a strange sense of purpose.

As a King’s Ranger, Michael was a skilled rider, his body moving in harmony with the stallion beneath him. His eyes were sharp, scanning the horizon for any signs of danger or betrayal. His hand remained on the pouch at his waist, the one filled with the stones he had used to test her earlier.

Elara’s memory of being taken by surprise as he fired a stone her way and the stone's impact against her breast was still fresh in her mind, a painful reminder of her need to hone her skills. She couldn't help but wonder if he had more such tricks up his sleeve, or if he truly believed in her abilities.

After that first full day in the saddle, both travelers were tired, especially Elara.  When the sun dipped low in the sky, casting long shadows across the landscape, Michael’s hand tightened on the reins as he pointed ahead. "There," he said, his voice tight with excitement. "The big cottonwood tree. That's where we'll camp for the night."

Elara nodded, her eyes focused on the horizon. She had been practicing her shield spells all day, the stings from the stone's impact coming less and less often with each successful cast. Michael had pushed her hard, demanding perfection, but she had risen to the challenge, driven by the promise of a reprieve from his punishments.

As they approached the towering Cottonwood, she felt a sudden tension in the air. Without a word, she knew what he wanted. He drew a stone from his pouch and began to swing his arm back, his eyes never leaving hers. The moment he released it, she felt the collar pulse with power, the invisible chains of his will wrapping around her mind.

During the day, Elara had discovered that her magic could only be used to help her owner and didn’t respond to any attempts to do even the slightest act against him.

Her eyes flickered to the stone, a silent promise in their depths. "Protect it," she murmured to herself, her voice a whisper of desperation. She focused her thoughts, the words of the spell coming to her with surprising ease. The shadow bubble took form, a shimmering dome that grew and solidified just in time to catch the stone. It hit the shield with a loud crack, the force of the impact jolting her.  But, the shield held against the stone’s onslought.

Michael's eyes widened in surprise, a bead of sweat trickling down his temple as he watched. "Good," he said, his voice low and gruff, the praise a balm to her frayed nerves. "You're learning." He didn't bother hiding his arousal as he reached into his pouch again, his hand wrapping around another stone. "Again."

This time, Elara was ready. She watched him, her eyes flicking from his hand to the stone, her heart racing. She knew the moment he would let it go, could almost feel the air shift as he cocked his arm back. The collar grew warm, a gentle hum resonating through her body. She waited, her breath held in anticipation. "Now," she whispered, and the bubble of shadow sprang to life, the stone thudding against it with a sound like distant thunder.

Michael's eyes narrowed, the challenge in them unmistakable. "Again," he said, his voice a low rumble. The next stone came faster, the arc of its trajectory more erratic. She didn't flinch, didn't waver. The spell took form, the shield appearing just in time to catch the projectile. The impact was like a slap across her face, the force of it leaving her ears ringing.

"Good," he hissed, the disappointment at her slow progress was apparent with his tone thick with frustration. He had wanted to see the fear in her eyes, to watch her cringe in anticipation of the crop. But she had held firm, her resolve unshaken. "You've made good progress this day," he admitted, though it pained him to do so. His hand hovered over the pouch, his thumb rubbing the smooth stones within.  “Tomorrow we’ll see if you can pick up your own stones and fling them against the targets I select; trees, rocks, creeks.  Lastly, I’ll loose arrows at you to stop.”

He turned his attention to the practicalities of their journey, the thrill of the chase momentarily forgotten. "Enough for today," he said, his voice gruff. "Get down and tend to your horse."

Elara's cheeks burned with a mix of embarrassment and disappointment at his lack of praise, but she knew better than to argue. She slid gracefully off the mare's back, her legs wobbly from hours in the saddle. The animal whinnied softly, nuzzling her as if to offer comfort. She whispered soothingly, stroking the velvet muzzle before moving to unbuckle the saddle.  “Master,” she sighed, “tomorrow the horses will need a rest at mid-day.  They can’t do another full day without any rest stops.”

“No,” he insisted, “if that’s what you believe, then we take turns walking to lessen the burden on our horses.”

The tent that he skillfully set up was a test of their new forced intimacy. She couldn't help the way her mind drifted to the previous night, the way he had taken her, the way she had felt, ... so alive. It was a feeling she hadn't experienced in the cold embrace of Lady Lysara's cruelty, a feeling she didn't want to admit she had come to crave in a perverted way.

Elara watched as Michael secured the last tent peg, the tension in his shoulders speaking volumes. Would he seek to claim her again tonight? The thought brought a mix of fear and anticipation that made her stomach clench. She knew she was his tool, a means to an end, yet the way he had taken her had been... almost tender. Her body still ached from his rough handling, but it was a pain that sang with life.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, the air grew colder, the gloom of a normal night in the forest stretching towards them like the grasping hands of the damned. She shivered as the result of her imagination.  Then, her hand strayed to the iron collar, a reminder of her fate. “Will he just take me?” she wondered.  “Will he just take his pleasure and ignore mine?”  The thought of his cock sliding into her from behind, his powerful hips driving into her, brought a flush to her cheeks and a pulse between her legs.

Elara couldn't shake the feeling that she was like a moth drawn to the flame, eager for the pain that brought her alive. She knew it was wrong, knew that she should despise him for reducing her to this.  But, she couldn't help the way her body had responded to his dominance. Her heart raced at the mere thought of his rough hands on her flesh, claiming her once again as his own.

The crack of the whip startled her out of her reverie, the sound echoing through the camp. She turned to see Michael standing by the fire, the crop and carriage whip in his hand a stark reminder of his power. His eyes met hers, a silent challenge in their depths. He had seen her watching him, seen the hunger in her gaze.

With a fluid motion, he dropped the sweat-soaked riding pad over the waist-high branch of a nearby felled tree. The pad was thick and sturdy, an obvious sign of his intentions if a saddle wasn’t quickly thrown over the riding pad. Elara felt a strange thrill run through her as she watched him, her body responding to the promise of his dominance.

Before she could react, Michael was upon her, ignoring the saddle that could have been set over the pad.  His strong arms wrapped around her waist and lifted her bodily. She gasped as he carried her to the makeshift bench, the damp and musty wool of the riding pad digging into her stomach as he positioned her. With surprising gentleness, he bent her over the tree trunk, her rump up in the air, exposing her to his gaze. The position was vulnerable, yet oddly empowering. She knew what was going to happen, knew she had no choice but to accept it.

The pad pressed the cold metal of the collar flush against the soft skin of her throat, sending a shiver down her spine. Her inability to resist his control was palpable, a living force that crackled with tension. He didn’t speak as he secured each of her wrists to its respective ankle, the bondage cord biting into her flesh. The tension grew as she felt the tree trunk press against her belly through the riding pad, her legs spread wide and bound in place.

The sound of Michael's belt unbuckling was like a knife slicing through the taut silence. She knew what was coming, and she braced herself, the anticipation almost too much to bear. He stepped closer, his boots heavy in the dirt, and she felt his warmth as he stood behind her. The rustle of his clothing was like the whisper of a lover, a stark contrast to the harsh reality of her situation.

"By the Gods!" he hissed, the words a benediction and a curse all at once as his hands raised the hem of her skirt up and over her ass, to lay on the small of her back, “A perfect ass to mark and to fuck!” His hand was rough as it slid up her thigh, his calloused thumb brushing against her slick folds at the juncture of her legs. She trembled, the anticipation building to a crescendo within her. His cock was hot and hard, the tip just brushing the sensitive flesh of her pussy.

The moment was suspended, the air thick with desire and the promise of pain. Then, with a brutal growl, he thrust into her, filling her completely in one swift motion. The world around her narrowed to the feel of him inside her, friction of his cock moving in and out setting off electric nerve quivers of her sex.

Elara's body reacted instinctively, her pussy clenching around him as he pushed deep, his thick cock stretching her. The sudden invasion was a shock, but it was a shock that sent a jolt of pleasure through her. She had thought she was ready, but the reality was so much more intense than she had anticipated.

He held still for a moment, allowing her to adjust to the sensation, his breath hot against her neck. Then, with a grunt of effort, he began to move, his hips thrusting in a rhythm that was both punishing and exquisite. Each thrust was like a declaration of ownership, a claiming that resonated through her very soul.

Elara felt her cunt sheath loosening for the invader, her body responding in ways she had forgotten during her service to Lady Lysara. The pressure and burning she had felt at first slowly morphed into pleasure, a warmth that grew with each stroke of his cock. It was a pleasure that was almost painful in its intensity.

As Michael's thrusts grew more urgent, so too did her soft cries, the sound of her voice echoing through the stillness of the forest night. "Fuck me!" she finally screamed as her orgasm approached, the words torn from her throat as if by some primal force beyond her control. It was a declaration of her need, a plea for more of the sweet agony that he delivered with each hard, deep lunge.

Elara felt her climax building, a crescendo of sensation that grew more intense with every stroke. Her muscles tensed, her back arched, and her toes curled in her boots as she approached the precipice of something she had never experienced before. The friction of his shaft inside her, the way his balls slapped against her, the sting of the collar as it pressed into her neck, … it was a symphony of sensations that built into a crescendo of pleasure that seemed to shatter her very soul.

The moment came with a suddenness that took her breath away. Michael's cock jerked inside her, his hot seed spurting deep into her womb as he claimed her completely. The feeling was indescribable, a mix of pain and pleasure that sent her over the edge. Her own orgasm crashed over her, a tidal wave that seemed to go on forever, her body convulsing as she screamed out her release. It was more than just physical ecstasy; it was a moment of pure, unbridled connection that she had never known before.

Elara's vision swam as the intensity of her climax overwhelmed her. Her legs felt like jelly, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she tried to process what had just happened. The collar around her neck was the symbol of the power that he held over her, a power she had never felt with Lady Lysara. It was a power that filled her with both fear and a strange, primal need.

The world went dark as she lost consciousness, the last thing she felt was the warmth of his seed filling her, a sensation so profound it seemed to sear her soul. When she came to, she was lying on a bedroll in the tent, the cooling night air a stark contrast to the fire that still burned, ached with need, between her legs. Michael was cuddled behind her, his hand on her breast, their blanket covering them in a pleasant warmth.  She realized they were both nude and she reveled in the feeling.  Moments later, she drifted off in contented sleep.

The next two days were a blur of riding through the thick eastern forests of King Quint’s realm followed by quick walking beside the horses and then mounting again. The trees, untouched by man in hundreds of years grew denser, the shadows longer and more sinister. The air grew colder, the scent of decay and malevolence grew stronger. Michael had her practice her spells at every opportunity, pushing her to the limit of her ability. His hand remained on his belt pouch, the stones always a silent threat and a slash from the riding crop on her breasts should she disappoint him. Yet with every successful block, she felt her power growing, the collar now allowed the practice of using her magic offensively, picking up objects without her hands and launching them to targets directed by Michael.  At the end of the long day, both her control and strength grew.

The Last Night in King Quint’s Kingdom

Near dusk of the last day in King Quint’s Kingdom, Michael called for a stop within sight of the border station ahead.  It was the termination point of King Quint’s influence.  The stone archway was manned by a squad of King Quint’s Guardsmen who lived beside the gate in a timber barracks building.  There was no wall on either side of the archway, it was simply a sign of leaving civilization.

They weren’t alone at their campsite.  Most travelers preferred to cross into the Shadowlands at sunrise with hopes of reaching Darkspire with only one more night of rough camping.  There was a small stream for fresh water and several cleared areas for wagons and tents.  The entire site was surrounded by primeval forests, untouched ever by man or beast.  He picked a small flat area by a thick copse of trees that would provide some cover from any prying eyes. The horses were tethered, the tent set up with swift efficiency.

Nearby, but not close enough to discern exactly what was going on at that campsite, stood a large wagon drawn by six horses and what looked to be a full squad of King’s Guardsmen.  At full dark, Michael and Elara both heard the soft cries and whimpers of women.  When Michael looked to Elara across their small campfire for an explanation, she shrugged. 

“What you hear is cargo being shipped in a prison wagon,” she said in a sad tone. “Tomorrow, a mercenary troop from Darkspire will meet the wagon at the border arch and exchange last month’s empty wagon with the King’s Guardsmen for the new wagon full of its Human cargo.”  She quieted and thought of what to say.  “Once a moon, when the shining is at it’s least strength, King Quint rids himself of a wagon load of criminals, … they’ll serve their lives out in Darkspire and the Shadowlands as slaves.”  She then shook her head at Michael’s clear intent to learn more.  “Master, … I’ll not willingly speak more at this time, … maybe after we arrive in Darkspire and sleep in beds at the Shadow’s Embrace.”

“The Shadow’s Embrace?” Michael asked.

“You’ll see,” she promised, “it’s the best Darkspire has to offer, and even so, still dangerous for such as you and I.”

Elara's eyes drifted from the male and female cries of distress as the Guardsmen used them through the night.  She turned her eyes to their tent, the anticipation of what the night would hold making her palms sweat. She watched Michael as he moved about the camp, his muscles rippling under his shirt with every movement. She felt an embarrassing yearning for his touch, a craving that she hadn’t felt under Lady Lysara's cruel ministrations.

Her voice was small, almost a whisper, when she finally spoke. "Can you use me tonight in the tent?" It was a bold question, one that made her heart race. She had felt something during their encounter last night, something that went beyond the pain and fear.  “I feel the need for a reassuring touch before we venture tomorrow into the dangerous and uncertainty of the Shadowlands.”

Michael looked at her, his eyes dark and unreadable. For a moment, she thought he might reject her, leave her trembling in her own need. Then, the corner of his mouth quirked up into a smirk. "You mean fuck you unconscious in comfort instead of across a wet and musky saddle pad as last night?" The words were a challenge, a reminder of his power and her submission.

"Yes, please," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper. She felt a thrill of fear and excitement at the prospect of another night with him, her body already responding to his nearness.

The smirk grew on Michael's lips as he took her hand in his, the calloused skin of his palm rough against hers. "Very well," he said, his voice a low growl. "But remember, you are mine to use as I see fit. If I wish to fuck you until you scream, that is what will happen. Do you understand?"

Elara nodded, her eyes never leaving his. The word "Master" hung in the air between them, a promise and a threat. She felt a thrill of excitement at the prospect of his dominance, a thrill that was tempered by the knowledge of what was to come.

Inside the tent, the air was thick with anticipation, his eyes never leaving hers. She felt a strange sense of power in her submission, a thrill that grew as she watched his eyes darken with lust.

He pulled her to him, his mouth capturing hers in a bruising kiss. His hand found her neck, his grip firm but not painful, a reminder of the collar that bound her to him. She melted into his embrace, her body responding to his touch as if it had been starved of affection for an eternity.

The tent was a small, intimate space, the flickering light from the campfire outside casting an orange glow through the fabric. He pushed her down onto the fur-covered pallet, his eyes never leaving hers. The smirk on his face was like a brand, searing into her soul and making her wet with need.

Elara felt her breath catch as Michael's hand moved to unlace her corset. Each bit that the laces loosened was accompanied by creaking sounds from the shifting of damp, sweaty leather on leather movement.  Elara’s breathing became labored in aroused expectation.  When it pulled away from her breasts, he peeled the garment away from her body, revealing her large, heavy breasts. The cool air of the tent made her nipples pebble into hard points, and she couldn't help but let out a whimper of need.

Michael chuckled darkly at her eagerness, his hand coming up to cup one of her breasts. "How do you wish to submit, my little pleasure slave?" he asked with a catch in his voice. The words were like a caress, sending a shiver down her spine. She looked up at him, her eyes wide with anticipation and fear.

"Lying down with my legs wide open in invitation," she whispered, her voice trembling. She knew he liked it when she was submissive, when she offered herself up to him without hesitation. The thought of him taking her, using her in any way he saw fit, made her wet with need.

With a nod of his head, Michael gestured for her to comply. She eagerly lay back on the pallet, her knees spread wide, guiding his eyes directly to the gash between her legs, her pussy already glistening with anticipation. He stood over her, his cock thick and hard, a weapon of both pleasure and punishment. She watched as he unbuckled his belt, his eyes never leaving hers, a silent promise of the intensity of what was to come.

He knelt beside her, his hand reaching out to trace the line of her jaw, his thumb brushing against her bottom lip. "Good girl," he murmured, the words sending a jolt of electricity through her body. He positioned himself between her thighs, the tip of his cock brushing against her clit. She arched her back, her hips rising to meet him, desperate for his invasion.

With a low growl, Michael entered her, his cock sliding into her with ease, the lubrication of her arousal making the penetration smooth and deep. He took his time, savoring the feel of her tight, wet cunt wrapped around him. She moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as he began to move, his strokes long and slow.

"Please, Master," she cried, the words spilling from her lips without thought. "All those thrusts and more!"

Her eyes searched his, seeking confirmation, fearful of his rejection. Michael's expression softened, the smirk giving way to something more primal, more possessive. "Yes, you are mine," he agreed, his hand sliding down to grasp her chin, tilting her face up to meet his. "Mine to command, mine to fuck, mine to pleasure."

The words were like a benediction, a promise that sent a shiver down her spine. Despite the collar controlling her loyalty and her magic, despite her fear, she felt something within her bloom, a sense of belonging she had never known before. "I'm yours now!" she screamed, the words torn from her in a mix of passion and desperation. "Your pleasure slut!"

Her eyes searched his, finding the darkness there, the hunger that matched her own. Michael's hand tightened on her chin, his grip a stark reminder of his power. "Then show me," he growled, his voice thick with need. "Prove it."

Elara's breath hitched as she felt the weight of his expectations, the thrill of his challenge. She reached down between her legs, her trembling hand finding his shaft. His cock was hot and slick with their combined juices, the velvety skin like steel under her grip. She began to stroke him, her movements tentative at first, but growing more confident with each groan that rumbled from his chest.

His eyes never left hers, the intensity of his gaze a silent demand for more. She knew what he wanted, what he needed. She picked up the pace, her hand a blur as she stroked him to the rhythm of his hips, her other hand sliding down to play with her clit. The tent was filled with the sound of their harsh breathing, the rustle of the fur beneath them, and the slap of skin against skin.

Elara felt the tension coil within her, her body tightening around his cock. "Master," she panted, her voice ragged with desire. "I'm going to come!"

Michael's eyes blazed with triumph and lust. "Not yet," he grunted, his hand reaching out to slap her ass hard enough to leave a handprint. The sting of pain brought her back to the edge, her climax hovering just out of reach. "You come when I say you can."

Elara whimpered, her eyes tearing up, but she obeyed, her hand stilling on her clit. He began to move again, his cock sliding in and out of her with a ferocity that seemed to match the pounding of her heart.

Michael leaned down, his teeth grazing her ear. "Beg for it," he whispered, his breath hot against her skin. "Beg me to let you come."

Her body trembled with the effort of holding back, her muscles tight with need. "Please, Master," she whispered, her voice thick with lust. "Please let me come."

Michael's hand tightened on her hip, his eyes never leaving hers. "You will come," he said, his voice a dark promise. "But not yet." He began to thrust harder, his hips slapping against her ass with every movement. The pain was exquisite, a delicious torment that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through her.

Elara felt the tension in her body coil tighter, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She could feel the climax building, threatening to break like a dam. "Master, please," she begged, her voice high and desperate. "I need it."

Michael's hand slid down her body, his thumb finding her clit. He began to rub it in tight circles, his touch both gentle and demanding. "Look at me," he ordered, his voice low and commanding.

Elara's eyes snapped open, meeting his gaze. She could see the hunger in his eyes, the need that mirrored her own. "Master," she moaned, her voice a desperate plea.

He leaned down, his teeth grazing her neck as he whispered, "Good girl." The warmth of his breath sent a shiver down her spine. Then, without warning, he slammed into her, his hips driving his cock deep inside her. The suddenness of the movement sent her over the edge, her body convulsing as she screamed out her climax.

Michael didn't stop, his thrusts growing more erratic as he chased his own release. She felt his cock swell, his movements becoming more desperate as he claimed her. And when he finally came, it was with a roar that seemed to shake the very fabric of the tent. His seed spurted deep inside her, filling her with a warmth that seemed to radiate through her entire being.

The moment was one of pure, unbridled passion, a moment where the world outside the tent ceased to exist. But as the aftershocks of her orgasm faded, reality began to creep back in. The Shadowlands lay before them, dark and foreboding, a reminder of the danger they faced. Yet in Michael's arms, Elara felt a sense of safety she hadn't felt in a very long time.

He pulled out of her, and she felt the sticky warmth of his cum leak from her, a mark of her submission. But instead of disgust, she felt a strange satisfaction, a sense of belonging she hadn't known since she was a child. He didn't move away from her immediately, instead, he lay beside her, stroking her hair and whispering words of praise that sent shivers down her spine.

Coarse male laughter echoed through the woods.  “Way to fuck that slut!” someone yelled.

“If you need help with that needy wench, just call, we’ve got cocks too!” another voice yelled with a laugh.

Elara felt the unyielding steel of the collar around her neck, a stark contrast to the gentle touch of his hand. Yet, she found comfort in its presence, a reminder of the power exchange that had just occurred. It was a power she had never truly experienced before, a power that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating.

Michael pulled her into his arms, the warmth of his body surrounding her like a blanket. She rested her head against his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath her cheek. "Rest now, little Mage," he whispered, his voice a low rumble that seemed to echo through her very bones. "Tomorrow brings real danger and I may not treat you so well in that horrific place, Darkspire."

Elara nodded, her eyes drifting closed despite the fear that coiled in her gut. She knew what lay ahead of them, the horrors that awaited within the fortress's walls. Yet, in this moment, all she could feel was the comfort of his embrace, the gentle stroking of his fingers through her hair.

The night passed in a blur of fitful sleep and feverish dreams of shadows and pain. When dawn broke, Michael was already dressed, his weapons at the ready. He helped her to her feet, his eyes assessing her with a critical gaze. "You're strong," he said, his voice a low rumble. "But you'll need to be stronger to survive what's to come."

Elara nodded, pulling on her own clothes with trembling hands. The collar felt heavier than it had the night before, reminding her of her new role. She knew what he meant; the fortress of Darkspire was a place of horrors, a bastion of Lady Lysara's power. The thought of facing her former mistress made her stomach churn, but she had made her choice.

They broke camp in silence, the air thick with unspoken tension. The camp nearby was already deserted.  “The mercenaries from Darkspire have come, taken control of the prisoners, and gone into the city,” he mused.  Elara was too busy getting ready to hear his commentary.  Moving calmly on horseback, they approached the archway at the boundary of King Quint’s realm and entered the Shadowlands.

The roadway they’d followed so far had wound through farmlands and light forests.  Now, within sight of the archway, it was clear that the boundary draw as a line on a map was also a physical manifestation.  To the left and right of the archway trees loomed twice the height and far denser than anything seem so far.  Michael slowed his horse to a halt and tried to make sense of the foreboding look of the border.

“Danger lies this way Sir Ranger,” Elara hissed as she stopped beside him.  “You are like a babe against the dangers ahead.  Pray to your Gods that we don’t meet our doom on this quest of your Kings.”

“Foolish girl,” Michael hissed back.  “I disbelieve most of your tales.  Outlandish legends and stories to scare children won’t cause us harm.  Lets go.”  He gently tapped his heels against his horse’s flank.

“Good luck and safe journey,” one of the Border Guardsmen offered as Michael and Elara’s horses quick stepped through the arch.   Michael spared a curt nod, glanced at Elara to see if she was ready, and they both crossed into the Shadowlands. 

The Shadowlands

Intent on their passage, neither noticed the stone wall to their left and just off the edge of the now much narrower road.

With its gates securely closed, the only structure visible inside the small walled compound to their left was a window on the second story facing the roadway from the arch dividing King Quint’s Kingdom from the Shadowlands.  A Goblin, on of the more powerful Major Goblin species, named Slaavit sat looking out that window while writing his reports.  He glanced up when he saw movement in the early morning light and saw the cloaked figures of a man and a woman riding into the Shadowlands past his compound.  An itch behind his eyes warned him of the passage on the road of one of the Collars of Control made by his own clan. 

While Slaavit had no real Magic, he was closely related to the Shaman line of his clan and was very sensitive to detecting Goblin Magic.  He made a quick note of the observation for the report he was even now finalizing.  One of his duties at the border was to gather intelligence for his liege lord, King Fekyrd, High King of all Goblins.  His primary duty was to inspect and approve the monthly Tributes from King Quint.

[image: ]Slaavit stood and looked down from his window to the muddy yard below.  The prison wagon and its six horses left by the King’s Guards was parked below alongside the ten horses of the mercenary troop that would transport the cargo on the remainder of its journey to a Goblin Way Station located at an inn named the Shadow’s Embrace in Darkspire.

“I’ve given the Captain of the mercenary troop enough time,” he mused.  “Time to go inspect King Quint’s latest Tribute.”  He opened his room’s door to the stairs and the distinct scent of livestock and manure irritated his nose.  “Fucking horses!” he cursed softly in the normal Goblin prejudice and aversion against horses.  He kept his voice down because the Human mercenaries below would have laughed at his dislike and distain for horses.

The mercenaries, and Humans in general, wrongly held that Goblins were slow-witted in thinking, especially the more feral Minor Goblins, and in equally slow in movement through the Shadowlands.  “They don’t realize we aren’t forced to use the few roads through the wilds of the Shadowlands,” he reminded himself.  “Their horses have nowhere near the endurance of our prized ponies.”

In the stables area below, High Lady Violet Tanner stared about herself with wide eyes.  The twenty-nine-year-old woman moaned in fear and disgust at her state.  “How did this come to pass?” was her unanswered query over the last three days.  Gagged except for the twice a day forced watering from poorly cured water bladders, Violet had been soundly beaten each of the two times she tried to protest her treatment.  Her once expensive and imposing court garb was now filthy from rolling about gagged and bound in the filthy straw bottom of the prison wagon for the last three days.

She shivered in remembrance of each of the three prior evenings’ events.  “After three long days in that horrid wagon to get here,” she told herself, “the King’s Guard stopped early each night.” Still in denial of being repeatedly raped, she couldn’t help flashing back to being bound over a long log along with the other nine prisoners.  “They pulled my skirt up over my head and cut off my small clothes.”  She wept as she looked about and saw her friend and attendant hanging beside her by her wrists.  “Lady Eyrn Cardiff was bound beside me last evening.  She screamed and fought helplessly as they treated her the same as me.  Ten guardsmen took the ten of us over and over, like animals.”  She wept in remembrance that the animalistic rutting of the guardsmen included the rape of both the male and female prisoners.

The once proud and arrogant High Lady moaned into her gag at the pain radiating from her ass.  “They took my cunt, my ass, and my mouth,” she wailed in humiliation.  Beside her, Lady Eryn was also weeping at their fate.  Except for High Lady Tanner and Lady Cardiff, the other eight prisoners wore a variety of prison or slave garb.  “This must be a mistake,” she moaned.  “I’m High Mistress to King Quint.  Surely he’ll come rescue me.”

A scraping noise from the stone stairs that led upstairs drew Violet Tanner’s eyes from examining the crudely garbed mercenaries that had yanked them out of the prison wagon and hung them by their wrists like sides of beef, to the sight of bare green feet stepping down the stairs.  Her breath caught in her throat at the sight of the green demon that came into view.  

She knew instantly that, though squat and ugly, it was a male warrior that moved with the self-confidence of a battle leader.  “He’s only as high as my waist,” she gasped.  “Is, … is it a Goblin?”  She shivered in fear at the muscles and warrior garb worn by the barefoot figure.

“Yes, a Goblin from legend,” she told herself at the long upward pointed ears, wide mouth, and squat nose.

Slaavit paused on the stairs and looked about with consternation at the sight of eight of the pathetic, emaciated, and weak-looking offerings wearing the shabby remnants of what had been prison garb.  For the moment, he was too distracted to notice the two richly dressed and healthy women at the far end.

“Inspector Slaavit,” the Mercenary Captain exclaimed as he approached Slaavit standing on the stair landing, “we’ve never seen such pitiful stock from King Quint and their guards abused them horribly while transporting them here.”

Slaavit nodded quietly.  He was shaken speechless and was already trying to find the proper words to describe this travesty in his report to King Fekyrd.

Understanding Slaavit’s silence, the Captain hastily added, “I complained to the King’s Guard about their Tribute’s unacceptable treatment, Inspector, and he just sneered at me.  He said this was the last of King Quint’s Tributes and that Goblins weren’t worth placating anymore.  He added that if your King Fekyrd complained overmuch, then he was ready to descend on the Shadowlands and destroy the Goblin race.”

Slaavit waved the Mercenary Captain away with a distracted wave of his hand.  His eyes had discovered the two gems among the broken down examples of Humanity.  He walked over and stood mesmerized at the sight of the black-haired woman with the largest breasts he’d ever seen.

High Lady Violet Tanner attempted to pull back from his reach as a pair of clawed hands reached up to take possession of her breasts.  Claws extended from the demon’s hands and tightly gripped the ends of her precious mounds.

“Enough milk here for six squalling younglings,” he muttered in the Goblin tongue.

“Hmmphf!” Violet Tanner protested into her gag at both his questing grip on her breasts and the satisfied sound of his voice as he remarked something in his language about her tits.  She howled again as the clawed tips of his fingers drew down the top of her dress and under-shift, fully exposing her mounds to the room.  Each claw tip scratched a fine line downward as her clothing surrendered.

“Eiiiii!” she screeched when each of her stiff nipples were gripped between the claws tipping his finders.  Slaavit hissed in approval before he shifted his attention to the brunette standing beside the black-haired woman with udders that a dairy cow would have been proud to carry.

Lady Cardiff whimpered and didn’t resist as the Goblin repeated his examination beginning with popping free her breasts to tightly grip them so he could amuse himself by tugging them upward, downward, and from side-to-side.  “A prime breeder in the one with huge milk glands and the brunette will make a fine mount,” he muttered in the Goblin tongue.  Then, he turned to the Mercenary Captain.  “Get them all loaded in the wagon.  I want them delivered as quickly as possible to Ambassador Blokt at the Shadow’s Embrace along with my report for King Fekyrd.  He needs to know King Quint has broken our long-standing truce.”

Michael, now well on the way into the Shadowlands mulled over the lack of any serious danger thus far on their journey other than a cautious fear from the normal danger from thieves and robbers, but this oppressive atmosphere in the Shadowlands forest was different. The shadows themselves seemed to lean in closer, whispering of the pain and fear that awaited them beyond the gates. Michael checked the ropes on their travel goods more to distract himself than necessity.

"Remember," Michael whispered ominously, his eyes searching Elara’s, "Just one more day and you'll fully assume the role of my prisoner, my spoils of war to aid our entry to Darkspire. Do not speak unless spoken to, and do as you're told." His voice was low and firm, the promise of punishment clear in his tone. She nodded, swallowing the lump in her throat.

Realizing Darkspire was still at least a full day’s ride away, Michael pulled off the rough road a bit early and stopped at a clearing out of sight of the road.  Unnoticed by Michael and Elara, the Mercenary Captain had driven his men hard by Inspector Slaavit’s command.  He drove his men and the prison wagon’s horses harshly and they caught up with the traveling pair after they pulled off the main road.  The Captain didn’t dare stop overnight with his precious cargo and pushed onward.  Except for brief periods of walking the horses, they had no choice but to continue traveling through the more dangerous night.  Though equipped to deal with some hazards of the Shadowlands, the armed mercenary group was still uneasy about nighttime travel in the gloomy Shadowlands forest.

Michael and Elara had an early start the next day and by late afternoon, they approached the towering gates of Darkspire.  The entire morning, the very air around them had felt heavy with malice.  Both hoped that Darkspire was more welcoming than the dense western forests of the Shadowlands.  Ahead, the city’s mercenary guardsmen, clad in black armor that shone with an unnatural light, eyed them suspiciously as they approached. Michael's hand tightened around her bicep, his grip painful yet reassuring. She held tight to her saddle, playing the part of the broken captive perfectly, her eyes cast down in submission.

The challenge of passing the gate guards was one they had discussed in hushed whispers the night before around their meagre campfire. Michael had outlined a plan, a delicate dance of deception and bravado that required her to play the role of a conquered servant, her spirit broken by his dominance.

Now, they were at the gates of Darkspire, looming before them, tall and imposing, the very stone seemingly alive with shadows that twisted and writhed as if in agony. The guards eyed them with suspicion, their eyes narrowing on the bound figure of Elara, her head bowed in submission.

"State your business," one of the guards demanded, his voice cold and emotionless.

Michael stepped forward, his posture proud and unyielding. "I bring a gift for Lady Lysara," he announced, his voice echoing through the stillness of the pre-dawn air. "A Mage of some value, captured in the Shadowlands to the north, a deserter and fugitive from Lady Lysara’s service."

The guards exchanged glances, their expressions unreadable beneath their helmets. One of them stepped forward, a sneer playing across his lips as he grabbed Elara's chin, forcing her to look up. She felt the iron collar bite into her neck as she met his gaze, her heart hammering in her chest.

"Is this true?" the guard demanded, his hand on the hilt of his sword.  He was professional enough not to be distracted by the tattooed exposed breast of the pretty redhead.

Elara felt a jolt of fear, but she knew her part. "Yes," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I am his property, … caught, bound, and collared." She could feel Michael's hand on her bare breast where he’d yanked her big, soft breasts out of the support, his thumb flicking at her nipple, the sensation sending a bolt of pleasure straight to her core despite the situation.

[image: ]“See Lady Lysara’s demonic tattoo of service,” Michael smirked.  “No other but one of her servants would dare to wear her mark.”

The guard's grip had tightened, his eyes darkening with desire. "A fine prize," he said, his gaze lingering on the lush flesh exposed on her torso.  He shook himself at the red and black tattoo of a demon on her breast.  "But Lady Lysara will want to see this for herself." He grunted and then gestured for them to pass, his eyes never leaving Elara's face.

The Walled City of Darkspire and the Shadow’s Embrace

Elara felt a thrill of fear mingled with excitement as they entered the fortress city. The shadows within the walls seemed to reach out to her, whispering dark secrets. The air was thick with the scent of dark magics and fear, and she knew that every step brought her closer to facing her former mistress.

Michael's grip on her arm was firm, his eyes never leaving hers, a reminder of his absolute control over her.  Master and slave,  Ranger of the light and good paired with a Mage fouled with following evil; They were bound in a shared mission. Utterly terrified, she could feel her heart racing, surrounded by reminders of her weakness and loss of independence, even the iron collar, a symbol of her helplessness. Despite the fear, she also felt a strange sense of anticipation, a hunger for the challenges that lay ahead, to put this awfulness behind her.

They passed through the bustling streets of the Darkspire, the heart of the Shadowlands.  The stench of rotting flesh and bodily waste, with cries of the damned, all a grim backdrop to their journey. The buildings loomed over them, twisted and warped by age and dark magic, their very existence a testament to Lady Lysara's power. Elara, knowing the landmarks, led her captor, Master, and now lover to the inn she recommended, The Shadow’s Embrace, the dim light spilling out onto the cobblestones a questionable beacon of refuge in the otherwise oppressive darkness.

The moment they stepped inside, Elara felt the eyes of the patrons swivel upon them. They were a mix of cutthroats and soldiers, all bearing the mark of the Shadow Queen's influence in some form or another. The air was thick with smoke and the scent of cheap ale, the sounds of laughter and clinking glasses a stark contrast to the tension that coiled between her and Michael.

He guided her to a table in the corner, his hand never leaving her arm, his grip a firm reminder of his ownership, his dominance. She felt the sting of his touch, the collar around her neck a constant presence monitoring her thoughts, searching for any sign of resistance. He pulled out a chair for her, his eyes never leaving hers as she sat. His hand hovered over her shoulder, a silent threat should she try to flee or betray them.

The innkeeper, a tall and once muscular man now running to fat approached with a greasy smile which shifted into a leer. "Welcome, traveler," he said, his eyes raking over Elara's bound form. "What brings you to the Shadow's Embrace with a traveler I recognize?"

Michael's gaze was cold and unyielding. "Food, ale, and a room," he said, his voice clipped. "For both of us."

The wretched man’s eyes narrowed, taking in the Ranger's armor and weapons. He knew the type; mercenaries and warlords passed through often enough. Yet something about the way Michael held himself, the way he spoke, suggested a man who would not be denied. With a shrug, the innkeeper turned away, muttering about the loss of potential coin.

[image: ]Elara's whispered words, "Remember, I’ve been through here before.  That wicked man, Charles, is the inn’s front man for the Slavers Guild after they took over his business for slaving without a license or Guild approval.  He’s on probation now and constantly watched.  Last time I was here, he tried to hire me as an inn whore with two of his thugs standing at his side.  When I refused, he was ready to kidnap me on the spot and essentially force me to whore for him.  He only left me alone after he talked some Trollop named Ciara, that plump blonde over there, to work on her knees and back for some low percentage of the take.  She gets 40% of the fees and any tips, he gets the rest."

The words sent a chill down Michael's spine. The vile things he was discovering about the Shadowlands were troubling.  The thought of Elara being used by these monsters was more than he could bear. His grip on her arm tightened, and he leaned in close. "Remember, we are chess pieces in this game, … serious, but with victory planned for."

“Why does the Slavers Guild care about a lowly freelancer like him?” Michael asked, intrigued.

“Because he didn’t pay dues to the Guild and he didn’t pay them a cut of his profit,” Elara explained.  Then, she laughed softly, “For a renowned King’s Ranger, you sure don’t know much about the dangers and culture to the east of your King’s kingdom.”

“My focus was on other places in the kingdom,” Michael responded stiffly, annoyed to be chastised by a slave, … by his slave.  “I didn’t have time to study tall tales meant to terrorize children.”

“Master,” she responded in a serious tone, “there’s many a tall tale will become truth ere we leave the Shadowlands.”

At that moment, Michael noticed something peculiar in the opposite corner.  There, nestled in the corner, keeping a sharp eye out for the rest of the room, were three small green figures with a swath of empty tables around them.  “Elara, … are, … are those Goblins?”

Elara risked a quick look and frowned.  “That’s trouble there, Sir Michael,” she whispered, fear showing in her face.  “The larger one with the ornate layered torso armor of boiled leather and the large silver medallion on his chest is Blokt, one of the major, high-caste Goblins and the Goblin Ambassador to the Human Race.  He lives here at the Shadow’s Embrace and holds court in a building out back that he had built for his trade delegation.  There’s his offices, Human prison cells, and a pony stables.”

“Major, high-caste Goblins?  Prison cells?” Sir Michael asked with a frown.

“There are two species of Goblins,” Elara whispered.  “The smaller, Minor Goblins are wilder, less intelligent, and often feral.  They are considered low-caste.  The larger, smarter, and craftier Major Goblins are high-caste and rule the Goblin Clans, often using Minor Goblins as disposable infantry in their inter-clan battles.”  She paused to look about the room.  “As to prison cells, … well, that’s the thing, outside there’s no moon tonight, its a waxing crescent moon,” Elara whispered.

“What’s that mean?”

[image: ]“The two scruffy looking Goblins with him pretending to be respectable are Sirtog and Hok.  They’re cruel bastards and they’re the drovers and pony tamers that come once a moon to do the initial breaking in of King Quint’s Tribute.  After a few days in bondage and training, Byzz, the head pony wrangler will show up and take the new ponies with her and take them eastward to Goblin Territory.”

“Tribute?  Horses?” Sir Michael asked in confusion.

Elara sighed.  “There’s a Tribute once a moon and a settling of accounts at the same time.”  She paused and looked about to be sure nobody could hear.  “Every month King Quint sends a minimum of four women and two men from Kingsreach prisons to here where Sirtog and Hok prepare then for travel to the Goblin Territory.  Plus, for every 60 Gold the King owes, he adds two more female prisoners and one more male prisoner.”

“We send Humans to the Goblins?”

Elara looked sternly at her Master, Michael Arrowsmith.  “I’m wearing a magic collar, correct?”  Without waiting for an answer, she continued, “No Human Mage, Sorcerer, Wizard, or Witch has the talent for this kind of magic.  The Goblins are mostly useless in other magic except in one area, … their shamans excel in anything related to pony capture, brainwashing, actual mental control, and sensing where certain artifacts are located.  They also have a cultural animosity with horses, mules, or donkeys and rely on humans for those roles.”

“Lastly,” Elara explained, “the Tribute is in exchange for the Goblin’s vow to not raid on Human settlements here in the Shadowlands or west into the Human lands.  That doesn’t stop all the prisoner taking in the deep forests by bandits and exiled Goblin gangs, but it helps.” 

“I still don’t understand.” Michael replied.  “Why would we owe them such vast amounts of Gold?”

“OK, maybe you’ll understand this,” she added in frustration.  “First, only a very few slave collars in Human territories are imbued with magic.  This Collar of Control is only available from the Goblin Territories through Blokt and his trade delegation that comes here every waxing crescent of the moon, … right?.  And, … get this, … the collar on my neck cost King Quint 500 Gold.  Since the Goblins don’t need any Gold, … think in terms of that cost being multiples of 60 Gold and that each of those 60 Gold are worth three Human lives that are given into Goblin hands.”

“Holy unforgiving Gods!” Michael blurted out.  “That means your collar was worth 25 Humans traded into permanent bondage to the Goblins.”  He mulled it over for a moment and asked the obvious question, “What happens to those poor souls?”

“Not now!  I need a drink to get into that foul topic,” Elara blurted.  “Have that slut Ciara bring me more wine, … two wines.”

Michael waved to the plump blonde tavern waitress that Elara told him was Ciara, a volunteer paid whore working at the Shadow’s Embrace.  She was too busy to notice his wave, but the innkeeper came over and quickly took their order.

While they waited for their drinks and late delivery of their meal, her eyes searched his, a storm of emotions swirling within their depths. "What if Lady Lysara’s people don't believe the cover story you’ve crafted?" she asked, her voice trembling with fear. "What if they..."

"They will," he assured her, his voice low and steady. "They will have to. We’ll do what’s necessary, we’re too close to get caught now." His hand slid down to the collar at her throat, a gentle reminder of their ruse. "Despite what happens, you're mine, remember?"

The words sent a shiver down Elara's spine. Despite the fear, she found comfort in his possessive touch, his unwavering gaze. She nodded, her eyes never leaving his. "Yes, yours, Master," she murmured, the title rolling off her tongue with surprising ease.

The innkeeper returned with a tray of food and a small jug of ale and a mug of wine, setting it down on the table with a clatter. His squinting eyes lingered on Elara's exposed flesh, his thoughts clear. "Mistress, good to see you’ve found your proper role in life.  Master, enjoy the food.  If you need anything else, just holler," he leered, the unspoken hope that he could get his hands on Elara hanging in the air.

Elara's heart pounded in her chest as she met Michael's gaze. More experienced as an agent of Lady Lysara, she knew Michael’s type; men like him had frequented Lady Lysara's court, eager for power and willing to do whatever it took to get it. The collar around her neck was a symbol of her vulnerability, but here a pathway to the protection he possibly offered. "Remember, I told you that he tried to capture me to turn to a tavern whore.  Please," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Don't let Lady Lysara’s followers take me."

Michael's expression grew stern, his eyes hardening. "They won't," he assured her, his voice a low growl that sent a thrill through her. "You're mine to command and use Elara. No one touches you but me." His hand slid down to her collar, his thumb tracing the iron band that marked her as his property. "I won't let anyone else claim what's mine."

The inn's patrons watched them with hungry eyes, sensing the tension that crackled between them. Elara knew their type, having seen it all before in the court of Lady Lysara. Many of the inn and tavern’s patrons were predators, looking for their next prey, their next conquest.

High Caste Goblin Blokt, Ambassador to the Human Kingdoms

The Humans weren’t the only ones interested in the pair.  Blokt had noted their looks in his direction and then their conversation, clearly speaking of him or Goblins in general.  He dismissed his men, picked up his wine and gear and moved toward them with the deadly gait of a warrior despite the lean, almost comical shortness of his body. Elara watched him approach with trepidation.  She saw that Blokt was a hand’s height taller than his two minions and more muscled on his very lean frame, showing that he was of noble Goblin birth.  Nonetheless, the top of his head didn’t reach the height of their table.  He hopped up, unasked, on the empty chair opposite Michael.

“Hail, Sir Ranger Michael Arrowsmith,” Blokt began, surprising both Michael and Elara that he knew of Michael.  Before either could react, he continued.  “My cock hardens at the sight of one of Lady Lysara’s coven captured by King Quint and wearing a Goblin Collar of Control made by my own clan.  Please consider selling her to me or renting the slut to me for a test drive.”

“You know of us?” Elara asked.  Michael was aghast at what he thought of as poor manners.  “Slaves don’t enter conversations,” he hissed to himself in anger.

Elara sensed this and squeezed his forearm.

“Ahhh, … Sir Ranger,” Blokt said with disappointment in his voice, “you give your redhead filly too much leeway, her shrill voice saying nothing of import grates on my nerves.”  He reached into a vest pocket and tossed an open hog ring onto the scarred tabletop.  “Give me the pleasure of taking her voice with this bronze trinket and I’ll give it to you for free.”

“No, Master,” she whispered.  “That vile thing pierced through a nose is what takes away a pony’s voice forever.”

“One of these things you call vile, slut,” Blokt hissed in annoyance while he spun the ring on the tabletop, “costs your King 75 Gold.  Many of the concubines in his harem wear one and in return for each of these septum rings, he gifts me three Humans and 15 Gold.”

Sir Michael Arrowsmith bristled at the depravity of his King working in concert with the Goblins just to subjugate his mistresses.  “And trading our women for his own enjoyment,” he groused inwardly.

Blokt took a deep sip of his wine and made a show of grimacing before spitting out the horrible wine and emptying his mug.  He reached over to Elara’s wine mug and dumped its contents on the floor.  From a silver flask that appeared from somewhere, he carefully poured a few fingers of the golden liquid into her ceramic mug. When she hissed her disapproval, Blokt shrugged, dumped out his own wine, and poured himself a single finger of the thick fluid.  He threw it back like a shot of a fine distilled product and let loose a belch that belied his diminutive size.

“Drink!” he commanded.  “Slut, that wine is very rare, only grown in our distant highlands, and a special treat for a Mage such as yourself to experience.”  With that said, he soundlessly topped off his wine mug with ale from the jug, snatched a piece of bread off Elara’s trencher and turned back to Michael  “So, Sir Michael,” he began, “We Goblins happen to approve of your mission.  Lady Lysara is evil to the bone and must be stopped.  You have high odds of failure; but, because she’s Human, … well, a Human should be the one to bring down that evil and conniving bitch.”  He stopped and took a deep drink of the ale.  “Charles, the besotted owner of this hovel does have one redeeming feature, he serves a fine ale.  Although, his wines are horse piss.”

Michael failed to notice that Elara didn’t protest having the bread snatched off her plate.  Instead, she held the Goblin’s drink at her lips, sipping the thick, sweet liquid.

“You seem very well informed,” Michael whispered.  “And, how did you come to find about me and my mission.”

Blokt took a quick look at Elara and inwardly grinned at her already dilated eyes.  Out of sight of Michael, he reached across and set a hand on her bare thigh.  When her nostrils flared without any other response, the wily Goblin ran that hand up her thigh under the skimpy skirt she wore and quickly found that her sex was already dripping with need.  “Ah,” he told himself with deep satisfaction, “a rare natural redhead, a talented Mage, and an easily aroused slut as well.  Such a find must be reported.”  He inhaled the air around him and found the fragrant scent of the Human female in rising heat.  He nodded happily.

A disturbance at a card table in the middle of the room drew their attention.  A working man in worn clothing was protesting the hand he’d just received, calling the dealer a cheat.  Both had pushed their chairs back and were arguing about the cards dealt.

While Michael was busy judging if the shouting could escalate, Blokt leaned over to Elara and whispered something to her in his Goblin tongue.  Elara stiffened and then relaxed.  The Goblin Ambassador smirked at the successful use of a Goblin code word imbued in every collar made by Lord Groic, a senior leader and High Shaman of his Trickster Goblin Clan.  Blokt was now Slave Elara’s temporary Master, her sex drive was greatly amplified, and her memory tomorrow of the night’s events were being dulled by the Pony Liquor.

Blokt hopped off the chair, ignoring Michael’s open question seeking more information about the sources of his intelligence.  “Well, Sir Michael Arrowsmith, if you lend me Mage Slave Elara’s leash, I’ll show you the latest King’s Tribute and give you a tour of our fine facilities.  Slave Elara, stand up if you wish to go with your Master and I to see the inside of our stables.”

Michael was a bit surprised to see Elara nod silently and then slide off her chair.  Her movement was a bit clumsy and he wondered if she’d had too much of the wine and the double shot of the Goblin liquor.

The Goblin reached over to where Elara’s leash had lain and brusquely commanded, “Heel!”

Again, Sir Michael was somewhat pleasantly surprised that with her antithesis toward Goblins that Elara was willing to follow Blokt just to let him satisfy his curiosity about the Tribute shipment.

King Quint’s Tribute and Goblin Trickery

The diminutive Goblin scurried to the exit with surprising speed, leaving Michael to pay for their drinks and food and to gather his weapons.  One of Blokt’s men, Sritog or Hok, held the door to the nearby building open for him.  In just those few instants of falling behind, Blokt stood inside the doorway watching with an amused expression on his face as his other worker was expertly opening Elara’s scanty clothing and openly caressing her breasts.

Blokt hissed at the sight of the demon tattoo on Elara’s breast.  “I see that Lady Lysara has left her permanent mark on your slut, Sir Ranger.  It’s influence surely must greatly multiply her lust when you use her?”

As Michael’s visage quickly turned to anger, Blokt held up a hand, “Easy, Sir Ranger, nothing amiss will occur here that you and your slave will disapprove of,” he explained with typical Goblin double-talk.  “As you can see, Slave Elara knows and accepts that in our culture, your Human females must be naked, cherished, and voiceless.”  Then, he added smoothly, “As an accredited diplomat to the Human race, these buildings that I occupy are considered Goblin territory and our culture applies.  If you wish to see the Tribute, then please respect our culture.”

“Slave Elara,” Blokt asked casually, “you are comfortable remaining here voiceless with my men while I show Master Michael Arrowsmith the King’s Tribute, correct?”

Elara was dimly confused why she nodded her head to something the Goblin said when, instead she dully wished a repeat of the intense feelings of her near sexual release felt at the table.  She ignored her surroundings and focused on the rising need between her legs.

Blokt carefully maintained his honor by not directly lying to the Human.  “Actually, Michael’s slave won’t be able to disapprove of anything that happens,” he told himself with a silent chuckle.  He couldn’t help a wide grin from appearing on his face as he reminded himself, “Even without her Goblin slave collar, any woman with two doses of Pony Wine in her belly will happily go along with anything that gives her hopes of a mind destroying orgasm.  Many a Human woman has agreed to a test run in a pony saddle for more Goblin cock after that concoction goes down their throat and they discover their addiction to Goblin cock.”  He also laughed inwardly at the Mage Slave’s wariness in not drinking until he did.  “Pony Wine has no affect on Goblins.  To us it tastes like shit and to Humans it’s sweet and highly addictive.”

Sir Michael looked more closely at Elara for any signs of distress.  She looked placidly back at him.  “Let me know Elara if this makes you uncomfortable.”

“Oh, she’s happy with this, right Slave Elara,” Blokt interrupted.  Elara smile was barely noticeable but her slight head nod was easier to understand.  “See!” Blokt insisted, “Lets go see what your King has sent us today.”

The drugged wine had taken full effect with Elara, she was confused, … so confused, … her intellect and decision making were now reduced to those of a child.  Her head and thoughts were fuzzy and reeling.  “The nice little green guy almost rubbed me off,” she told herself with an internal giggle.  She tried to bring her knees together so she could stimulate her pussy.  “I’m dripping wet,” she told herself with a grin, “need to get fucked.”

The instant that Blokt and Michael turned the corner to go see to the Tributes, Sritog had his hand halfway up Elara’s dripping snatch.  As she wobbled on her feet at the river of arousal from the stimulation, Hok gently tugged her downward using the dangling leash.  Once properly on her knees, Hok reached over to a knee-high padded table and set it against the front of Elara’s thighs.

Elara was in a daze of lust when she was gently pulled down so her shoulders rested on a softly padded surface.  Her breasts hung down through strategically placed holes in the Goblin-sized breeding table. 

Even with his prey properly drugged into compliance, Hok carefully pulled one wrist at a time toward him and snapped wrist cuffs in place.  The cuffs were merely snapped shut and easily removable until the pair of tabs where the cuff halves met was snapped into recesses in a mounting bar and locked in place.  When he stepped back, Elara’s forearms were locked side-by-side behind her back to a mounting bar ready for a Goblin to use in scrambling up her back to her saddle.

Without apology, Hok used a hooked, razor sharp disrobing knife that quickly left her tattered clothing on the pony stables floor.  Elara was too focused on the itch of arousal between her legs that Sritog was playing with to notice she was now naked, her arms secured behind her back, and lying down with her ass and mouth available at groin height to the Goblins. 

Elara’s face rose upward in ecstasy as Sritog’s rigid cock punched deep into her sex.  Ordered by Blokt to not speak, the collar held her scream of ecstasy voiceless.  Sritog’s cock looked obscenely large on his Goblin-sized frame, but it was about the same size as Sir Michael’s dick.  He grinned wildly at the chance to breed a free Human woman.  He pumped harder, with more vigor, watching the filly’s ass rippling with each thump of his groin against her lush ass.

Hok was already softly stroking his cock to keep it fully erect.  He was eager to take his place behind her ass when Sritog pulled out and stroked his cock’s spurting load across Elara’s face.   After too long a wait while Sritog pumped himself in and out of Elara’s spasming cunt, Hok quickly took his place and his equally Human-sized cock sunk easily into the sloppy wet cock cave between her legs.

The King’s Ranger followed Blokt’s lead to the temporary holding pens, passing a couple of what looked like preparation rooms with saddles and pony gear hanging off the walls.  The last room of the building took up the full width and much of the depth.  There were six Human women and four Human men caged along the wall in individual cages.  Each prisoner was gagged with their hands cuffed behind their backs with steel shackles.  They all stood up and tried to get Michael’s attention in hopes of being released.  Most were in tattered prison garb that Sir Michael Arrowsmith recognized from King Quint’s dungeons.  The exposed bouncing breasts of another women in regular clothing hopping up and down drew his attention.

“The High Lady Violet Tanner?” Michael blurted out in amazement at the sight of a member of the King’s Tribute not wearing prison garb.  The twenty-nine-year-old black-haired woman was beautiful and once the most powerful of the court’s women.

Beside her was a brunette that had also caught Michael’s eye in court.  He moved to touch her cheek and grinned as she pulled back.  “Lady Eryn Cardiff, your rich court clothing is looking the worse for wear.  You’ll soon look back at this point in your new life and wish you had submitted to dance with me back at Kingsreach.”

Lady Cardiff grunted in anger and wriggled to get his attention again as Michael turned his attention back to her mistress, the High Lady Violet Tanner.

Gagged, Lady Tanner couldn’t cry for help but kept on moving in agitation to keep his attention when he turned his attention briefly to her maid, the Lady Cardiff.  “No, you fool!  Me!  Not that useless bitch Eryn.”

Tears of fear, anguish, and humiliation were streaming down her face.  She was horribly humiliated that a Human, and one she’d held in such low esteem, saw her as a prisoner of the little green monsters.  “The others are lowly prisoners,” she cried voicelessly.  “I’m High Mistress to King Quint.  This must be a mistake!”

“You know this filly with the huge udders?” Blokt asked with amusement.  “Your King’s agents assured me that she is a prime example of your female stock and of prime age for breeding.  However, please remember, Sir Michael, that once she was delivered into our hands, her past life meant nothing and she became just another nameless filly to be broken to saddle or whatever task she’s put to.”

Unexpectedly, Michael laughed, “Ambassador Blokt, in Human terms, those udders are called E+ and they are unusually large.  The only experiences I’ve had with this bitch are seeing the arrogant, nasty, horrible way she treated the servants in the King’s Castle.  Even as a King’s Ranger, I was so far below the King’s Head Mistress as to be unnoticeable.”

Blokt reached down to his belt and pulled out his own disrobing knife and held it up for Michael to see.

“Really?” Michael asked.  Then he paused with the knife held loosely.  “Earlier, I asked my Slave Elara what happens to the Tributes sent to you.  I would like to know and maybe your new filly, the ex-High Lady Tanner, has an interest in the topic as well.”

Blokt grinned and said the same thing that Elara had, “For such a respected King’s Ranger, Michael, you are oddly uninformed about the Shadowlands or the Goblin Territories and our culture.”

“I was never at this end of the Kingdom,” he said defensively.  “In our lands, we all thought this, … situation, was merely the stuff of bedtime tales.”

“Then know this, Michael Arrowsmith, this newest filly of mine has been named ‘Bountiful’ for having the largest breasts I’ve ever seen on such a young and fit female Human,” Blokt announced with a grin.  He chuckled at Lady Tanner’s wide-eyed look at horror at her new name.  He turned to Michael with a stern look.  “Between us, … I’ll take it as a point of honor that you only refer to any of our Goblin property by their new names and forget that any of them had a past.”

Michael nodded in agreement with a smirk on his face.  “That’s pretty easy with this particular cunt.”

“Now, to answer the question you posed to Slave Elara and now myself,” the Goblin continued, “Most of the females we receive are young and fit.   With Sritog and Hok, I am responsible for breaking each female to the saddle prior to our Clan Wrangler, Byzz, taking them to the Goblin Territories for assignment within our Clan or resale at auction to other Goblin Clans at a substantial profit.”

He paused and enjoyed the look of utter revulsion on Violet Tanner’s face at being scheduled for breaking to a saddle and being put to work like a horse.  “Is he talking about me, … being broken to wear a Goblin saddle,” she cried into the gag.  “No!  That’s only a thing in legends and wives tales to frighten children.  No!”  She started to hyperventilate in response to the news.

“So, you throw a magic slave collar on each and send them on their way as pony stock?”

“Absolutely not!” Blokt answered with real annoyance.  “We almost never use those collars on our ponies for three reasons.  First, we don’t want to break their spirit and want some limited independence and personality in our ponies.  Second, our method creates a guaranteed real bond between rider and pony that will last a lifetime.   The last reason is the very limited number of those special collars.  They take much time and effort to craft and we have only a few few High Shamans capable of such work.  Believe me when I say that the price your King Quint pays for our magical collars and hog nose rings is not exorbitant.”

“That’s how all pony stock is trained, … using your pony whisperers to build that bond?”

“Sadly,” Blokt admitted, “some witless Clans use a brute force approach that usually breaks the spirit of their ponies.  They don’t perform well during patrols, raiding or war parties, or in races.  Spirit is critical in these ponies as is encouraging their herd instinct.  That’s why we leave them voiceless, … they move from being argumentative, nasty, and competitive independent creatures to ones with a herd mentality where they can rely upon themselves or their Goblin owners for their comfort.”

Ignoring Bountiful’s destress, Blokt continued.  “There is also the matter of breed stock.  Bountiful is young, barely twenty-two of your years, has the needed hip configuration, and would easily produce sufficient milk for up to a pair of foals or twin younglings.”

“Wait!” Sir Michael interrupted in confusion.  “If Bountiful is bred, what is the difference between foals and younglings?”

Blokt grinned maliciously.  “I’ll forgive your continued ignorance about Goblins and our culture only because you seem genuinely interested in learning.”  He paused and considered what he knew of Ranger Arrowsmith’s mission.  Reaching a decision, he added, “This is sensitive and I want your vow not to reveal this to anyone without my approval.”

Puzzled about what could possibly be a Goblin secret of interest to himself, he nodded and said, “As you wish, Ambassador, I agree.”

“You Humans think Goblins are ignorant savages; but,” Blokt responded, “we are much more advanced in Human and Goblin biology, especially magic influences and effects over the body.”  He paused and figured out how to explain the point in terms someone as ignorant as Michael could understand.  “Goblin seed is something called dominant and contains enough female and male characteristics that it can overwhelm the eggs of certain species and form a Goblin fetus in that species’ womb.”

Michael looked puzzled.

Blokt sighed and responded, “You idiot, it means that Goblins can fuck Humans, sheep, goats, or pigs and create younglings, … baby Goblins.”

Michael turned green at the thought of Goblins using Human females as breed stock.  Beside them, Violet Tanner fell to her knees in her tiny cell and vomited.

“We have found that using Human breeders introduces what we call vigor into our bloodlines.  My family, males and females alike have been birthed exclusively from Human pony stock for over four hundred years, hence my larger size, musculature, and intelligence.  Goblin females produce smaller, thinner, and frankly stupider younglings and they have a high self-culling rate.”  At Michaels renewed look of confusion, he added, “It means they do stupid things one time too often and die.”

Michael swallowed and asked, “And, sheep, goats, and pigs?”

Blokt sniffed in distain, “They produce the lowest quality younglings and most are killed at birth as well as their fathers.”

“And the male Humans?” Michael asked to change the subject.”

“Mostly used for hard labor,” Blokt said with a shrug.  “They aren’t suitable for pony stock; but, they are good at hauling heavy loads on work wagons, digging in the mines, cutting timber, and as the occasional stud for one of our highest quality ponies.”  He nodded toward the ex-High Lady and added, “Bountiful will probably be bred in cycles, younglings-younglings-younglings-Human, and the cycle repeated until she isn’t able to bear quality stock.”  He shrugged and added with a malicious smirk, “Humans usually drop a pair of younglings after they gestate in just four moons, a bit more than twice as fast as maturing a Human fetus.”

Violet Tanner was now throwing herself against the bars of her cell in a vain attempt to escape her future.

Michael knew he didn’t want to know the answer, but knew it had to be asked.  “What happens to Bountiful after she can no longer bear your whelps?”

Again, Blokt shrugged as if the answer was nothing.  “Goblin ponies are very long-lived, it’s partly due to our magic and due to knowing Human bodies far better than you Humans.  But, … everything eventually gets old, so we often move breed-stock back to pony work if they are in good enough condition, or move them into households as cooks, maids, or estate work.  Keep in mind, we do come to love and cherish most of our pets.  However, of course, ultimately they become more trouble than useful and they are sold off to Orcs or Ogres as our Tribute to keep them on their own side of that mountain range.”

“Food?” was all Michael could croak out.

Blokt ignored the question and opened Bountiful’s cell.  He pulled down hard on the leash dangling from her leather slave collar and Violet Tanner stumbled down to her knees.  He unbuckled the gag and told Michael, “Bountiful is yours for as long as you wish tonight.”  Then he handed him something wrapped in waxed paper.  “If you want to fuck her, have her take two of these and yourself the last one.”  He smirked and added, “Believe me, take this and you’ll have the time of your life.”  As he walked away, Brokt paused and told Michael, “I’ll tell my men to take your Slave Elara safely back to your room.”

Michael smirked at the High Lady as Blokt left and whispered, “As soon as your jaw loosens up enough to talk, I want you to start begging for my help and promising me anything if I can get you out of this Goblin Pony Stables.”

Violet worked her jaw and looked about for a chance to escape.  She saw the nearest double doors to the outside were barred.  She sighed in realization that with her hands shackled behind her back, there was no chance of her escaping  “Plus,” she told herself knowing there was no chance of escape, “the only thing I know about my location is that we are somewhere in the Shadowlands.”  The only other hallway in the large room with its prison cells and racks of saddles and bondage gear was the hallway the Ranger used when he came in with the scary Goblin.

In a quiet and respectful voice, Violet whispered so the other captives wouldn’t hear.  “Please, Sir Michael, take me somewhere quieter so we can talk.”

None too gently, Michael yanked up on her leash and briskly ordered, “Heel!”  He lead her back toward where Elara had been left but took the first room to the side of the corridor before he reached that last entry area where Elara waited.

“Bountiful, you are wearing a Goblin collar and now owned by them, … so, be very careful about thoughts of escape,” Michael warned her.   He pulled over a long chain hanging from the ceiling and draping across the floor.  He then grabbed a padlock hanging on the wall and slipped it through the end of the chain and then snapped it locked against the ring on the front of her leather collar.  Without any explanation, he spun the ex-King’s Mistress around and fumbled at the shackles on her wrists.  Free to move about, Violet raised her hands to her neck and looked for a means of removing the chain holding her in place.

“You’re wasting your time, Bountiful,” Michael cautioned, “I don’t even have the key for that padlock and the chain isn’t long enough to even get you to the hallway.  You’re trapped until Blokt can come remove the padlock.”

“Please, don’t call me by that horrid name,” Violet begged.

“Look, you spoiled cunt!” Michael hissed, “like it or not every possible future for you now includes that name, so, … better accept it.”  He paused and leered at her, “Speaking of which, you can start your audition by stripping off what’s left of your clothing and let me see those namesake, bountiful breasts of yours.”

“You vile man!” she hissed back at him.

In response, Michael delivered a stinging blow with his right hand across her left cheek.  The blow rocked her back several steps toward the doorway only to be stopped by the chain attached to her collar.  “You best remember that right now, I have no interest in you and consider you a spoiled bitch deserving of being collared, used as a pony, and even bred to carry Goblin younglings.”

Violet flushed red and stepped as far away from him as she could.  “No!” she whispered in anguish.  “I’m not a whore.”

“Really, … I know King Quint and most of his harem are scheming whores at heart,” Michael offered with a chuckle, “so tell me the truth.  Why were you bundled up and sent here with the Tribute?”

Violet blushed.  Hesitantly, she said in a soft voice.  “King Quint has a small cock,” she admitted, “and even though I was his primary Mistress, I was sexually frustrated.”  She hung her head down and couldn’t continue.

“You got caught fucking someone else, didn’t you?” Michael guessed.

“Yesss,” she admitted with shame, “a handsome lieutenant in the King’s Household Guards had been flirting outrageously with me for several moons.  It was fun until I finally gave in and we went into a linen storage room.”  She wept at the memory.  “We were fucking away with his huge cock buried in me when the King arrived, backed up with the rest of the guards on shift.”  She broke down and cried. 

“Go on!” Michael commanded harshly.

“It was all a trap,” she cried,  “it wasn’t fair, the Guard Lieutenant pursued me for ten day after ten day before I broke down and relented when he pulled out his huge, erect cock.  He was in the midst of cumming and I was in glorious orgasm when the door opened.  The King was there with the rest of the guards on shift.  He gave me to them for the next full day.  Almost one hundred men took me that day and night.”  She cried aloud and whined, “Sir Michael, they raped me all night long, then dressed me with their cum all over my body, … and here I am.”

“I know the King,” Michael added.  “Surely he had you marked as an adulteress or a whore?  You no longer have the right to be shy, take off your clothes and show me the brand or tattoo he placed on you.”

Bountiful, the new property of the Goblins cried.  “Please, Sir Ranger, have mercy and let me have some dignity.”

Sir Michael scoffed, “You’re naught but an avowed slut and now a slave to green constantly horny Goblins.  You’ll soon have green cocks pumping a youngling into your belly.  In the meantime, before your belly blows up with twin baby Goblins, they’ll ride you all over the Shadowlands and even into the Goblin Territories.”

“Alright!” she cried as she began to undo her clothing.  “Please consider, Sir Ranger, that I’ll owe you greatly if you can rescue me from this evil fate.  My family has money, … we can pay you generously if you take me back.”

Michael stared as her luscious body began to be exposed.  His cock lurched even more in his pants.  Her situation already had him hard as steel.  “Your money means little to me,’ he hissed, “and your family has surely disavowed you by now.  Let me see what you’ve got to offer.”

Violet cried even harder as she shrugged her vest and blouse off her shoulders and then pushed her skirt and under-shift down over her ass and to the floor.  She tried to cover her breasts and pussy until another slap struck across her face.  “Kneel and present!” he hissed sternly.  “You know the move, I’ve seen you harass the King’s household slaves enough times to know you know slave training.”

Weeping even more, Violet knelt down and spread her knees apart.  Then, reluctantly, she raised her torso upright and used her palms to present her huge breasts for Michael’s inspection.   

“Much better.  Bountiful, accept that you will forever more be an owned slut,” Michael told her with a grin.  “Luckily for you, you have a truly amazing body.  So, what do you have to offer me?  Wait!” He demanded, “Carefully consider what your options are and tell me why I should have anything to do with you.”

Weeping, Violet looked down at the space between her legs.  “Bountiful isn’t the King’s Mistress anymore and has few choices,” she whispered in between bouts of sobbing, “and all choices include wearing an owner’s collar.”  She looked up at Michael, “Bountiful will do anything you want and hopes to be yours.  Take me from here and Bountiful will be the best slave ever.”

Michael grinned, “I appreciate you teasing me with the slave talk about yourself and that made me decide to take you for an evaluation period tonight.  Now, stand up and show me the King’s mark!”

Sobbing anew, the former High Lady Violet Tanner stood up and slowly turned to show him her right ass cheek.  A lurid, fresh red brand was revealed with a large letter ‘A’ for adulteress.  “I could never marry again with this mark of shame,” she wept.

Violet heard Michael chuckle and fully realized in that moment that she hadn’t yet accepted that she was now and forever going to be owned.  “Stupid of Bountiful,” she said slowly, “her owner’s brand is far more important than that mark of my past shame.”  She looked over her shoulder and whispered, “Sir Ranger Michael Arrowsmith, rescue me from these Goblins and put your own collar on me and mark me how you wish.  You’ll never regret owning me.”

“Kneel again and lean over that table,” Michael commanded in a soft tone while pointing to the table built for a human to lean their torso over.  He kicked aside the step a Goblin would use to get his cock at the right height to mount their fillies.  “I want to see how tight Bountiful’s cunt is after being whored out for the King’s Household Guard.”

Violet quickly complied and eagerly waited for the chance to proved herself.  In her mind, she was a skilled sexual being.  A wedge of fruit was rubbed against her lip and then stuck in her mouth.  Dutifully, she chewed the bite-sized fruit.  It was somewhat dried during its preservation, but the tangy, sweetness was refreshing and delicious.  “Hmmm,” she moaned as the flavors burst in her mouth.  She more eagerly took the second piece and noticeably felt a burst of alertness and a tingling awareness throughout her body.

Behind her, Michael had eaten his piece of Pony Bliss and quickly felt his own burst of renewed energy and his cock swelled with even more blood and it felt like an aching solid bar of steel.   The scent of aroused pussy drew his eyes down to her swollen labia now dripping with juice.  He set his dick’s head between those lips and drove his hips forward.

“Eiii!” was the sound of pleasure each spoke as the fruit magnified the sensations of cock meat rubbing against cunt nerves.  Grunting and squealing like animals, his savage rutting triggered her own raging response.  The mounting stand shook with the violent sex atop its surface as each fucked the other with total abandon.

“Ohhh,” she moaned.  “I never knew.  By the God’s, that’s the best cock ever.”  She shuddered again in an orgasm that took her breath away.  “Yesss,” she finally hissed when she got control again and the sensations continued to build and build.  “Eiiiii!” she screamed.  “Fuck meee!”

Blokt looked into the room and initially frowned at the new filly’s voice.  But, then he nodded at the  filly’s cunt so readily accepting of cock.  “Human women,” he told himself with a grin, “Not only are they inherently stupid, vain creatures, but they will do anything to attain again the most wondrous and heavenly orgasms forced upon them when they eat Pony Bliss for the first time.  For a lifetime, … they will yearn for a good diet of Goblin cock and eagerly accept the status of saddled ponies.”

He walked back to where Sritog and Hok were still taking turns fucking Slave Elara.  Each time they were ready to spill their seed, they pulled out of her cunt and spewed their seed on her face.

Blokt knelt down by Elara’s wide open, gasping mouth and again whispered the collar’s code phrase in the Goblin tongue.  “Slave Red,” he hissed in a command tone, “as long as you wear this collar, the sight of a Goblin’s loin cloth will make your breasts and pussy swell with arousal and your eyes will lock upon the lump between his legs.  The smell of his musk will shut down your brain, and the taste of his seed will drive you to your knees in violent orgasm.”

He stepped back and watched as the artful programming of the Goblin slave collar settled into her brain.  As a test, he swiped a finger across the Goblin seed on her face and shoved the finger into her mouth.  Elara’s entire body shook with the power of the collar-induced orgasm.  “Good, filly,” he whispered as he left his two pony trainers to continue using the slut’s holes.

The next morning found Michael staggering back to the inn just before sunrise.  He left behind a deeply satisfied filly still collapsed over the mounting table with her collar’s leash holding her head down and the long chain keeping her a prisoner.  As the door closed behind Michael, Blokt stepped into the room.  This time when he knelt down at Violet’s head, he was appraising his filly, Bountiful.  He gently opened her mouth and set another piece of the Pony Bliss fruit in her mouth.

Slave Bountiful again felt a hard cock slide into her sheath and she moaned, “By the Gods, Master Michael, you are the best cocksman in the world. Oh, … yesss!” she hissed, completely addicted to cock as her hips began to twerk rapidly to stroke the stiff cock more rapidly into and out of her spasming cunt.

Blokt grinned as the woman’s cunt sheath tightened almost immediately in her first orgasm from the cock of a Goblin.  He thrust as deeply as he could with his Human-sized cock.  A quick swabbing rotation and Bountiful spasmed in yet another orgasm.  Later, when Blokt turned her over onto her back on the low table and began to more vigorously fuck her face to face, she was deep in orgasm when she opened her eyes and saw it wasn’t Michael fucking her into those wondrous orgasms, but a green Goblin.  Instead of exploding in horror and anger, she sighed and whispered the words that Blokt wanted to hear, “Oh, you green bastard, fuck me.  Just fuck me forever.”

While Bountiful was gasping for breath to recover after rolling orgasms that shook her to the depths of her soul, Ambassador Blokt reached down and picked up a steel horse shoe, … that looked to be the same as a pony-sized horse would wear.  He held it up against Bountiful’s foot and jammed it into place.  The Goblin’s magically crafted shoe instantly bonded painlessly to the woman’s foot and began a process of morphing the bones and flesh of her foot into a steel-shod hoof.  He repeated the move with another steel shoe on her other foot.  While the changes would take place over hours, he ran his hands up what Humans would judge as beautiful slim legs.  His mind’s eye could already see how the magical shoes would build muscle mass in her calves and her legs to her hips.  By dawn, Bountiful would have strong muscular legs capable of traveling all day with a Goblin seated in his saddle on her shoulders.

In his room, Michael saw Slave Elara snoring softly in their bed.  When he pulled the covers back to slide in next to her, he saw the black mark of a right clawed Goblin handprint on her right ass cheek.  “Henna dyed,” he thought bemused.  “I bet there’s another on her other cheek.  “Those fuckers Sritog and Hok used her while I was using Blokt’s filly, Bountiful.”  He sighed and laid down, “Crafty fuckers indeed.”  Both were exhausted and the new day dawned in just two hours.

At a very late breakfast, Slave Elara was effusive in her thanks for the night’s pleasure and Michael was also shocked at how well he felt after fucking Bountiful more than half a day’s time.  “Master,” she cooed, “I don’t remember much of what you did last night but it was the best sex of my life.  Thank you so much.”  She reclined her head on his shoulders and whispered, “When can you take me again like that?”

Michael was bemused and realized that the Pony Wine served her by Blokt must have had the same effect on Elara that he and Violet experienced except that the Wine must have also taken away any specific memories of the night.  “I must have pumped seven loads in Bountiful’s tight holes,” he remembered fondly.  “Did both those Goblins service my Slave Elara, … and how many times each?  She must have had a hundred orgasms.”

Blokt approached the table and once again sat down without asking permission.  “Good late marrow, Sir Ranger,” he said in a too pleasant tone for so early in the day.  He signaled for Bountiful to approach and sit at the last chair.  She was once again wearing her court finery and the tooled leather collar of a slave.  She glowed with satisfaction.  Neither Michael or Elara noticed that under her skirt Bountiful’s legs had already morphed into powerful pony legs ending at the steel -shod hooves.

“Bountiful, do you have something to say?” Blokt prompted the woman.

She held her head high and spoke in a normal tone, not caring who heard her declaration.  “Sir Ranger, Bountiful no longer needs to be rescued.  Master Blokt has taken my vow of slavery just moments ago, … to wear a Goblin collar as a Clan filly.”  She giggled uncharacteristically and spoke again in a softer voice, “I discovered the joys of real cocksmen last night and I want more.  Master Blokt has promised me as many Goblin cocks as I wish.”

Elara was shocked.  “How can you let Goblins fuck you when Master Michael has offered to negotiate with Blokt for your freedom?”

“No,” the Goblin Ambassador cut in, “too late for that.  Last night the price to buy her as a slave was one thousand Gold, exorbitant, but something Sir Michael could easily gain during this quest.”  He stopped and ran a hand down Bountiful’s cheek.  She shuddered in arousal at that simple touch.  “See how well she responds, … so, no, … it’s too late, Bountiful is Goblin pony breeding stock now and forever.”

After that shocking announcement, Michael and Elara sat and ate in silence for the remainder of the meal.  Michael took needed time to accept that he’d lost the chance to own a high quality sex slave, admittedly at an astounding, probably record price, and to ponder the question about how addicted both Elara and Violet were already to Goblin cock while under the influence of the dried Pony Bliss morsels.  Blokt enjoyed meeting the two Humans to prove the worth of his filly training methods and he couldn’t wait to put Bountiful in her pony gear and take her for a test ride.  “I worry about the breast supports,” his practical mind reminded him, “since her breasts are so much larger than a normal filly.”   

He also worried that the one downside of his training plan of getting women addicted to Goblin sex.  The downside of using Pony Bliss was that it left ponies unable to conceive for a full month after eating the fruit.  “With her build, she’s more perfect for breeding than riding,” the thought brought a feeling of remorse at losing the chance to breed her since she’s already on birth control and starting her training.  “I’ll have to pass on my thoughts to our Clan’s war leader and High Shaman, Lord Groic.  He sighed again at Lord Groic probably being the first Goblin to put a pair of Goblin younglings in Bountiful’s womb.

Amused at the Goblin Ambassador’s antics the night before and uncertain how he now felt about his throughly debauched slave, Michael rested his hand lightly on her thigh.  Brokt smirked at the Human male trying to decide if he was best at sexing his slave, … or, if her memories would return of her thorough sexing the night before.

As the inn lodgers and locals came drifting in for lunch or a chance to visit and drink, the tavern became filled with the sounds of laughter and drunken revelry, the air thick with the scent of danger and dark magic. Brokt took that development to leave with Bountiful in tow.  Michael kept his weapon hand free, often drifting toward his long dagger, his weapon of choice in a confined space. The hilt was warm and familiar under his fingers, the blade a silent promise of the violence he was prepared to unleash if necessary.

Elara's eyes never left his face, the longing in them remained, She knew the risks they were taking, the delicate dance of deception that could so easily unravel. Yet she also knew that without him, she would be lost to the darkness of Lady Lysara's reign forever, … to her doom.

Suddenly, the tavern's atmosphere shifted. A crash of chair, a shout, and the clang of steel on steel echoed through the room. Michael's grip on her tightened, his body tense as he scanned the area, ready to intervene. Three men, all dressed in the tattered remnants of once-fine clothing, were locked in a brutal knife fight. The reason for their conflict was lost in the chaos, but it was clear that they had no intention of stopping until one or more of them were dead.

The room erupted into a flurry of movement, patrons jumping to their feet to either join in or flee from the carnage. Knives glinted in the dim light, each flash of steel promising a swift and painful end. The air grew thick with the coppery scent of blood, mingling with the stench of fear and sweat. Elara's heart raced, her eyes wide with horror as the scene unfolded before her.

Michael took the moment to pick up his plate and mug of ale, his movements swift and precise. "Get your food and drink," he hissed, his voice a sharp command that cut through the panic. He knew they had to move quickly, to avoid getting swept up in the chaos that was about to ensue.

Elara's eyes never left his, her fear palpable as she scooped up her own meager meal. The clatter of the fight grew louder, the grunts and shouts of the combatants a cacophony of violence. She stumbled slightly as she rose to her feet. "Up the stairs to our room," he demanded, his voice low and firm.

They moved quickly, dodging the panicking patrons and the flying debris of the brawl. Each step she took was a silent promise to herself: she would not be claimed by the darkness of this place, not again. Michael's hand on her arm was a lifeline, guiding her through the chaos with a sense of purpose that she hadn't felt in what felt like an eternity.

They reached the top of the stairs and he shoved her into their assigned room, slamming the door shut behind them. The room was small and sparse, the single bed taking up most of the space. Even in the late afternoon, the only light in the dark room would come from an unlit candle on a rickety table.

"Light the candle!" he demanded, his eyes never leaving hers. She nodded, her hands shaking slightly as she readied her Magic for a tiny spurt of flame. The flame cast a warm glow across Michael's stern features and the wick quickly caught and began to produce a less bright, almost sickly light in the flickering shadows it caused in the room. He moved to the door, sliding a heavy wooden beam into place with a satisfying thunk, sealing them in.

The room was sparse, the bed creaking slightly as they sat down to eat. The food was basic, but it filled the void in Elara's stomach with a comforting warmth. Michael tore into his meal with the same intensity he brought to every task, his eyes never leaving hers. She knew he was assessing her, gauging her resolve. The sounds of the tavern fight below grew distant, replaced by the crackle of the candle and the clink of their utensils against the plates.

After they finished eating, Michael stood and moved to the window, peering through the grimy glass into the shadowy streets. "We'll need good sleep tonight, tomorrow will be the beginning of our most dangerous part.  We’ll take watch in shifts," he decided, his gaze flicking to her. "You first."

Elara nodded, her heart still racing from the sudden violence that erupted downstairs. She knew he was right; they couldn't afford to let their guard down, not even for a moment. She took her place at the edge of the window, her side to the wall, and watched as the denizens of Darkspire continued their nightly revelry, the sounds of laughter and animalistic cries; of unbridled pleasure and the of pain of defeat and death.  It was a too familiar macabre symphony.

Her eyes searched the streets below, the shadows playing tricks on her as she tried to distinguish threats from the ordinary chaos. She felt a strange comfort in the rhythmic rise and fall of Michael's chest beside her as he lay on the narrow bed, his hand resting lightly on the hilt of his sword. He was so close, yet the collar at her neck was a stark reminder of the power dynamic that had shifted so dramatically between them in the short time they'd been together.

Suddenly, she heard it. A faint, almost imperceptible scratching at the door. Her pulse quickened, and she held her breath, listening for any other sound that might indicate the presence of an intruder. The noise grew a little louder, then stopped. She waited, tension coiling in her stomach. Perhaps it was just a rat, drawn by the scent of their meal. But what if it was something more?

Her hand hovered over the candle, ready to snuff it out should the need arise. With a deep breath, she focused her Magic, drawing a wall of air before her. It quivered with power, invisible but for the faint shimmer in the candlelight. If anyone tried to enter, she would slam the door shut with enough force to crush them as they were knocked off their feet and slammed into the wall across the hall.  The goal of her response was to give Michael time to react. The seconds ticked by, feeling like hours, as she waited, her heart thundering in her chest.

The scratching grew more persistent, and she felt the door vibrate slightly with the effort. Her heart raced, adrenaline coursing through her veins. The shadows in the room grew darker, as if the very essence of the Shadowlands was reaching out to claim her. But she remained steadfast, her eyes never leaving the door.

The air grew tense, the only sound the ragged rhythm of her breathing. She clenched her fist, and the wall of air grew stronger, a silent sentinel at the ready. Yet, she knew that true strength lay in her submission to Michael, the bond they had forged in passion and fear.

With trembling hands, she held the spell in place, her eyes glued to the door as she steadily weakened from the strain of holding the spell. Each second that passed was a silent battle, the shadows themselves seemingly holding their breath in anticipation. But no further disturbance came, the tavern's cacophony outside the only testament to the world beyond their tiny bastion of relative safety.

Finally, unable to bear the tension any longer, Elara let the wall of air dissipate with a sigh. Her heart was still racing, her breasts heaving with every breath she took. She slumped back against the wall, feeling the cold stone against her bare skin, the iron collar a stark reminder of her new reality.

When she turned to face Michael, she found him watching her with a knowing smile. His eyes were warm, filled with something she hadn't seen in them before: admiration. He had been fully aware of the threat, allowing her to take the lead, to prove herself. The brief moment of vulnerability made her feel both powerful and exposed, a heady mix that she hadn't anticipated.

"Good," he said, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. "You're learning."

Elara couldn't help the proud smile that flitted across her face, despite the fear that still lingered in the air. She felt a strange sense of accomplishment in her ability to protect them, a feeling she hadn't felt in a very long time. Michael saw the smile and his own lips twitched upwards in response before he stood and moved to take his place beside her at the window.

"I'll take my shift now," he whispered, his voice a gentle caress against her ear. He leaned down and placed a soft kiss on her shoulder, the warmth of his breath sending a shiver down her spine. "You were a good girl," he added, the smirk in his voice unmistakable.

Elara felt a sudden jolt of pleasure at his words, her body responding as if they were in the throes of passion instead of a tense standoff. She couldn't help the little gasp that escaped her lips, her eyes going wide with surprise. "By the Gods!" she hissed aloud, unable to contain her reaction.

Michael's smirk grew, his eyes gleaming in the candlelight as he turned to face her. "What's the matter?" he asked, his voice a low purr. "Afraid of a little danger?"

Her cheeks flushed, but she held his gaze. "No, Master," she murmured, dropping the title into her response as easily as if it were a well-worn cloak. "I'm ready for whatever comes next."

With that, she rose from the bed, her body moving with a grace that belied the weariness she felt. She untied the ties that held her simple dress in place, letting the fabric fall to the floor in a puddle around her. Michael's eyes raked over her naked form, the iron collar around her neck gleaming in the candlelight. Despite their precarious situation, the desire in his gaze was unmistakable.

Elara took the bucket of clean water from the corner of the room, the cold liquid a soothing contrast to the warmth of her skin. She dipped a cloth into it, wringing it out before she began to clean herself, the feel of the fabric on her flesh a gentle caress that sent goosebumps down her arms. Her eyes never left Michael's, his presence a comfort as she performed the intimate task.

"Display!" he commanded, his voice a low rumble that sent a shiver down her spine. She obeyed without question, slowly turning in place, leaving her completely exposed to his gaze. He watched her with a hunger that made her pulse race, his eyes lingering on her curves, his collar at her throat proclaiming his ownership of the voluptuous female.

With a sigh, Michael pulled his gaze away from her, focusing instead on the window. "Regrettably, we don't have time for that," he murmured, his eyes scanning the shadowy streets below. "We need to keep our focus on what's ahead."

Elara felt a pang of disappointment, her body still thrumming with arousal from expectation now quashed. But she knew he was right; their mission was far from over. She moved to the bed, her body swaying slightly as she settled onto the thin mattress. A stiff piece of straw poked through the fabric, another reminder of the world they now found themselves in. She lay down, the cold metal of the collar pressing into her skin, and closed her eyes, listening to the sounds of the tavern below and Michael's steady breathing as he took his place beside the window.

The hours passed slowly, the candle burning low until even its meager light flickering out. The sounds of the night grew fainter, the tavern's revelries giving way to the occasional murmur of the guards outside their door. The stench of Darkspire worse than the Shadowlands around them.  Despite her fear, Elara felt a strange comfort in the rhythm of Michael's breaths, his vigilance a buffer against the horrors that lay beyond their temporary sanctuary.

Her own eyes grew heavy with fatigue, and she knew she needed to rest. With a yawn, she curled up on the bed, her body fitting into the space next to where he sat vigilante, watching out the window and listening to the sounds of the inn.  She felt his hand come to rest on her hip, a silent promise that she was safe, for now.

The candle's flame had long ago burned down, letting real darkness fill the room and banishing the eerie shadows that had danced across the room from the candlelight. Michael's breathing grew steady and deep as he took the first watch, his gaze never leaving the door. Elara felt a strange comfort in his presence, his warmth seeping into her as she drifted off to sleep. Her dreams were filled with images of the past, of Lady Lysara's court and the horrors she had endured there.

Her slumber was restless, haunted by the imagined whispers of shadows and the distant cries of those lost to the Shadowlands' cruel embrace. Yet, she was also revisited by moments of passion with Michael, the heat of their remembered union a stark contrast to the cold steel at her throat. It was a strange tapestry of fear and desire, woven together by the iron band that now defined her existence.  In her dreams, she sighed knowing it wasn't real.

A gentle nudge at her side brought Elara back to reality. Michael's hand, large and calloused from years of combat, rested on her shoulder. His eyes were shadowed with fatigue, yet there was a determination in them that could not be denied. "Time to wake, Elara," he murmured, his voice a soft caress in the darkness. "We have much to do before the sun rises."

With a nod, she sat up, naked in the morning.  She flushed with a little humiliation knowing that proper women, not slaves, slept in gowns to protect their modesty.  She swung her legs over the side of the bed, the chill of the stone floor beneath her bare feet a jolting shock to her system. Michael moved to stand beside her, his hand moving to the small of her back, guiding her towards the door. "We'll visit the privy," he instructed, his voice low and gruff. "And then we'll find something downstairs to break our fast before we continue our mission."

The corridor was dimly lit with a single wall-mounted lantern that exposed the grimy stones of the inn’s lower floor. The smell of stale ale and unwashed bodies was overpowering, making Elara's stomach churn. They descended the stairs, her hand in his, the warmth of his skin a reassurance she clung to like a lifeline.

The kitchen cook fire was just flickering to life.  They were too early.  The cook’s helper reluctantly broke off a chunk of yesterday’s bread and handed it to them along with a block of hard cheese.  Too busy to sit in the tavern, they chewed on their meager breakfast as they left the inn’s main building.

Michael nodded to the sleepy stable hand as they left their horses behind, the jingle of coins exchanged for another night's safety. The animals snorted in their stalls, oblivious to the perilous venture their Human companions were about to embark upon. The heavy door closed with a thud, sealing them off from the warm, familiar scents of the stables.

Elara took a deep breath, the cold Shadowlands air filling her lungs. The metal collar around her neck was a constant presence, a reminder of her secondary role in this precarious dance of deception. Michael's hand on her elbow was firm, guiding her through the twisted streets of Darkspire. The cobblestones were slick with a mixture of rain and grime, the buildings leaning in like gossiping hags eager to swallow any secrets that might pass between them.

"Remember, we're not in familiar territory here," he whispered, his eyes scanning the shadows that clung to the alleys like a living cloak. "We need to be careful." His grip tightened, his muscles taut with the anticipation of danger.

Like at the gate when he'd pulled out a plump breast from her clothing as a possible distraction from the guards at the gate should they need it, he pushed Elara back into an alley and fumbled at her vest.  He pulled it off despite Elara's hiss of anger and fear.  He untied her blouse and shrugged that off her shoulders, leaving her topless.  With another of his classic smirks, he rewrapped her travel cloak around her shoulders to hide her nakedly exposed breasts.

Elara nodded in reluctant understanding of her role as a potential distraction should she need to delay a lethal response by a denizen of this horrid place.  Her heart raced at the danger. She could feel the power of the Shadowlands, a malevolent presence that seemed to seep through the very stones of the fortress. It was a stark reminder of the world she had once known, the one she had hoped to leave behind.

They left the stables, the heavy door groaning shut behind them. The sun had yet to peak over the horizon and the early morning was alive with whispers, the shadows seeming to have voices of their own. The cobblestone streets were slick with rain, the water mixing with the grime and filth to form a noxious cocktail that stuck to their boots. Michael led the way, his hand never leaving her arm as they navigated the twisting alleys of Darkspire.

Elara felt naked and vulnerable without her vest, the cold air biting at her exposed skin. The iron collar at her throat was a constant reminder of her submission, a stark symbol of her new role. Yet, with each step she took, she felt a strange sense of empowerment. This was her mission, her chance to bring down the woman who had taken so much from her.

The Smithy of Darkspire

Michael's eyes remained focused ahead, his grip firm and reassuring. They approached the blacksmith's shop, the rhythmic clanging of metal on metal echoing through the alleyways. He paused, his gaze flicking to the woman at the counter. "The smithy is out back," she said, her accent thick and gruff. "If you need shoeing or major metalwork."

With a knowing smirk, Michael tugged Elara closer to the grimy counter. The woman's eyes grew wide as he drew back the cloak, revealing Elara's bare breasts.  Her eyes flickered to the mark on her breast and she blanched at what it represented. Despite her annoyance, the woman couldn't help but stare back at the large, round globes that bobbed slightly from the movement. The collar around Elara's neck glinted in the flickering torchlight, a stark contrast to the softness of her flesh.

"I would like some ornaments for this insolent bitch’s nipples," Michael said, his voice filled with a mischievous charm. The smithy's gaze darted from Michael's face to Elara's exposed chest, and she licked her lips hungrily. "Something to make them look, ... even more noticeable."

The smithy's wife, a burly woman with arms like tree trunks, gave them a lewd smile, her eyes gleaming with greed. "Ah, you've come to the right place, sir," she said, her voice a gravelly purr. "Gertrude’s got just the thing." She reached under the counter, her hands emerging with a small velvet pouch. She spilled its contents onto the countertop: a set of delicate silver rings adorned with tiny rubies that glinted in the torchlight.

Elara felt a jolt of disgust mixed with excitement as Michael picked up one of the rings, his thumb running over the cold metal. "These will do nicely, Gertrude," he said, his eyes never leaving hers. He held the ring out to her, his grin widening as she took it from his hand with trembling fingers.

Her heart hammered in her chest as Gertrude peered down as she held the first ring beside her nipple.  She shivered in mixed horror and lust at the thought of the cool metal piercing through her tender nipple with a sharp pain that was quickly swamped by a wave of pleasure. She bit her lip, her eyes never leaving his as she did the same with the second one. The smithy's wife chuckled, a sound that was half-leer, half-admiration. "Look at that, they are perfect," she said, her voice thick with lust.

Michael nodded, his gaze unwavering. "Proceed," he said, his voice firm and unyielding.  The woman's eyes gleamed as she took a pair of needles from the counter, sterilizing them with a cloth that smelled faintly of alcohol.  "You're going to enjoy this," she murmured, her voice a promise that sent a shiver of anticipation down Elara's spine.

Elara felt a strange mix of fear and excitement as Gertrude led her behind the curtain. The room beyond was dimly lit, the smell of metal and heat thick in the air. A sturdy wooden table waited in the center, surrounded by shelves filled with tools that made her stomach turn. She knew what was coming, but she couldn't help but feel a flicker of panic as Michael stepped aside, allowing the woman to take over.

"Don't worry," the smithy’s wife said, her voice a seductive purr that sent a shiver down Elara's spine. "You'll get used to it."

Gertrude grabbed a set of leather straps from a nearby shelf, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she approached Elara. The heavy ‘D’ rings clanked together as she held them up for Michael's approval, and he nodded with a smirk. "Go ahead, secure her," he ordered, his voice filled with the same dark thrill that seemed to pulse through the very air of the Shadowlands.

Elara felt the straps tighten around her wrists and ankles, the leather biting into her skin as the woman secured her to the table. The wood was rough against her bare back, sending shivers down her spine. The wife turned away from her, her thick fingers playing with a larger, heavier ring. "This one's special," she said, her voice low and sultry. "It'll punch right through her septum and lock in place forever by using a heavy crimping tool."

“Is it Goblin made?” Michael asked in worry.

Gertrude scoffed, “No!  As if I could afford anything crafted by such as High Shaman Groic.  There’s no magic in any of these I’ll pierce today.”

Michael nodded, his eyes gleaming with a dark excitement. "Good," he murmured and wondered if he’d heard mention of Groic, “Yes, he thought a Lord Groic.”  Aloud he added, "A place to anchor a lightweight leash, perfect for when we need her to follow without question."

Elara felt a cold sweat break out across her brow as the woman approached her, the heavy ring in her hand. The smithy's wife's touch was surprisingly gentle as she held her nose, guiding the open ring to either side of her septum.  Gertrude skillfully led an open crimping tool over the sides of the ring.  It took both hands to compress and Elara screamed at the blunt piercing power of the ring.   Afterwards, the pain was sharp, a throbbing reminder of the power Michael held over her. She screamed again but was held too tightly by the leather straps to resist.  The ends of the ring clicked into place, sealed together forever.

The woman chuckled, her eyes never leaving Michael's as she reached between Elara's thighs. Without preamble, her thick fingers began to probe, finding her already slick and ready. Elara felt a mix of horror and desire as the woman's rough digits worked her clit, her hips bucking against the unyielding table. The woman's grin grew wider as she whispered in Elara's ear, "You're going to love this, my dear. It's all part of your new training."

The first piercing of a nipple was a shock of pain, a sharp spike that shot through her as the needle passed through her right nipple, her hips still wriggling from the pleasure brought forth from her manipulated clit. Michael's eyes remained locked on hers, his grip on her hand tightening as the smithy's wife attached the ring. The woman's other hand remained between her legs, her movements deliberate and precise, keeping Elara on the knife's edge of pleasure and pain. The ring was cold against her skin, a stark contrast to the heat that was building within her.

"Good job, it's beautiful," Michael murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction as the first ring was secured. The smithy's wife cackled, her eyes gleaming with a twisted delight. "Just one more, and then we'll see how well you perform with greatly increased sensitivity in your breasts."

“Thankful, wench, that your Master hasn’t asked me to ring that fat clit of yours,” Gertrude hissed in an ominous tone.  “You wouldn’t believe how intense you orgasms would become.”

Elara's body was a taut bowstring, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the woman's fingers continued dancing over her clit. The anticipation of the next piercing was almost unbearable, the pain and pleasure a chaotic maelstrom that swirled within her. The needle pierced through her left nipple, and she screamed again, her body arching off the table. The slender ring clicked into place, and she felt the warm trickle of blood seep down her side.

"Good girl!" Michael's voice echoed through the room, and the smithy's wife cackled in response, her grip on Elara's hand tightening as she felt the Mage Slave's body convulse. The woman's touch grew more insistent, her fingers moving faster and harder as she watched Elara's face contort in ecstasy.

“Her training is coming along nicely,” Gertrude whispered with a grin.  “Soon, she’ll orgasm like a bitch in heat whenever you say that.”  She turned to Elara and hissed, “Good girl.”

With a final, guttural cry, Elara's orgasm hit her, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. She had felt the second ring being attached, the smithy's wife's expert hands moving with a deftness that belied her rough exterior. "Now," Gertrude said, her voice a low, sultry growl, "when I'm finished, she'll do anything if you just tug gently on her nose ring, like a piggy being led to slaughter, ... knowing its going to its death, ... yet, … unable to do anything about it."

Michael couldn't help but chuckle at her naked, sweaty body, still quivering from the intensity of her orgasm.  The sound sent a shiver down Elara's spine. The woman's fingers slowed their rhythm, the pressure on her clit eased as she caught her breath. She was aware of the smithy's wife attaching a small leather leash to her nose ring, the sound of the snap at its end clicking into place echoing through the room. The leather was soft against her skin, but the metal of the ring was cold and unyielding, a stark reminder of her new existence as slave and plaything to her Master, Michael.

They exited the shop, the cool air of the alley washing over Elara's sweat-drenched body. Her breasts felt heavy and sensitive, the lightweight rings seemed to tug harder at her nipples at every step than their weight indicated. Topless, she wrapped the travel cloak protectively around her shoulders both to hide her naked torso and to fend off the early morning chill.  Michael led her towards the inn the woman had mentioned, the very one they slept at the night before, as a place where information of Lady Lysara was available for price.  Being led in public was an overt act of her subjugation, her slavery.  Yet that humiliation sent an unwanted thrill through her. She was his now, in more ways than one.

Breaking a Slut to Whoring at the Shadow’s Embrace

They returned to the "Shadow's Embrace" an even grimier place in broad daylight. Michael's hand tightened around the leash, his gaze sweeping the room with a confidence that was both comforting and terrifying.

"Why?" Elara had asked him earlier, fear trembling in her voice. "You don't need coin."

"No," Michael had responded, his tone serious and contemplative. "But I got the idea from that hag, Gertrude, that we might get paid in information instead of coin."  He looked her directly in the eye, "Unless you have information you've hidden from me, we need some direction to pursue this evil."

Gertrude’s knowing cackle had followed in their minds all the way to the tavern, the leather of Elara's new leash tugging her through the doorway brought fear at what Michael had planned for her next. Even so, she felt a strange mix of excitement among her fear, knowing that she was now both bait and weapon in Michael's quest. The other patrons cast furtive glances their way, their whispers a constant reminder of the precarious line they were treading.

Michael led her to a secluded table in the corner, his eyes scanning the room for any signs of trouble. He pulled out a chair for her, his movements a silent command that she obeyed without thought. She sat, the leather of the chair cool against her bare back. The collar around her neck and the rings through her nipples served as a constant reminder of her newfound submission.

With a flick of his wrist, he removed the cloak from her shoulders, leaving her nakedly topless to the eyes of the tavern’s early morning drinkers, naked except for the rings and the leather skirt below that barely covered her sex. The cold air of the tavern sent goosebumps rippling across her flesh, her breasts feeling heavier and more sensitive than ever before. The patrons' eyes were drawn to her like moths to a flame, their whispers growing louder as they took in the sight of her exposed body.

Elara felt a flash of humiliation, but it was quickly overshadowed by the thrill that coursed through her. She knew the rings served a purpose beyond aesthetics; they were a declaration of her bondage, a symbol of Michael's dominance that could be used as a tool for pain or pleasure, and a lure to bring someone that could be tempted into revealing information. The leather leash trailed along the floor, a silent promise of what was to come.

They sat at a table in the corner of the tavern, the air thick with the smell of roasting meat and spilled ale. Michael acknowledged the interest of the patrons with the appearance of a man of certainly, never wavering from his goals, and, ... able to back up his moves with violence. Whispers in the room grew louder. Michael leaned back in his chair, his gaze roving over her, a smug satisfaction in his eyes that made her stomach clench.

"Remember," he murmured, his voice low enough to be heard only by her, "you're my property and you’ll do my will; act accordingly."

Elara nodded, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement.  The whispers grew louder, the tavern's patrons unable to look away from the spectacle they presented.

The barkeep, a burly man with a greasy beard, approached them, a different man from the night before, his eyes lingering on Elara's exposed breasts. "What can I get for you, traveler?" he asked, his voice gruff but his gaze anything but disinterested.

"Ale for me," Michael said, his eyes never leaving Elara. "And for my pet?"

Elara felt a flush of heat creep up her neck at the word 'pet'. She knew her role in this place, but hearing it aloud made it all the more real. "Water, please, Master," she murmured, her voice barely audible except for her slight emphasis on the word 'Master'.

The barkeep raised an eyebrow at the honorific but nodded, filling a wooden cup with water from a nearby barrel. He placed it before her, his eyes never leaving hers. "Been a while since we've had a beauty like her working here," he said, his tone a blend of lechery and admiration.

Michael's smile was sharp, his eyes flicking to the man's thin purse. "Indeed," he said. "But she's not just eye candy. She's got talents that could make a man's fortune."

The barkeep's gaze grew more interested, his eyes roving over Elara's chest. "Oh, I'd say she's a winner in that area." His leer was palpable, and Elara felt a flare of anger. But she remained still, playing the part of the submissive slave.

The barkeep sat down unasked next to Elara and leaned back in his chair, a smug smile playing on his lips. "Very well," he said. "But first, we need to ensure that she's in top form for the entertainment." He reached over to tug gently on the leash hanging slack from her nose ring.  Elara knew what was expected of her but she hesitated and looked to her Master for confirmation.  "Does he want me on my knees like a common whore, ... a cocksucker?" she thought with uncertainty.

Michael's expression was unreadable, his eyes a mix of challenge and amusement. "Do as he says," he murmured, his voice a dark promise of rewards to come if she performed well.  "After she's proven her skills, we'll go talk business in the office."

Elara felt the leather leash tighten, and she took a deep breath, bracing herself for the humiliation that was to come. She had known that her role would involve this kind of degradation, but the reality of it was more intense than she had ever imagined. She dropped to her knees before the barkeep, her eyes cast down in submission. The floor was sticky with spilled drinks and Gods-knew-what-else, but she didn't dare protest.

The man's grin widened as he unlaced his breeches, revealing an erection that was already at half-mast. "Show us what you can do, little one," he taunted, his hand reaching for her head, pulling her closer. Elara's stomach churned, but she knew she had no choice. For Michael, for their mission, for the promise of vengeance, she had to play the part.

With trembling hands, she wrapped her fingers around the barkeep's shaft, feeling his excitement at her touch. She took a deep breath, trying to ignore the smells of sweat and stale ale that clung to him. Michael's hand rested on her shoulder, the leash and his collar exposing to all her lowly status and requirement to do as commanded. She looked up at him, seeking approval, and found it in the heat of his gaze.

Elara leaned forward, her lips parting to take the man into her mouth. His girth was surprising, and she had to use all her willpower not to gag as she took him in. She felt the eyes of the tavern upon her, the whispers turning to cheers as she began to suck, her head bobbing with a rhythm that she hoped would be pleasing to Michael and hurry the barkeeps release. The barkeep's hand tangled in her hair, pulling her closer, and she had to fight the urge to resist.

Her breasts, now adorned with the gleaming silver rings, bounced with every movement, the cold metal sending a thrill of sensation through her with every beat of her heart. Her nose ring thumped repeatedly against his pubic wall.  The firelight cast flickering shadows across her skin, turning the scene into a macabre tableau that was both erotic and disturbing. The patrons of the tavern had gathered around, their eyes alight with a hunger that was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Elara took a deep breath, focusing on Michael's hand on her shoulder, the warmth of his skin a beacon of safety in this sea of depravity. His grip tightened, a silent message of encouragement and a reminder of the power dynamic between them. She felt his eyes on her, watching her every move, and she knew that she was performing for him as much as she was for the barkeep.

The barkeep's breath grew heavier, his hand in her hair more insistent as she worked her mouth over him. Despite the bile rising in her throat, Elara felt a twisted sense of pride at her ability to please. It was a dark, twisted power, one that she never knew she craved. The cheers in the room grew louder, the men's faces a blur of leering expressions and lustful gazes.

Suddenly, the hand on her shoulder was gone, and she was yanked to her feet. Michael's voice was cold and commanding. "Enough," he said, the leather leash still clenched in his hand. "Take us to your office. Now."

The barkeep looked up at Michael with a snarl, his erect cock red and unspent.  But, one look at the Ranger's unyielding expression had him backing down. "Fine," he grumbled, tucking himself back into his breeches. "But this isn't over until I spew in one of her holes."

Elara's heart raced as Michael led her into the back room, the leash tight in his grip. The office was a stark contrast to the tavern's chaos, with a single lantern casting bright light across the cluttered desk and shelves of ledgers. The smell of old ink and parchment filled the air, a stark reminder of the deals made and lives bartered in this very space.

With a wink at Michael, Elara began a slow, seductive dance, her eyes on the barkeep as she removed her leather skirt, revealing the bare skin of her thighs and the neatly trimmed patch of hair above her pussy. She knew the power of her body, and the rings on her nipples swung tantalizingly with each sway of her hips. The barkeep's eyes glazed over with lust, his hand reaching out for her as if in a trance.

With a knowing smile, she stepped closer, her hands sliding up her body to her breasts, toying with the rings. The barkeep's gaze followed her every move, his breathing growing ragged. She leaned in, her breasts brushing against his face, and whispered a command in his ear, her voice a sweet siren's song. His eyes rolled back in his head, his mind succumbing to her magic.

Her hips swayed hypnotically as she danced around the desk, the leather leash trailing behind her like a serpent. With a flick of her wrist, she sent a shadowy tendril snaking towards the barkeep, wrapping around his wrist and jerking him to his feet. His eyes remained glazed, his mind lost in the haze of desire and enchantment.

"Now," Michael said, his voice firm and commanding, intruding on the barkeeps lust. "Tell us how to gain secret entry into Lady Lysara's castle."

The barkeep's eyes snapped back to reality, a bead of sweat trickling down his forehead. He swallowed hard, his mind still reeling from the sensual onslaught. "The... the castle?"

Elara stepped closer, her hands still playing with the rings on her breasts. Her voice was a siren's song, her words coated in a layer of magic. "Yes," she purred, her eyes locked on his. "Tell us how to get inside."

The barkeep stumbled, his eyes unable to focus. His mind was a swirl of desire and confusion as he tried to resist the Mage’s siren's call. But it was no use. Her subtle magic was best at illusion and compulsion.  His weak mind too weak in the midst of his hope for debasing and using Elara. He opened his mouth, and the words tumbled out, his voice thick with need. "There's a... a hidden passage. In the cemetery. The crypt of the ancient kings."

Michael's eyes narrowed. "How do we get to this crypt?"

The barkeep's gaze flickered between Michael's hand on the leash and Elara's swaying breasts, his resistance crumbling like a sandcastle before a wave. "Through the old city," he managed, his voice strained with desire. "There's a hidden entrance in the north wall of the cemetery."

"Ah, but is it unguarded?" Elara whispered in a luring purr, her fingers lightly tracing the sweaty man’s bobbling cock. Her eyes never left the man's, her gaze a promise of untold pleasure and pain. "Or perhaps there's a password or a hidden key to press in the wall?"

The barkeep's eyes widened, his mind racing to keep up with the seductive interrogation. "Unguarded...yes," he stuttered, his voice thick with desire. "But... but there's a... a ward. An ancient spell that only the Lady's trusted can pass."

Elara's smile grew, her fingers teasing the leather leash. "And what, pray tell, is the secret to bypassing this ward?"

The barkeep's eyes darted around the room as if searching for an escape from the spellbinding beauty before him. "The password," he choked out, his voice strained with need, "is... 'Shadow's Whisper'. You must whisper it at the stone statue of the forgotten king, the one with the cracked scepter."

Elara leaned in closer, her breasts brushing against his chest, the silver rings cold against his skin. "And what of the key?" she murmured, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Surely, such a well-guarded secret must have a physical counterpart?"

The barkeep's eyes darted down to the leather leash in her hand, then back to her eyes, his mind racing. "The... the key," he stammered, his voice hoarse with lust. "It's hidden in the... the statue of the forgotten king. In the cemetery, behind the left eye."

Elara's smile grew into a predatory grin. "And what does this key look like?" she asked, her voice a sultry whisper that seemed to wrap around the man like a second skin.

The barkeep's eyes glazed over again, lost in the haze of her magic. "It's... it's shaped like a... a tear drop," he managed to say, his voice shaking with need. "Black obsidian with a silver chain."

With a flick of her wrist, Elara sent another shadowy tendril to coil around the man's wrist, tightening until he gasped in pain. "Thank you," she said sweetly, her eyes never leaving his. "You've been most helpful."

The barkeep nodded, his mind still lost in the fog of her spell. "Anything for you, my, ... my queen."

With a smirk, Elara stepped back, allowing the illusion to take over. The shadowy tendril she had conjured grew more substantial, coalescing into a mirror image of her kneeling before him, her mouth wrapped around his cock. The barkeep's eyes went wide with lust as he watched the spectacle, his hand moving to stroke his own erection in time with the illusion's movements.

The tavern patrons, having witnessed the beginnings of Elara subjugation at the hands of the infamous barkeep, known to some patrons as an illegal procurer of fine female flesh, had retreated, giving them the semblance of privacy as they entered the office. Michael watched with a mix of amusement and arousal as the man's pants fell to the floor and he began to pump his shaft, his eyes never leaving the illusory scene playing out before him.

Elara leaned in closer, her whispered words for Michael's ears alone. "Master, if I allow him to release, he will remember nothing but the pleasure I've brought him. He'll be a harmless fool, singing our praises and spreading our legend."

Michael's smile grew wolfish, the plan forming in his mind. "Very well," he murmured. "But remember, you're mine to command, not his." His hand tightened around the leash, the metal collar cold against her neck serving as a stark reminder of their bond.

Elara nodded, her eyes gleaming with the thrill of the power she held over the barkeep. She turned back to the man, her voice a silky caress. "Master," she whispered, the word rolling off her tongue like a promise of dark delights, "may I grant this pathetic creature his release?"

Michael's eyes never left hers, his hand tightening on the leash. "Do it," he murmured, his voice thick with approval.

Elara leaned in closer to the barkeep, her breath hot against his ear.

Elara nodded, the leather leash now in her hand. She stepped closer to the barkeep, her hips swaying with an exaggerated sensuality. She dropped to her knees before him, the leather skirt pooling around her like a dark puddle. His eyes were glued to her, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she leaned in closer, the silver rings on her nipples glinting in the dim light.

"Please," he begged, his voice thick with lust. "Please, I'll do anything."

Elara leaned back on her haunches, a wicked smile playing on her lips. "Oh, you will," she murmured, her eyes gleaming with dark mischief. "But first, you must prove your worth."

The barkeep's eyes widened with anticipation, his hand moving faster on his own shaft as he watched the illusion of Elara's mouth bob up and down he cock. She knew he was close, the veins in his neck standing out as he chased his release. With a flick of her wrist, she sent a final shadowy tendril to wrap around his cock, her illusionary image sucking harder, faster, until he came with a shout that echoed through the tavern.

As his orgasm subsided, Elara's image vanished, leaving the man panting and dazed. He looked around, his mind a foggy mess of pleasure and confusion. He reached for his pants, his hand trembling as he tucked himself away. "What... what happened?" he murmured, his eyes searching for the woman who had just brought him to his knees.

Elara stepped back, the leather leash still in her hand. "You were chosen to serve," she said, her voice still laden with magic. "But you failed to impress."

The barkeep's eyes searched the room, his mind a haze of lust and confusion. "I... I don't understand," he murmured, his voice thick.

Elara's smile was cruel as she stepped closer, the leather leash still clenched in her fist. "You will," she assured him. "You'll spend the rest of your nights here, dreaming of what could have been. Of the power you could have held, the riches you could have gained whoring me out for your profit and personal enjoyment."

The barkeep stared at her, his eyes glazed over with the remnants of her magic. He nodded dumbly, unable to form coherent thoughts. Michael stepped up beside her, his hand resting casually on her shoulder. "Good," he said. "Now, remember your manners. Outside this room, you will give her the respect she deserves."

With a nod, the barkeep stepped aside, allowing them to pass. The tavern had gone eerily quiet, the patrons knowing the barkeep’s evil ways watching them with a mix of awe and uncertainty that they both emerged unscathed, expecting the wench to remain as Charles’ new possession and the tall man with her dying on the office floor. Elara felt the weight of their gazes as she followed Michael out of the tavern, through the common room, and to the inn part of the building.  The leather leash trailing behind her like a shadow.

As they climbed the creaking stairs to their room, Michael's hand never left her shoulder, guiding her with a firm but gentle touch. The anticipation of what was to come filled her with a mix of fear and excitement, her heart racing in her chest.

The room was as they had left it, the bed a rumpled mess from their previous night's rest. Michael turned to her, the leather leash still in his hand. "Strip," he ordered, his voice low and commanding. "We don't have much time."

Elara's heart pounded in her chest, but she knew better than to argue. She eagerly removed her cloak and skirt, dropping them to the floor, leaving her in just the collar and the rings on her nipples. The leather leash was cold against her bare skin, a stark reminder of her submission. She watched Michael as he approached her, his eyes raking over her body, the hunger in them making her skin prickle.

"What is this?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly as she took the pot from him. It was cool to the touch, the contents a mystery.

Michael's smirk grew wider. "It's a little something to help ease the way," he said, his eyes glinting with mischief. "For when I claim your ass as my own."

Elara felt a thrill of fear and excitement run through her. She knew this was a part of her training, of earning his trust as his property to use, and to her role as his slave. But the thought of him taking her there, of being so completely owned, was terrifying. She took the pot from him with trembling hands, her eyes never leaving his.

"Now," Michael said, his voice dropping to a low growl. "Bend over the bed." He walked over to her, his movements predatory and deliberate. She felt the leather leash tighten slightly, guiding her to the bed. She knew better than to argue, to resist. This was her role, to submit, to serve.

Her heart raced as she bent over the edge of the bed, the mattress crackling beneath her. She felt his hand on her lower back, pressing her down until her breasts were flattened against the rough fabric. The cold metal of the collar dug into her neck, a stark reminder of her place.

Michael took his time, his calloused hands caressing her skin, exploring her curves. His thumbs traced the lines of her spine, sending shivers down her body as he moved towards her ass. He cupped her cheeks, his rough palms contrasting with the delicate skin beneath. The anticipation grew, the tension in the room thick enough to cut with a knife.

With the grease, he began to circle her anus, the coldness of it sending a shiver down her spine. He took his time, his fingers delving into the crevice, spreading the slickness around the tight ring of muscle. She could feel the leather leash digging into her neck as she leaned into the bed, her breathing shallow and fast. This was new, this was terrifying, but she knew she had to trust him, to submit to him completely.

The tip of his finger breached her, sending a bolt of pleasure-pain through her. She gasped, her body tensing up instinctively. But Michael's voice was soothing, his touch gentle. "Relax," he murmured, his finger moving in a slow, steady rhythm. "You're mine, Elara. I'll never hurt you more than you can bear."

Elara took a deep breath and forced herself to relax, the muscles in her ass clenching around his digit. She focused on the feel of the leather leash tugging against her neck, his commanding touches, and giving her last of her pleasure holes to be breached for his pleasure. His words echoed in her mind, a promise of pain and pleasure melded together.

Michael's finger moved in and out of her, stretching her gently. She felt her body responding despite herself, her pussy growing wet with anticipation. She bit her lip, trying to hold back the moan that threatened to escape. He noticed, his eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he withdrew his finger, replacing it with something larger.

"Relax," he murmured again, his voice a soothing balm to her frayed nerves. "It's just a finger now, but soon it will be my cock. And when it takes you fully, you'll be begging for more."

Michael's finger grew bolder, pushing deeper into her, stretching her further than she thought possible. The pleasure was unlike anything she had felt before, a dark and decadent feeling that made her toes curl. She moaned, the sound muffled by the bed beneath her. His hand on her back grew more insistent, his other hand playing with her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice thick with need. "Now, I'm going to give you what you need."

With a final squeeze of her ass, Michael positioned himself behind her. She could feel the head of his cock pressing against her wetness, and she braced herself for the pain she knew was to come. But instead of driving into her, he paused, his hand reaching down to stroke her clit in the same rhythm he had used before.

As he played with her clit, his eyes couldn’t help but be drawn to the black henna dyed hand printed on each plump ass cheek.  “Those wily Goblins,” he grinned; finally accepting that his slave had been much used everywhere but her ass which was his for taking.”

"Such a treasure to own," Michael murmured, his breath hot against her neck. His hand left her clit and moved to the leather leash, giving it a gentle tug. "But remember, my sweet Elara, you are owned and your body is mine to command."

Her breath hitched as the reality of his words sank in. Tonight was a lesson, a less than gentle introduction to the darker side of her submission. Tomorrow, in the bowels of Darkspire, she could be taken by creatures without an ounce of mercy. Michael was preparing her for that eventuality, ensuring she could endure the worst that the Shadowlands had to offer.

The head of his cock nudged her anus, slick with her own arousal and the grease from the pot. He pushed in, slow and steady, giving her body time to adjust to the new sensation. The pain was sharp at first, but it soon melded with the pleasure he was giving her, creating a symphony of sensation that had her gripping the bed sheets.

"Imagine this," he murmured, his voice a dark whisper in her ear, "but with the roughness of a creature from the heart of Darkspire. A demon, perhaps, eager to claim its prize." His fingers tightened on her hips, holding her in place as he pushed deeper. "You'll be taken hard and fast, with no time to prepare, no gentle touches to ease you in."

Elara's breath hitched, her imagination running wild with the thought of such a brutal encounter. Yet, Michael's slow, deliberate strokes kept her anchored to the moment, his control over her body absolute. "You must be ready," he continued, his voice a gentle command. "To accept whatever comes, to endure, and to serve."

He pulled out slightly, the cool air of the room a stark contrast to the warmth of his shaft. With a gentle push, he slid back in, the pressure building with each inch. She gritted her teeth, fighting the urge to clench, focusing instead on the sizzling pleasure that danced just beyond the pain.

"Good, girl," Michael praised, his voice tight with restraint. "Now, imagine that demon's thick, unyielding member, pounding into you without mercy." His hand found her clit again, the strokes increasing in speed. "You must be ready for such an assault, Elara. You must be able to take it, to welcome it, to revel in the pain as your body betrays you with pleasure."

Elara whimpered, her body tightening around his invading cock. The thought of a demon's coarse member taking her without care was terrifying, yet the fear melded with the dark thrill that pulsed through her. Michael's voice was a guiding force, pushing her to accept the reality of what might await her in the Shadowlands.

He began to move faster, the sound of skin slapping against skin echoing through the room. Her body was a maelstrom of sensations, her ass stretching to accommodate his girth as he claimed her in a way that was both brutal and strangely beautiful. "Remember," he gritted out, his own control slipping, "you are mine. No matter who else touches you, whose cock and seed fills you, you will always come back to me."

His words sent a shiver down her spine, the idea of being taken by a demon truly terrifying. Yet she knew Michael's claim was true, she was his, body and soul. His cock filled her completely, the leather leash around her neck a symbol of their bond. She focused on that thought, letting it wash away the fear and doubt, replacing it with a fierce determination to serve him well, to be the weapon he needed in their quest for vengeance.

Michael's hips picked up their pace, the bed beneath them creaking with every thrust. His hand moved to the back of her neck, the grip on her leather leash a tight reminder of his dominance. He pulled her upward, forcing her to arch her back as he fucked her deeper, harder. "You're mine," he growled, his breath hot against her ear. "Mine to use, mine to protect."

Elara moaned, the pain now a distant memory as she was consumed by the fiery pleasure that Michael's cock brought her. His words painted a vivid picture in her mind, one of darkness and depravity, of her serving a creature that saw her only as a vessel for its seed. Yet, as he claimed her in this way, she found a strange comfort in it. Her body was his to command, and she would do whatever it took to please him, even if it meant enduring the most primal of acts.

"Your tight little ass feels so good," Michael grunted, his grip on her neck tightening. "But remember, it's my seed you crave, my pleasure you seek." His strokes grew more erratic, his own need taking over. "You're going to take it all, Elara, every drop, because you're mine."

Elara nodded, his tight grasp of his warrior trained fingers digging into her skin as she stared straight ahead, her eyes glazed with a mix of pain and desire. She could feel his cock pulsing inside her, the head of it hitting the deepest part of her ass, sending waves of pleasure through her. Her walls clamped down on him, trying to draw him deeper, to keep him there forever.

"Good girl," Michael grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "Just a little more." He pushed in deeper, the head of his cock nudging against something deep inside her. It was a strange, full feeling that she had never experienced before. It was as if she could feel his cock in her stomach, filling her up completely.

Elara whimpered, her body tightening around him. "Master," she gasped, "I... I can't..."

"You can," he assured her, his voice a low growl. "You will."

Michael's thrusts grew stronger, his hips slamming into her with a rhythm that seemed to match the pounding of her heart. The pleasure was intense, a stark contrast to the fear that still lingered in the back of her mind. She could feel her body adjusting to the intrusion, the muscles of her ass stretching to accommodate his thickness.

"Remember, if you have to serve a demon tonight," Michael said, his voice a dark whisper, "his only desire is to fill you with his seed. You're nothing more than a receptacle, a vessel for his lust."

Elara lay still, her body trembling from the intensity of the climax that had ripped through her. Michael had been right; the pain had become pleasure, and she had reveled in it. Now, as he pulled out of her, the emptiness left in his wake was almost unbearable. She felt used, claimed, and oddly fulfilled.

The Ranger stepped back, his cock glistening with their combined fluids. He took a rag and a wash pot, cleaning himself with an efficient thoroughness that spoke of years of practice in the wilderness. The water in the pot was murky, tinged with the scent of their shared passion. He tossed the rag aside and looked down at her, his eyes hard and assessing.

"You're not to dress or clean up," he said, his voice firm. "We need to make sure our story holds up."

Elara's eyes widened slightly, but she nodded, understanding the logic behind his command. She watched as he pulled on his own clothes, his movements methodical and precise. The leather of his armor whispered against his skin as he dressed, the sound a stark contrast to the heavy silence that had settled over the room.

Once dressed, Michael turned to her, his gaze cold and assessing. He stepped closer, his hand reaching out to trace the line of her Goblin created collar. "You wear this," he said, his voice firm, "as a symbol of your submission. And these," he tapped the rings on her nipples, "will serve as a reminder of your power."

He reached into his pack, pulling out a small pair of solid gold ornaments. They were indeed shaped like erect cocks, complete with bloated testicles that hung from the bottom. "The smithy's wife, Gertrude, had an interesting sense of humor," he said, his smirk deepening. "But she knows the tastes of the creatures that roam these lands.  These are for hanging from your nipple rings."

Elara took them from his hand, the weight of the metal feeling heavy and foreign against her palm. The way they gleamed in the candlelight was almost obscene, a stark reminder of what she was about to become. With trembling hands, she reached for the rings in her nipples, the piercings still tender from the barkeep's rough treatment.

As she hesitated, she looked to Michael.  “You should know she’s a Witch, a minor one, but nonetheless a Witch.  I felt her use compulsion on you and then a bit of healing magic when my nose began bleeding too much.”

“I understand,” Michael answered with a smirk.

“No, Master, you don’t,” she spoke softly as she ran the back of her hand down his cheek.  “That hag, Gertrude, served you well today, but for good coin, her motivation will depend on her role within a coven and the goals of that coven.  All that is uncertain, … so, beware.”

Michael lightly touche his cheek, still tingling from her touch, and pondered her words.  He mentally shrugged his shoulder and discounted her news even as he watched enchanted as she attached the gold cocks to her nipple rings, the weight pulled at the delicate flesh, sending a visible shiver down her spine.

Elara knew that with certainty that very step she took in the future, every breath she drew, that the heavy weight pulling down on her nipple rings would be there, something that wouldn’t let her forget her status and role.  But she also knew it was necessary. In the Shadowlands, appearances were everything.

"Now," Michael said, his smirk growing as he watched her in the flickering candlelight, "turn around." He stepped closer, his eyes roving over her exposed body with a hunger that sent a thrill through her. "You're going to be the perfect distraction, Elara. They'll be so busy staring at your tits, they won't even notice we're passing."

Her cheeks flushed with a mix of embarrassment and excitement. She knew her role in their mission was to be the bait, the temptation that would keep the demons' eyes from their true intentions. The thought of using her body in such a way was foreign to her, but she had come to accept it, to crave it even. The collar around her neck was a constant reminder of her submission, her willingness to be used for their greater purpose.

Michael’s fingertip flicked at the gold cocks with firm taps, his eyes never leaving hers. "You're doing well, girl," he said, his voice a soothing balm to her racing thoughts. "Now, let's go. We have a castle to infiltrate."

The Ranger finished packing a few items in a shoulder bag, his movements efficient and precise. He adjusted the sword and dagger at his hips, the cold metal a reassuring weight against his thighs. With a final glance around the room, he made a decision that was as practical as it was strategic, his bow would have to stay behind. It was too cumbersome, hard to effectively use, too noticeable in the tight spaces of Castle Darkspire.

He reached out and gave the leather leash attached to Elara's collar a gentle tug. "Up," he said, his voice firm but not unkind. She obeyed immediately, her naked body rising from the bed with the grace of a gazelle despite her fear. She knew the dangers that lay ahead, and the vulnerability of her exposed state made her skin crawl with a mix of anxiety and arousal.

She followed him to the door, her bare feet silent on the cold stone floor. Michael paused, his hand on the latch, his eyes meeting hers in the dim light. "Remember your place," he murmured, his voice a gentle reminder of the role she had accepted. "You're mine to command," he added unnecessarily.

Elara took a deep breath and nodded, the weight of the gold cocks swinging from her nipples a constant presence.  Michael opened the door, and she stepped out into the hallway, led by the leather braided leash held firmly in his hand. The corridor was empty, but the sounds of the tavern below reached them, a cacophony of laughter, clinking glasses, and low, guttural murmurs that sent a shiver down her spine.

They moved swiftly and silently, the back of her neck prickling with the knowledge that any wrong move could give them away. She kept her eyes downcast, her body taut with the need to be invisible. The cold stone of the servant's stairs at the end of the second floor bit into her feet, the roughness of the steps a stark contrast to the velvety softness of the small rug laid down in their room.

With each step, the greasy feeling between her ass cheeks reminded Elara of her latest trial and what awaited her in the castle. She had been claimed, prepared, and now she was a weapon in Michael's arsenal. The burning itch in her rectum was yet another constant companion. Her thoughts swirled with images of shadowy figures and whispered promises of pain and pleasure, the anticipation a strange mix of fear and excitement.


Chapter 3: The Streets of Darkspire and the Crypt of Kings

The cobblestone streets of Darkspire were slick with rain, the clouds above them thick and unyielding. The air was heavy with the scent of damp earth and something else, something foul that clung to her nostrils like a miasma of decay. The city's buildings leaned in, their windows like gaping maws that could hide any number of horrors. The darkness was alive, and it watched them as they moved through the streets, the leather leash taut in Michael's hand.

Elara's heart hammered in her chest, her naked breasts exposed to the chill night air. The weight of the gold cocks swinging from her pierced nipples was a constant, maddening reminder of her submission, of the role she had accepted. Each step was a silent scream, a declaration of her willingness to endure whatever the Shadowlands had in store for them.  She already missed the skirt she had been forced to leave in their room.

The path to the cemetery through the old city was nothing but narrow alleyways, lined with the skeletal remains of what were once proud buildings. The darkness was thick, a living thing that seemed to pulse and breathe around them. She could feel the eyes of the city on her, the whispers of the shadows a constant caress against her skin. Each crevice and shadow could hide a monster, a creature eager to claim her.

Elara's breath came in shallow gasps, her eyes darting to every shadow that moved. The rain had stopped, leaving a film of mist that clung to the cobblestone streets. The silence was deafening, broken only by the occasional drip of water from a gutter above. Her bare feet felt the cold, uneven ground beneath her, a stark reminder of her vulnerability.

The leather leash was taut, guiding her through the ruins like a lifeline to Michael's strong, confident presence. His boots whispered against the stone, the only sound in the eerie quiet of the city. She felt like a leaf caught in the wake of a predator, her body trembling with each step, her mind racing with every possible horror that could emerge from the darkness.

Elara's thoughts drifted to Lady Lysara, the woman she had once served so faithfully. The idea of returning to her without Michael's protection, without his command, was unbearable. She knew what fate awaited her in the Lady’s jealous hands, a lifetime of torment and pain, her body used and discarded like a piece of meat to satisfy the whims of the creatures that dwelled in Darkspire.

But she had a new Master now, one who had claimed her in a way she never thought possible. The collar around her neck was a symbol of their bond, a bond she had willingly accepted. Michael had become her anchor in this sea of darkness, guiding her through the treacherous waters of the Shadowlands with his firm hand and commanding voice.

They approached the ancient, time-eroded archway, the only entrance to the cemetery, the intricate patterns of the wrought iron a twisted reminder of the beauty that once was. The metal was slick with moisture, the rust flaking away under Michael's grip as he led her through. On the other side, the cemetery sprawled out like a sea of jagged teeth, the gravestones jutting up from the earth like the last vestiges of a world that had been swallowed whole by shadow.

Elara's breath caught in her throat as they stepped into the boneyard, the leather leash pulling taut as she stumbled over a half-sunken stone. The rain had picked up again, the droplets mixing with the cold sweat that trickled down her spine. The cemetery was a labyrinth of the dead, each twist and turn offering a fresh reminder of their own mortality.

"Stay close," Michael murmured, his eyes scanning the mist-shrouded graves. "And keep your wits about you. If we're to find the Crypt of the Kings, we can't afford any distractions."

The rain pattered against the stones, the only sound in the oppressive silence. Michael's grip on her leash was firm, his body tense and ready for battle. His eyes darted from shadow to shadow, the muscles in his arms flexing as he readied his sword. The air grew colder as they approached the center of the cemetery, and Elara could feel the malicious intent coiling around them.

"Master, a graveyard ghoul is ahead," Elara whispered.  "It senses our body heat, our beating hearts and is preparing to rend our flesh and feast upon our living bodies for days."

"I sense it," Michael murmured, his eyes narrowing. "Stay here, Elara. I'll deal with the creature."

With a grace that belied his size, he moved ahead, his sword sliding free from its sheath. The ghoul abruptly emerged from the shadows, its eyes glowing with an unnatural hunger. It hissed, a sound that seemed to echo through the very bones of the graveyard. But Michael was unfazed. He stepped forward, his blade singing through the air as he swung it with a practiced ease.

The creature lunged, its decayed limbs moving with a speed that defied its decayed state. But Michael was ready for it, his sword flashing in a silver arc. The blade sliced through the air, and with a wet thunk, it cleaved through the grasping decayed flesh of its clawed hand.  The blow momentarily spun the ghoul to the side and Michael’s return back hand stroke thumped into the base of the ghoul's skull. The creature's head tumbled to the ground, a spray of foul black blood arcing through the rain.

Elara watched, her breath coming in quick gasps, her heart singing in admiration as Michael dispatched the creature with seeming ease. Despite the fear that had been her constant companion since their arrival in the Shadowlands, she felt a flicker of pride at his skill, his ability to keep them both safe. He turned to her, his eyes gleaming with the thrill of battle, and gave her a curt nod. "Let's go," he said, his voice low and urgent. "The crypt must be just ahead."

They moved through the graveyard, the rain a cold embrace that seemed to whisper secrets of the dead. The ground grew spongy, the scent of decay stronger with each step. The crypts grew larger, more ornate, the final resting places of kings long forgotten by the living world. Michael's hand was a steady presence on the small of her back, guiding her through the maze of tombs.

As they approached a grandiose crypt, its entrance flanked by two towering statues of grim-faced knights, Elara could feel the oppressive pulse of dark magic in the air. "This is it," she murmured, her voice barely audible over the patter of rain. Michael's grip on the leash tightened, his eyes narrowing as he studied the crypt's entrance.

They stepped into the shadow of the marble entrance, the air thick with the scent of decay and the lingering whispers of ancient incantations. The crypt was a maze of shelves and sarcophagi, each one a silent sentinel to the past. On the right was a long row of statues of kings looked down upon them, their stone eyes seemingly judging the living who dared to disturb their eternal rest.

Elara searched the rows of regal figures, her eyes scanning for the one with the cracked scepter. Her heart raced as she took in the faded grandeur of their surroundings, the opulent carvings and offerings long since stolen or decayed by time. The rain had ceased outside, but the dampness seeped in, leaving the air heavy and stifling.

Michael remained vigilant, his hand never leaving the hilt of his sword. His eyes flickered around the statues, looking for any sign of the supernatural guardians that must be lurking in the shadows. They moved through the crypt, their steps echoing off the stone walls, the only sound in the tomb's silent vigil.

Elara's eyes scanned the faces of the statues, each one a silent testament to the power and pride of the kings they represented. She searched for the one that was out of place, the one whose reign had ended in a way none of the others had, the Forgotten King. Her heart pounded in her chest as she passed each statue, their marble eyes seeming to follow her, judging her.

Finally, she spotted it, a statue slightly smaller than the others, with a scepter that had a clear flaw running down its length. The scepter was cracked, a symbol of a reign that had shattered under the weight of its own hubris. She stepped closer, her bare feet cold against the damp stone floor. The rain had stopped outside, but the dampness had seeped into the crypt, leaving a chill in the air that seemed to cling to her skin like a second layer of fear.

"Master," she whispered, her voice a tremor disturbing the silence, "the Forgotten King."

Michael's gaze snapped to the statue she indicated, the tension in his body palpable as he studied the cracked scepter. This was the moment of truth, the culmination of their careful planning and Elara's painful training. He nodded curtly, and she felt a shiver of excitement run down her spine. This was it, the next step in their quest.

With trembling hands, she climbed the statue's pedestal, the cold stone biting into her bare flesh. The Forgotten King's eyes seemed to bore into her soul as she reached for the crown that adorned his stone head. It was heavier than it looked, the weight of centuries pressing down on her as she gently lifted it to search the space behind.

Her heart skipped a beat as her fingers brushed against something hard and unyielding. She reached further, the tips of her fingers tracing the outline of a key hidden in the skull's cavity. With a gasp of excitement, she pulled it free, revealing the dusty black obsidian teardrop on its silver chain. "Master," she whispered, her voice echoing softly in the stillness of the crypt, "I found it."

The moment of elation, of discovery, was shattered by the sound of footsteps, heavy and deliberate, echoing through the chamber. Elara's eyes went wide with horror as three massive figures emerged from the gloom, their swords drawn and gleaming in the faint light. Her body went rigid with fear, trapped on the statue's pedestal, her newfound sense of power evaporating in the face of imminent danger.

"Master," she hissed, her voice trembling as she held out the key. "We're not alone."

Michael's eyes snapped to the source of the footsteps, his gaze hardening. Without a word, he moved in front of her, his sword held at the ready in a silent challenge. The three figures emerged from the shadows, their swords glinting in dim light of the crypt. They were Human, but massive, each one more heavily muscled than any man Elara had ever seen. Their eyes were cold and dead, the only signs of life the red embers that burned where their pupils should be.

[image: ]"They are demon possessed," she whispered in a shrill voice filled with terror. She clutched the key to her chest, her body frozen on the statue's pedestal. Michael's movements were a blur of steel and shadow as he engaged the first guard, his blade moving with the grace of a deadly dancer. The demonic guard barely had time to react before the dagger was buried deep in its side, a crimson flower blooming on its leather jerkin.

With a fluidity that defied his Human form, Michael twirled away from the first guard and sliced through the air towards the second. The man's eyes flared with an unearthly light as his sword moved swiftly to blunt Michael’s stroke with a fearful clatter and sparks from the metal on metal contact.   The power of the man’s blocking move pushed Michael to the side, much as he had done against the ghoul.

Michael was forced to disengage to confront the third crypt guard that approached from the opposite direction.  He moved swiftly and knew his move was a wrong one.  He thrust forward with all his strength and the tip of his sword penetrated the ancient metal of the guard’s armor, slid between his ribs, and sliced his liver in half.  The guard staggered, a guttural roar of pain escaping his lips, but Michael didn't hesitate. He stepped back, his eyes already locked onto the final threat, the guard with the swiftest reflexes.

This guard that he’d already crossed swords with was the largest of them all.  With an unnerving snarl, his piggish red eyes took stock of the situation and his eyes fell on Elara, the forbidden key in her hand.  His snarl grew louder, a hungry rumble that seemed to shake the very foundations of the crypt. He lunged towards her, his massive sword arcing down in a blow that would have cleaved her in two if it had connected.

But Michael was too quick. With a snarl of his own, he stepped beside the guard and swung to divert the blade that would have ended his slave’s life.  Fueled by adrenaline already flowing from the first two sword engagement, his blade moved so fast it was a silver blur. The air crackled with the power of their clashing steel, sparks flying as the two men danced a deadly ballet around the pedestal. Elara watched in horror, her heart in her throat, as the guard's sword swung again and again, each blow a promise of pain and death.

The fight was swift, brutal, and beautiful in its efficiency. Though, in the end, the remaining guard was no match for Michael's skill, despite his demonic enhancements. The sound of their swords meeting was a symphony of deadly intent, echoing off the cold stone walls of the crypt. Michael's blade danced around the guard's defenses, seeking the perfect opening.

Elara watched, her eyes wide with terror and awe as the men moved with a deadly grace that seemed almost choreographed. Her heart hammered in her chest, each beat a silent plea for Michael's victory. The guard's eyes burned with a fiery hatred, his teeth bared in a snarl that seemed to split his face in two. His massive sword swung downward, aiming for Michael's neck, but Michael was already moving, his own blade a silver streak in the dim light of the crypt.

The fight was a blur of steel and shadow, a dance of death that seemed to stretch on for an eternity. Her breath caught in her throat as she watched, her knuckles white as she gripped the stone pedestal for support. Then, suddenly, everything stopped. The two men froze, their swords locked together in a silent embrace of mortal combat.

Elara's eyes darted between them, her heart racing, her mind searching for the answer to the silent question that hung in the air. "Why have they stopped?" she whispered to herself. "I saw no mortal blows."

The tension was palpable, silence once again settled over the crypt a stark contrast to the furious clash of steel that had filled it moments before. Michael's muscles were taut, his blade a shimmering arc as it had met the guard's with a final, ringing clang. The guard's eyes widened in surprise, his massive sword slipping from his grasp as he took a staggering step back.

For a moment, Elara could see the truth behind the demon that possessed and enhanced the mortal flesh it occupied, a flicker of something almost Human, a spark of understanding and respect for the warrior who had bested him. Then the light in the guard's eyes dimmed, his body going slack as the demon within him was vanquished. He crumpled to the ground, the crimson embers in his eyes fading to black.

Michael stepped away from the corpse, his blade still held at the ready, his eyes never leaving the shadows for a second. With a flick of his wrist, he sent a spray of blackened blood flying from the steel, each droplet hissing and sizzling as it hit the damp stone floor. He turned to Elara, his eyes flickering over her trembling form, ensuring she was unharmed.

"What happened to you?" he asked, his voice low and calm, a stark contrast to the chaos that had just unfolded.  “You froze like a petrified babe and provided me no aid.  We’ll speak of this later; perhaps, over a harsh training session to remind you that your loyalty and life belong to me.”

Elara nodded shakily, her eyes wide and wild. “Harsh,” was the word she focused on with terror. She clutched the key tightly to her chest, the cold metal a comforting reminder that they were one step closer to their goal. "The key... it's still here," she whispered.

Michael's gaze lingered on her for a moment, his expression a mix of anger, concern, and pride. He reached up and gently tugged the leash, guiding her down from the pedestal. His eyes never left hers, any anger at her inactivity in the grim fight was dispelled with understanding her deep fear.  A feeling of protection and dominance a promise in his eyes.

"We're not out of this yet, pet" he murmured, his voice a soothing rumble that seemed to cut through the heavy silence of the crypt. "The key is safe, but we must move quickly. We don't know who sent these guards, or how many more may be waiting for us."

With the leather leash back in his hand, Michael led Elara to the north wall of the crypt, her bare feet whispering against the cold stone as they moved. The wall was lined with ancient sarcophagi, their lids sealed with dust and the weight of forgotten years. The key felt cold against her skin, a stark reminder of the gravity of their mission.

The wall was unassuming, but Michael's eyes searched for the subtle signs of hidden mechanisms. His gaze fell upon a symbol etched into the stone, a twisted rune.

“That’s it,” Elara said with fervor, “My work with the Lady Lysara has sensitized my ability to sense evil.  That thing is pulsing with dark energy. He took the key from Elara's trembling hand, approached it, his hand hovering over the rune. The key jumped out of his hand to the twisted rune.  "Speak the password," he instructed, his voice echoing in the silent chamber.

Elara took a shuddering breath, her eyes fixed on the rune as she recited the words that had been etched into her mind during their earlier preparations. "Shadow’s Whisper," she murmured, her voice a soft, trembling whisper that seemed to resonate with the very air around them.

Michael watched her, his hand tightening slightly on the leash. The moment stretched out, the air thick with anticipation as the crypt remained still, the only sound the drip of water from the ceiling echoing in the vast chamber. Then, with a grinding sound that seemed to rumble through the very bones of the earth, the wall before them began to shift.

The stone blocks groaned as they slid aside, revealing a hidden passageway that had not seen the light of day in centuries. The purplish glow of the magic torches cast eerie shadows on the walls, the flames flickering and dancing in a disturbing pattern that seemed almost alive. Elara stepped closer to Michael, her naked body trembling with a mix of fear and excitement, her eyes wide with wonder at the ancient magic that had just been unlocked before them.

The tunnel was narrow, forcing them to walk single file, and the air was stale, heavy with the scent of dust and decay. As they moved deeper into the earth, the walls closed in around them, the weight of the crypt above pressing down on their shoulders like a physical force. The leather leash grew taut as Michael led the way, his hand wrapped firmly around the hilt of his sword.


Chapter 4: Lady Lysara's Castle Darkspire

The rumbling of stone behind them told of the hidden entrance doors closing behind them.

The doors continued to close, sealing their path as if the very earth itself was swallowing them into the abyss. The magic was ancient and powerful, a testament to the Forgotten Kingdom's once-mighty reign. It was a reminder of the forces they were up against, and the price they might have to pay for vengeance.

“Master, the key!  You have it?” Elara whispered in alarm.

The shadows danced around them, the flickering light from the magic torches on the walls of the narrow corridor casting elongated forms that whispered of the horrors that could be lurking ahead in the tunnel.  “No,” was Michael's simple answer as each wondered at the implications of leaving the key behind.

Michael’s presence had been the only thing calming Elara’s mind since the vicious fight in the crypt.  Fear from what could  be a deadly mistake broke that calm.

Michael took a deep breath and strode forward, they were committed and had to move on.  Elara couldn't help but feel the weight of their shared destiny. Michael's confidence was a beacon in the dark, a reassurance that together, they could face whatever lay ahead. Yet with each obstacle they overcame, she knew the stakes grew higher, the dangers more dire.

The tunnel abruptly opened into a guard room that was small and cramped, the air stale with the scent of mold and decay. Rusty weapons lined one wall, relics of battles long lost to time. The floor was slick with something unidentifiable, and Elara's stomach turned as she took in the sight. Michael's eyes scanned the space, looking for any signs of recent activity or additional traps.

“Master, danger,” Elara whispered.

As they moved through the chamber, the hissing grew louder, and the air grew colder. The hairs on the back of Elara's neck stood on end, and she knew they weren't alone. Michael's grip on her leash tightened, his hand coming to rest on the pommel of his sword.

[image: ]"Master," she whispered, her voice shaking, "I can feel it. A demonic presence is here."

The hissing grew louder, and from the shadows emerged a creature that defied the very essence of the natural world. Its skin was a deep, unyielding black, almost absorbing the flickering light from the magic torches. Its eyes were pools of malevolent crimson, slitted like a snake's, and it bared teeth that gleamed with a sharp, unearthly menace.

"You've left the key behind, foolish mortals," it spat, its voice a serpentine whisper that seemed to slither into their very minds. "It was needed to enter, needed to pass beyond me, and needed for your escape.  Your insolence will not go unpunished."

Michael's eyes narrowed as he took in the glistening black skin and the demon's monstrous form, the eight-foot creature loomed over them, its muscles rippling like iron beneath its black, scaly skin. He knew they had no chance of defeating such a creature in a fair fight, not here, not now in the tight confines of the guard room. But he had come prepared to pay a price, one that would secure their passage.

With a smooth, calculated motion, he reached behind him and pushed Elara forward. Her eyes grew wide with shock and fear, but she remained silent, her naked body trembling with the knowledge of what he was asking her to do. He offered her to the demon, his voice steady and cold. "My bitch has three cock-pleasing holes," he said, his tone leaving no room for doubt. "Take your pick. If it's pleasure you seek, then she will give it.  Then, we pass freely beyond you, and you can consider her the key that we were missing."

The demon's eyes lit up with a fiery lust, the crimson orbs seemingly burning brighter as they raked over Elara's exposed body considering the offer. It stepped closer, the stench of sulfur and decay enveloping them as it reached out to caress her cheek with a clawed finger. "Ah, a fine specimen," it purred, the sound making Elara's skin crawl. "But such a bargain must be sealed in flesh by all who seek passage, not just words."

Michael's jaw clenched, his hand tightening around the leash. He knew what the demon was asking of him, and he wasn't thrilled with the idea. But the prize was worth the price and he had given his word to King Quint.  His promise and the implied responsibility to do whatever it took to protect Elara, his slave. With a nod that was almost imperceptible, he bent down before the creature, his eyes never leaving its fiery gaze.

Elara watched with a mix of fear and excitement. Her heart hammered in her chest as she felt the leather leash tug her closer to the demon. The creature's eyes never left hers as Michael leaned in, his lips parting slightly. She knew what was to come next, and she felt a strange thrill at the thought of her Master performing such a debasing act for her sake.  "It'll be our secret, Master," she whispered with a glint of humor in her voice.

The demon's cock grew to monstrous proportions, thick and veined, pulsing with an unholy energy that seemed to fill the chamber. It was a weapon of destruction and pleasure, a symbol of the demon's power and dominance. Michael took a deep breath, his eyes locked with Elara's, and then he leaned in, his mouth closing around the tip of the demon's member.

Elara's heart raced as she watched, the scene before her both terrifying and strangely arousing. Her Master, a man of honor and strength, degrading himself for their cause, for her. She felt a twinge of excitement in her stomach, a thrill that washed over her like a dark wave of pleasure. The demon's eyes rolled back in its head, a sound of pure ecstasy escaping its throat as Michael's skilled mouth enveloped the head of his cock.

With a grin at Elara's horrified face, the demon grasped Michael's skull in an uncompromising grip and fucked his hips forward, nearly unhinging Michael's jaw as his huge member plummeted past Michael's gullet and beyond, far down his throat.  The demon roared in deep satisfaction, a roar that felt like it threatened the very fabric of reality, as his fiery seed filled the Ranger's stomach.  Satisfied for a brief moment, the demon shoved Michael aside, the warrior hitting the floor with a wet thud, vomit spilling from his mouth. The creature's erection didn't waver, its fiery gaze locked onto Elara's trembling form. "Your turn, my dear," it rasped, its clawed hand reaching out to snatch her up.

Michael, gagging and coughing, managed to pull himself to his feet, his eyes blazing with a mix of rage and determination. He knew what was coming next and he'd be damned if he'd let the demon have his way with her.  "No," he spat, wiping his mouth, his voice hoarse from the ordeal.  “You can’t fuck her!”

But before he could react, the demon's hand shot out like a serpent and grabbed Elara around her slender waist. It hoisted her up, her legs kicking wildly in the air. The creature's erect member, slick with Michael's spit, was poised at her tight, unyielding asshole. "Master!" she screamed, her eyes wide with terror.

Michael's hand flew to his sword, but the demon was too fast. With a sickening wet sound, the demon's cock impaled her, stretching her tight sphincter to the limits. Elara's screams of pain filled the chamber as the creature's massive length and flesh too hot for mortals invaded her most private place, her body trembling uncontrollably.

The demon's grin grew wider as it felt her intestines tighten around its girth, her body's involuntary response to the pain and violation. "Scream for me, my little pet," it hissed, its clawed hand wrapping around her neck, cutting off her cries as it began to pump its hips in a rhythmic, brutal motion.

Michael's fury was a living thing, a beast that roared within him as he watched the creature claim Elara. He could feel her pain, her fear, and her humiliation as if they were his own. His hand tightened around the hilt of his sword, the leather of the grip creaking with the tension. His mind raced, searching for a way to free her from this monstrous embrace.

The demon's cock pumped in and out of her with a sickening regularity, the sound of it slapping against her flesh a rhythmic drumbeat of violation. Each hot thrust sent a spike of pain through Elara's body, a white-hot agony that seemed to consume her very soul. Yet, amidst the horror, she felt something else, something that defied all logic. Her body was responding, her muscles contracting around the invading member, a deep, primal need welling up inside her that she didn't dare acknowledge.

With a final, guttural roar, the demon's body went rigid, its eyes bulging with the intensity of its climax. Michael watched in horror as the creature's seed shot into Elara, filling her intestines and rectal sheath to the brim. The heat was unbearable to her, a fiery brand that seemed to burn her from the inside out. And yet, she felt it—a twisted, perverse pleasure, a release so intense it brought tears to her eyes. She screamed, the sound a mix of pain and ecstasy that seemed to shake the very foundations of the crypt.

It was in that moment of pure, carnivorous satisfaction on the demon’s part that Michael saw his opening. He swung his sword in a vicious arc, the blade slicing through the demon's neck with the ease of a hot knife through butter. The creature's head tumbled to the ground, its body collapsing like a rag doll, still twitching with the aftershocks of its orgasm. The leather leash fell slack, the demon's grip on Elara's waist gone.

Elara's body went limp in the demon's lifeless arms, her eyes glazed over with a mix of pain and the strange, dark pleasure that had overtaken her. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her legs quivering from the sheer force of the creature's violation. The demon's seed spurted from her ravaged ass, painting the floor with its foul, black essence.

Michael's eyes were cold as he stepped over the demon's corpse, his blade still dripping with its lifeblood. He caught her as she fell, his strong arms wrapping around her trembling frame. "Elara," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. "I'm here."

Her grin grew wider, a dark, twisted mirror of her earlier fear. "Yes, Master," she whispered weakly, her eyes sparkling with a newfound sense of determination. "Now, Master, we can both be distractions.  After all, we've both proven to be accomplished cocksuckers."

The words wrenched at Michael’s brain, confusing him as to why he submitted to being a demon cocksucker.  Michael freed the leather leash, allowing Elara to stand on her own shaky legs. She bent over, her ass still gaping from the demon's assault, the muscles in her thighs quivering with each shallow breath she took. Despite the pain, she couldn't help but feel a sense of triumph, a warrior's pride in the face of the enemy.

"Indeed," Michael said, his voice low and gruff, "both cocksuckers, but by the Grace of the Gods that follow The Light, not for much longer."

They both staggered out of the guard room, Elara's ass feeling like it was on fire with every step she took. The demon seed that dribbled down her legs, burning her sensitive skin, was a constant reminder of the violation she had just endured, and she felt a strange mix of anger, fear, and a perverse sense of satisfaction at her body's betrayal. Michael's belly burned from the demon's essence, the taste of sulfur and ash lingering on his tongue. Yet, he walked with a stoic resolve, his gaze fixed on the path ahead.

The tunnel was a never-ending serpent, its walls closing in on them as they moved deeper into the earth. The air grew colder, the weight of the crypt behind them and Castle Darkspire above them suffocating presences that seemed to whisper dark secrets into their very souls. The oppressive nature of the Shadowlands was palpable, a living force that sought to crush them with its very essence.

Finally, the endless path spit them out into another guard room, this one larger, grander than the first. The sight that greeted them was not what Elara had hoped for. Instead of the sweet relief of escape, she saw another set of stairs, leading upwards into the heart of the castle, taunting them with the promise of more battles to come.

Under Castle Darkspire

"The way up to the castle, Master," she whispered, her voice barely a tremble. The hope in her eyes was palpable, a silent plea for this to be the end of their trials. But fate had other plans.

[image: ]The door to the next chamber burst open with the force of a gale, sending a frigid wind that seemed to carry the very essence of the Shadowlands with it. Two demons, of differing clans to the one they had just bested, stepped into the flickering light of the torches, their red skin glistening with the same malicious intent.

"What's we got here?" the ugliest of the two boomed, his voice reverberating off the stone walls like a funeral bell. His twin horns, gleaming a deep black that matched the void curved back from his forehead with sharp tips His companion, equally as terrifying, had horns that swept forward, framing a face that looked as if it had been carved from volcanic rock. Both demons were massive, their muscles bulging and twitching with the promise of brutal strength.

Elara felt a chill run down her spine, the demon seed that filled her rear passage feeling like it was thickening, turning to ice. She knew they had to keep moving, to keep fighting, but her body screamed for rest, for relief from the pain of the last encounter. Michael stepped in front of her, his sword at the ready, his body a shield between her and the new threat.

"We're looking for Lady Lysara," Michael growled, his voice a stark contrast to the demons' booming tones and full of false bravado. "And if you know what's good for you, you'll stay out of our way."

The ugliest demon's grin grew wider, showing off rows of pointed teeth that gleamed in the torchlight. "Lady Lysara, eh? You must be the ones she's been waiting for." He turned to his companion. "Looks like the entertainment's arrived early."

Elara felt Michael tense in front of her, his muscles coiling like a spring ready to be released. "The key?" the rock-faced demon said, his voice like grinding stone.

"The key is none of your concern," Michael replied in a harsh tone in a vain attempt to bypass this threat.  "Let us pass in peace."

The rock-faced demon took a step closer, his grin never wavering. "Oh, I don't think so, little Human," he said with a chuckle that made the very air feel thick with malice. "You see, we're not just any guards. We're the welcoming committee for Castle Darkspire, for Lady Lysara herself.  And, without the proper... credentials," he waved his hand suggestively at Elara, "you're not going anywhere."

The second demon stepped forward, his red skin rippling with excitement. "We've heard the rumors," he said, licking his lips with a tongue that was forked like a serpent's. "Lady Lysara wants you both, very badly. But she's a stickler for tradition. And tradition dictates that all who wish to ascend to her throne room must first pay the toll."

Elara's eyes widened with understanding, her hand moving to her throat, feeling the leather leash that had become a symbol of her servitude. "We've paid," she spat, her voice stronger than before. "We've suffered your kin's embrace. What more do you want from us?"

The ugliest demon leaned in, his nose twitching as he took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of the demon's seed on Elara's trembling form. The demon’s head turned and he sniffed again.  His expression shifted from amusement to something more primal, his eyes narrowing. "It seems that you speak the truth," he grunted, his voice thick with lust. "You each bear the scent of demon seed from a guardian.  But tradition is tradition. You must pay the full toll."

The rock-faced demon stepped up, his eyes gleaming with a hunger that matched his companion's. "Very well," he said, his voice a low rumble. "You may pass, but only after you've proven your worth." He gestured to Elara, his hand moving down to caress her bruised cheek. "A mouth, a womb, and an ass offered for our choice to use."

Elara's eyes narrowed in determination, her body still quivering from the last assault. She knew what she had to do. With a flick of her wrist, she unbuckled the leather leash that had bound her to Michael, letting it drop to the ground with a clatter. "Do it," she spat, her voice filled with a fiery defiance. "Take what you want and get it over with."

The ugliest demon stepped forward, his red, forked tongue darting out to taste the air. He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her to the edge of the grand stone table that dominated the center of the chamber. The backs of her knees hit the cold, dusty surface with a thud, and she braced herself for the inevitable. The demon's cock, a twisted, malformed thing, jerked in his grasp, eager to claim its prize. He lined it up with her mouth, the tip brushing against her lips.

With a roar, he shoved it in, the head of his member piercing the delicate barrier of her mouth, tearing into her throat. Elara gagged, her eyes watering, as he held her down with one hand, the other wrapped in her hair. The demon's hips thrust forward, and he began to fuck her face with a fervor that seemed to echo the very pulsations of hell. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her throat muscles contracting around his cock as she struggled to breathe, to survive.

Her body was a battleground, the demon’s cock invaded her most private spaces with a brutal disregard for her Humanity. The rock-faced demon stepped up behind her, his thick, veiny cock pressing against her bruised and stretched asshole. With a grunt of pleasure, he rammed himself inside her, filling her to the brim. The pain was unbearable, the sense of violation complete as he claimed her in the most primal of ways.

The two demons set a rhythm, their hips moving in time to some ancient, unholy beat. Michael watched, his own cock hardening in his pants despite the horror of the scene unfolding before him. He knew that he could not intervene, that this was the price they had agreed upon. Yet, the sight of Elara, his beautiful, fierce Elara, being used so roughly by these beasts, one in her mouth and one fucking into her cunt, stirred something within him that he didn't fully understand.

Distracted by the violent rape taking place with his slave, Michael lost track of what was behind him.  A muscular green-skinned arm flashed out of the sleeping area beside the guard room and grabbed the neck of Michael's leather armor.  With a shriek of surprise, Michael flew backward into that dingy, malodorous room to land with a thump on the foul mattress of the sleeping cot.

The arm's owner, a hunched over creature with warts the size of grapes covering her skin, stepped into the light, a malicious grin spreading over her tusked face. The creature looked like something born from the very depths of a feverish nightmare, with eyes that glinted like emeralds in the flickering torchlight. "You're the entertainment we've been waiting for," the creature hissed, her voice like the rustle of dry leaves on a windless day.

Elara, still impaled by the rock-faced demon's cock, watched in horror as the creature approached her Master in that small room, her mouth too full to scream. The demon in her throat pulled out with a wet pop, leaving her gasping for air, strings of saliva and spit connecting her to the creature's member.

The green-skinned demon straddled Michael's face, her thighs thick and powerful. "Taste me," she demanded, her voice a guttural growl. Michael could feel her hot, slimy folds against his cheeks, her swollen clit pressing against his nose. The smell was overpowering, a mix of rotting meat and sulfur that made his stomach churn.

Elara watched, her own body still reeling from the demonic assault. She knew that she had to act, that she had to save Michael from the same fate she had just endured. Yet, her legs were jelly, and her mind was a swirling maelstrom of fear and anger. She gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles white with effort, willing herself to move, to fight.

But it was too late. The rock-faced demon had already withdrawn from her ravaged ass, leaving her open and exposed. He stepped back, his cock glistening with a mix of her blood and the demon's seed, his grin one of pure, malevolent triumph. The ugliest demon took his place, the two demons eager to switch and sample her other hole as well.

Elara fought to focus her mind.  It was helpless.  The vicious onslaught kept her magic slippery, hard to grasp while being raped.

The female demon's hand reached down to stroke Michael's face, her claws grazing his cheek. "Good boy," she crooned, her voice a sickly sweet caress. "Now, show me what you're made of."

Michael's tongue darted out, tentative at first, but the iron grip on his testicles was unyielding. He knew better than to refuse. With a grimace, he began to lick, the taste of her alien sex overwhelming his senses. Her folds were thick and slick with some kind of viscous fluid that coated his mouth, leaving a metallic tang on his tongue. He tried to focus on the task at hand, pushing aside the revulsion and the burning in his throat.

Elara's eyes never left his, filled with a mix of terror and something else—determination. He knew she was fighting to keep her mind clear, to stay alert for any opportunity to escape. Her body was their plaything, but her spirit remained unbroken.

The rock-faced demon and his twisted companion pulled out of her with a wet, sloppy sound that made Michael's stomach turn. Even in his submissive position, he knew what they were doing to his slave in the next room.  They had taken their pleasure, leaving her a trembling, sobbing mess on the stone table. But they weren't done yet. They turned to face Michael, their eyes gleaming with the promise of more pain. "You've tasted our seed," the ugliest demon said with a sneer. "Now, it's time for you to feel it in your own hole."

They strode towards him, their cocks still hard and twitching with hunger. The green-skinned demoness, her grinning face now a mask of rage, was tossed aside like a ragdoll. Her body hit the floor with a sickening crunch, and Elara felt a moment of relief before the horror of their situation crashed down on her again.

Michael's eyes were wide with shock as the demons' hands closed around his wrists, their clawed digits digging into his skin. They yanked him to his feet, their strength overwhelming his own. With a swift, violent motion, they tore his armor and clothing from his body, shredding it into pieces, leaving him as naked and vulnerable as Elara had been mere moments ago.

The rock-faced demon took the lead, his crimson member bobbing with excitement. He grabbed Michael's face, forcing it down to meet his own, his tongue slithering into the Human's mouth in a wet, sloppy kiss that tasted of ash and decay. Michael gagged, but the demon didn't relent, his thick arms wrapping around Michael's torso, holding him in an iron embrace.

The ugliest demon chuckled, his grin a twisted mockery of mirth. He stepped closer, his cock a monstrous, purple-veined weapon that pointed accusingly at Michael's exposed ass. "I'm going to love this," he rumbled, his voice a deep bass that seemed to shake the very air.

Elara watched, tears streaming down her cheeks, as the rock-faced demon bent Michael over the same table she'd just been violated on. She could see the muscles in his back tense, the cords standing out like ropes as he tried to resist the inevitable. But he was no match for the demons' brute strength. They held him in place, one at his head, the other at his waist, as the rock-faced demon lined up his cock with Michael's tight, unprepared hole.

"Master," she whimpered, her voice tormented, a mere shadow of its former strength. The word seemed to hang in the air, a desperate plea that echoed through the cold, stone chamber.

The sight of Michael's naked form, bent over the same table where she'd just been so brutally claimed, filled Elara with a sense of despair that was as deep as the abyssal pits of the Shadowlands. The demons had torn away his armor and clothes with the same carelessness with which they'd shredded her dignity, leaving him exposed and vulnerable.

Her eyes, swollen from tears and the harsh treatment of the demons, watched in horror as Michael's body was used in the same degrading manner as hers. His once proud stance was now a crumpled mess, his face buried in the cold stone, his body rocking with each sickening thrust from the rock-faced demon's cock. The ugliest demon had taken his place at Michael's mouth, his own member well remembered for when it took her in the her throat. The sound of their muffled grunts and wet smacks filled the chamber, a symphony of pain and violation that seemed to resonate with the very stones themselves.

Master," Elara called again weakly, the word barely leaving her bruised and swollen lips. But her voice was not one of defeat; it was a battle cry, a declaration of war against the monsters that had invaded their lives. Her hand, trembling with rage, reached for the leather strap that once bound her to Michael, now discarded on the floor like a forgotten toy. With a surge of strength born from the depths of despair, she pulled herself to her feet, her knees scraping against the rough stone.

The green-skinned demon, a twisted mockery of the creature that had just been so violently dismissed, began to stir in the sleeping chamber, her body a testament to the horrors they had endured. She gasped for breath, her chest rising and falling with the effort. The sound of her pain was a symphony of agony, a stark reminder that no one was going anywhere without a fight.

Elara's eyes never left the demoness as she moved, her body a canvas of bruises and welts. Elara grabbed the leather strap of a whip even as the demoness pulled out a set of daggers that had been hidden in her rotting, stinking clothing.  Elara cracked the whip through the air with a sound that seemed to echo through the very fabric of the Shadowlands, the snap of leather cutting through the grunts and slaps of the demons' depravity.

The rock-faced demon didn't flinch, his rhythm unbroken, but the ugliest demon pulled out of Michael's mouth with a roar of outrage. "How dare you!" he bellowed, his fists clenching and unclenching as he stepped away from the table, his cock bobbing in the air.

The green-skinned demoness took the anger of the two demons as her chance.  With a snarl, she fell forward and swiped each dagger through a demon's thigh, the black venom leaving a smoking trail in its wake. The demons screamed, their skin blistering and melting where the poison touched. They stumbled back, eyes wide with pain and surprise. The demons were dead already but their bodies briefly fought on.  They fell to the floor with twin thuds followed by the death and thump of the demoness beside her brothers.

Mage Slave Elara finally found her magic and she gripped both daggers in invisible curls of air and flung them back to the green-skinned demoness.  With a howl at tasting the venomous poison on her weapons, she sunk down in death.

Elara had moved swiftly, her eyes never leaving the scene as she searched the chamber for anything that could help them. There were no scraps of clothing larger than the palm of her hand.  The smell of burning flesh filled the air as the demons' wounds smoked and spat. A rusty collar had been discarded against the corner, in a pile of rotted, stinking trash.  With a wry grin, Elara handed over the collar to Michael.  To her, it was a change of leadership in their quest against Lady Lysara.  Michael took it with trembling hands, his eyes meeting hers in a silent understanding. He knew what this meant. They had to blend in, to survive.  Now, she would lead, he would follow as the distraction.

He placed the cold iron band around his neck, his heart racing as he felt the weight of the decision settle on his shoulders. "Is this collar magic?" he asked, his voice laced with dread.

Elara nodded her head solemnly, her eyes gleaming with a mix of mischief and determination. "Yes, you can’t make a magic collar latch on your own neck," she said, her voice a seductive purr.  “Magic collars require a Master or Mistress push the ends together to make it latch shut." She stepped closer to him, her hand tracing the line of his jaw before she reached up to touch the collar to keep Michael from attempting to latch it shut. "That type enchantment is designed to prevent fools from accidentally binding themselves. But fear not, my dear," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear, "you're no fool."

With surprising strength, she turned Michael's head to face her, her eyes searching his. The open collar lay heavy on his neck, a stark reminder of their new roles. "Elara," he croaked, his voice strained from the recent abuse. "What are you doing?"

"We need to get deeper into the fortress," she replied, her tone urgent. "And we can't do that if we're not in character.  We both stink of demon seed but Lady Lysara is expecting a female in bondage.  Instead we will fit in as having a male in bondage instead.  The demons expect a Master with the gift of a slave for Lady Lysara to torment.  Instead, a Mistress and slave will confuse them." Her hand caressed the collar, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. "But fear not," she added in a whisper, "the power to free us both lies with you."

Elara pulled the ends of the collar together, it clicked into place with a finality that sent a shiver down his spine. He felt the cold metal bite into his skin, a stark contrast to the warmth of Elara's touch. The weight of it was almost reassuring, a grim reminder of their shared fate. He took a deep breath, steeling himself for the trials ahead.

"Michael the Ranger," Elara said, her voice now filled with a newfound authority, "you are now my slave." Her words hung in the air, thick with the scent of demon blood and the acrid tang of fear. Michael's stomach roiled with a mix of nausea and dread, but he knew that there was no turning back. They were in this together, bound by fate and the promise of vengeance.

Suddenly, the silence was broken by the loud click of a magical slave collar releasing.  Elara's hated collar opened and rolled down to her waist.  Both adventurers stared down at the very physical symbol of a radical change in their relationship.  Carefully, Elara picked up the discarded collar and gingerly put it in her pack.  Though hated, it was far too valuable as loot to leave behind.  It also held the promise of binding another to her will.

Her hand reached out, her fingers wrapping around his neck in a very firm grip, and she tugged him closer. "You will do as I say, without question or hesitation," she continued, her eyes flashing with a power that was both terrifying and thrilling. "You will serve me as I see fit, and together, we will bring Lady Lysara to her knees."

Michael swallowed hard, his throat still sore from the demons' assault. "Elara," he began, his voice a hoarse whisper.

"Mistress," she corrected him, her tone sharp. She bent down and picked up the leather leash, her eyes never leaving his. She held it up with a smirk, the metal tip glinting in the torchlight. "You're mine now," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction at regaining her freedom and domination over her former captor and owner.

Michael's stomach lurched in unwilling acceptance.  “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.  Then, she attached the metal snap of the leash onto his collar and tugged to be sure it was set.  The move dug the unyielding metal digging into his neck. The reality of their situation was setting in, and he couldn't help but feel a twisted mix of anger, fear, and arousal. He was at her mercy now, her plaything to command and manipulate.

Elara stepped back, her eyes scanning his body appraisingly. "Good," she said with a nod. "You're learning.  You're more than just a pretty toy.  She concentrated on her demon's sigil, sensed its evil tracings on her breast, and pushed the tattoo toward Michael."

The demon’s sigil didn’t leave Elara’s breast, instead, a perfect copy appeared to flow into place across to Michael’s breast.  Michael felt the power of the demon's sigil pulsing through him, the mark burning fiercely as it formed and left behind a throbbing to remind him of its presence.  It felt like a brand on the tender flesh of his breast. The heavy steel of the collar was cold against his neck, a constant reminder of his new role.

With a grunt of awareness and fear, he whispered, "Now, … as with you before, … I can faintly sense the demons above us in the castle." The words seemed to hang in the air, heavy with the weight of their dire implications. Michael's eyes searched the shadows as if he could see the very essence of the creatures they sought to confront. His voice was tight with the knowledge that their time was running out.

Elara's gaze snapped to meet his, her own expression a mirror of his horror. "And Lady Lysara?" she breathed, her hand tightening on the leather leash.

"I too can feel her anticipation," Slave Michael whispered back. The air in the chamber grew thick with tension, the very walls seeming to pulse with the dark energy of the impending release.

The two of them, bound now by more than just their quest, stood in silent accord, their eyes speaking volumes. They had crossed a line, one that could never be uncrossed. The collar on the Ranger was now a visible indicator of the price they had paid to get this far.

"We must find that grotto," Elara murmured, her eyes flashing with a newfound resolve. She had become Mistress of the man she once looked up to, and the thrill of the power was a heady aphrodisiac. "It won't be easy," she continued, her voice a seductive whisper, "but nothing worth having ever is.  And, Slave Michael, you know the sacrifices ahead?"

Michael nodded, his thoughts racing. “Yes, Mistress,” the collar around his neck forced the submissive answer to her implied command as well as the question.  It was all a stark reminder of his new role, but he couldn't deny the thrill that shot through him from the collar every time she called him her pet. The plan was clear: find the pool of sacrifice and disrupt the ritual before Lady Lysara could harness its dark power. He knew that he had to trust Elara now, to submit to her lead, even if it meant embracing the very perversion that had been forced upon them.

They moved quickly through the corridors under Castle Darkspire, their steps echoing off the cold stone walls. The air grew heavier with each step, the scent of incense and burning flesh growing stronger. They encountered more demon-possessed Humans, but the pair was ready.  At each encounter of Humans, her magic crackled with offensive magic at her fingertips and Michael burst into the encounters with a flurry.  The sight of his dick swinging freely as they fought with sword and magic was a distraction that brought a smirk of irony to Elara's face. She dispatched the demon-possessed Humans with a cold efficiency that sent a shiver down Michael's spine. Each demon they killed brought them one step closer to their goal, but also one step deeper into the heart of the Shadowlands' most depraved location.  One step closer to Lady Lysara potentially sensing their use of magic against her demon guards.

Michael felt the collar at his throat, a strange new feeling. He was no longer the leader, but she led. Yet, there was something undeniably thrilling about following Elara's firm commands, about watching her navigate the fortress with such confidence and power. Her beauty was stark in the flickering torchlight, her eyes gleaming with a mix of determination and hunger.

“Despite the magic in this collar,” he reminded himself.  “I’ve willingly accepted her lead role in this mission.”  Unspoken, was the allure of giving up control to the Mage even though he had no choice in the submission.  He paused for just a second in his forward stride.  “Have I, … by myself, … accepted that she is the dominate leader and I’m the submissive follower?  Me, a seasoned, battle-hardened Ranger?”

Michael kept pondering those questions as they continued moving as stealthily as possible, avoiding the patrols that grew denser as they approached the heart of the castle. Each encounter with the demon-twisted inhabitants was a dance of death and deception. Elara's magic was a silent whisper of destruction, and Michael's sword sang a grim melody of vengeance. Despite the horrors they faced, their bond grew stronger, a beacon of light in the shadowy abyss.

As they turned a corner, the hallway opened up into a large chamber with a staircase leading upwards, two powerful figures blocked their path. Their black skin shimmered with an oily sheen, their eyes burned with the fires of the Shadowlands. These were true demons of the highest order, the very embodiment of the fortress's corruption.

"Your turn, my pet," Elara whispered, her voice a seductive caress in Michael's ear. She shoved him forward with surprising strength, forcing him to his knees before the towering figures. The leash tugged at his neck, a cruel reminder of his newfound servitude. The demons loomed over them, their massive cocks already standing at attention.

The two demons, their eyes glowing with malicious intent, stared down at Michael, who trembled with a mix of fear and anger. "Prepare to put your cock-pleasing holes to work," Mistress Elara murmured, the stern command sent a shiver down his spine.

"I can see the desire in your eyes," one of the demons growled, stepping closer to Elara, his cock pulsing with anticipation. "You wish to serve, don't you?"

Elara's voice was firm despite the fear that threatened to consume her. "No, not me," she insisted, her hand tightening around Michael's leash. "This worm," she spat, pushing Michael's head closer to the demon's crotch, "is the key for my entry. If you wish, the Key will worship those cocks swinging between your legs. But remember," she added, her voice a whisper of menace, "our business is ultimately with Lady Lysara."

The demon's gaze shifted from Elara to Michael, his red eyes narrowing with interest. He reached down, his clawed finger brushing against Michael's bruised and swollen lips, and sniffed. "Yes," he hissed, the sound sending a shiver down Michael's spine, "I can smell it on him. The strong scent of more than one demons’ seed. You've tasted the power of lesser demons, Human. And now, you will taste ours, true demons in service to the Lady."

Elara's hand tightened around the leash, her knuckles white with tension. "Do it," she murmured, her voice barely audible. "But remember our deal. After this, you will show us to the Pool of Sacrifice."

The demon chuckled, a sound that seemed to echo through the very stones of the chamber. "Ah, Human lady, so eager for the taste of power from Lady Lysara," he taunted, stroking Michael's cheek with his other hand. "Very well. But know that you serve us now, not just her."

With a wicked grin, the demon shoved Michael's face closer to his pulsing member, the tip brushing against the Human's trembling lips. Michael's eyes flicked to Elara, who nodded almost imperceptibly, it was his turn, his duty.

Then, Elara's eyes opened in shock as her own mouth was stuffed full of the second demon's thick cock.

Michael felt his throat constrict around the first demon's cock, the taste of sulfur and ash coating his tongue. He fought the urge to gag as the demon's massive member slid in and out of his mouth, his eyes watering with pain and humiliation. Meanwhile, Elara's cheeks were hollowed out as she struggled to accommodate the other demon's monstrous length, her eyes squeezed shut as she choked on the vile taste.

The demons took their pleasure, grunting and snarling in satisfaction. Their seed burned as it filled Michael's mouth, a molten river of despair and corruption that seemed to scald his very soul. He swallowed, the thick fluid sliding down his throat with a sickening warmth, his mind racing with the reality of what he had become.

Elara's eyes widened as the demon withdrew from her mouth, his seed spilling onto her chin and chest. She gagged, trying to spit out the vile taste, but the demon was too quick. A massive hand covered her mouth, muffling her protests and her attempt to vomit out the foul seed.

His other hand reached into her pack and pulled out a slave collar.  “I smelled the residue of a Goblin Collar on your soul, little one,” he whispered in enjoyment at her debasement.  The collar clicked once again around her neck.  “He bent down and whispered, "You are ours now, little whore." His breath hot and rancid, the words sent a chill down her spine.

Her hands flew to her throat as the second demon stepped closer to the pair.  He quickly muttered an incantation in the demon tongue and the collar on Michael accepted the demon as her Master.  Michael shivered visibly as the magic rebounded to his collar and settled over his brain.

Both Michael and Elara had new Masters.

The metal of Elara’s collar chilled during the transition and felt rough against her skin.  She felt herself bound to a new Master.  But, no new commands overlaid her brain.  Her shivering at the touch of the new collar reassured the demon that he had a new slave.  The collar's presence was like a noose, tightening around her sense of self.  She was a demon’s captive and was truly horrified at what nature his following commands might take.

Elara felt the leather leash attach to the collar with a cruel snap, the sound echoing through the chamber like a declaration of war. Her heart raced as she took in the sight of Michael, her previous commands to his collar now a mockery of their earlier pact, as he was now subjected to a new Master. They had become captured, enslaved, by the very creatures they had sought to destroy. The irony was not lost on her, even as she whispered a silent prayer to any deity that would listen.  “My magic is still mine to use,” she told herself.  “He hasn’t bound me with restrictions.  Do they not realize I’m a Mage?”

The two demons, now their masters, towered above them, their expressions a mix of amusement and hunger. "You will serve us well," the first demon rumbled, his voice a thunderclap in the small space. He tugged on Elara's leash, pulling her closer to his massive form. "And if you do," he leaned in, his hot breath foul against her skin, "we might just let you live."

Elara's heart hammered in her chest, her thoughts racing. Blessedly, despite the immense magical power of the collar on her neck, the demons had not asserted specific rules to follow or avoid.  “I can somehow fight back against others here unless they order me to cause no harm,” she told herself.  “Maybe their own arrogance will offer a means of fighting back.” 

But, the demons' power was immense, and she could feel the dark energy emanating from them, a palpable force that threatened to suffocate her very will, to weaken her physical body and magic just by their close proximity. The tattoo on her breast blazed in renewed pain, echoing the power of the demons.  They had to play along, bide their time. She cast a sidelong glance at Michael, who met her gaze with a look that showed the mere presence of his collar had changed him.  He’d lost his steely determination and settled into the submissive reality of being slave to a demon. They had been in this together, she realized and now she had a partner that was no longer as strong mentally as needed.  "I'll do whatever it takes to survive," she told herself knowing that might mean abandoning her now weaker partner.

The demons marched them through the bowels of Castle Darkspire, the path grew steeper downward and the air grew colder as they descended deeper, the scent of ancient rituals and fresh blood grew stronger. The walls were slick with moisture that could have been water or something far more sinister. The stench of the pool grew as they approached until it was almost a living presence, a miasma of corruption that clung to their skin and made their eyes water.

"We go now to the Pool of Sacrifice," one of the nameless demons declared in a rumbling voice. The words seemed to echo through the very stones of the chamber, sending a shiver of dread through Michael's exhausted body. Both he and Elara stumbled behind their captors, each step a silent scream of pain and humiliation.

The corridor grew narrower, the air thick with the stench of rotting flesh and the metallic tang of blood. The walls were slick with an unidentifiable fluid that squelched underfoot, leaving a sticky residue that clung to their bare skin. The leather leashes tugged on the tight slave collars, pulling their throats, a constant reminder of their new status as playthings for the creatures of the Shadowlands.

As they approached the chamber where the Pool of Sacrifice lay, the demons' excitement grew palpable. Their cocks swelled, the veins standing out against the dark, oily skin like rivers of fire. Elara could feel the tension coiling inside her, a mix of revulsion and a strange, dark anticipation. The power of the demons was intoxicating, and she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to wield it herself.

Michael's mind was a tumult of doubt and anger. Every step brought him closer to a fate worse than death, but the thought of failing Elara, his previous Mistress, of letting Lady Lysara win, was unbearable. He had been defiled, stripped of his dignity and turned into a mere toy for the demons' amusement. Yet, as he felt the weight of the collar around his neck, something shifted within him. He wasn't just a victim anymore; he was a weapon. A weapon that could be turned against their captors.

Elara's thoughts mirrored his own. Her eyes remained cast downward, feigning submission, but her mind raced with thoughts of rebellion.  She would not be a mere plaything for these monsters.

The hallway grew narrower, the heat from a furnace to their side seared their skin, and the acrid scent of burning metal filled the air. The two demon-possessed Humans operating the bellows glanced up at them as they passed, their eyes glazed over with mindless obedience. The sight of the High Demon hammering away at a sword, the flames from the furnace casting grotesque shadows upon the wall, sent a shiver of fear down Michael's spine.

"Brother," the demon holding Michael's leash spoke to the High Demon Smith, "do you have branding irons with demon sigils for the black clan?"

The high demon, his muscles rippling with power, paused in his hammering, his eyes glinting with malicious amusement. "Ah, you wish to leave your mark upon these... creatures." He gestured to the two Humans with a dismissive wave, his voice dripping with contempt. "What an excellent idea."

With a grin that revealed his sharpened teeth, the smith pulled a pair of glowing branding irons from the fiery depths of the forge, the runes of the demonic sigils etched into the metal burning with a crimson light. Michael's eyes widened with horror as the demon holding his leash approached the forge, his massive cock bobbing with excitement. The demon's grip tightened, and he felt himself being dragged closer to the pool of bubbling, viscous liquid that was the centerpiece of the chamber.

Elara's heart raced as she watched the smith approach her with the irons, the heat from the metal radiating across the room. The smith's eyes were filled with a hunger that went beyond the mere physical, a hunger for the corruption of their very souls. She knew she had to act, to find some way to turn the situation to their advantage before it was too late.

But as the iron approached her flesh, a strange sensation washed over her. It was not fear, but anger. Michael's eyes met hers, and she saw in them resignation for his fate.  Right then, she determined with a fire that burned within her, "I will save him, somehow, before his soul is lost forever." She feared he was drifting to submission; not one of shared purpose, of a fight against an unspeakable evil. The collar around her neck was a lie, a mere trinket compared to the strength of their wills.

The demon with the iron chuckled, "You think yourselves clever, don't you?" His voice was a grating whisper that sent chills down Elara's spine. But she remained silent, biding her time. The branding irons grew closer, the heat intense enough to make the air around them shimmer. Michael's eyes searched hers for a hint of a plan, but she offered none. The demon's hand paused, the iron hovering just above her skin.  He hissed in amusement, “Foolish Humans, we vowed to let you go to the Pool of Sacrifice and we honor our vow,” he said with deep satisfaction.  “You should have said we would have to let you go as free Humans.  The lucky truth for us is that you go as our livestock, our slaves.”

And then, it came. The searing pain as the hot metal kissed her flesh. She bit her lip to keep from screaming, the brand sizzling into her skin, the stench of burned flesh filling the air. The brand was deep, penetrating her ass cheek, and she knew the pain would linger for days. The demon stepped back, admiring his handiwork with a sadistic smile. "Now," he said, turning to Michael, "it's your turn."

Michael's eyes had watered as he watched the iron come closer to Elara's skin. He could almost feel the heat of it on his own body. But when the demon reached for his own flesh, Michael's instincts took over. He jerked away, his cry of pain turning into a snarl of defiance. The demon's grip tightened on the leash, and Michael felt the collar bite into his neck.

"Yield, Human!" the demon hissed in anger.

At that moment, that juncture in time, his brain betrayed him, allowing the magic collar to fully bend his will into submission.  His body froze and the glowing red branding iron seared its way into his flesh.

"Eiiii," Michael's cry was shrill, almost feminine in his scream of anguish. "No more, Masters! No more!" His legs quivered and he felt a hot stream of urine flow down his legs, a pitiful display of his fear. "Pleaseeee!" The demons' laughter was a symphony of cruel amusement, their eyes glinting with sadistic pleasure.  His cries for mercy brought forth only laughter.

Elara's disgust was palpable as she watched Michael's once-proud form reduced to this. The grease they then slapped on their burns did little to ease the pain, and she felt a flare of anger at their captors. Her own brand would now be a permanent reminder of this day for the remainder of her life.  It was not a mere tattoo that could be transferred.  This branding was another step on the path to either success or failure.  She had to keep her emotions in check, to play the game, to bide their time.

The Pool of Sacrifice

This latest defeat finished, the two demons gagged them and dragged them down the corridor to the nearby chamber that held the Pool of Sacrifice.

As they entered the chamber, it grew wider as they reached the edge of the pool, the cavern's high ceiling lost in darkness above them. The Pool of Sacrifice was indeed a lake of boiling water, its surface a tumult of bubbles and steam. The heat was intense, the scent of sulfur burning their nostrils and making their eyes water. The demons led them to the wide, stone ledge that circled the pool, their eyes gleaming with anticipation of the entertainment to come.

Set into the wide stone ledge were a series of posts, each angled toward the boiling spring and each one spaced just far enough apart for a horizontal torso-thick log to be spiked into the post below.  Human bodies were bent over the horizontal logs with their eyes forced to look down into the boiling water.

"By the Gods," Elara cursed.  "They've already set a long line of prisoners, both male and female, bent over these logs, their shoulders bound in place.  Their backsides are pointing away from the lake, in a perfect position to be raped in some sort of horrid ritual sacrifice."

Michael looked over at the boiling lake as he was dragged closer to the edge, the smell of burning flesh and the sound of muted Human screams of horror at being readied for sacrifice, a brutal reminder of the certain fate of all of them. He could see the line of demons standing eagerly in queue behind their victims, each with a twisted smile, their cocks erect and ready to perpetrate the most heinous of acts on the Human sacrifices.

"The ritual involves perverting pleasure into death," Elara understood suddenly, her unspoken voice filled with a newfound understanding of the depths of depravity they faced. She had seen similar rituals before performed by low-power Witches, but the scale of this one was beyond anything she had ever imagined. The sight of the stone walkway leading into the lake and the glowing portal at the end, half sunken in the boiling lake, figures bound over the horizontal posts for sacrifice, ...  it all painted a picture of a dark ceremony that would bring about an apocalypse of pain and the death of thousands.

Michael's eyes widened in horror as he was dragged toward the last unoccupied log, his mind racing with the implications of what they were about to endure. He was lifted and hung, belly down over the horizontal log.  He had thought the worst was behind them, but this was a new kind of hell. Around them, the high demons grew restless, their hunger for power evident in the way their eyes glowed with anticipation.

Elara felt the rough bonds tighten around her wrists, her body forced into a submissive pose over the cold stone her face looking at the steaming hot surface less than an arm’s distance away. Despite the fear that threatened to consume her, she found a spark of rebellion within. "Lady Lysara," she murmured only to herself, her gagged mouth unable to share her knowledge with Michael.  In a dangerous move, she involuntarily grunted into her gag to get Lady Lysara’s attention.  Her muted er voice strained with pain and rage, "you will not succeed. We will find a way to stop this madness."

In the noise and chaos of the huge cavern, Lady Lysara didn’t note Elara’s dangerous attempt to gain attention.

The High Demons grew even more restless around them, their whispers a cacophony of hunger and excitement. They knew the power that would soon be unleashed was immense, and they could almost taste the victory that awaited them thanks to the reinforcements waiting on the other side of the portal. Yet, amidst the chaos, Elara noticed something strange: a flicker of doubt in Lady Lysara's eyes, a hint of fear at the ritual she intended to complete.

"My Demons," Lady Lysara's voice was a guttural growl, a stark contrast to the elegant blonde form that floated in a flow of silk. "I demand assurance that no believers of the Light have infiltrated this sacred space. I will not have my ritual tainted by their false hope and purity."

"No, Mistress," the lead demon said, "even the chattel due to be sacrificed bear your sigil. There are no believers in The Light among us."

The words echoed in Elara’s mind, confirmation that she had been underestimated.

“No magic users as well.  Mistress, there is no reason to worry,” the demon concluded.

Elara's eyes narrowed as she listened to the exchange. The black-skinned demon's response, while reassuring to Lady Lysara, had planted a seed of doubt in the air. The collar around her neck felt like a lie, a weakness that could be exploited.

Elara’s eyes searched the chamber, calculating the placement and timing of where attackers to stop her plan might arrive.  "Thank the Gods that the demons placed Michael first in line to be fucked to an anal orgasm and then beheaded." she told herself.  Then, she added, "I have to wait until the demon's cock is lodged deep in Michael's rectum and he's nearing orgasm."  At that point, she knew that she had to act quickly with only one small chance for success.  She felt for her magic, surprised to find it vastly boosted in strength.  “This place must have months of spell casting to bring this much power to complete her Portal to the demon lands. Linking to those foul lands just beneath the surface of the lake.”  She nodded her head, "My magic is ready to answer my call.

The High Demon approached Michael, his member thick and purple with excitement. Michael's eyes searched for Elara, finding her looking at him with something akin to hope and a glint of strategy. He knew she was trying to communicate something to him, but his fear-addled mind couldn't quite grasp it. The demon's cock slammed into his ass with a brutal force, and Michael's scream of pain was cut short by the gag in his mouth.  The pain was unbearable, the demon's member so large it felt like it would tear him apart.

"Unnnngh!" Michael's scream was high pitched and desperate, even through the gag in his mouth, the sound was recognizable as a creature in its death throes. Yet, even in that moment, the part of him that had been trained by Elara to seek pleasure in the midst of pain, felt his prostate swell and harden his cock. The demon's thrusts grew more vigorous, the creature's excitement building. Michael's body began to respond despite his horror, his anal muscles pulsing around the invading shaft.

But it was not the pain that brought forth his next scream, but rather the sudden, searing light that pierced the gloom. The demon's thrust faltered as Elara's magic burst forth in a brilliant, blinding beam. The scimitar that had been poised to strike him headless hovered in midair, the demon's body frozen in shock.

Michael's cum blasted out of his cock to fall wasted into the boiling water.  His pleasure without death had interrupted the start of the ritual.

The high demon's eyes widened in shock, and the room stilled as the light from Elara's magic pierced the darkness. The beam streaked down the line of demons, killing one after the other, the magic fueled by the month’s of preparation by Lady Lysara.  The weapons held by the demons dropped from suddenly lifeless hands. Each creature's chest exploded in a burst of black smoke and gore, the purity of her power cleansing the chamber of their vile essence. The line of tortured souls, moments away from the ultimate violation, were now saved by her fiery intervention.

The power of The Light magnified Elara’s power immensely; but, it had a price.

Elara felt the massive flow of magic drain her, her strength waned, and her knees buckled, the strain of the unleashed magic too much for her body. She collapsed beside Michael, their eyes locking in a moment of shared triumph and pain. The demon that had been about to claim Michael staggered back, his eyes rolling back in his head as he fell to the stone floor, his life extinguished by the arcane blast.

The few remaining demons in the chamber looked at each other with a sudden madness in their eyes, their connection in this realm from decades of conjuring and evil spells gone in an instant. With a series of mindless, animalistic howls, they turned on one another, clawing and biting, their once-unified purpose lost in the chaos of Elara's fiery wrath. The cacophony of their screams echoed through the chamber, a macabre symphony of their own damnation.

Elara hung limp in her bondage, her body a testament to the immense power she had just unleashed. Her chest heaved with exhaustion, the leather thong cutting into her wrists as she dangled over the stone walkway. Michael's eyes were wide with shock and relief, his own orgasm forgotten in the face of their newfound hope. He stared at the unconscious Elara, his heart swelling with a mix of pride at her resilience and fear for her safety.

Lady Lysara stood screaming in rage beside the Portal, readying her power for an equally powerful counterattack to the point where Elara had collapsed.  Then, from the portal’s lower end, buried in the pool, a creature of nightmare emerged. The arm came first and it was like a serpent made of living shadow, muscles rippling and coarse hairs bristling like spikes. Its clawed hand, dripping the foul liquid of the pool, snapped forward and closed around Lady Lysara's torso, her silk robe tearing like paper in its grip. Her eyes were wide with terror as she realized the fate she had brought upon herself by failing in the ritual that would have made her a Demon Queen with an army from the other realm at her command. The Demon King's voice boomed through the cavern, echoing off the walls and sending tremors through the very stones beneath their feet. "You failed me, so prepare to serve enslaved at my feet for eternity!"

With a scream that pierced the very soul of the onlookers, Lady Lysara was dragged backward, her nails scratching the stone floor in a desperate attempt to cling to the world she had known. Her once-beautiful features twisted into a mask of pure horror as she was pulled towards the pool's edge. Her body began to submerge as it was tugged toward the Portal.  The water churned and frothed, the light of the Portal's power fading into oblivion with a hiss like a dying ember. The creature's grip tightened, Lady Lysara’s legs kicking futilely as the heat from the water began to blister her skin.  Yet, despite her struggles, the Demon King’s grip and strength brought her into the slowly shrinking Portal.

The once-blazing Portal winked out of existence, Lady Lysara was gone. Only a few shreds of her silk clothing remained, fluttering down to the now-still surface of the water like a mournful farewell. The cavern was plunged into silence, the air thick with the scent of ash and fear. Only a few of the true demons survived as they escaped the chamber, their eyes wide with terror as they realized that their queen had been defeated, her grand plans for domination over the Shadowlands dashed to pieces.  The last of the high demons who failed to exit fell to the ground, their lifeless forms smoldering as their bodies and demon souls were destroyed.

Elara, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her powerful magic, managed to tear her gaze away from the pool. She took in the line of bound figures, the reality of their situation crashing over her like a cold wave. Thirty-three lives had been spared, thirty-three souls that would have been claimed by the demonic ritual. Her eyes narrowed as she took in the sight of the prisoners, the stark contrast between them and the demons' lifeless forms stark. "They were to be sacrificed," she murmured through gritted teeth, her anger at Lady Lysara's treachery fueling her resolve.  “All were tainted, lured by Lady Lysara’s promises of wealth and power.  None were innocent, even myself,” she whispered in realization that most would die anyway.

Michael, weak and mentally reeling from the pain and pleasure of the demon's interrupted assault, watched Elara with a mix of awe and fear. He knew she had saved them all, had turned the tide of fate with a single, powerful act of rebellion. He felt a surge of pride for the woman who had become so much more than just his guide and companion in this hellish realm.  Yet, he felt deep shame for failing in his resolve.  The weight of his collar still bound him as obedient servant to a woman mage.

Elara looked down to where her collar had once again released itself with the death of her demon Master.  A quick glance to Michael resulted in a smirk.  “His collar has once again accepted me as his Mistress with the demon’s death.”  She gathered up the collar with more trepidation than before.  It had twice enslaved her to others; one a Human, the other a High Demon.

Justice and the Aftermath

Then, her eyes filled with a fierce determination that seemed to glow burned off her bounds and, even in the dim light of the chamber, began to move among the trapped figures intended for sacrifice. Those with magic collars on their necks were saved first.  She forced vows of obedience from them and forced each to confess their crimes.  She made a mark on each of their foreheads.  Those marked with an ‘XX’ would be judged by a Magistrate and executed.   Those marked with an ‘X’ would be similarly judged and convicted to lesser punishments.  The remainder, since over half of the prisoners wore no collars, were chained together in a long coffle to be dealt with seperately.

"Why, Mistress?" Michael asked.  "Why are you not freeing these men and women.

"All were complicit in some fashion with the Lady's plans, every single one," was her answer.  "Some were duped as fools like me and deserve only mild punishment.  Others were truly evil and deserve our King's judgement and to be publicly empaled."  Elara looked to Michael, "This is a foul, but necessary thing we do.  They will remain here, perhaps for a few days, until a Magistrate can arrange for a force to lead them back to King Quint’s Kingdom."

Michael, feeling the weight of his new collar, the throbbing tattoo on his breast, and the painful brand on his ass, nodded solemnly in understanding of some of the evil that led up to this confrontation.  He knew he had failed as a leader.  He had been her Master and protector, but in the end, she had been the one to save them all.  He rose to his feet, his own naked body trembling with fear and exhaustion.  He took a deep breath and tried to compose himself.  Michael sighed and whispered, “Yes, Mistress.  You are correct.”

He searched the room for any sign of clothing or treasure that could cover their bodies and aid in their escape from this foul place.  The smell of burned flesh and the acrid stench of demonic magic lingered in the air.  Amongst the discarded weapons and armor of the slain demons, he found a chest filled with Gold and Gems.  He knew that the collared prisoners would not need these riches, their fate now intertwined with King Quint's judgment.  He picked through the pile, selecting a few pieces of fine fabric that had not been scorched beyond recognition and looked for ways to take the most valuable pieces.

With trembling hands, he approached Elara, a bundle of fabric clutched in his fist.  "Mistress, I've found some clothing for you to wear," he offered, his eyes cast down in submission.

Elara took the fabric with a nod, her own hands shaking slightly as she began to cover her nakedness. The warmth of the cloth was a stark contrast to the cold stone beneath them, and she felt a flicker of modesty regained in the aftermath of their victory. "Thank you, Slave Michael," she murmured, her voice softer than he had ever heard it.

They were back in the hallway outside the Pool of Sacrifice.  The still glowing embers of the smithy brought her attention.  Her gaze fell upon the branding irons, still glowing with malevolent heat. The smithy fires nearby were indeed still hot, a beacon of potential in this foul place. She turned to Michael with a wicked smirk playing on her full lips. "I believe it's time for your punishment, my pet.  You failed as a leader, … leading us forth with a plan lacking in real strategy.  In the end, I had to finish your mission, … by myself."

Her words hit him like a sledgehammer, but Michael nodded, his resolve unshaken. "As you wish, Mistress," he murmured, his voice a tremble of anticipation and fear.

Elara led him back to the smithy, the heat from the still-blazing fires sending waves of warmth across his bare skin. The room was a testament to the twisted craft of the demons, the walls lined with racks of glowing, twisted metal instruments designed for one purpose: the infliction of pain. His eyes fell upon the branding irons, the very ones that had seared the sigil of Darkspire onto his and Elara's bodies, now lying cold on the anvil.

"Choose your piercings," she said, her tone a mix of amusement and malice. "Your failure to control your body, to withstand the demon's touch without climax, is a stain on your honor. But your sacrifice was not in vain. The pleasure you felt, however brief, saved us all. Now, it's time for you to truly understand the price of that failure."

Michael's eyes quickly darted away from the racks of sizzling metal instruments. His heart thudded in his chest as he took a step towards the anvil where a table stood with trays of smaller, finer quality items. He selected two small black bars, gleaming with some infused power, their purpose unknown, the, the metal still smoldering with the heat of the demon's forge. They were to be his penance, a reminder of the pain he had endured and the promise of the pain to come.  “Make of these as you will,” Michael whispered as he handed them over.

Elara watched him with a detached air, the fiery light of the smithy casting deep shadows across her face. Her expression was a mix of anger, determination, and a hint of something else. Perhaps it was regret, but Michael wasn't sure. "Lie down," she instructed, pointing to the floor.

He obeyed, his body feeling heavier than it ever had before. The stone floor of the oppressively hot smithy was cold. He felt her touch his shoulder, gently pushing him down, her eyes never leaving his. The smell of burning metal, smoldering coal, and the ever present stench of sulfur was a reminder of the pain generated by the demon smiths.

With a swift motion, Elara picked up the bars of metal, the heat causing her to wince before she shrouded the black metal in a shield. Yet she held them firmly, her grip unyielding. Michael watched as she approached him, the light from the fires playing across her sweat-slicked skin, the muscles of her arm rippling with each step. She knelt beside him, the fabric of her makeshift dress brushing against his leg.

Her eyes searched his face, looking for any sign of fear or regret. What she saw, however, was something else entirely. There was a spark in Michael's gaze, an emerging fiery determination that seemed to grow brighter with every second. He knew what was coming, and yet he accepted it with a stoicism that impressed her.

Elara's hand hovered over the bars, her new found higher level magic crackling around her fingertips. She focused, her mind racing with the possibilities of what she could do. The first bar grew hotter under her gaze, the metal stretching and morphing into a pair of intricate piercings, each one designed to bring a different kind of pain. "You chose these," she said coldly, "now you must endure the consequences."

She finished with the second bar and with a swift motion, she brought them closer to Michael's face, allowing him to see the delicate design she had conjured. It was a set of rings intertwined with a cage.  The larger artifact would hold his cock in an unnatural twisted form with tiny hooks that would dig into his shaft if it became engorged with blood.  The four rings would hold the cage by piercings in the flesh of his scrotum and ballsacks.  With his every step, every movement, he would feel the cage, his trapped cock, and pulls on his scrotum and balls.  Something in the metal seemed to tug at his body’s core, sapping it of strength.  "This," she murmured, "will be your reminder of your place. You will wear this until you have proven yourself to me again."

Michael took a deep breath, bracing himself for the pain he knew was coming. He had chosen these bars for their size, thinking she would use her magic to craft something relatively painless.  But Elara had transformed them into something much more sinister. He nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. "As you wish, Mistress," he said with reluctance, his voice steady despite his racing heart.

With a flick of her wrist, the spiked cage captured his cock and twisted it to fit inside the too small frame of the cage with its sharp barbs.  Then, the rings closed about his flesh, making their own piercings, permanently anchoring the cage to his scrotum and balls.

His eyes squeezed shut, and his body tensed, but he made no sound. The pain was intense, a fire burning through him.   This was a pain he could endure, a pain that brought him closer to Elara, to redeeming himself in her eyes.

When it was done, she stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a twisted smile. "Now, Slave," she said, "you truly belong to me. Every step you take, every breath you breathe, will remind you of your place."

The piercings were a constant throb of pain, a pulse that matched the beat of his heart. Michael felt a strange mix of relief and dread, knowing that his punishment was now a part of him, a constant reminder of his failure and his vow to serve Elara. He lay there, panting, his body shaking with the aftermath of the ordeal.

Elara's eyes gleamed in the flickering light of the smithy, a smirk playing on her lips as she studied him. "Now, my dear insolent slut Michael," she spoke with a cruel lilt to her voice, "we journey back to the smithy's wife, Gertrude, to move my piercings, the cruel ones that you picked for me, to pierce my tender unblemished nipples and septum." Her words were a slap to the face, jolting him out of his pain-induced haze. He knew what she meant, the piercings she had borne so stoically, the symbols of his power and defiance, would now be his to carry as her submissive.

Michael swallowed hard, the fresh piercings already a throbbing reminder of his place. "Mistress," he whimpered, his voice barely above a whisper, "how long will I wear these symbols of my shame? When will they be removed?" His eyes searched hers, looking for any sign of mercy, any hint of understanding for the turmoil he felt.

Elara's expression was cold, her eyes hard as she studied him. "You came up with a foolhardy plan," she began, her voice dripping with disdain, "that used me as your sex slave, that whored me out to gain information that could have been obtained with patience and strategy. You subjected me to the very rape and torture you claim to despise, all for your own ends." She stepped closer, the heat from the smithy fires casting an eerie glow across her body. "You will wear these piercings for as long as I deem necessary. They will serve as a constant reminder of your failure, of the pain you caused me, and of the price of your weakness."

Her words were like a knife in Michael's heart, each one twisting and turning in his chest. He had never intended for Elara to be hurt, but in his quest to save the Shadowlands, he had used her in the most despicable way. The thought of her suffering because of him was almost too much to bear. He lay there, his body a canvas of pain and humiliation, and nodded in understanding.

Elara's laugh was cold and bitter, bouncing off the stone walls of the dungeon. She turned away from him, her form silhouetted by the flickering light of the smithy fires. "Get up," she ordered, her voice sharp as a whip. "We have much to do before we can leave this place."

Michael struggled to his feet, the new piercings pulling and tugging at his sensitive flesh with every movement. His eyes searched hers, looking for some sign of the woman he had come to care for beneath the hardened exterior she now wore. He found none, only the cold, unyielding gaze of a woman who had been pushed to her breaking point.

"You will dress," Elara continued, tossing him a heavy set of clothing.  There was a set of supple black leather leggings, a foul and stinking quilted gambeson for under the armor, and a heavy steel armor breastplate.  All the clothing items had belonged to the Human prisoners that had been stripped naked before being set up for sacrifice. "Hurry, we must leave this place and find our way back to the surface. We have much to report to King Quint, and even more to atone for."

Michael took the armor with trembling hands, his mind reeling from Elara's cruel words. The idea of being slave to a female that had been slave a twisted thing to confront.  Now, he was forced to bear the weight of her punishment and the humiliation of possibly being display, gifted, or sold to others, was a fate he dreaded. Yet, as he dressed, he couldn't help but feel a perverse sense of gratitude that she had chosen this path instead. He knew that he had pushed her beyond her limits, had used her in ways that were unforgivable. As he slid the supple leather pants up his legs and secured the ties of the boiled leather breastplate, he felt the weight of his actions settling upon him like a shroud.  Finding his own sword, dagger, and belt had lifted his spirits.  He added a pack and supplies from the pile.

Elara watched him with a detached gaze, her own emotions a tumultuous storm beneath the surface. She knew she had gone too far with her punishment, knew that it was a line that should never have been crossed. Yet, the rage and betrayal she felt overwhelmed her, pushing her to say the most hurtful things she could think of. The irony of their situation was not lost on her. They had come here to save the Shadowlands, to stop the spread of darkness, and yet here they were, both forever marked by it.

Michael still felt the impact of her cold words and reproach after she saved them all.  Her words continued to echo in his mind, reminding himself of his failure and his much lowered status. He had wanted to be the all powerful King’s Ranger, her protector, her savior, and now he was her plaything, her slave. While the thought of being sold, used by others for their own pleasure, was a foul fate that made him feel sick to his stomach; yet, perversely, he knew that he had brought this upon himself, that his weakness had led them both down this dark path.

Elara watched him, her expression unreadable. Was she truly considering such a fate for him? Or was it just a cruel jest, a way to make him understand the depths of his failure? The silence stretched on, thick and tense, until it was almost unbearable. Finally, she spoke again, her voice softer now, the anger giving way to something else. "Finish here," she repeated, "and gather any other weapons or supplies we can use. We leave this place and go to report our findings."

Michael did as he was told, the magic of the collar guiding him even as his mind raced with the implications of her words. The metal of the armored breastplate felt heavy and wrong, a stark contrast to the lightweight boiled leather garments he was used to as a Ranger. Yet, it was a symbol of his new role, a constant reminder of his submission to Elara and the path they had taken together.

Elara watched him, her eyes still cold and calculating. The mention of high-level Magic healers had been a warning, a stark reminder of the power she now wielded. Her words had been cruel, but there was a part of her that had enjoyed watching him squirm. She knew it was wrong, knew that she had gone too far, but the rage that boiled within her after her unnecessary rapes and torture was a beast that demanded to be fed.

As Michael finished dressing, she turned away, her eyes lingering on the shackles and manacles that adorned the walls of the smithy. Each one a testament to the countless souls who had suffered here, who had been broken and reshaped into something new. Her hand reached out, her fingertips grazing the cold metal. "We leave this foul place, Michael," she murmured, her voice low and dangerous, "but remember, it's only your inward appearance that remains unchanged. Outside, you’ve been forever marked by your own weakness and must prove yourself worthy to regain your honor and of using that cock as you please and when you please."

She shook her head and laughed at the irony,  "A Key," she smirked, "your Bound Cock is the Key to your future freedom."

Their journey back through the dungeons was a blur of pain and humiliation for Michael. Each step sent bolts of agony through his piercings, reminding him of his new role. Plus, both bore heavy loads of treasure.  They encountered few demons, but those they did face were confused and swiftly dispatched by Elara's now-powerful magic. While her spells were darker, more vicious, leaving no room for mercy, they waned in strength the further from the Pool of Sacrifice. Michael knew he had played a part in this transformation, and bothered him greatly that her soul might have been changed, … or damaged.

The Shadow’s Embrace

Finally, after leaving Castle Darkspire by a surface gateway, they reentered the cemetery, the old city, and they walked back into the inn, the Shadow’s Embrace.  The sizzling of roasting meat and the clanging of pots and pans from the kitchen wafted through the air. Elara's stride was purposeful, her hips swaying as if daring the demons to try and stop her. They approached the barkeep, his eyes glazed over, a look of confusion and desire etched on his face.

"We'll be needing a room for the night," she said, her voice assertive rather than the seductive purr that she used during their last visit. Michael felt his cock throb from the sound of her words and the piercing pulled at his scrotum and balls as his cock tried to thicken and move withing the cage. He already knew what she was about to do, and the thought of it filled him with a mix of anger and arousal that was as confusing as it was disturbing.

The barkeep's eyes lit up, his thoughts no doubt racing with the false illusionary memory of Elara's mouth around his cock, the feel of her tongue, the sound of her moans. Michael felt a twinge of jealousy, but it was quickly overridden by the knowledge that it had all been a lie, a manipulation. "Of course," the barkeep stuttered, his eyes still glazed over with lust. "The best room in the house, for you and..." he trailed off, looking at Michael with a hint of confusion.

Elara stepped closer to him, her hips swaying with a predatory grace. She leaned in, whispering in his ear, "I've missed your cock, darling. I've been so naughty, I need to be taught a lesson again." The man's eyes went wide, and he nodded fervently, unable to resist the siren's call.

With a wicked smile, Elara cast the glamour. Michael felt the powerful illusion flow over his body, giving the false feeling of his muscles softening, his skin becoming smooth. He looked down at his new form, the curves of Elara's body now his own. His invisible cock stiffened painfully, the piercings and ornaments on his cock and balls punishing him for his arousal.  The beautiful, bare pubic mound and pussy of a perfect woman was seen instead.  "It's not real, love," Elara's voice purred in Michael's ear, "the glamour is only showing my body in place of yours, ... you have to feel it as if it were real for it to truly work."

The barkeep's gaze was rapt, his lust-filled eyes following every line of Michael's new, illusional feminine body. "Yes, my love," Elara murmured in his ear, "you're going to be such a good little slut for me tonight."

Michael's heart hammered in his chest as he stepped into the office, the door creaking shut behind him. He knew what was expected of him, the price he had to pay for their continued survival and his deeds on the way to defeating Lady Lysara. He dropped to his knees, the leather of his new armor scraping against the cold stone floor. The barkeep looked down at him with a sneer, his hand already at his pants, eager to claim his naked prize, the glamour working perfectly.

The man's cock was thick and veined, a testament to his bestial nature. Michael felt bile rise in his throat as he leaned forward, his mouth opening to accept the intrusion. The barkeep's grip on his hair was painfully tight as he guided Michael's head, forcing him to take the full length. The piercings on his own cock and balls were pulled and the cage stabbed with each movement, a stark reminder of his new role.  Horrified, he felt his cock start to engorge until the pain from the cage ended that arousal.

Elara's words echoed in his mind as he worked, her command to not swallow adding an extra layer of degradation to his already humiliating task. The taste was bitter and foul, but he knew that to refuse would mean failing her, failing their mission. So, he took it, his mouth moving in a rhythm that brought back memories of his own forced submission under the Castle of Darkspire.

The barkeep's grunts grew louder, his breath hot and foul on Michael's face. Michael's eyes watered, his jaw aching, but he didn't dare stop. He had to please Elara, had to prove himself to her. The piercings on his cock and balls were now a constant throbbing pain, a reminder of his submission to his Mistress. He could feel the man's climax building, the pulsing of his shaft a warning of what was to come.

With a final grunt, the barkeep released his grip on Michael's hair, his seed filling Michael's mouth. Michael's stomach churned, but he obeyed Elara's command, about not swallowing. He pulled back, his cheeks bulging with the vile fluid.  He burst from the office, desperately seeking his Mistress.

At the table, he opened his mouth wide, his eyes never leaving hers as she watched with smug satisfaction.  "Swallow!" she commanded.

With a grimace, Michael obeyed, the warm, salty liquid sliding down his throat, leaving a trail of disgust. He felt more than a little humiliated as the barkeep who had followed his run from the office chuckled and continued zipped up in sight of the tavern patrons.  Then, he slapped Michael on the ass as if he were a dog. "Good girl," he sneered, before returning behind the bar.

Elara's smirk grew into a full smile as she watched Michael's performance, a twinkle of satisfaction in her eyes. "You see, my pet," she murmured, her voice low and intimate, "this is what it means to serve me. To serve our cause." She reached out a hand to help him to his feet, her grip firm yet gentle. "Now, let's go upstairs."

The room they had been given was small and dank, the only light coming from a single candle flickering on the nightstand. Michael stumbled to the bed, his body aching from the night's exertions, and collapsed onto the straw mattress. The piercings on his cock and balls seemed to pulse in time with his racing heart, a stark reminder of his new reality.  Sleep came quickly, yet it was an uneasy slumber.

Elara strode out of the room the next morning, her body refreshed and invigorated from Michael's devoted ministrations. She had slept soundly, the bit of dark magic of the nipple and nose rings she now wore leaving her feeling more powerful than ever. Michael followed her, his steps unsteady, his mind a whirlwind of confusion and pain.

As they stepped into the dimly lit hallway, Michael's stomach rumbled loudly. "Mistress," he murmured, his voice hoarse from his earlier exertions, "may I have something to eat?"

Elara's eyes narrowed, and she yanked on the leash attached to his collar. "Later," she snapped. "First, we deal with another part of your punishment. We need to find the smithy's wife, the one who sold you those rings you were so eager to use on my body."


Chapter 5: Retribution

The Streets of Darkspire, the Tavern, and the Smithy

Michael's stomach twisted with both hunger and fear at the thought of following his ex-slave, the woman who brought pain and humiliation. He stumbled after her, his legs still shaky from the previous night's exertions. The piercings on his cock and balls tugged at each other with every step.

When they reached the smithy, Gertrude looked up from her work, her eyes lighting up with a greedy sparkle. "Ah, back so soon?" she purred, her eyes lingering on Michael's naked body, the rings and chains on his prick and balls glinting in the candlelight. “A fine specimen indeed.”  She set down her tiny jewelry hammer, and leered at Elara's silky blouse revealing the pointed tips of her pierced and stretched nipples. "I see the rings are serving their purpose," she said with a knowing smile. "And the gold weights are still with you as well.  It all suits you whether a slave or a mistress."

Elara stepped forward, her voice firm. "I wish for everything to be removed from me and placed upon Slave Michael," she said, her hand tightening around the leash attached to his collar. "He has much to atone for."

Gertrude chuckled, her eyes glinting with malicious amusement. "Ah, so the tables have turned," she said, her gaze lingering on Michael's cowed expression. "Very well, I can accommodate your request."

The two of them followed her behind a thick, velvet curtain that divided the smithy office entry from what looked like a small, private chamber. The air was thick with the scent of incense and the faint metallic tang of blood, a reminder of the dark deals that had been struck here. The chamber was dimly lit by candles flickering in sconces on the walls, casting shadows that danced across the two beds that stood against the far wall.

"Both of you strip off everything and lay down!"

Elara's eyes narrowed as she took in the scene, the anger at Michael's planned use of her as a disposable distraction still fresh in her mind. "As you wish," she said coldly after carefully examining everything, her voice dripping with contempt. His short stint as a cocksucker the night before had not nearly duplicated all the horrors that she had been subjected to.

She began to peel off her clothing, her movements deliberate and sensual, revealing her naked body, still adorned with the piercings Michael had chosen for her. The rings in her nipples and the lightweight hog ring hanging from her septum glinted in the candlelight, a stark contrast to the softness of her skin.

Elara's voice was cold and hard as she addressed the smithy's wife. "Do it," she ordered. "Strap him down, and make it tight. I want him to feel every bit of his punishment."

The woman's smile grew wider, her eyes gleaming with excitement. She rummaged through a nearby chest, pulling out a leather ball gag with a strap attached. Michael's heart raced as he watched her approach, his mouth already watering in anticipation of the intrusion. He knew better than to protest, to do so would only add to his humiliation. With a skill and swiftness that belied her age, she pushed the ball of the gag into his mouth and buckled the gag around his head, the leather biting into his flesh.

"There," she said, patting his cheek almost affectionately, "now, dear boy, you can't bother us with your whiny complaints."

Elara laid back as the woman fussed beside her with her tools laid out on the small wheeled table.  She reached forward gently to examine the piercings on Elara's nipples.  When she touched them, Gertrude felt a strong burning sensation.  Hiding her reaction, and her horror, she shifted her attention to the breast meat below the rings so her fingers wouldn't burn and to distract the woman on the bed from her planned attack.  Before she moved to begin her work, her eyes traced the demon’s tattoo on the side of her breast and the fresh wound of a demon’s brand on her ass.  She reached over around Elara’s torso and popped a cork off a small beaker made of cloudy glass and poured some, using just one hand, onto a cloth.

With a swift move, the woman lunged over Elara's body and held the soaked cloth over her nose and mouth.  Elara gasped automatically, drawing the potion deep into her lungs, it did its job quickly.   Her eyes snapped open in response of the burning fumes and before she could react against the attack, the world spun around her and the potion took hold. She struggled weakly for a moment and collapsed unconscious.

Gertrude cackled, her eyes gleaming with malicious excitement as she leaned down over the unconscious mage. "Dark magic is infused in those nipple rings, in that foul tattoo on your breast, and especially in that demon brand," she muttered, “more than enough to forever corrupt your soul.  This stupid Mage must not have escaped unscathed form the attack against the evil Lady who was at her strongest in the heart of her corrupted regime, Castle Darksphire.  The foolish Mage."

When next Elara became groggily alert there were three new faces above her.  All four, Gertrude, Rachel, Sophia, and Maria, were glaring at her.

"Now," the smithy's wife cackled, "Let's see how far you’ve fallen into becoming an agent of the demons.  There is hope for you if you truly regret your actions."

Elara's eyes grew wide with fear as she felt the piercings on her nipples being gripped firmly. The smithy's wife's smile grew even more sinister as she tugged on them, the pain shooting through her body like a bolt of lightning. "You see," one of the Hedge Witches grouped around her said with satisfaction, her voice a low purr, "since you did kill Lady Lysara and stop her evil doings, we will have mercy on you.  Instead of hastening your death, we give your soul a chance to heal from the damage.”

Another Witch  leaned down.  “After our work here and the magical removal of that breast tattoo and that foul brand on your ass, these rings will contain a potent magic that will restore alertness and health.  Then, to make sure your Magic is only used for good, you’ll wear a cursed collar that will keep you from using your powers except at the direction of your Master or Mistress.”

The first which chuckled and added, “The collar has a deep-seated hatred of demons and has its own captive magic to fight against them taken over the collar.  Now, be an obedient slut because with Witch's Bane in your system, you're as helpless as a kitten."

Elara's mind raced, desperately trying to find a way out of this new predicament. But the Witch’s Bane had taken hold, leaving her magic dormant and her body feeling like it was made of lead. She had never felt so vulnerable, so utterly at the mercy of others. The room spun as the Witches loomed over her, their grins growing wider as they reveled in their victory in both rewarding and punishing a Mage that had fallen to the influence of the foul dark fiend, Lady Lysara.

Her heart pounded in her chest as the four Witches drew close and began chanting in an ancient tongue, their voices weaving together in a harmony that was both mesmerizing and terrifying. It was all a different kind of magic unknown to Elara, and far too complex for her to understand.  A consequence of the positive aspects of the spell now being imbued within the nipple rings was that no body hair would grow from that point downward.

A fifth Witch, Elena with brown hair, still panting from her run to and from the Magistrate, was already preparing the collar that Gertrude spoke of, the dark metal seemingly alive as if it writhed in her grasp. Michael could do nothing but watch, his eyes wide with fear and anger as the woman he had come to care for was being so cruelly humiliated.

"This is a gift from the Magistrate," she exclaimed, holding up the iron collar. "He agrees that even after our efforts, her soul might still be weakened and perverted by a visage of Lady Lysara's remaining evil presence.  Because Sir Michael Arrowsmith broke the ritual to bring real demons among us, he agreed with our decision to purity his Mage.  To be certain there are no lingering essences of demon that could reemerge, the Magistrate wishes to gift him control of the Mage’s magic."

The collar was unlike any Michael had seen before, a deep black that seemed to absorb the very light from the room.  "Is it demon wrought?" he wondered with dread.

The smithy's wife cackled as if she heard the unasked question. "Ah, yes, from the very bowels of the demon realm it comes," she said, holding up the collar with a flourish. "This was once the fate of a thrall, a powerful lesser demon, who dared to defy her High Demon Lord. She was captured and beheaded, and her soul was bound within this iron prison for all eternity.  Hence her intense hatred of demons."

“Kijo’s Collar of Magic Control and Submission,” one of the Witches moaned in apparent lust at having the collar within her grasp.  “This is indeed demon-wrought and while not a true collar of control, it takes away a magic users control of her magic and the demon within will revel at her every act of submission as if she, Kijo, was still in the living world exploiting her thralls.”

“A fitting reward for Sir Michael to use on his demon-influenced Slave Elara,” another whispered.

Michael's eyes grew wider as the Witches approached Elara, the collar in their grasp. He could feel the malevolent power emanating from the metal, the very air around it seeming to quiver with malice, its eagerness to be put to work taking over the will of its victim. The piercings on his own cock and balls felt like a mockery in comparison to what Elara was about to endure.  The demon’s brand on his ass and the tattoo on his breast reflexively fought back against the Witch’s magic on Elara.

"The Magistrate is just," the second Witch cackled, her eyes alight with sadistic glee. "In concert with her piercings, this collar will ensure her magic is not under her direct control and the Goblin nose ring will ensure her voice can’t corrupt or offend anyone’s ears." She leaned down, her face so close to Elara's that Michelle could see the spittle flying from her mouth. "You will never again corrupt our lands with your foul incantations!"

The smithy's wife approached, holding the demonic collar with both hands. It was a twisted piece of blackened iron, inlaid with a pattern of swirling thorns that looked as if they could bite into flesh at any moment. The air around it was thick with dark energy, and Michelle could feel his own energy recoil from it. "Foul Mage, you will belong to Michelle and his descendants for all eternity," she declared, her voice filled with malicious triumph.

As the collar touched Elara's neck, Michael watched in sympathetic horror as her eyes glazed over, the light of consciousness fading from her gaze as the magic began to work. In his horrified state, he failed to notice that the Hedge Witch mispronounced his name.

The piercings in Elara’s nipples and the ring in her clit glowed a sickly green as the curse and collar synchronized, the magic burning into her very soul. Her body arched off the bed, a silent scream of agony etched on her features, her piercings glinting in the flickering candlelight.  Unseen, the brand on her ass burned anew and then faded away just as the breast tattoo fought back before it too yielded and disappeared.

The Witches sagged down, greatly weakened by the purification rites used to cleanse Elara’s body and soul.  They each took a deep, labored breath and felt themselves for any ill effects of employing so much of their Hedge Magic.

Emergence of a Good Girl

Gertrude stepped back, her eyes gleaming with triumph even as her shoulders sagged in near exhaustion.  "Now, let's see if we can't fix up your little friend here," she said, her voice dripping with condescension. Gertrude had somehow sensed Sir Michael’s failings as a hero.  He had felt a flare of anger and fear for Elara, and now felt the same for himself.  His body strained uselessly against the bonds that held him in place.

“He also needs purification and removal of the demon signs on his body,” Gertrude explained to her coven.  The other Witches looked at each other and wondered if they had the energy necessary to continue with the cleansing ritual.

The Witches approached Michael, who was tightly secured to the second bed with his cock and balls weighted down by the restraints Magically shaped by Elara of demon-wrought iron.  They assessed his own Dark Magic piercings with a mixture of fascination and disgust. The first Witch, her hands trembling slightly, took a pair of metal snips and approached his cock and balls. The cold touch of the metal made him flinch, the piercings feeling heavier than ever. With a quick snip, she removed the first ring, the pain searing through him as if the demon’s influence on the ornament screamed in pain at its removal. He gritted his teeth against the gag, not allowing them the satisfaction of hearing his own scream.

The Witch holding the ring in the tool shivered and quickly cast the scraps into a roaring jewelry furnace.  “By the Gods,” that foul thing laid a curse on his soul.”  She shivered and added, “His bitch and those piercings have drained my energy.  I’m ready to fall down.”

Gertrude stepped closer, placing her hand upon his head. Her voice was softer now, a stark contrast to the cruelty that had come before. "Sir Ranger Michael Arrowsmith, your essences are scattered, confused, out of balance," she murmured.  “At the moment, it will take more energy than our Coven holds to return your original state of balance.”   She took a deep breath and looked to her coven for guidance.  "We can help you,” she sighed in resignation that their power was too diminished to continue unaided, “but we need your consent to use the deep pool of energy in your maleness."

Michelle nodded frantically, desperate for any relief from the pain and humiliation. Her eyes searched his, and for a brief moment, he saw a flicker of something other than malice.

Gertrude nodded back and turned to the members of her coven.  “This man has the scent of demon seed on his face, his mouth and belly, and his rectum.”  The other four Witches hissed with disgust at the thought of the Ranger willingly consorting sexually with demons who had used all his male pleasure holes.  “I can also sense that previously he’s willingly consented to being a cocksucker to a man he despised.”  After another round of hisses, Gertrude added, “That’s why I’ve judged that the essences of his soul and body are scattered, confused, and dangerously out of balance.”

The other four Witches nodded and replied with, “Yes,” or “Of course, I can see it,” or “Poor bastard, a sensual woman trapped in a man’s body.”

[image: ]“By the Gods,” another whispered, “does he really understand what will happen to his body and soul after what he consented to?”

Gertrude lowered her head and whispered back, “What else can we do?  We’re exhausted and must proceed.  The energy from his loss will let us completely remove the demons’ influences.”

Michael sensed the Witches were about to do something to him that they were reluctant to do, that seemed to violate some taboo.  He strained mightily against his bonds and grunted into his gag at their whispered words.  He was getting the strong feeling that he shouldn’t have given Gertrude permission to proceed.

The five Witches gathered around him, their combined power thickening the air. They began to chant in unison, the language ancient and unfamiliar. The wounds from removing his piercings grew hot, the flesh burning as the magic rebounded through his body from head to foot and from foot to head. The pain was unbearable as two opposite types of magic fought over his soul.  He bit down hard on the gag, refusing to show weakness.

After long moments, Gertrude and her coven slumped down, only their hands on his body holding themselves upright.  “It’s time,” Gertrude gasped.

As the magic coursing through his body pulsed, he felt a sudden, wrenching agony in his groin. His cock, which had been the symbol of his masculine pride, began to shrink before his very eyes, his balls withdrawing into his body. In their place grew a soft, sensitive sheath, the beginnings of what would soon be a vagina. He could feel the change happening, his body rearranging itself in ways that defied nature. His mind reeled, trying to grasp the reality of what was happening to him.  The pain in his body almost unable to bear as his bones, muscles, and organs began to rearrange.

The agony was too intense, … he screamed for mercy into the gag.

The Witches hissed and stood upright as they accessed the Magic Gertrude drew from Michael and passed to the Coven.  Gertrude, the leader of the coven, leaned down to whisper in his ear, her hot breath sending shivers down his spine. "We had little choice if we hoped to save your life with this cleansing ritual.”  Her hand rubbed soothingly on his cheek.  “Michael, you've been a very bad boy," she murmured,” and then her voice a seductive purr, "but now, … you're going to be a good girl, Michelle."

The chanting grew louder, the words invoking the power absorbed by the Witches, coiling around him like a serpent.  Each syllable chanted in rhythm tightened their grip on the powerful spell. For a moment, Michael felt his mind slipping, his thoughts becoming cloudy as the transformation took hold.  Then, suddenly, his brain spun up to full speed.  She felt her new body and knew that she had to find the strength to live a long full life with slave Elara at her side.

Elara watched with a mix of horror and fascination as the collar was removed from his neck.  Her fate was now sealed.  "I'm the Magic, mute Mage slave to the woman Michelle.  By the Gods, this is bewildering.  I've saved the world and this is my reward.

Gertrude the Witch had a final, dooming comment that convinced Michael that everything he knew was gone.  “Michelle,” she said while caressing down his torso around the upright mounds of her new pristine breasts, “it’s best if you begin to think of yourself as Michelle at all times.   After all, the energy gained when you lost your prick and balls gave the ritual power to reform your body into your ideal of a perfect woman.”  She laughed softly and squeezed the nipple atop the perfectly formed breast.  “You obviously prefer slim blonde’s with big, soft breasts and a rapid rise to arousal from touches to her erogenous zones.  Enjoy your recreation as a young, very desirable, and sexually excitable virgin.”

The Ranger and warrior gasped and then relaxed, it was somehow fitting.  Later, she felt a strange sense of empowerment as she dressed in Elara's clothes. The soft fabric of her silk blouse caressed her new sensitive skin, and she was surprised to find herself enjoying the sensation. She had never felt so, … vulnerable, yet oddly free.

As she moved to the mirror, she took in her reflection with a mix of shock and awe. The piercings that had once marked his body had been replaced with a smooth, almost ethereal beauty. His muscular frame had softened, and his cock had been replaced with a delicate slit, surrounded by a neat triangle of blonde fur. She reached up, feeling the weight of her breasts in the palms of his hands. She saw in the mirror that the piercings that once adorned his cock and balls were a distant memory.  The tattoo on his previously male breast that had shown he was a minion of Lady Lysara was gone along with the demon brand burned deep in the flesh of his ass.  Her fingers traced the soft, flawless flesh of her white generously-sized breast.  Her nipples popped out from her touch.  She signed in both elation and resignation.  “At least, the tie to demon’s that I felt while in Castle Darkspire has broken with the removal of my piercings and markings.”

Even after she dressed, the silk fabric whispered against his new flesh. Her nipples on her braless breasts erect from the silken caresses.  The sensation sent a thrill through her, and she couldn't help but touch herself again, feeling the unfamiliar curves and folds. The light from the candles played across her bare skin, casting shadows that danced along his new body. She felt a strange sense of liberation, a freedom that was both exhilarating and terrifying.  She realized a portion of her brain would always be male but the reality was she needed to think, act, and move as a female.

Michelle turned to Elara, who was conscious but still tied to the bed, her naked form a stark reminder of the power she now held over Elara. A leather thong dangled from her new septum piercing, a collar too ornate in black-light-absorbing-metal that was clearly of magical origins wrapped around her neck. Elara could never be mistaken for a free person.  Michelle gripped the nose ring, pulling her face closer to hers, her eyes fluttering open.

"Come, my dear," she murmured, her voice a mix of mockery and affection. "We have a long night ahead of us, and much to prepare for tomorrow." She tugged on the thong, a grin spreading across her now soft, plump lips as Elara winced in pain. "But first," she said, his voice dropping to a whisper, "we must address your behavior.  I well remember how I was treated after the events in that evil castle.  So, you will pay for forcing me to be the whore to that innkeeper, to wear your illusion of a female and suck his cock."

Elara's eyes flashed with anger, but she remained silent, knowing better than to argue without a voice. The nipple rings had taken away her voice.  She needed Michael’s permission to be able to train herself to release her strongest magic without her voice. But it had not taken away her spirit. She watched as Michelle picked up her discarded clothes, her body now softer, fuller, and more feminine than she ever could have imagined. It was a stark contrast to the lean and powerful warrior she had once known.

The leather thong attached to her tender nose ring left her no choice but to follow as Michelle used it to lead her out of the smithy and back into the grim streets of the Shadowlands. The journey back to the inn was a blur, her thoughts racing with the implications of her new reality. The throbbing from the magic-infused piercings was nothing compared to the searing pain of her pride. But she knew that she had no choice but to submit, for now.

The Shadow’s Embrace

As they entered the dimly lit tavern, the barkeep's eyes grew wide with shock and then greed at the sight of Elara, now a mute, powerless shell of her former self. Michelle smirked at her newfound control over her, her eyes gleaming with the power of their reversed roles.

"Barkeep," Michelle purred, her voice a seductive purr that drew the man's attention. "I have a proposition for you regarding your favorite cocksucker." The words rolled off her tongue, filled with a newfound confidence that made Elara's stomach churn. The man's eyes darted to Elara and then back to Michelle, his gaze hungry.

"What's the deal?" the barkeep asked, his tone eager.

Michelle leaned closer, her newfound feminine charm on full display. "I need a bit of time to take care of some business with the Magistrate," she said, her voice a sweet purr. "And I was thinking, why not let you enjoy her... talents, in my stead? In return, you'll keep her out of trouble and split the evening’s earnings with me."

The barkeep's jaw dropped, his eyes darting between Michelle's new curvy figure and Elara's bound form. "What's the catch?" he asked, his voice thick with disbelief.

With a sinister smile, Michelle drew her Ranger knife from a hidden pocket in her dress. The blade glinted in the dim light, a stark contrast to the soft silk that clung to her new curves. She leaned in close to the barkeep, the tip of the knife nestled gently under the man's chin. "The catch," she growled, her voice deep and commanding, "Sir Barkeep, is that I'm off the menu. And if you try anything with me, or let anyone else lay a hand on me, the coven of Witches will hear about it. And trust me, you won't like what they do to protect their investment."

"Mistress, I'm sorry," he babbled, "I admit, I'm used to taking advantage of many a naive and clueless dainty little slice of heaven.  I’ve earned substantial coin off them being forced to sell their charms.  I’ll behave."

His face froze in fear at what he just revealed.  "Apparently a gift from the coven,"Michelle purred in satisfaction at realizing that thieves, conmen, and evil doers can't lie to her.  "So, Barkeep, the deal is now 75% for me, 25% for you unless you wish me to expand my business with the Magistrate and discuss kidnapping and illegal slavery.

The barkeep's eyes bulged, his fear of the Magistrate's justice palpable as he swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing against the knife. "N-no, Mistress," he stuttered, his eyes flicking from Michelle to Elara and back again. "I understand. Not to touch you. The coin... the coin will be split as you say."

With a nod, Michelle released the man, the knife slipping back into its sheath with a satisfying click. She turned to Elara, his expression unreadable behind the mask of her feminine beauty. "Remember your place," she said, her voice still a purr but with a hard edge of steel beneath it. "You belong to me. And if you're a good girl, I might just grant you some relief from the punishments you deserve."

Elara’s knees weakened and she almost fell at being described as, “A Good Girl,” by her new Master.

The barkeep, eager to please his new patron, yanked Elara to her feet. She stumbled, her legs unsteady after her wrists being bound for so long, and he took the opportunity to run a greedy hand over her naked breasts. She glared at him, the anger in her eyes speaking volumes despite the collar that silenced her. Michelle watched, his emotions a tumultuous storm of arousal, anger, and possession.

"Take good care of my pet," Michelle said, stroking Elara's head, a thin line of silver hair already showing at the roots. "Keep her in line. She can be quite the handful.  I'll be back for her in the morning," Michelle added, her voice a dangerous caress. "Make sure she's... well-used and well-behaved."

"Who's ready to dip their stinking lizards in some fine first-class cunt?" the barkeep yelled to the tavern, his leer directed at Elara. “Her twat might be bald, but I guarantee that her cunt is tight.”  Michelle felt a twinge of jealousy at the thought of anyone else touching her; but she knew this was a necessary part of Elara’s punishment to balance out the ill deeds she forced upon her as Michael.  She signaled for an ale, her hand shaking slightly with the effort of maintaining her composure.

The barmaid and the patrons looked at the newcomer with interest.  They all judged that Michelle was as tasty a morsel as any bitch previously offered to the room, … for a fee, of course.

The waitress, a plump blonde with a knowing smile, approached cautiously. "Mistress," she whispered, her voice barely carrying over the tavern's din, "be careful with the barkeep. He's been known to... illegally acquire new 'employees' for his own purposes." Her eyes darted to Elara, who was now the center of unwanted attention. Michelle nodded curtly, understanding the unspoken message.

"Very well," Michelle said, her female voice carrying just enough authority to be heard over the raucous laughter. "I'll keep that pleasant offer in mind." She took a deep breath, trying to push aside the swirl of emotions that threatened to overwhelm her. The sight of Elara being used so crudely was a stark reminder of the power she now wielded, and the price she made Elara pay for their survival.

Across the room, the barkeep grinned, his eyes lighting up at the prospect of the coin that the first client had shoved in his hand even as he dropped his pants to the floor.  "Masters," he said to the crowd of men, wiping his hands on his apron. "Business is business. Cash now before you pump your seed into this fresh whore.  This pet will be quite the attraction tonight."

Elara was too busy with a thick cock eagerly pumping into her pussy from behind to glare at Michelle.  The collar around her neck, and the evil spirit dwelling within, was forcing her body to enjoy the rape.  She fought mightily but soon an unwanted orgasm swept over her body.  Panting, she wished with horror that if she could speak, she would scream for more.  Her breasts swung in unison in counterpoint to his energetic thrusts.

Her once-powerful body was now bent helplessly over a sturdy wooden table, her arms rebound behind her back, her legs spread wide and her bare ass in the air. The next man in line was already behind her, stroking his erect member, and smacking it against her tender flesh.  He had just paid for second rights to use her pussy.

The plump blonde waitress returned with a small bottle of a slick substance, her expression a mix of pity and concern. "Here you go," she said quietly to Elara, her voice barely audible over the tavern's cacophony. She tipped the bottle over Elara's rearmost entrance, the cool liquid trickling down her crack and pooling just inside the tight ring of muscle. "Remember to relax, young miss and not tighten up when the next customer uses your ass.  He's a big one, he is."  She paused and added, "It'll get better as the night goes on, ... just be sure to keep your holes well lubricated."

The second patron roared out his completion, painting every bit of Elara’s pussy with his cum.

Michelle felt a twinge of something, regret perhaps, as she watched Elara's body tense in anticipation of the coming violation. But she knew that this was part of her true punishment that might last for months or even years.    She took a deep breath, willing the conflicting emotions to settle as she watched the burly patron approach her, his cock already slick and shiny from the jar left by the waitress.

The third patron’s rough hands grabbed Elara's hips, his grin wide and toothy. With one swift movement, he thrust into her, giving her ass no time at all to adjust, making her body jolt against the table. Her eyes went wide and a faint burst of air from her throat her only verbal protest.  The power of the collar and her piercing prevented any words of protest or pain from forming.  Michelle felt satisfied that Elara could not resist her punishers, was being forced to provide her sexual services, and knowing that her being at the mercy of these men was apt justice.

Michelle took a moment to appreciate the sight of Elara's less lean lush body now writhing in pleasure despite her silent protests. Her firm ass cheeks clenched and relaxed with every thrust, the sound of flesh slapping flesh echoing through the tavern. The musky smell of sex filled the air, mingling with the scent of sweat, ale, and the faint scent of magic from the Witches' potions. It was a heady mix that made Michelle's own arousal grow, her new feminine body reacting to the scene before her in ways she had never experienced before.

The plump waitress watched the scene unfold with a knowing smile, her eyes sparkling with a hint of mischief. She leaned in close to Michelle, her ample bosom pressing against his arm. "Looks like she's enjoying it more than she'd like to admit," she whispered the lie easily, her breath hot and sweet with the scent of mint. "Don't worry, the greedy innkeeper will make sure she's well-used tonight. And for the bargain price being offered, she'll be a busy main attraction all the way to dawn."

With a sly wink, the waitress slipped her hand down Michelle's blouse, her skilled fingers finding her new nipple and giving it a gentle squeeze. The sudden sensation sent a jolt of unexpected pleasure through Michelle, her body responding in ways that both thrilled and confused her. She gasped, her cheeks flushing as the men around the tavern took notice. The waitress leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear. "My room is upstairs," she murmured. "A quiet place where we can get... acquainted, Sir Michael, the King’s Ranger."

Michelle started at the woman knowing her identity and barely kept her hand from pulling out her dagger.  “And who are you?” she asked the woman harshly.

The woman smiled seductively,  “I’m Ciara and we need to talk.  Pay the barkeeper.” 

At a loud slap and a roar of approval, their eyes quickly sought out Elara's helpless form where she was being passed from one eager patron to the next.  The happy client had soundly slapped Elara’s butt as he buttoned up his pants.  “By the Gods!” he roared, “this bitch is tight and responsive.”  He laughed and added, “Maybe the best part is, … no matter what, … she can’t talk back.”  The tavern erupted in laughter and more men lined up, money in hand.

Michelle knew that she had to maintain the façade, to ensure their plan remained intact and he now had to explore how this bar worker, Ciara, knew his identity. With trepidation, she approached the barkeep and with great embarrassment and jeers from the cloud, she paid for an hour of the barmaid's time.  She climbed the creaking stairs, aware everyone in the tavern wished they could join in, as a threesome.  The room was small, the bed barely big enough for two, but it was clean and well-maintained. Ciara closed the door behind her, her hand lingering on the knob for a moment before she turned to face Michelle.

"Strip, Sir Ranger" Ciara ordered, her voice firm but not unkind. Michelle obeyed, feeling her heart race as she removed the silk blouse and let it fall to the floor. Her new breasts bounced slightly, and she felt a strange mix of shame and excitement. She had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable. The barmaids's eyes traveled over her body, lingering on the soft mounds of her chest and the curve of her hips.

"You've become a beautiful woman, Sir Ranger," she said, her voice a warm caress that seemed to ease the tension in the room. "Your transformation is quite... captivating." She stepped closer, her hand reaching out to trace the line of her collarbone, her touch sending shivers through her body.  “I’m told that this body is everything that you dream of in a hot bitch, … eager for sex with just touches or caresses to your erogenous zones.”  She pinched Michelle’s nipple and smirked at the instant look of lust that crossed her beautiful face.

"But, we must be careful," she continued, her eyes darkening. "The coven's reach is long, and their wrath swift. For now, we need to keep your true nature hidden.  Until then, you must learn to thrive in this new reality.  But, there may be a way to break this curse, especially the one on your slut’s voice."  Her voice became stern.  "To do that, I must travel with you tomorrow.  The plans are already made, no need to meet with the Magistrate.  With your newfound wealth, you can buy a walled estate near the capital, do your report to the King, and support our research for a cure to this transformation."

Michelle’s first thought was how yet another person knew her identity and her role as King Quint’s agent.  She felt a flicker of hope at beating the curse, but it was quickly doused by the thought of the night ahead.  "Very well," she said, her voice a soft whisper. "But for now, let's... proceed."

The waitress, her eyes gleaming with hunger, stepped closer and reached behind her neck to pull them together in a gentle kiss that seemed perfect to the virginal woman.  Michelle shivered at the thoughts of carnal delights the waitress’ caresses brought forth.

The plump blonde waited, her hands on her hips as she watched Michelle fumble with the laces of her dress. "Love,” she murmured as her lips moved close to Michelle’s, “Ciara is getting inpatient.  Now, let me be the first to show you how a woman is pleasured." Ciara then deftly unlaced herself, exposing her lush softness to the cool air.

Her breasts fell free, and Michelle couldn't help but stare.  Enough masculine attraction to a pretty woman remained that her pussy was gushing with need.

Michelle reached out tentatively, her fingers brushing against Ciara’s velvety skin. The tavern worker took her hand and guided it, showing her the art of feminine touch. She felt a strange kinship with her in that moment, a shared understanding of what it meant to be a woman in this harsh world.

Their kiss grew more urgent, tongues dancing and exploring. The waitress's hand slipped down to cup her new sex, her fingers sliding through the folds of his labia. Michelle gasped into her mouth, her body responding eagerly despite her mind's confusion. The touches were firm but gentle, a stark contrast to the rough treatment Elara was receiving downstairs. She felt her own arousal building, her body betraying the fear and anger she felt for his lover.

"Lie back," Ciara whispered, her breath hot against his neck. Michelle complied, her heart hammering in her chest as she watched Ciara straddle her. The skilled sex worker reached down, her slick fingers parting his folds to reveal her clit, already swollen and sensitive. The first touch sent a shockwave of pleasure through Michelle, her hips arching off the bed involuntarily. She whimpered at the amazing new sensations, her eyes squeezing shut as Ciara began to rub slow circles around her clit.

The pleasure built, her breaths coming in shallow gasps. She could feel the wetness pooling between her legs, a testament to her newfound desires. The waitress's hand grew more insistent, her thumb pressing down on her clit as two of her fingers slid inside her The sensation was overwhelming, and Michelle could do nothing but give in to it, her body writhing under Ciara’s skilled touch.

With a final whine, she shuddered, her first climax as a woman ripping through her. It was a strange mix of agony and ecstasy, leaving her trembling and vulnerable. She had never felt so exposed, so utterly at the mercy of another's touch. The waitress leaned over her, her own breasts swaying with the motion, and captured her mouth in another kiss, swallowing her cries of pleasure.

"So, yes, my love," she purred, her voice a sweet siren's song that seemed to resonate through his very soul. She could feel her power, her control over him growing stronger with every beat of her pulse. "Gentle it is, for now," she added silently, her thoughts echoing through his own. The clear implication that not every coupling between them would focus on Michelle’s pleasure.  She knew full well, and accepted the unspoken pact between them, that Ciara had plans for them, a way to use their new sexual bond to survive in this twisted world.

Ciara straddled her once more, her soft curves pressing into his newfound feminine flesh. Her hands moved to Michelle’s wrists, and he felt the cool touch of soft brushed leather as Ciara buckled the shackles to her wrists.   They clicked into place on the headboard and similar soft leather cuffs secured his ankles by an adjustable chain to the footboard. Her body was now a plaything for Ciara’s whims. she felt a strange mix of fear and excitement, her heart racing at the thought of being completely at Ciara’s mercy.

Ciara’s eyes never left hers as she leaned in, her mouth finding her sensitive nipple. Her teeth grazed it, sending a bolt of pleasure through Michelle’s body that made her arch upwards. She cried out, the sound muffled by her hand as she squeezed the flesh between her teeth. The sensation was exquisite, a delicate dance of pain and pleasure that made her feel alive in ways she never felt before.

Ciara switched to the other nipple, her tongue flicking and teasing the peak before she sucked hard. Michelle's body responded instantly, her hips bucking as if seeking relief. She chuckled, the sound low and throaty, as she reached for the bottle of slick lube she had brought with her. The sound of it being uncorked seemed unnaturally loud in the quiet room, and the scent of mint filled the air as she coated her fingers.

Without warning, she slammed two fingers into Michelle’s wet pussy, the sudden intrusion making her cry out, the pain of her hymen being so abruptly broken a second cry. The leather shackles bit into her wrists as she tried to pull away, her body already overwhelmed by the sensations. The barmaid’s rhythm was merciless, her fingers curling and stroking his most sensitive spot with a practiced ease that left her no quarter. The woman's eyes held hers, the depth of her gaze speaking of the power she had over her.

"Good girl," she praised, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "By the way, my submissive slut that’s so obedient, so eager for your Mistress's touch, you will need to call me, … Mistress Ciara." The words sent a shiver down Michelle's spine and loosed a minor orgasm.

"This is how I started to train Elara," Michelle told himself.  "I forced her to to orgasm at those very words, 'Good Girl,"  The truth was, she knew the sexy and probably perverted waitress was training her new body and her transformed soul. But, she didn't realize her body was already addicted to her touch, her mind willingly riding the waves of pleasure that crashed over her with every thrust of her hand.  For now at least, she was Ciara’s, utterly and completely, a pawn in her game of power and domination.

Ciara stood, her eyes gleaming as she surveyed her handiwork. She slipped into the almost-transparent gown of a tavern sex worker, the fabric clinging to her curves like a second skin. "I'll leave you to bask in the glow of your newfound submission," she whispered, her voice like a dark promise. "But don't get too comfortable. Your night is far from over."

With that, she sailed out of the room, leaving Michelle bound to the bed. She felt the aftershocks of her earth-shattering climax slowly dissipate, her body still pulsing with need. Despite the lack of a slave collar, she felt a strange sense of belonging, of being claimed in the most primal way. It was a feeling that both terrified and excited her.

The tavern below grew even more rowdy as the night wore on, the sounds of men's laughter and the occasional muffled cry from Elara heard through the thick floorboards of Ciara’s room, reminding Michelle of the grim reality of Elara’s situation and the bliss of hers. Even bound and helpless, she found a perverse sense of peace. The waitress had been surprisingly gentle, her touch a stark contrast to the brutal world they were trapped in.

She waited, her body still thrumming with the aftermath of pleasure, waiting with anticipation for the door to open again, for her skillful use of her body to resume.

Downstairs, at long last, a high ranking female Slave Guild messenger entered the tavern, a wicked smile playing on her lips, her eyes gleaming with victory. In her hand, she held a soft velvet bag containing a rare collar of intricate design, the metal black as the heart of the Shadowlands itself. "This, Ciara," she said, holding it up for both the barkeep and Ciara to see, "will make her truly yours. No one will dare touch her without your command."

"How much, Helena," Ciara hissed in satisfaction as she reached out a hand to caress the collar.

The messenger's grin grew wider. "This is rare, very rare.  It is Samael’s Collar, a Collar of Submission and not Control.  You won’t be her instant Mistress, but Samael, a powerful, dominate, and cruel female demon is trapped within.  Her goal is to subvert the wearer into accepting submissive behavior, acting the slut, unable to resist pleasing those close to her.  So, six Gold for the Guild, twelve Gold for me, and a single Gold for your favorite innkeeper.”

Helena, Ciara’s Guild contact and handler added, “I found this while delving deep in Lady Lysara's realm at great risk to myself."

"Done! You bitch!" Ciara, the undercover Guild Agent said with a scowl. Beneath false theatrical glares and curses, each of the three knew the others had greedy, larcenous hearts.  Each had conspired to enslave women, use them for profit, and sell them off at auction when finished with them.  The barkeep, Ciara, and Helena all held Slavers Guild memberships.

Helena, high level Guild Agent and High Lady Helena, leaned forward and hissed angrily, “Ciara, don’t forget for a single instant the debt you owe me for what happened at the prison in Kingsreach because you stupidly got captured.  Valoria, the Slavers Guild Mistress of Slaves will also seek retribution.

Ciara swallowed deeply and grunted in acceptance of the High Lady’s debt of revenge.

The barkeep grunted as if dealt a blow when told by Ciara that he had to payout Elara’s earnings and pay Ciara her own earnings, all held in iron waitress’ lockbox.  His greed was palpable as he counted out the Gold and Silver coins, Ciara’s savings as a free woman whore at the tavern had been held for her future by Charles.  He glared at Ciara, "It better be worth it. This whore is costing you more than she'll ever bring you in return."

Ciara took the collar from the High Lady Helena, her heart racing. "Worth it," she murmured, stroking the velvety surface with a trembling hand. "You'll see." With a triumphant smile, she turned to the stairs, her hips swaying with the promise of power and control.

Michelle heard her footsteps on the creaking wooden stairs, and her heart skipped a beat. The collar Ciara held was a symbol of their future together, a tool to maintain their charade and protect Elara. As the door to the small room swung open, she braced himself for the next phase of their twisted journey.

The waitress strode in, the velvet bag dangling from her fingertips. She placed it on the bedside table with a thud that seemed to echo in the room. "Look what I've brought," she said as she unclipped his wrists, her voice a purr that sent a shiver down his spine.

Michelle watched as Ciara pulled out the collar, the intricate metalwork glinting in the candlelight. It looked nothing like the bestial appearance of the demon-infused collar around Elara’s neck.  It more resembled a woman’s beautiful necklace from a lover.  But, she could feel the differences in the very air around it. Though this one looked nothing like a crude slave collar, it was just as cursed as Kijo’s Collar of Magic Control and Submission.

Ciara gushed, "This is rare and it is Samael’s Collar.  Samael, a powerful, dominate, and cruel female demon is trapped within.  Her goal will be to subvert you, the wearer, into accepting submissive behavior, acting the slut, unable to resist pleasing those close to you.  I won’t be your absolute Mistress, but you will find yourself increasingly following my every command or desire in order to demonstrate your willing submission.”

She approached the bed, her eyes gleaming with a hunger that was both predatory and possessive. She held the collar up to Michelle's neck, the intricacy worked steel cold to the touch. "This is necessary to bond the three of us together." she murmured, her breath a sweet caress against his cheek. "Place this on your neck yourself and we'll leave this place together, the three of us, with the treasures you've amassed. We'll be unstoppable in our quest to restore your manhood and Elara’s voice."

Michelle felt a thrill of excitement at her words, despite the pain and humiliation that had been etched into her soul over the past weeks. The thought of being free of this twisted tavern, of reclaiming her identity, filled her with a fierce determination. She took the collar from her, her trembling hands feeling the weight of the decision.

"But Magic collars won't latch if you do it yourself," she whispered, her eyes searching hers for any hint of deceit or error.

"No," Ciara corrected her gently, her voice a velvet caress that seemed to soothe her racing thoughts. "This collar is special. It doesn't just lock onto your neck. It bonds you tightly to the person who hands it to you. It's a pact of loyalty, of protection." Her hand hovered over his, guiding it to the nape of his neck. "Trust me, my love. This is how we begin our new life together."  Her lies flowed smoothly off her lips.

She stared into her eyes, searching for any sign of deceit. But all she found was a fierce determination that mirrored her own. With a trembling hand, Michelle placed the collar around her neck, feeling the warmth of the metal against her skin. As it clicked into place, a strange energy pulsed through him, a mix of power and a feeling of submission that resonated deep within his soul. Ciara stepped back, a satisfied smile playing on her lips as she took in the sight of him.  The collar’s special power known only to her.  It’s nature was insidious.

"Now," she said with a pleased smirk, "we can explore the pleasure of pain and the pain of pleasure." Her eyes glinted with excitement as she reached behind her, and Michelle felt her heart stop as she caught sight of the black, gnarled surface of the demon-sized cock she revealed. It was massive, a grotesque parody of masculine power that made her feel small and vulnerable in her new, feminine form.

The bar waitress and guild slut slipped the monstrous appendage into a harness that she had brought with her. She drew it up her legs with practiced ease, the leather straps caressing her skin and then tightening as the straps were pulled taut.  As she positioned the stubby end at the entrance to her sex. Michelle watched, his eyes wide with a mix of horror and fascination as the huge short end of the dildo sunk fully into Ciara’s pussy.  Then, Ciara tightened the straps around her waist and hips, adjusting it until it was snug against her body.

"This," Ciara said with a smirk, "is what you're going to service tonight, and every night, until we find a way to break your curse." She stepped closer to the bed, the giant cock jutting out from her body like a weapon of war. Michelle felt her stomach clench with a mix of fear and arousal, her body already responding despite his mind's protests.

The waitress reached down to stroke his cheek, her eyes softening. "But remember," she whispered, "this is for Elara. For both of us. We must endure."  Her lies slipped smoothly past her lips.  Ciara was a loyal Guild member and intended to keep control of her new victims.

Michelle nodded at the lie coming off her lips so sweetly, swallowing hard. She knew the price of their escape was high, and that the waitress could pay dearly if they were caught. The thought of Elara, her fiery spirit now caged by the demon's collar, gave her the strength to push aside her fear aside and submit to this new role. "I understand, Mistress," she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper.

The moment Michelle yielded her body to Ciara’s request to take the huge cock, something tickled the back of her mind.  “Wwwhat?” was her confused thought.  “It felt, … like, … satisfaction at my choice.  How is that?”

The waitress leaned over him, her breasts pressing into his chest as she positioned the head of the monstrous cock at his entrance. "Remember," she said again, her voice a seductive whisper, "this is for Elara. For us. For our future." With that, she began to push, the pressure building as she inched the massive appendage into Michelle’ tight, unprepared body.

Michelle's eyes squeezed shut, her teeth gritted against the pain. The cock stretched her wider than she ever thought possible and stopped abruptly at her recently torn hymen. 

Ciara grinned at breaking in a virgin in every sense of the word.  She pushed forward, the leather of the harness digging into her thighs.  Michelle’s grunt of pain brought more satisfaction to her face.  In her own cunt, she could feel every ridge, every bump of the short end of the grotesque tool, and each inch felt like a battle she reveled in winning.

"Relax," Ciara murmured, her voice a gentle command that seemed to soothe the storm within her. "Breathe through it." Michelle took a deep breath, trying to focus on the sound of her voice rather than the intrusion. Her hand found hers, her grip firm and reassuring. She felt a strange sense of comfort, a reminder that he wasn't alone in this.

With a final push, the dildo was fully seated within her, the leather of the harness creaking with the effort. Michelle's body was a maelstrom of sensations, pain and pleasure swirling together until she could no longer tell one from the other. She whimpered, her eyes squeezed shut tightly.

"Yield!" the waitress demanded in a newly harsh tone, her voice like a whip cracking through the air. "You're my slut, my slave, yield!"

Michelle felt her body respond instinctively to the command, her muscles relaxing around the massive intrusion. She took a shaky breath, her eyes still squeezed shut.   There was a tiny whisper in her head, if was as if she was telling herself, "You're such a Good Girl," without being conscious of telling herself anything.   Again, she thought it weird, a voice caressing her brain in approval, and she felt the cock within her sink even deeper, filling her completely. The pain subsided slightly, replaced by an intense, almost overwhelming pressure that seemed to consume her.

Michelle arched her back, her hips rising to meet Ciara’s, seeking pleasure from her tightly stretched pussy. Ciara chuckled, a low, throaty sound that sent a thrill of fear and excitement through her body. "That's it," she murmured, her hips rocking against his. "Take it all, my little slut.  Respond just like the whores of your dreams."

With a deep breath, Michelle forced her body to relax, the pain of the monstrous cock slowly morphing into a strange, desperate need. Her mind reeled with the knowledge that she was now a creature of lust and obedience, her very existence hinging on the whims of this powerful, enigmatic woman. Yet, with every thrust, she found himself craving more, her body responding in ways that her mind struggled to comprehend.

Ciara set a brutal rhythm, her hips slamming into Michelle’s with the force of a warrior's charge. Each impact sent a jolt of painful pleasure through Michelle’s body, her breasts bouncing energetically with the force of their union. The room was filled with the sounds of their muffled cries and the slap of flesh meeting flesh.

"Yield!" Ciara demanded again, her voice a mix of harsh command and deep satisfaction. "You're my slut, my slave, yield!" The words echoed in Michelle's mind, a siren's call that she couldn't resist. Her body responded on instinct, her hips rising to meet hers, eager to accept the punishment she so readily gave.

Ciara watched Michelle, her eyes gleaming with a twisted pleasure as she drove the demonic cock into Michelle, each move igniting more fire in her own cunt. "You're such a Good Girl," she crooned, her voice a gentle caress that sent a jolt of pure ecstasy through Michelle’s body.  Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she felt a warmth spread through her, a strange mix of pleasure and pain that made her toes curl.

Michelle's eyes rolled back in her head and she relaxed and fell into a deep, exhausted sleep.

Ciara, feeling satiated and satisfied, took a moment to admire the submissive creature before her. She could only imagine that the demon locked in the collar was whispering approval of her submission directly into her conscious and sub-conscious brain.  Ciara’s body was still adorned with the strap-on harness, glistening with sweat and the remnants of their passion. She knew that come morning, the reality of their situation would set in again. The price of freedom was steep, and the Slavers Guild was not known for their generosity.

With a sigh, she unbuckled the harness, the stubby end of the demonic cock sliding from her own wetness with a soft squelch. She pulled it free from Michelle's pussy, watching as Michelle’s body convulsed in the aftermath of their coupling. She smirked at the collar around Michelle’s neck with the knowledge that the collar didn’t instantly make her a slave; though it would work every minute of the day to encourage submission, reinforcing an intense feeling of joy in Michelle each time she let others guide her.  The goal was for Michelle to end up submissive to anyone in her inner circle.  The demon would resist Michelle’s yielding to anyone opposed to the Slavers Guild.  “She doesn’t know it,” Ciara told herself, “but she’ll be my submissive, my slut, … its only a matter of time.”

"Rest now," she murmured, Ciara’s voice soothing despite the harshness of their actions. "In the morning, we leave this place and make our way with our Guild guides and guards. Your obedience will be our shield, and your mouth and cunt will be our bargaining chip."  She paused and added in a catty tone, “Much like you used Elara’s mouth and cunt.”

Her words sent a shiver down Michelle's spine, but she was too drained to protest. The collar felt heavier than ever, the weight of their situation pressing down on her as she drifted off into a fitful sleep filled with twisted dreams of a future she never imagined.

When dawn broke, the tavern was already alive with the sounds of the early risers preparing for the day's grind. The waitress, now known to Michelle as Mistress Ciara, woke her with a firm hand on her shoulder. "Time to rise, my slut," she said with a cruel smile. "We have a long day ahead of us."

Michelle groaned, his body still sore from the night's events. Though crafted thin and artistic, the collar around his neck felt heavier than ever.  She was still trying to figure out what was going on with the faint voice in her head.  She sat up, the unyielding steel of the collar pulling at her neck slightly with his movement. Ciara's eyes gleamed with anticipation as she watched her, her own arousal already building at the thought of the day's tasks.

"You'll need to clean up before we go," she instructed, gesturing to the washbasin in the corner. "Our escorts won't tolerate any odor of the tavern on their precious cargo." The words stung, but she knew she was right. With a resigned sigh, Michelle slid from the bed and made her way to the basin, her new, feminine body moving with a grace she hadn't yet become accustomed to.

As she washed the sweat and residue from her skin, Ciara busied herself gathering their meager belongings. The tavern had been their refuge for the night, but it was clear that their time here had come to an end. The scent of mint and sex lingered in the air, a potent reminder of the bargain they had struck.

Michelle felt the weight of her decision pressing down on her like the collar around her neck. She was a man transformed into a woman, a warrior into a slut, all for the sake of survival and the hope of restoring Elara's voice and freedom. The reality was stark, but the warmth of Ciara's touch and the promise of escape was all she had to cling to.

Return From Darkspire

As the tavern's early light streamed through the grimy windows, Ciara oversaw the Slavers Guild members outside by the stables as they packed the treasures and artifacts rescued from Lady Lysara’s minions and demons. The lockable tack room had contained the treasure trove of hard-earned goods, the spoils of the battles through the Shadowlands and then within Darkspire itself, the fortress held by Lady Lysara.  Acknowledgement of their quest's success had been reduced to cold, hard gold gleaming jewels, moldy books, and other trinkets. The sight of it all being loaded onto the wagon outside was a bitter pill for Michelle to swallow as he overlooked the work from Ciara's room.  Michelle watched powerless to help or deter their efforts.  Her hands were bound behind her back, she wore only a too-thin, nearly transparent gown that barely covered her new pussy and the new demon-wrought collar that was gently, magically, encouraging her to accept increased submissiveness.  Any thoughts of submissiveness tortured her still manly soul.

The guards, fifteen in all, wore the emblem of the Slavers Guild, a snarling wolf's head, on their chests and their eyes gleamed with greed and excitement as they handled the Guild’s new property. The six-horse carriage and the four-mule wagon stood ready in the courtyard, their black lacquered surfaces gleaming ominously in the early morning light. The horses snorted and stamped, eager to be off and leave the stench of the tavern behind.

Michelle felt the leash on her collar give a gentle tug, and she stumbled forward, her legs still wobbly from the night's exertions. She cast a quick glance back at Elara, her eyes flashing with anger and betrayal as she was led by her own leash. Her thin nightdress clung to her sweaty body, revealing the curves that had once been her strength and now were her prison. Michelle's heart clenched with guilt, knowing that she had played a part in her degradation.

The carriage was plush and smelled faintly of leather and wealth, a stark contrast to the squalor of the tavern. The guards threw them inside without ceremony, their rough hands groping and squeezing Michelle's new, sensitive breasts as they did so. She gritted her teeth against the pain, her eyes stinging with unshed tears at the abrupt takeover by the Slavers Guild. She watched as Ciara followed, her hips swinging with confidence, the demonic collar around Michelle’s neck a silent testament to Ciara's new hold on them.

The door slammed shut with a finality that echoed through the carriage, and Michelle felt the lurch as the horses began to pull them away from the tavern. The ride was bumpy, jostling her against the velvet covered walls and making her all too aware of the emptiness within her. The collar grew heavier with each jolt, the pain from the night before a dull throb that reminded her of the price of their escape.

Ciara sat across from Michelle, her eyes hard and calculating. Michelle felt as if during her time in the Shadowlands that her softness, from the short interlude the night before, had been replaced by a steely resolve that was both terrifying and awe-inspiring. She had bought their way out of the tavern, but the personal cost had been steep. The collar around Michelle's neck was a 'gift' from the Slavers Guild that had strings attached.  Ciara hissed at the effrontery of Helena reminding her that the estate she was soon to occupy needed a suite where she could 'entertain' high-level Guildsmen, including the too assertive Helena and even her mother.  Ciara felt much trepidation about having to 'entertain' Helena’s mother.

The carriage jolted along the rough road, the hard thumps sending waves of pain through his body. Michelle watched as Ciara's hand slid down to rest on her thigh, her thumb stroking her skin in a gentle, possessive gesture. The three female passengers in the carriage had one thing in common: turmoil in their thoughts, confusion and terror about the way ahead, deep lustful desires, and terror about what the near future might bring.  They were all trapped by their fates.

"Slave Elara," Ciara spoke, her tone softer than he had ever heard it. "You're going to be fine. I'll take good care of you.  Both of you, … good girls."  Then her chuckle ruined the soft tone of her comments.

Elara, whose eyes had been downcast since their escape from the tavern, lifted her gaze to meet Ciara's. The anger and betrayal in her gaze had been replaced by a look of resignation and defeat. She nodded slightly, her eyes flickering with the barest hint of hope. Michelle felt a twinge of guilt. She had promised to protect her, and instead, both had become the ones needing protection.

"Mistress Ciara," Michelle began, her voice thick with the newfound feminine lilt, "I will do everything in my power to serve you well."

Elara couldn't hold back the snort of derision that bubbled from her throat. "Look at you," she sneered to herself, her voice permanently muffled by the magic of the collar.  "So eager to please your new Mistress. What a pathetic excuse for a man you've become, transferred into a simpering mindless bitch."

Her gaze raked over Michelle's body, now so soft and yielding. The irony of her situation wasn't lost on her. The man who had once wielded the power to save them, now reduced to a silent, obedient slut for Ciara's amusement. The man who had been her master, now Ciara's servant. Michelle met her eyes, her own filled with a mix of pain and determination, silently pleading for understanding.

"Your cock," Elara mouthed the words, unable to voice them thanks to her own collar, "now a tight, wet pussy for Ciara's use." The bitter taste of her own words coated her tongue, but she couldn't help the cruel smile that tugged at the corners of her mouth. The thought of Michelle's pride being crushed by the very thing that had once made her a man was a twisted form of comfort.

The carriage jolted again, and Michelle winced, her body still tender from the previous night's abuse.  As a virgin, both her new feminine pussy and ass were sore from too much use by an over enthusiastic Ciara. She turned to Elara, her eyes pleading for her to understand the depth of her sacrifice. But all she saw was a whipped puppy, eager to please its new mistress.

Elara felt a flicker of anger at Michelle's pathetic state, but she pushed it down. They were in this together, and she had to trust that she had a plan, no matter how degrading her current role might be. She offered her a small nod, a silent promise that she would stand by her, no matter what.

The carriage ride seemed to last forever, the jolts and bumps of the road becoming a torturous rhythm that mirrored the beat of Michelle's racing heart. The anticipation of reaching their destination grew with each passing moment. Ciara had been quiet, lost in thought, her hand still resting on Michelle's thigh.

As the sun climbed higher in the sky, the shadows grew shorter, and the air grew warmer. The carriage lurched to a stop, the suddenness of it jolting Michelle from her brooding thoughts. She looked out the window and saw a figure approaching at a brisk pace. It was a runner from the Slavers Guild, his tunic emblazoned with the same wolf's head as the guards'. The messenger pulled back on his reins, breathless and sweaty, and pulled his horse beside Ciara's female contact, the High Lady Helena.  He handed off a rolled parchment, waited for her answer, and wheeled his horse about and began to canter back the way he came.  Helena leaned over on her horse and had a quick discussion with the two guards riding beside the carriage driver.  Then, she guided her horse back to the carriage door and silently handed off the note to Ciara.

New Guidance from the Slavers Guild

Ciara's eyes scanned the message Helena, her Guild contact, handed her and Michelle watched the play of emotions across her face. "What is it, Mistress?" she asked, her voice tight with anxiety. Ciara's expression grew darker as she read, and she crumpled the paper in her fist.

"Slaves, it seems our plans have changed," she said through gritted teeth. "The guild has decided that part of the fee for the move and arranging the estate is a chance for them to, ... inspect you for a possible position as a Guild agent, … and, … to entertain themselves with you."

Michelle's stomach dropped at the coldness in Ciara's tone. The carriage door was yanked open, and a burly guard with a sneer on his face reached in, grabbing Michelle by the arm and hauled her out into the blistering sun. She stumbled, the leash attached to her collar jerking tight. The guards and Ciara's contact laughed cruelly, watching him struggle.

Ciara's expression was unreadable as she stepped out of the carriage, her hand sliding the parchment into a pocket with a deliberate casualness that did nothing to ease the tension in the air. Helena, still on horseback looked at Michelle with a mix of lust and contempt, the elaborate, decorative-looking collar around her neck glinting in the harsh light.

Ciara's eyes narrowed as she watched the scene unfold, her anger a simmering pot about to boil over at the thought that her Slavers Guild contact, the insufferable Helena, would be given a role over them. But she knew better than to show it. She had been in the Shadowlands long enough to understand that any misstep could mean their end. So she remained silent, her thoughts racing as she tried to piece together what had changed and why.

Michelle was dragged to the center of a makeshift arena, the decorate flourishes of the collar around her neck biting into her flesh. She stumbled, the leash attached to it yanking her forward, and she landed on her knees with a thud. She cried out in fear as her clothing was ripped off and cast aside.

Ciara followed, thrown from the carriage with the same lack of care. Her eyes met Michelle's, and for a brief moment, she saw the fear and anger that mirrored her own.

Elara's nightdress was torn from her body, leaving her naked and vulnerable before the leering men. Her skin, once pale and unblemished, was now marred by the marks of her recent rape and sexual service at the inn.  The guards laughed cruelly as they tossed her to the ground beside Michelle, her eyes blazing with a silent promise of vengeance.

Helena dismounted her horse with a grace that belied her cruel intentions. She sauntered over to them, her eyes raking over their bodies with a hunger that made Michelle's stomach turn. "You're going to perform," she said to Michelle and Elara, her voice cold and hard. "You're going to show us what you're truly worth. If you do well, perhaps we'll consider letting you keep your lives."

The Guild High Lady then turned to Ciara.  “Consider this a small part of what you owe me.”

Ciara's eyes flashed with anger, she should have been in charge, but she remained silent, the crumpled parchment in her jacket sleeve a testament to her frustration. Michelle knew she was biding her time, waiting for the right moment to act. For now, they were all at the mercy of Helena who was playing some game with the Slavers Guild.

Helena sauntered over to the two collared slaves, a smug smile playing across her lips. She grabbed the collar around Elara's neck, jerking her head back. "All three of you will fight," she announced. "To the death, one-on-one against a randomly chosen Guild Guard.  For every dead Guild Member, one of you will be freed.  Three of us killed and you ride freely to your new home in the morning."

Elara's eyes went wide with shock, and she struggled against the grip, but the collar was unyielding. Michelle felt a surge of panic, her heart racing as she took in the scene around him. The guards had formed a ring around them, creating a makeshift arena, their grins revealing rotten teeth and their eyes gleaming with anticipation.

"Mistress Ciara," Michelle whispered, his voice shaking. "What do we do?"

Ciara turned to face him, the smirk on her lips a mask for the turmoil in her eyes. "We do what we must," she said, her voice low and firm. "We survive to punish Helena and whoever gave her this authority over us."

Helena's words describing fights to the death hung in the air like a noose around their necks. She had the power to make or break them, and they knew it. The leers of the guards grew more intense, their eyes glinting with the promise of the depraved spectacle to come. Michelle felt the bile rise in her throat as she looked at Elara, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and determination.

"Fine," Ciara spat, her voice laced with contempt. "But know this," she added, turning to Helena with a sneer, "my loyalty to the Guild does not extend to my own degradation and this will end with you groveling at my feet, begging to wear my collar."

The woman shrugged, a cruel glint in her eyes. "Consider it a... demonstration of your new life's expectations," Helena said, her voice a purr. "I'll add a proviso, ... fight well and honorably, and I might let you live to wear my collar.  Now strip, Ciara."

Ciara's hands trembled as she obeyed, peeling away her clothes to reveal the sculpted form beneath. Her skin was marred with the same marks of use that had adorned Michael the Ranger's body, a testament to surviving many Slavers Guild missions and then from her rough service as a volunteer whore at the inn. The guards jeered, their eyes devouring the sight of her nakedness. Michelle and Elara watched in horror as their Mistress was brought down to their level, forced to kneel in the dirt alongside them.

Helena leaned in, her breath hot on Ciara's ear. "You will learn your place, you twisted bitch, having spent too much time in the Shadowlands," Helena murmured, her voice thick with anticipation. "You're no better than these animals."

With a flick of her wrist, the last of Ciara's clothing was torn from her body, leaving her as naked and exposed as Michelle and Elara. Her eyes narrowed, but she held her tongue, the stakes of their situation all too clear. For the next few hours, she would be no better than the two collared figures beside her.

Helena smirked, her eyes raking over Ciara's bare skin with a predatory gaze. "You'll serve us, … me," she said, her voice dripping with malice. "I’ve changed my mind, … after they beat you three to bloody pulps, you'll serve as our slaves, … true slaves with no status within the Slavers Guild other than as collared meat."

Ciara felt a cold knot form in her stomach as she took in the leering faces of the guards and the sadistic glint in the contact's eyes. She had been so focused on securing their escape and accepting the mission of restoring Elara’s voice that she had not anticipated this twist, this traitor’s action. With a resigned nod, she stepped into the dirt arena, her legs trembling slightly with the weight of her new role.

The smirk on the Helena's face grew wider as she surveyed the trio before her. "Excellent," she purred. "Now, let's see what kind of show you can put on for us." She turned to her guards. "Bring forth the weapons," she ordered. "Let's see how long these bitches last."

The guards complied eagerly, bringing a selection of whips, paddles, and other instruments of pain. Ciara felt the bile rise in her throat as she watched them lay out their tools. She had been in situations like this before, but never with the stakes so high, never with the likes of Michelle and Elara at her side, their futures as uncertain as hers.

"You will fight," Helena said, her voice a mix of boredom and malice. "That will be your required performance."

Michelle felt her heart sink as she watched the guards distribute all the weapons among themselves. They had been so close to a return to normalcy, but now it was clear that Helena had other plans for them. Ciara's eyes met hers, and she knew she was as scared as she was, despite Ciara’s bravado before Helena. They had underestimated the depths of depravity the Slavers Guild could show in the Shadowlands, so very far away from Kingsreach, and it was a mistake that could cost them everything.

Helena sauntered over to Michelle, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "Let's see what this pretty little slut can do," she said, her hand tracing the line of her jaw. Michelle flinched away from Helena’s touch, her newfound feminine instincts screaming at the violation of her personal space without her approval. But she knew better than to fight back. Not yet.

The woman leaned closer, her breath hot and rancid on her skin. "You will serve us," Helena murmured, her eyes raking over Michelle’s body. "You will do everything we ask, no matter how degrading." Michelle felt her stomach twist, but she nodded, her eyes never leaving hers. She knew that the only way to survive was to play the game, to be the obedient pet that Ciara had transformed her into.

Elara watched the scene unfold with a mix of anger and despair. She had been stripped of her dignity, her voice, and now her power. The collar around her neck was a constant reminder of her new reality. But she also knew that if she didn't play along, she would be signing not just her own death warrant, but Michelle's and Ciara's as well.  “Michelle doesn’t yet know how to release my magic.  Even so, I can’t overcome everyone here by myself.”

Helena turned her attention back to Ciara, a malicious smile playing on her lips. "Ciara, it seems you need a lesson in respect," she said, her voice dripping with contempt. "For now, you will all provide us with entertainment." She gestured to Michelle and Elara, who were already trembling in fear and anticipation. "Perform well, and tomorrow you will ride in the carriage to your new estate, with both your slaves at your side. Disappoint us, and you'll all be sent to the nearest Slavers Guild auction house."

Helena’s eyes narrowed, her smile growing more vindictive. "But fear not," she purred, "you'll have the honor of watching them fight for our amusement first."

Michelle and Elara exchanged a look, their fear and anger melding into a silent understanding. They had no choice but to play along for now. As new weapons were handed out to the trio, the guards' leers grew more intense, and the tension in the air thickened like the scent of sweat and sex that permeated the makeshift arena.

Helena held up a leather bag.  “Men each of us has a slip of paper with our names on it.  If I draw your name, you have the honor of fighting these Guild slaves, … to the death.”

The first match was between Elara and a hulking guard with a sadistic glint in his eyes. The crowd roared with anticipation as he flexed his muscles, the veins bulging in his arms. Helena handed Elara a slender whip, the leather crackling as it unfurled. "Show us your worth, little one," she taunted, her eyes gleaming with malice.  “I can’t wait to sink my strap-on cock in your pleasure holes.”

Elara's eyes narrowed, and she took a deep breath, focusing her anger into the whip. With a flick of her wrist, she sent the leather snaking through the air, wrapping around the guard's neck. He choked, his hands clawing at the whip, but she held firm, her grip unyielding. The crowd fell silent, watching in shock as the former priestess of the Light held her own against a Guild fighter whose skills had been honed in the Shadowlands.

The guard stumbled back, his eyes watering from the pain. Reflexively, his whip lashed out and struck Elara’s torso.  It left a thin bloody streak but didn’t lock on.  Elara's body was a blur of motion, her training coming back to her in a rush of adrenaline. She had been trained for this, taught to use her wits and whatever tools were at hand to survive. And survive, she would.

With a snarl, Elara pulled backward with all her might and then rushed forward, directly at her opponent, her muscles coiling like a spring. In one fluid motion, she leaped onto the guard's broad back, her legs wrapping around his neck. The whip was forgotten, lost in the dust of the arena as she squeezed with all her might. His eyes bulged, his face turning a deep shade of purple as he struggled for breath. The crowd watched in silent awe, their jeers dying on their lips as they realized the true depths of Elara's strength.

The guard staggered, trying to shake her off, but Elara held on, her teeth bared in a feral grin. With a roar, she tightened her grip, her nails digging into his flesh. He stumbled backward, tripping over his own feet, and they both fell to the ground. The impact was enough to knock the wind from him, and she took the opportunity to slam her elbow repeatedly into the side of his head. The sound of bone crunching was music to her ears.

The crowd's shock turned to horror as they realized what was happening. The guard lay unmoving, his neck at an unnatural angle. Elara climbed off him, her chest heaving with the exertion. Helena’s smile had faltered, a flicker of doubt crossing her features. She had not anticipated this.

Helena’s hand flew to the bag of names at her side, her eyes searching for the next of her men to fight Elara.  She gestured to the man named and he approached with a wide grin on his face.

“High Lady,” he said with a bow, “I thank you for the honor of defeating this wench.”

"Slave Michelle," she called out, her voice shaking slightly. "You will fight this challenger."

Michelle felt her heart hammer in her chest as the crowd's eyes swiveled to her. Her body, once honed and powerful, now felt frail and weak. But she knew she had to keep the façade, had to play the role Ciara had cast her in. She stumbled to her feet, her legs trembling with the effort of maintaining the illusion. Helena handed her a set of knuckle dusters, the metal cold and heavy in his delicate hand.  The fight was to end in one opponent bashing the other to death.

Michelle took a deep breath, pushing down the rising bile. Her thoughts raced to her days in the forest, her training in combat and stealth. Those skills were a distant memory, buried under layers of pain and degradation. But as the chosen fighter approached, the haze of fear and anger lifted, and she saw the world with the clarity of a predator.

The guard was a brute, his muscles bulging and his eyes gleaming with excitement. At the last moment, Helena threw him a spiked club, a weapon that promised a slow and painful death. He tossed his set of knuckle dusters to the ground.

Michelle hissed at the cheat, the advantage given to her opponent.  Her own hand reached down to the dusty ground, closed around the knuckle dusters, and feeling the reassuring weight of the metal. She knew she was no match for the brute strength of these brutal men, but she had something they didn't. She had a reason to fight.

Elara watched with bated breath as Michelle's body tensed, her posture shifting from submissive to predatory. The crowd jeered, unaware of the fierce warrior that lurked beneath the frail womanly exterior. Michelle knew that Helena had already condemned them to the auction block, but she also knew that Michelle, the ex-Ranger, was not one to go down without a fight. And she would not fail her.

The guard approached quickly, his steps heavy and confident, swinging the spiked club with casual menace. Michelle waited, her eyes focused and her breathing steady. As the club swung towards her, she ducked, the spikes barely grazing her hair. In a flash of movement, Michelle's arms shot out, the knuckle dusters connecting with the guard's crotch with a sickening one-two crunch. The guard, filled with blind battle lust howled, dropping to his knees in agony.

The crowd's jeers turned to gasps as Michelle circled her opponent, the rage within her growing stronger with each heartbeat. Her body remembered the training from her old life, muscles responding to her will with a precision that had been dulled by pain and fear. The guard's eyes grew wide with terror as he realized he had underestimated the delicate creature that had slipped behind him.

Michelle took a lunging step forward, the knuckle dusters glinting in the sun as she clenched her fist. The guard, his breathing ragged with pain, tried to stand, but Michelle was faster. She kicked the side of the guard's head, her naked foot sending him sprawling back onto the dirt. The crowd watched, stunned, as the forest Ranger of old took over. The guard's eyes rolled back, and his body went slack. Another victory, but the battle for their survival was not yet over.

The Guild Contact's hand trembled as she pulled out the next name, her face paling. Her assistant, a tall, lanky battle-scared veteran, snatched the paper from her, his eyes scanning the words with a mix of dread and excitement. "Mistress Helena," he said, his voice a low growl, "you are to face Ciara in combat to the death. The winner will claim the collar of the loser if she yields in dishonor."

The crowd erupted into a cacophony of cheers and bets, the air thick with anticipation. Ciara stood tall, her body a canvas of bruises and welts from her earlier battles for the Slavers Guild and as an undercover whore at the inn, but her spirit unbroken. The confidence in her stride was a stark contrast to the trembling fear that had once defined her. She stepped into the arena, her eyes locked on those of Helena, who watched her approach with a mix of anger and uncertainty, her arrogance already having fled.

Helena's smug expression faltered when Ciara’s eyes locked on hers. Ciara knew she had struck a nerve. The woman's eyes narrowed as she whispered, "You dare to challenge me, whore?"

Ciara's voice was a whip-crack of defiance. "I dare, High Lady," she spat back, her eyes flashing with a challenge that made the Contact's hand shake. "You are soft, … no fighter, … and no better than the scum you serve. You're just a pawn in a game you'll never understand."

Helena's smile slipped, her eyes narrowing into slits of anger. "You're nothing but a used-up whore, selling your cunt in a Darkspire inn," she sneered. "And once I'm done with you, you'll wish you had never left that job as a prostitute."

Ciara's reply was a low, throaty laugh that sent a shiver down the Contact's spine. "I was undercover,” she hissed, “and I did what was needed for the Guild.  How can you think you can break me?" Her voice dripped with disdain. "I've seen the true face of darkness, and it's not yours."

Her Guild Contact's smile grew colder, her eyes narrowing into slits. "We shall see," she hissed, her voice filled with a malevolence that seemed to echo off the very stones of the arena. "Guard, prepare the slaver wagon," she called out, her voice carrying over the murmurs of the crowd. "We'll be needing it soon enough to haul these three off to auction."

“Nay, Mistress,” her assistant’s voice cut through the murmuring of the crowd.  “By your own rules of combat, the winners go free.”

Ciara's chuckle was low and mocking as she stalked towards the woman. "You are trapped by your own Guild’s honor," she observed with a grin.  "You've underestimated my slaves and now you’ve underestimated me. And when I'm done with you, you'll be the one begging for mercy, … begging to be put into the slaver wagon’s cage wearing my collar."

Helena’s eyes widened, and she took a step back, her hand reaching for the whip at her belt. But Ciara, not given a weapon, was already upon her, moving with a grace that belied her naked, bruised form. She grabbed the whip, yanking it from the woman's grasp with a strength that surprised even herself. The crowd's roar grew louder as the two women circled each other, the air crackling with tension.

Michelle and Elara watched, their hearts in their throats. This was it, the moment they had been dreading, the moment that could seal their fate. They had to win, had to survive, if they wanted any hope of escaping this hellhole.

With a snarl, Ciara lunged, the whip cracking through the air like a living thing. Helena, caught off-guard, stumbled backward, her eyes wide with shock. The crowd's roar grew deafening as the two women began their dance of death, each move calculated, each strike a declaration of war.

“Throw me a weapon!” Helena screamed to her assistant.

“No, Mistress,” the lanky veteran hissed back, “you already had a weapon for this fight.”

“You’ll regret this!” Helena snarled back at him just as Ciara’s whip lashed out again, catching her across her face, leaving a crimson streak where the knotted leather tip had kissed her skin. Helena yelped in obvious fright, her hand flying to her cheek. The smell of fear was thick in the air, and Ciara reveled in it.

"Beg for mercy?" Ciara spat, her voice dripping with venom. "Hah!  You'll be the one begging. After I've shown you what true power is, you'll be the one cowering in one of those tiny cages, naked and begging for mercy."

Helena's eyes widened in fury, and she charged at Ciara, her fist clenched and ready for a killing blow. Ciara stepped aside, the fist grazing her shoulder in a light blow. With a flick of her wrist, Ciara sent her whip snaking around the Helena's waist, pulling tight. The woman yelped, her eyes watering as the leather bit into her flesh. Ciara yanked her closer, her breath hot on the Helena’s cheek.

"You think you can control me?" Ciara whispered, her voice a promise of pain. "You think you can own me?"

With a snarl, she spun Helena around such that the whip wrapped around Helena’s waist and trapped one hand at her belly.  Ciara pulled her closer again and Helena’s eyes widened in terror as Ciara's free hand shot out, grasping the fabric of Helena’s shirt. With a violent tear, she ripped it open, exposing Helena’s breasts to the leering eyes of the audience. Helena stumbled, her breasts bouncing with the impact, and Ciara took another step closer, her eyes never leaving hers.

The crowd roared, a mix of excitement and fear, as Ciara continued her relentless assault. When she pulled the whip free, Helena spun away, out of control.  The range was perfect, Ciara unleashed popping strike after popping strike with each lash of the whip opening a wound, tearing fabric, and exposing more of the senior Guild member’s weakness in battle.  Helena's once pristine outfit was now in tatters, her skin marred by the brutal lashes of the whip. Ciara felt the power of the crowd feeding her, their energy a tangible force that propelled her forward.

With another expert flick of her wrist, Ciara sent another stroke of pain slicing through the air, catching Helena’s shoulder and sending her stumbling backward. Her eyes were now wild with terror, her mouth open in a silent scream. Ciara stalked closer, her eyes gleaming with a fierce hunger. "You see?" she yelled, her voice carrying over the cacophony of the arena. "You're no better than the broken victims you sell at market!"

The raining strikes of the whip created a symphony of pain in Helena, testaments to Ciara's newfound mastery over the weapon. Helena had lost more than her shredded, tattered clothing, Ciara had revealed the craven, weak, and fearful woman underneath.  Yet, Ciara did not relent. She knew that the only way to win this battle was to strip her opponent of every last shred of dignity she had. And as the woman stumbled and fell, Ciara was there, her whip singing through the air, her eyes never leaving the contact's terrified gaze.

"Submit," Ciara growled, her voice a snarl of rage and triumph. "Or I'll strip the flesh from your bones."

Helena's eyes met Ciara's, and for a moment, she saw the depths of the hell she had sentenced herself to. But pride was a stubborn beast, and Helena hoped to cling to it with her last ounce of strength. Again, Ciara's whip cracked through the air again, and this time, it wrapped around Helena’s neck.  Backpedaling quickly, Ciara yanked Helena off balance and dragged her a body length across the arena floor by the whip around her neck.  Ciara's bared her teeth in a snarl.

The crowd roared, the sound echoing through the open air arena like the howls of a thousand demons.

Helena was on her back, both hands struggling to loosen the whip wrapped around her throat.  Ciara stepped back another step, dragging Helena once again.  The whip tightened around Helena’s neck. 

"Please," Helena croaked, her voice hoarse from the grip of the whip and with pain and fear. "Please, no more."

But Ciara's anger was a raging fire that consumed all mercy. She pulled herself to Helena by reeling in the whip, dragging Helena’s head to her feet.  "Submit!" Ciara demanded again as her foot descended down to Helena’s neck.  The threat was clear, … yield, … or suffer a collapsed windpipe and a death by suffocation.  The crowd had gone silent, their eyes glued to the grisly spectacle before them.

Helena’s chest heaved with ragged sobs, her eyes squeezed shut. Ciara could feel the woman's spirit breaking, her pride shattering with rasping breath.  Ciara knelt with her knee replacing her foot on Helena’s neck.  She leaned down and sent a brutal fist stroke across the gasping woman’s breasts. Helena screamed, her body arching in pain.  Ciara struck again and the knee increased its pressure on Helena’s throat, nearly collapsing her windpipe.  Helena began sobbing and whimpering, broken but yet unyielding.

The arena was silent, the air thick with the stench of fear and anticipation. Ciara's chest was heaving, her body trembling from the exertion. But she had to finish this. She had to show them all that she was not to be underestimated. "Say it," she hissed, her voice low and deadly. "Say it, or I'll end your life here and now.  Die and you'll never have the chance of survival, even if your saved life starts off weeping in one in those cages tomorrow."

Helena looked up at her, her eyes wet with tears, her body a mess of bruises and welts. She knew she was defeated. With a final, broken sob, she whispered, "I submit, … I, … am... Ciara's... slut."

The crowd of demons and slavers that had once been her loyal subordinates surged forward, a tide of anger and betrayal. Ciara stepped back hastily, her heart racing as the frenzied mob reached for the fallen woman. The guild members grabbed at their former leader, their claws and teeth bared, eager to claim their own piece of vengeance. Ciara knew that she had to act fast, lest the frenzy turn on her and her companions.

"Enjoy the orgy," she shouted over the din, her voice filled with mocking glee as she turned and headed back toward the carriage that waited for them, a beacon of potential escape amidst the chaos. Michelle and Elara were already there, dressing quickly in stolen clothing from Helena’s travel chest in the boot of the carriage, their eyes gleaming with a mix of fear and excitement. Each held weapons, their grips tight and ready.

The crowd's frenzied roars grew louder as the guild members descended upon their fallen leader, tearing a her, yanking legs apart for former minions to rape into her bared pussy in a display of savagery that was all too familiar to the trio. Ciara felt a twinge of satisfaction, knowing she had struck a blow against the very organization that had brought them here. But the battle was not over. Far from it.

"Hurry, Mistress!" Michelle's voice was a harsh whisper, urging Elara and Ciara into the waiting carriage. The whip coiled around Ciara's fist was slick with Helena's blood, a grim reminder of the power dynamics they had just overturned. As they climbed inside, the carriage door slammed shut, cutting off the sounds of the feeding frenzy outside.  "The Slavers Guild will surely put out a contract on you, Ciara,” Michelle hissed.  “You fucked up their nice neat arrangement that guaranteed taking our riches.  Not your fault, ... but you get the blame with your vindictive Guild Contact, Helena, now either dead or soon to be wearing a collar and disposed of at auction."

Ciara was far less worried.  “You don’t understand mob rule,” she said, “in a case like this, a scapegoat is needed and Helena just played right into our hands, we’ve already won this round.”

The carriage jolted into motion, the wheels grinding against the cobblestone streets as the driver, who had never left his seat, whipped the horses into a frenzied gallop. The three of them were pressed together, their breaths coming in quick, shallow gasps as they tried to make sense of what had just happened. Ciara's eyes glittered with a mix of triumph and fear, her chest rising and falling rapidly.

"Here," Elara offered voicelessly in the tense silence.  She held out a bundle of clothes that had been hastily tossed into the carriage. Ciara took them, her fingers trembling as she realized the implications of what Michelle had said. She had to be naked, collared, to maintain their cover.  “No!” she asserted in an unquestioning tone.  “Elara, get back into your role as Michelle’s slave.”  She turned to Michelle in the bouncing carriage.  “Find a leather slave collar.  I need to be low key at your estate.  Michelle, Elara and I will be your slave body servants.  The collar you wear can double as a lady’s fancy neck piece.”

With a resigned sigh, Ciara used Michelle’s dagger to cut Helena’s clothing into a proper slave’s attire for herself and Elara.  She chose the roughest fabric without soft cotton under-shifts.  "Better … Master?" Ciara asked, her voice tight with embarrassment at having to act the slave.

Elara also caught Michelle’s attention, a sad smile playing on her lips. She felt the same humiliation Ciara felt, but she also knew the necessity of their ruse. Unable to ask, she could only hope that they could hide as his slaves at the estate.  As if they belonged to them."

Elara's eyes softened with understanding.  The collar she wore was, in a way, a symbol of their of their shared experiences, but also, her own forced submission.


Chapter 6: Convoluted Plans of the Slavers Guild

Lady Michelle Arrowsmith’s Estate, Shadow Garde

The carriage jolted and swayed as it left the rough country roads and more easily raced through a long crushed stone lane leading to the estate.  The turnoff was to the north and not far from the bridge over the Brightwater River and the proper entry into Kingsreach.

Michelle, now dressed in former High Lady Helena’s clothing, appeared in the guise of a wealthy noblewoman.  She had clambered up to the driver’s bench and sat tall beside the driver, her eyes scanning the shadows for any sign of pursuit. The treasure wagon bounced along behind them, a precious cargo that could buy their freedom or their doom.

Leaving the Shadowlands was anticlimactic.  The Human guards belonging to King Quint looked tired and beaten.  They just waved them through to the road leading back to the Brightwater River and Kingsreach.

Finally, just over halfway to Kingsreach, they passed a set of marker stones and turned right, north toward the estate.  They reached an arched stone entry that signaled the beginning of the estate supposedly purchased for them as a reward by the Slavers Guild.  Michelle swung back down to the carriage, her skirts billowing in the wind of their passage.  They approached another gate set in a wall surrounding the main estate buildings, which stood tall and imposing, a bright reminder of the world they were entering. The guard at the gate, a burly man with the weary gaze of a thousand battles, approached with a respectful nod. "You'd be the party from the Guild?" he rumbled, his eyes taking in the two other figures within the carriage.

Michelle leaned out the window, her posture and tone assuming the commanding air of a woman accustomed to being obeyed. "Indeed we are.  The Lady Michelle and my recent, … acquisitions, slaves Ciara and Elara," he said, gesturing to the two women beside him. Ciara kept her eyes down, playing the part of the meek and obedient slave, while Elara remained poised, a hint of steel in her gaze.

“Then, Lady Michelle, welcome to Shadow Garde.  The Guild has prepared your welcome.”

"Grab the carriage and lead us to the main house," Michelle ordered, his voice carrying the authority of a woman used to getting her orders followed promptly. The guard nodded, his eyes lingering on Ciara's and Elara’s barely-covered forms. Michelle felt a flash of anger, but pushed it down, reminding herself that this was all part of the ruse, using exposed flesh of women to ease their way.   “As if I wouldn’t have ogled their tempting bodies while I was the male Sir Michael Arrowsmith, a King’s Ranger.”

The carriage clattered through the gates, the ironwork groaning, long unused, as they swung open.  Shadow Garde loomed before them, the sprawling mansion was still hidden in the sculpted gardens and forests of the main compound.  Everything around them seemed alive in the moonlight rather than a place of shadows and whispers.  A home perfect for a respectable family of the aristocracy.

"How far to the main house?" Michelle called out to the guard riding the sideboard of the carriage. Her voice was firm, the collar around her neck not diminishing his command.  However, angry whisperings form the demon within her collar told of her mistakes in taking an assertive role.

"Not far now, Milady, we’ll catch sight of it just after these trees," the guard responded, his tone respectful despite the question's brevity. "And the servants are here as instructed. They've been busy as ants in a hill, airing the place out and stocking supplies.  The Guild hired an efficient Estate Manager with a large initial budget."

Michelle felt a weight lift from her chest. If the house was ready, then their cover might hold. She turned to Ciara and Elara, their expressions a mix of hope and anxiety. "Remember your roles," he murmured, their eyes flicking to the collar around her own neck. "My collar isn’t obviously a slave’s collar,” she said harshly.  “It’s risque, but not similar to any slave collar ever seen.  But, we're not out of the woods yet."

Ciara nodded, her eyes gleaming with determination. "I'll play the obedient servant," she said, her voice a low purr that belied the fierce warrior spirit she had shown in the arena. "And when the time is right, I'll show these monsters what true power looks like."

The carriage pulled to a stop in front of the sprawling mansion, its light stones seeming to reflect the moonlight in an uplifting manner after the dreariness of everything in the Shadowlands. The driver hopped down, opening the carriage door with a flourish that seemed out of place after their recent battles in the improvised arena.

"Welcome to your new home," Michelle murmured, her voice thick with irony as she helped Ciara and Elara out of the carriage. The guard, his eyes lingering on the slaves’ barely concealed bodies, cleared his throat. "This way, Milady."

Michelle's grip on Ciara's arm was firm, his eyes boring into hers. "Remember, you're mine now," he whispered, the words sending a shiver down her spine. "And I'll expect your full obedience."

Samael’s soul, that of a formerly powerful and dominate female demon trapped within Michelle’s collar, muttered vile things at Michelle for choosing to play the dominate member of her party.

The guard led them through the grand entrance, the polished marble floors gleaming in the flickering candlelight. Ciara felt the weight of her new collar, the cold black iron a stark reminder of the role she now played. The main hall was vast, with a sweeping staircase that curved up into the shadowy depths of the mansion.

"The Mistress of Slaves is awaiting your arrival in the library," the guard informed Michelle, his eyes still jumping between the barely covered nakedness of Ciara and Elara. "The kennels are prepared as per your instructions, and the staff is ready to serve."

Michelle didn’t like the sound of having a Mistress of Slaves or a Slave Kennel.  The trio followed the guard through the mansion, the air was thick with the scent of dust and age. The library was a bastion of knowledge, lined with ancient tomes and scrolls, the candles casting eerie shadows that danced across the bookshelves. The Mistress of Slaves sat at a heavy wooden desk, her eyes sharp and calculating as they took in the new arrivals.

"Welcome, Milady," she said, rising to her feet with a grace that belied her formidable presence. She was a tall, statuesque woman with a stern gaze that could cut through the darkest of souls. Her attire was simple yet elegant, a stark contrast to Michelle’s pretend slaves’ torn and bloodstained rags. "And what might your names be?"

Michelle stepped forward and spoke in a harsh tone, “I am Lady Michelle Arrowsmith, the new owner and who might you be to be sitting here in my library?”

The Mistress of Slaves ignored Michelle for a long moment as she regarded Ciara and Elara with their slave collars.  Finally, in the full composure expected of a Mistress of Slaves, she turned her full attention to Michelle.  With a slight bend of her knees and a head nod of respect, she answered, “Excuse me, Milady.  I was distracted by the value of your slaves.  I am Lady Valoria, a Slavers Guild Certified Mistress of Slaves, and assigned to the Shadow Garde Estate.”

Michelle took a long appraising look at the Mistress of Slaves and felt a nudge of approval from her collar.  She held back a gasp of lust and tightened her grip on Ciara's leash ever so slightly. "Thank you for that explanation, Lady Valoria.  To answer your first question, these are my property, Ciara and Elara. The former is to be placed under your care as a new addition to my, … kennels. She's had quite the journey and is in need of a firm hand to remind her of her place."

The Mistress of Slaves regarded Ciara with a cool gaze, taking in her bruised and bloodied state. "Indeed," she said, her voice smooth as velvet. "We'll have to clean you up, girl, before you're fit to be presented to anyone of importance. And that attitude, ..." Her eyes narrowed at the look on Ciara’s face, and she snapped her fingers.

Immediately, two more guards stepped forward, their expressions devoid of any emotion as they grabbed Ciara's arms. She struggled, her eyes flashing with defiance, but their grip was like iron. "Take her to the whipping post," the Mistress ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.  “She needs to be more compliant.”

The library door slammed shut behind them, leaving Michelle and Elara alone with the Mistress of Slaves. Elara's gaze followed Ciara's retreating form, her jaw clenched in silent rage. Michelle's hand found hers, giving it a gentle squeeze. "We'll get her back," she murmured.  "But for her to be safe, she needs to stop pretending to be a slave and live the experience."

The Mistress of Slaves turned her attention to Michelle, her eyes assessing. "You come highly recommended by the Slavers Guild as the new owner of this fine estate, Shadow Garde.  You've done well to get everyone here.  I understand the Contact you've been using, the former High Lady Helena, has been demoted and will join your slave Ciara in the Slave Kennels," she said, her tone businesslike. “Of course, even though she is your slave, but the Guild has demanded her immediate name change to distance her from any previous association or respect due to her as a Guild Asset.  I’ve given her the temporary name of ‘Wench’ which you can change at your pleasure."

Michelle took a deep breath, steeling herself. "As I said, this mute slave beside me is Slave Elara, my body servant." She held up Elara's chin, the latter's eyes downcast, her expression the very picture of submission. "And Ciara," she nodded toward the direction Ciara had been taken by the two guards, "will also require a more... fitting name for her new role as my collared servant."

The Mistress of Slaves raised an eyebrow, the corners of her mouth quirking in a knowing smile. "Ah, so you wish to assert yourself, Lady Michelle," she said, her tone amused. "Very well. I am to be addressed as Mistress Valoria, and I will be overseeing your integration into our little family." She gestured to the bookshelves behind her, filled with ancient tomes and scrolls that spoke of ancient magics. "I assure you, your property will be in good hands."

Michelle swallowed hard, her heart racing. She had to play this right, had to keep the upper hand. "I'm not sure I understand," she said, feigning confusion. "I'm a Lady of some means. Why would you be overseeing anything?" She knew the game she was playing was dangerous, but she had to keep the illusion of control intact.

The face of Shadow Garde's Mistress of Slaves took on a carefully schooled calm demeanor.  "Slave Elara, it's time for you to go to your Mistress' suite and get things organized.  Instead of snapping her fingers, she shook a small silver bell on the table beside her.  At its ring, two maid servants hurried inside and stood at attention with hands clasped at their waists.  "Please take Slave Elara to her Mistress' room and show her where the clothes delivered today have been hung.  Then, show her how to prepare a bath."

Valoria's smile grew colder the instant the maids departed with Elara, the amusement in her eyes fading into something more predatory. "Free woman or not, … noble Lady or not," she said with the full authority of an experienced Mistress of Slaves, "the Slavers Guild needs certain assurances until your transfer of gold to them for purchasing Shadow Garde is completed." Her gaze lingered on the ancient and ornate collar that circled Michelle's throat, a symbol of their contract. "And let us not forget the matter of the rather rare collar so graciously gifted you by the Slavers Guild, under the ruse of a sale to their agent Ciara. Don’t think for a moment that you’ve tricked the Slavers Guild.  Plus, it appears you haven't yet learned the proper subservient role of a lady with an as yet unannounced patent of nobility, as required by your unwritten contract with the Guild."

"Now, strip!" she demanded in a tone that no mortal dared to resist.

Michelle's jaw tightened, but she knew better than to argue. "I’m outnumbered here at Shadow Garde with my Mage separated from me,” she told herself with a sight.  “Yes, Mistress," she said in earnest.  Obeying, she began to undo the laces of her finery stolen from Lady Helena, which was no longer a part of her warrior identity. Each piece of clothing fell away, exposing the tapestry of bruises that adorned her body, a silent testament to the trials they had recently endured. Valoria's eyes took in the sight with a greedy hunger that made Michelle's stomach clench.

The Mistress of Slaves approached, her eyes raking over Michelle's exposed skin with a critical gaze. "Those Witches erred in their work with Elara but did amazing work on your new body," she murmured, reaching out to trace a finger along Michelle's jawline. "How odd it must be to reside within a sexy body of your dreams.”  She sighed.  “But we have much work to do." Her hand dropped to the collar, a gesture that sent a thrill of power through the room. "Your name, girl," she demanded, her voice like a whip crack.

Michelle's throat tightened as she whispered, "M-Mistress?" The title felt foreign on her tongue, but the collar's magic was thrilled at her inability to resist. The room was cold, but the warmth that spread through her at the sound of her new name was anything but comforting.

Mistress Valoria's eyes glinted with a sadistic satisfaction. "Good girl," she purred, her voice stroking Michelle's ego like a cat toying with its prey. "It’s good that you recognized that your Lady Michelle name simply won’t do.  I name you ‘Delicious’ when under my control as an estate slave.  So, next time I name you, I also expect a curtsy in reply.  Now, tell me, what's the name of the little slut I'm to expect in the kennels?"

Michelle's throat was dry, but he managed to croak out, "Mistress, her name is Elara, … and, … Delicious names her, … Red."

Mistress Valoria's smile grew wider. "Ah, Red. Such a pretty name for a house slave, … your slut." She leaned closer, her breath hot against Michelle's cheek. "Now here, your captive Guild agent, Ciara, … she'll need something more... more fitting for her role in the kennels." Her hand trailed down Michelle's chest, pausing at her navel before continuing down to cup her groin, her grip firm and demanding. "What do you think, Slave Delicious? What should we call that little slut?"

Michelle's eyes squeezed shut, trying to ignore the pulse of desire that shot through her at the Mistress's touch. "Wh-whatever pleases you, Mistress," she stuttered, the collar's power making it difficult to think beyond the need to submit.

Valoria's grip tightened, her thumb stroking Michelle's nakedly exposed and swollen clit. "Very well," she said, her voice a silken promise of pain and pleasure. "In the kennels, she will be known as 'Crone'. It's a name that will remind her of her place and ensure she is never mistaken as a Slavers Guild agent or for anything but a creature of lust and servitude."

Michelle nodded, the collar's magic surging in approval. "Mistress," she managed to say, her voice a whisper of obedience, "I welcome your selection of her name."

The Mistress of Slaves leaned back in her chair, a self-satisfied smile playing on her lips. "Excellent," she said, her eyes gleaming. "Now, let us discuss the terms of your stay here. As a Lady of means, you will of course have your own suite, but until your the title of estate ownership transfer is complete, you will be expected to... mingle with the other guests of Shadow Garde."

Michelle's stomach turned at the implication, but he knew better than to protest. "Mistress," she murmured, her eyes downcast. "Which guests will you be expecting, and when will the invitations be sent?"

Valoria leaned back in her chair, a cruel smile playing on her lips. "Ah, eager to know who you'll be entertaining," she said, her eyes glinting. "The guests will be chosen by the Guild, of course. And as for when they'll arrive, that's for me to know and for you to find out."

Michelle felt a cold sweat break out on her forehead. "What do you mean, Mistress?" she asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Valoria's smile grew more predatory as she leaned closer. "You see," she began, her voice a silken thread of malice, "the Guild has had its eye on this estate for some time. It's a strategic location for their operations between Kingsreach and the Shadowlands. Your... acquisitions," she spat the word out like a piece of rotten meat, "were part of Slaver Guild networks, Ciara and Helena as direct agents in Darkspire and Elara has been under surveillance as Lady Lysara’s agent. They, all three, have gathered information, performed tasks, and brought in new stock for the market. With them gone," she paused, her eyes glinting, "the Guild needs new eyes and hands to fill the void. And what better way to keep you in line than to make you one of their agents?  An agent who proves her worth can have slaves at her service, … like Wench, Red, and Crone."

Michelle's heart raced. She had thought they were playing a dangerous game, but it seemed she had become a pawn in a much larger scheme. "Mistress, with respect, I am no one's pawn," she said, trying to keep the tremor from her voice.  “I will follow through with this sham until the Guild is satisfied I’ve paid for Shadow Garde.”

Valoria's smile grew cold, and she leaned in closer. "Until that time, Delicious, you will be trained as a perfect, submissive woman, alluring and gushing with sexiness for all men and women to take and use.  Underneath you can be all the things the Guild needs," she whispered, her breath hot against her cheek. "And, until the Gold changes hands to repay us for Shadow Garde, you remain owned as mere chattel by the Slavers Guild who can use you as they wish.  Afterwards, as they proven agent, the burden will be gentler." With a sudden flick of her wrist, the crop appeared in her hand, the leather popper at its tip cracking through the air.

The lightning swift strike swept across both Michelle's exposed nipples, the sting of it so intense and unexpected that he couldn't help the cry of pain that tore from her throat. "Eiiii!" The shock of it had her dropping to her knees, her eyes wide with the sudden agony. The room spun around him, the candles flickering like taunts of her lost control.

"Now, girl!" Valoria's voice was like the crack of a whip, snapping Michelle out of her daze. "Don't try my good will by trifling with me," she hissed, the crop poised for another strike. Michelle knew better than to protest further, her body trembling with the need to please.

With a whimper, Michelle dropped to her knees, her eyes never leaving Valoria's gleaming black boots. She crawled across the rich carpet of the library, feeling every knot and weave against her bare skin. Each movement was a silent apology, a plea for mercy in a world where her will was not her own. her hands and knees left trails of dirt and sweat as he approached her, a stark contrast to the opulence of the room.

Michelle was assaulted with sensations from her sensitive body and confused by the now loud songs of submission from her demon’s soul trapped in her collar.  As she reached Mistress Valoria, Michelle's eyes remained cast down, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She leaned forward, her body trembling, and pressed her lips to the cold, hard leather of her left boot. She could feel her eyes on him, watching, judging, as she kissed the toe of her boot, her tongue flicking out to taste the dust and leather. It was a humiliating act of submission, but the collar's magic thrummed through her, demanding she obey and celebrating each act of submission.

Mistress Valoria reached down, her hand resting on Michelle's head, stroking her hair like she was a loyal dog. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice a mix of approval and mockery. "Now, stand up."

Michelle trembled at the words ‘Good girl’.  She shivered in near programed orgasm at the praise in Mistress Valoria as she said the words.  The demon within her collar chuckled in happiness.

Above her, Mistress Valoria smirked as the slave trainer recognized that Michelle, or Michael, had been forced to submit in the past and learned to respond to a Mistress’ praise.

As Michelle rose to her feet, her eyes remained cast down, her cheeks burning with shame.  The demon in her head triggered the false impression of the collar tightening slightly, a reminder of her need for obedience.

The Mistress of Slaves picked up the full-head, black leather slave hood from her desk, holding it up to the flickering candlelight. The sight of it filled Michelle with a mix of fear and arousal, the knowledge of what was to come a stark reminder of her new reality.

Mistress Valoria's eyes gleamed as she approached him. "Delicious, you'll wear this," she said, her voice a command that left no room for disobedience, “as a means of hiding your true identity.” She pulled the hood over Michelle’s head, the leather cool and slick against her skin. The smell of it was intoxicating, a heady mix of leather and the faint scent of fear that seemed to cling to everything in the Shadowlands.

Michelle, Slave Delicious, inwardly blessed her Mistress for removing the covers over the eye holes, leaving her the ability to see. Michelle felt hints of panic beginning to rise in her chest, but the collar's magic was a constant presence, whispering in the back of her brain, urging her to stay calm, to submit. She felt the Mistress's hand guide the mouth dildo into place, the leather flange at its base pressing against her nose and cheeks. Her mouth had opened automatically to accommodate the gag, her teeth sinking into the soft cushioning around the base of the dildo.

Mistress Valoria stepped back, her eyes appraising her. "Perfect," she said, her voice a low growl of approval. "You’ll make a great cocksucker and pussy worshiper.  Now, let's get you dressed for our tour of the estate and then dinner.  Expect to eat on all fours beside Wench and Crone in the kennels where you'll stay for the night.

Michelle's stomach clenched at the thought of being so close to Ciara again, her new name a painful reminder of their shattered lives. He allowed himself to be led by the leash attached to her collar, the heavy links clanking against the marble floor as they moved through the mansion. The leather of the hood was tight, the mouthpiece filling her mouth and leaving him unable to speak beyond muffled sounds. The gag was a constant presence, a stark reminder of her newfound powerlessness.

Lady Michelle Arrowsmith’s Slave Kennels

Mistress Valoria led them through a labyrinth of corridors, the air growing colder and more oppressive with each step. They arrived at a set of large double doors, which she pushed open with a dramatic flourish. "Welcome to my Slave Kennels," she said with a vindictive smile, emphasizing the word ‘my’ while gesturing for Michelle to enter.

The room was dimly lit, with rows of cages filled with slaves weakly moaning and whimpering. Ciara, or rather Crone, was already there, naked and kneeling in a cage, her wrists bound by chains above her head. The sight of her in such a degraded state sent a jolt of rage and protectiveness through Michelle, but the collar's magic kept ordering her to keep her emotions in check, turning the feelings into a dark, simmering heat in her stomach.

Mistress Valoria's finger reached through the bars of the cage to trail over the fresh welts on Crone's back, a twisted smile playing on her lips. "Ah, I see our guards have been breaking her in nicely," she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Let us hope that your time in the kennels, Delicious, will be a more... educational experience."

The Mistress of Slaves gestured to a bowl of food in the cage beside them. It was a slop of unidentifiable meat and vegetables, a stark contrast to the decadent feasts Michelle had smelled being prepared in the mansion. "Girl," she said, her voice a whip crack as she yanked out the dildo gag. "You will taste our fine cuisine."

Michelle's eyes widened in horror as she watched Mistress Valoria pick up a handful of the slop and hold it out to her. The other hand yanked the gag out of her mouth.  The smell from the food was rancid, but the collar's magic was insistent, urging her to submit. Trembling, she stuck her face in the food, her stomach roiling in protest. The Mistress's smile grew wider as she forced the foul mush into her mouth, the taste making her gag. She had to fight the urge to spit it out, her eyes watering as she chewed and swallowed, the leather of the gag pressing uncomfortably against her cheeks.

“Lick my fingers clean, Delicious, my pet,” Mistress Valoria commanded with a smirk.

Crone's eyes met Michelle's through the bars of her cage, a silent plea for help to a fellow slave that Michelle knew she couldn't answer. The collar's grip on her mind was light but never relenting, turning each bite into arousal from her acceptance. Her pussy fluttered in response to the praise from the collar’s Demon.  She could feel the eyes of the Mistress on her, watching her every move with a mix of amusement and contempt.

The kennel night guard stepped forward, his hand on the hilt of his whip. "Begging your pardon, Mistress," he said, his eyes lingering on Michelle's exposed breasts, "but I'll need to replace the gag after she finishes eating from the bowl on the cage floor."

Mistress Valoria nodded, the smile never leaving her lips. "Do as you must, but remember the time. We wouldn't want our new guest to miss out on the full experience of our hospitality."

The guard's eyes lit up with a predatory glint, and he stepped closer to Ciara's cage, unlocking it with a harsh clang that echoed through the chamber. He dragged her out by the chain attached to the steel manacles on her wrists, her naked body trembling with fear and exhaustion. Michelle's chest tightened, watching helplessly as Ciara's eyes searched for an escape that wasn't there.

"Mistress is most generous," the guard said, his grin wide and malicious as he pulled Ciara to her feet. "Which hole should I use tonight?" he questioned himself without expecting an answer.

Crone felt the rough stone of the kennel floor against her knees as the guard bent her over, her wrists still bound above her head. Michelle’s heart raced as she felt the cold tip of the dildo gag returning to press back into the entry to her gullet, the leather hood obscuring all but a sliver of her vision. She could see the guard's boots as he stepped closer, the scent of his lust thick in the air.

The guard's hands were like steel around Crone/Ciara’s hips, lifting her as if she were weightless. He used a hand to skillfully spread the lips protecting the entrance to her cunt, revealing her pink vulnerable interior to his eager gaze. The anticipation was almost unbearable, a mix of fear and a strange, unwelcome anticipation that she couldn't ignore. When he entered her, the pain was immediate and searing, the dryness of Ciara’s pussy offering no comfort as he thrust himself deep inside her.

Crone's eyes watered behind her own leather hood, her body arching against the intrusion. She felt his cock fill her, stretching her and igniting a fire of pain and violation that seemed to consume her from the inside out. Her muffled screams were swallowed by the gag, the only sounds echoing through the kennels were the grunts of the guard and the slap of his body against hers. Each thrust was a reminder of her new reality, a brutal reassertion of her status as property.

The guard was relentless in his pursuit of pleasure, his hips pistoning into her without mercy. Michelle could see the resignation and humiliation in Ciara's eyes, the acceptance of the bonds that held her in place. The scene was a stark contrast to the elegant dinner parties and sophisticated conversations they had expected to enjoy while rich with treasure and enjoying this luxurious estate.

When the guard finally reached his climax, he let out a roar that seemed to shake the very foundations of the room. He withdrew from Ciara's violated body, a smug look of satisfaction etched on his face. The hot spurts of his seed arced through the air and painted her back in a display of ownership that was as terrifying as it was degrading.

Without a word of thanks to the fuck meat that he'd just violated, he threw Ciara back into her cell. She landed in a heap, the chains rattling as she tried to right herself. The guard bowed in gratitude to Mistress Valoria, his posture a stark contrast to the brutality he'd just displayed. "Thank you, Mistress," he murmured, resuming his post with a smirk that spoke volumes of the power he wielded here.

Valoria's eyes gleamed with malicious pleasure as she looked down at Michelle, still on her knees and trembling from the humiliation of being fed like an animal. "You see, my dear," she began, her voice a purr of dark satisfaction, "In other circumstances, I would owe you and your little sluts Ciara and Elara a debt of gratitude.  Had that disaster at the fighting pit gone differently, with ex-High Lady Helena victorious, I would be kneeling, bowing, and kissing the ass of that vengeful Helena.  Instead, she set the stage for her own doom."

Her hand trailed down to the base of the gag in Michelle's mouth, her thumb tracing the outline of her plump lips. "So," she said, her voice a seductive caress, "for that, thank you, Michelle." Her smile grew wider as she leaned closer, her breath hot against her cheek. "Delicious girl, that is." The words were a knife, twisting in the wound of Michelle's pride.

Mistress Valoria turned and walked to the three lanterns that were the sole light in the kennels. Their flickering flames cast a sickly light over the cages, illuminating the misery of those within. She spun the dial on the first one, watching with a sense of dark satisfaction as the brightly burning wick lowered. The light dimmed, the flame shrinking to a dull ember that cast a murky, orange glow across the room. She moved to the next lantern, repeating the process, the shadows growing longer and more menacing as the light waned.

When she reached the final lantern, she paused, her eyes lingering on Michelle and Ciara now locked in their kennel cells. She gave a final twist, extinguishing the light completely, plunging the room into darkness. The only sounds that remained were the harsh breathing of the two new inhabitants and the distant howling of the storm outside the estate. "Remember," she called over her shoulder as she left, her words echoing off the stone walls, "you are both property of the Slavers Guild. Your will is mine to bend, your bodies to use."

The door to the kennels slammed shut with a finality that seemed to echo in the silence that followed. Michelle, now nothing more than a creature known as 'Delicious', felt the weight of her new existence bear down on him. Despite the darkness, she knew Ciara could sense her fear and resignation, not knowing the magic of the ancient collar was gloriously happy at Michelle’s role for the night as a helplessly kenneled slave.

The Mistress's boots clicked away down the hall, the sound of her retreating, a grim reminder of their fate. The only illumination came from a crack under the heavy, barred shut door, a sliver of light from the corridor beyond that grew smaller and smaller as Mistress Valoria walked away with the lantern until it was swallowed by the hungry darkness. The two of them were left in the cold embrace of the stone room, surrounded by the muted sobs and whimpers of the other unfortunates who shared their confinement.

Ciara, or rather, the creature now known as 'Crone', lay in her cage, her body a tapestry of pain and degradation. The stench of the kennel floor filled the air around her, a stark contrast to the clean, sweet scent of the library where she had first met Mistress Valoria. Michelle, kneeling uncomfortably in her cage, followed Mistress Valoria's advice, she relaxed, and with acceptance, let the magic of the collar sooth her soul with murmurs encouraging her embracing submissiveness to the point her sex swelled with pleasure as if someone was gently rubbing her oh so sensitive clit.  The whispers of the collar relaxed her to the point she drifted into a dreamless and restful sleep that lasted until dawn and morning ablutions and feeding.

When the first light of day pierced the gloom of their prison, Michelle's thoughts turned to Elara. She knew that she would be waiting in their suite, wondering where she had gone. She could almost hear her sweet voice, filled with worry, asking the maids for news of her whereabouts. But, her voiceless status would make that impossible.  Her heart ached at the thought of her distress, but the collar's grip was unyielding, turning her concern into a dull throb of arousal at her situation. She could only imagine what Valoria had planned for her, and the anticipation was a mix of dread and excitement.

Mistress Valoria had made it clear that she expected full submission from her and as the hours stretched on, the reality of her new role began to set in. The collar's whispers grew louder, demanding that he embrace his place as a mere object of pleasure for the powerful women who held his fate in their hands. Despite her fear and the sting of her bruised pride, she found himself craving the touch of her new Mistress, eager to satisfy her in whatever way she demanded.

As dawn broke, the sound of jingling keys and the squeak of the heavy kennel door pulled Michelle from her troubled sleep. The guard returned, his cruel smile a promise of another day of suffering. He unlocked Michelle's cage, jerking her to her feet with a rough tug of the leash attached to his collar. "Time for your morning ritual," he grunted, his breath reeking of stale ale and lust.

Lady Michelle Arrowsmith’s Luxurious Suite of Rooms

Mistress Valoria awaited Michelle as the guard escorted the hooded slave to the opulent upstairs suite and raised his cuffed arms overhead to a chain dangling down from the bath's ceiling.  Michelle was forced to bear witness to anything that occurred in the bath.  Valoria, her eyes gleaming with anticipation strutted arrogantly into the bath with Slave Elara following, fully naked. Valoria was dressed in a flowing black silk robe, her hair loose around her shoulders, giving her an air of decadence that made Michelle's stomach turn. She gestured for Elara to join her in the vast, steaming bath, the water scented with exotic oils that filled the room with a heady aroma. The sight of Elara's naked form stepping into the water made Michelle's heart race, her body responding to the collar's magic with an unwelcome surge of arousal.

Elara's eyes met Michelle's briefly, filled with a mix of disappointment in Michelle's inability to protect her and fear of what the Mistress of Slaves might require of her. The collar had taught Michelle to read the subtle cues of her fellow 'pets', and she knew Elara was bracing herself for what was to come. Her Mistress stepped into the water with a grace that caused her heart to miss a beat in her natural lust for her Mistress, her body sliding beneath the surface with a soft splash. The water lapped at Valoria's curves, highlighting her perfect beauty as opposed to the demon-wrought collar that Elara, Red, wore.  While gone, where the damning brand of the Black Clan Demons had adorned Michelle’s flank itched with an intensity that reminded him that he’d been marked as High Demon property.  Michelle now accepted that her role as a rich high-borne lady was probably going to remain a sham.

Mistress Valoria settled into the water, her robe fluttering about her in the water like a dark cloud. She beckoned to Elara, her hand stroking the water in a gesture that was both seductive and commanding. With a heavy sigh, Elara approached, her eyes cast down in submission. Michelle felt her own body respond, her gag, a hard rubber cock, blunted any chance to voice her approval of the sex between her Mistress and Michelle’s slave that was certain to follow.  As it was becoming more frequent, the collar happily whispered its approval, the magic urging her to find pleasure in accepting suffering as her Mistress cavorted with her own slave, Elara/Red.

Valoria's eyes gleamed with a hunger that was not entirely unfamiliar to Michelle, who had seen the same look in Ciara's eyes when she had betrayed him and claimed her as her own. But here, in the soft light of the early morning, the hunger was tinged with something else—a hint of affection, perhaps, or the beginnings of a bond that transcended the chains that bound them.

The Mistress of Slaves leaned back in the water, her breasts bobbing on the surface like ripe fruit. "You see, my dear, Delicious," she began, her voice a sultry whisper that seemed to coil around Michelle's mind, "I had quite the evening with your little slut, Red. She was surprisingly... eager to please." Michelle felt the collar's magic pulse, urging her to focus on Valoria's words, to accept them without question or jealousy.

Elara, standing at the edge of the tub, her eyes cast down, could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. She knew what was expected of her, and she stepped forward, approaching the Slave Mistress, her body shivering with a mix of fear and excitement. The water was hot, almost scalding, but she forced herself to ignore the heat as she knelt before her Mistress in the small pool. Valoria's hand reached out, her fingers tracing a line from Elara's collar down to her chest, her touch a silent demand for obedience.

Michelle was shocked at what she saw as Mistress Valoria’s fingers traced their way down Elara’s, Red’s, torso.  “The rings are gone,” she told herself in amazement.  “We were told they could never be removed and that her voice was gone forever.  How has Mistress Valoria done this?”

Mistress Valoria leaned back, her eyes never leaving Michelle's hooded form. "Show your Mistress what a good little slave you can be, Red," she murmured, her voice a siren's song that Elara couldn't resist. With trembling hands, Elara began to undo the knots of Valoria's soaked robe, exposing the fullness of her breasts to the steamy air. The Mistress's skin was like alabaster, unmarred by the depravity of the world outside.

Elara felt the collar around her neck tighten in a silent reminder of her magic now controlled by Mistress Valoria the instant that Michelle submitted herself to the Mistress. Elara leaned forward, her full lips parting to take a nipple into her mouth, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh. Michelle watched, her breath coming in short gasps around the dildo mouthpiece that filled him, the collar's whispers a constant presence in his mind to accept his slave's service to his Mistress. She felt her own arousal growing, her sex swelling with blood as she imagined himself in Elara's position, serving Valoria's every whim.

Mistress Valoria's eyes never left Michelle's hooded face as she recounted the previous night's events, her voice a seductive purr that seemed to resonate through his very soul. "Ah, the noises she made for me, so sweet and desperate," she murmured, her hand coming up to caress Elara's cheek. "It was quite the performance, wouldn't you say, Red?"

Elara felt a jolt of conflicting emotions as Valoria's words painted a vivid picture of her own submission. She knew she should feel ashamed, used, and violated, but instead, she felt a strange sense of pride that she had been able to satisfy such a powerful and demanding woman. Despite her own fears and the helplessness of her situation, she couldn't deny the truth—the Mistress had been a skilled and demanding lover, bringing her to heights of pleasure she had never before experienced.

“Yes, Mistress,” Elara whispered in her newly restored voice.

With trembling hands, Elara continued her ministrations, her mouth moving from one perfect nipple to the other, her tongue swirling and teasing the sensitive flesh. Valoria's breath grew ragged, her chest rising and falling with each gasp as Elara's attentions grew more fervent. The water in the tub had turned lukewarm, but neither of them cared, lost in the intensity of the moment.

Finally, Mistress Valoria's hand slid down to Elara's shoulder, pushing her gently downward. "Good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with desire. "Now, show me how much you've learned."

Elara's eyes shifted from Michelle to Mistress Valoria, her expression now one of perfect servitude and faked arousal, a seemingly overt acceptance of her role. She knew that Michelle was watching, that she was bound by the collar that compelled her to serve, to pleasure, to obey. With a deep breath, she leaned forward, her breasts brushing against Valoria's thighs as she descended. The water sloshed around her as she reached between her Mistress's legs, her fingers finding the soft folds of skin hidden there. She knew what was expected, had already been trained by Ciara in the art of pleasuring a woman, and she was determined to give Valoria what she craved.

Her touch was tentative at first, exploring the slick heat of her Mistress' sex with gentle strokes that made Valoria's hips buck in response. Michelle imagined her departed cock swelling and straining to penetrate any of the two women's pleasure holes.  Realizing that it was just a dream, she let the collar's magic feed her a delicious cocktail of lust and submission.  She waited with anticipation for an orgasm to course through her needy pussy in time with his Mistress's orgasm.  She watched jealously as Elara's cheeks hollowed, her tongue darting out to taste the sweetness of Valoria's arousal that she was being denied.

Mistress Valoria's moans grew louder, echoing through the chamber like the sweetest of music to Michelle's ears. The collar whispered its encouragement, urging her to revel in the sight of Elara's obedience and the Mistress's pleasure. She felt her own arousal build, her new womanly sex pulsing with each suck of Valoria's pussy, each stroke of Elara's tongue against her clit. The scene was a dance of power and submission.

Valoria's hand tightened in Elara's hair, guiding her, demanding more, pushing her face deeper into the wet heat between her thighs. The water churned around them, a testament to the intensity of their passionate play. Elara's eyes now locked exclusively with Mistress Valoria.

Michelle watched the scene unfold, her breath coming in shallow pants, the rubber phallus in her mouth seemingly alive with each of Valoria's gasps. The collar whispered sweet nothings into her mind, urging her to find his own release in the sight of Elara's servitude.

Elara's eyes, glazed with a mix of passion and submission and remained locked on Mistress Valoria's eyes. She finally realized that the bond between herself, Michelle, and Ciara was nothing, ... they were nothing, ... only pawns to be enjoyed, used, and perhaps ultimately cast aside by their owners, ... no, by their true Mistress, ... Mistress Valoria.

Mistress Valoria's breath grew ragged as she neared climax, her thighs trembling around Elara's head. Elara's belly clenched in need for an orgasm.  The demon exiled to the collar around Elara’s neck also reveled in the changed power dynamics at play. Mistress Valoria now controlled Elara’s magic and didn’t yet realize it.  Like the demon’s soul, Samael, in Michelle’s collar, Kijo’s soul couldn’t force her to obey a true Master or Mistress.  Instead, Kijo took control of Elara’s magic and passed that control to a ‘Mistress’ or ‘Master’ with no absolute obedience required as in a typical Goblin-wrought slave collar.

Kijo whispered to Elara to serve, to give in to her basest instincts, to revel in the degradation of her own body, to forego any bond save that with Mistress Valoria.

The tension in the room grew palpable, the air thick with the scent of sex and power. Michelle's eyes were glued to the erotic dance unfolding before her, her own body betraying her with its traitorous responses. Her mind swirled with dark thoughts of dominance and submission, the collar's whispers growing ever more insistent. She found himself imagining it was she who was kneeling before Valoria, tongue lapping eagerly at her sex, begging for her approval.

Mistress Valoria's eyes fluttered shut, her head thrown back in ecstasy as Elara's skilled mouth worked her to a crescendo. Michelle could feel the vibrations of her own impending orgasm, the collar's magic resonating with echoes of the intense pleasure of his Mistress. Her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—desire, and acceptance prepared to ride the river of the most intense orgasm of his / her life.

With a final, guttural cry, Valoria's body tensed, her thighs squeezing Elara's head as she reached the peak of her climax. Michelle's body convulsed in response, the muscles of her belly sending waves of pleasure through her transformed body, the collar now nearly silent in recognition of its success in guiding Michelle to be fully in synch with the Mistress of Slaves and the collar's need for her natural and willing submission. She joyously climaxed in synchronization with her Mistress.

Elara surfaced from the water, gasping for air, her face flushed and her eyes glazed with a newfound hunger. She looked up at Valoria, her expression a blend of awe and fear, her mouth still full of the succulent taste of her Mistress. Valoria's eyes, dark with satisfaction, searched Michelle's hooded gaze, her smile one of triumph.

The Mistress stepped out of the tub with a grace that belied her depravity. Her wet, naked body glistened in the flickering candlelight, water droplets trailing down her curves like a siren's beckoning call. She stood before Michelle, her hand extended imperiously. "Dry me," she ordered to Elara, Michelle still unable to touch her Goddess, trapped by the chains on her wrists to dangle helplessly.  Her unrequited words and caresses an addition to his feeling of submission.

Elara, now fully under the collar's hypnotic sway, moved quickly to obey, her eyes never leaving Valoria's as she took the soft, plush towel and began to gently pat her Mistress dry.

“Delicious, girl,” Mistress Valoria commanded, “when I am absent, Red is to be your Minor Mistress.  Red, you will follow my commands with your role as Minor Mistress to Delicious.”

“Mistress Valoria's words hung in the air, a declaration that privately Elara was to be referred to as 'Minor Mistress' a command that sent shivers of excitement and fresh humiliation through Michelle's body. 'Minor Mistress' was a title that reaffirmed her new role in the twisted world of the Slavers Guild.

Elara nodded solemnly, her eyes never leaving Valoria's. “As you command, Mistress,” she whispered in a soft voice as if still unused to speaking.  The collar around her neck remained silent, a stark contrast to the tumultuous emotions that must have been raging beneath the surface. She took the towel and began to gently dry her Mistress, her movements precise and calculated, every stroke a silent declaration of her absolute obedience.

Mistress Valoria paused and took a moment to survey Michelle, her hooded figure a stark reminder of her new place in the hierarchy. "You see, my dear," she purred to Elara, "how eager your little girl, Delicious is to serve.  Delicious is so endearing in her emasculated, feminized, submissive form."

"If she still had her little cock, it would be limp from spurting far too early to be of use to either of us," the Mistress of Slaves spoke with an uncharacteristic giggle, fulling intending to lower Michelle’s status in Elara’s eyes, also implying that she was only nominally Michelle’s slave.

As Elara saw the helpless, hooded, and emasculated feminine body of Michelle, she knew that Mistress Valoria was correct, that Michelle was nothing to her and wouldn't and couldn't do anything to raise her back to her previous stature, as a free and dangerous woman.  “Mistress, Delicious is mine to command?” Elara asked for clarificaiton.

“Yes,” Valoria responded with a smirk, “when I’m absent, she’s your little slut.”

The weight of her new collar was a constant reminder of her submission to the Slavers Guild and to Mistress Valoria. Michelle, now a mere shadow of the man she once was, had become a tool, a plaything, for the sadistic pleasures of their captors.

Elara watched as Mistress Valoria sauntered out of the room, leaving the two of them alone in the aftermath of their shared degradation. The door clicked shut, echoing through the chamber louder than a handclap, final and definitive.

Her gaze fell upon Michelle, still hooded and bound, her chest rising and falling with the aftershocks of her forced orgasm. The gag kept her breathing to his nostrils, leaving her nearly breathless.  With contempt, Elara realized the thing that was really pathetic about Michelle’s new role, falling to being a deluded submissive plaything and a mere toy to Mistress Valoria and the Slavers Guild, was that she didn't realize that there was no honor for her in standing alone, truly valueless, with no hope of ever regaining any Human rights.

The collar's whispers grew faint as Mistress Valoria left, leaving Elara with her thoughts. Michelle's new role was clear—she was to be the plaything of the guild, to be used and discarded as needed. The thought of her being used by other women, or men, sent a jolt of anger through her, but she pushed it down, knowing that she too was now merely property to be commanded and controlled.

With trembling hands, Elara began to dress Michelle, the soft fabrics of the rich garments feeling almost like a mockery against her yet unhealed bruised and abused body. She pulled a gossamer under shift over Michelle’s shoulders, the material clinging to her curves in a way that made her look even more vulnerable. The collar remained in place, non-removable, a stark reminder of her true nature—that she was an owned pawn with no control over her destiny.

"You will be presented to the other guests tonight," Elara murmured, her voice devoid of warmth as she worked. "Mistress Valoria wishes to show you off, to demonstrate her power over you. You must play your part, or she will take her displeasure out on both of us."

Michelle nodded, the weight of the collar a stark reminder of her submission. She felt a strange mix of dread and anticipation, her mind torn between the horror of her situation and the collar's insidious whispers of her pleasure in serving her Mistress.

Elara, now fully embracing her role as Michelle's keeper and trainer, went to the wardrobe filled with fine garments that starkly contrasted with the tattered rags they had been wearing. She picked out a gown for Michelle of deep blue velvet, the fabric so soft it was like a caress against her skin as she helped Michelle into it. The dress slithered down over the under shift and clung pleasingly to her curves, accentuating her feminine form.  Elara picked an equally high quality outfit for herself.  Dressed, she stood enamored with her image in a full-length mirror and decided it was perfect.

"Remember, in their presence you are Lady Michelle, yet owned as a pet by Mistress Valoria and myself," she whispered to Michelle harshly, her eyes flashing with determination. "You will behave as such, and do everything Mistress Valoria commands."

Michelle nodded, her thoughts a whirlwind of fear and anticipation.  In her mind, she was still intensely curious at what were the resources of the Slavers Guild that could remove the cursed piercings that had blocked Elara’s voice.

Entertaining Guild Guests in Michelle’s Library

Together, they descended the grand staircase, two finely dressed ladies of means, Michelle's heart racing with every step. The library door loomed before them, and Elara pushed it open with a confidence that seemed almost foreign to Michelle now. The room was well lit, the candles backed by small mirrors that cast shadow-less light across the room. Two figures, a man and a woman, sat in high-backed chairs, sipping from crystal goblets filled with a deep red liquid.  Blessedly, it was only a fine wine.

The man's eyes widened as he took in the sight of Elara and Michelle, his lecherous gaze lingering on Michelle's form. The woman's smile grew predatory and she licked her lips. Both man and woman were dressed in the finest that the fabulously rich High Members of the Slavers Guild could acquire.  Their clothes and demeanor presented a macabre mix of elegance and menace. On a low table between them, lay a tarp, wrapped and strapped around an object within.  Michelle felt a sinking feeling in her stomach as she realized what was upon it.

Mistress Valoria's gaze also raked over Michelle's body, her eyes lingering approvingly on the clothing she had been dressed in.  She stepped closer, her hand trailing over his bare shoulder. "Ah, Slave Elara," she said, her voice a purr loud enough to be heard by all within the library.  Her tone sent shivers down Michelle's spine. "Your pet is looking quite... obedient tonight. How delightful."

The man and woman looked up at that comment, their eyes now raking over Elara's well dressed figure and both tried to see which of the two well-dressed women would 'entertain' them during this brief inspection trip. The man spoke first, his voice a gruff bark. "Quite a set of prizes for the Slavers Guild. What's pet's story?"

Elara's voice was cold and formal as she recounted the events that had led to Michelle's capture and subsequent transformation. She described the developments in the tavern, the escape from the carriage, and their eventual recapture, leaving out the details of the pact with Ciara and the collars that bound them all. She ended with a flourish, her eyes gleaming with a malicious pride. "And now she belongs to Mistress Valoria, and myself in a lessor way.  She is reduced to a mere toy, no longer a Royal Ranger, now a tool to be used, and a testament to the power of the Slavers Guild."

The guards approached and pick up the tarp.  Their eyes are eager to witness humiliation and in anticipation of a new plaything. They unwrapped the tarp, revealing the broken body of the once proud and fiery agent of the Guild, the former High Lady Helena, now renamed, Wench, a slave and gift ultimately destined for Lady Michelle.  In the meantime, Mistress Valoria the Guild’s Head Mistress was to introduce Helena to her new life of slavery.

Helena’s eyes were open, but glazed with pain, and she lay unmoving, her breathing shallow and ragged. Her body was a canvas of bruises, cuts, and burns, a stark testament to the cruelty heaped upon her by the Guild Guards upon her lost honor in a cowardly submission during a fair contest to the death.  No Guild agent was allowed to beg for mercy.  It was amazing that she was still alive, perhaps only because the Slavers Guild intended to profit from her slavery.

"Take her," Valoria said with a dismissive wave of her hand. "See that she's tended to, but be carefully gentle until we know for certain that she will survive. If she is still alive in a fortnight, then she's to be the guards' plaything for another fortnight before she enters the kennels for regular training before being sold at auction. I want her to know what awaits her, to crave the sweet embrace of the collar."

Michelle quickly glared at the Slave Mistress but kept her anger contained.  “How can they sell off my slave,” she hissed to herself.  “The former High Lady was always meant to belong to me.”

The two guards stepped forward eagerly, each taking an end of the tarp. They hoisted the unconscious form of the once-proud and overly arrogant Helena now a pitiful slave, renamed Wench, into their arms and carried her out of the library with a sense of excitement that made Michelle's stomach turn. The collar around Michelle’s neck seemed to tighten briefly, an illusion created by the Demon Samael in her collar.  Samael whispered in her ear that she was to watch and learn from Wench's forced submission.

Mistress Valoria's guests, a pair of wealthy leaders within the Slavers Guild nodded in approval at Mistress Valoria's display of control and power. The woman leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with interest. "I've heard rumors of each of these collars," she said, her voice like silk over sharpened steel. "They're quite, … effective."  Her pussy clenched at the thought of the power held by a magical, Goblin-created magic collar.

Lady Valoria's smile grew colder. "Indeed, they are," she replied, her hand caressing the smooth metal around Elara's neck. "This particular demon-wrought collar is an heirloom, passed down through the generations by the King's Magistrates. It's said to contain the soul of a particularly feisty demon, one that was captured during the Great Purge when it betrayed the Demon King.  It was her punishment to have her soul locked for eternity in the collar for turning against him.  Her soul powers the collar's enchantments while she remains locked in a dark, windowless cell with no external input."

"The Magistrates," hissed the man.  "How is it they have gifted them this collar?"

Valoria grinned and answered, "Michelle and Elara here are the heroes that defeated Lady Lysara's plot to bring demons to this world.  The King was impressed and had the Magistrates gift the collar for Michelle's use.  That’s how it became locked upon Slave Elara, Red’s neck."

The collar around Elara's neck felt alive, its whispers growing stronger as it monitored her every move, her every thought. It was as if it could sense any flicker of rebellion, sometimes forcefully urging her to embrace her new role as the property of Mistress Valoria. The collar was in many ways a prison, but she had already accepted that she was nothing, nothing but a pawn in Mistress Valoria's questionable mercy.

“The collar on the ex-Ranger’s neck was a direct gift from the former High Lady Helena who personally found the collar while delving in Lady Lysara’s Castle,” Valoria continued.

The slender, decorative collar around Michelle's neck seemed to pulse as it was named.  Samael was an attentive silent sentinel, whispering sweet nothings of submission and desire, turning Michelle’s mind into putty at the hands of his Mistress. The soul trapped within, a vile murderess, had long ago lost any sense of self, her consciousness fully integrated into the collar's purpose. It was a symbiotic relationship of power and control, the collar feeding off his obedience, feeling vindicated with each act of degradation.

Elara watched with a mix of horror and fascination as Michelle's eyes shone with a newfound adoration for Mistress Valoria. she was utterly devoted to her, eager to please, a stark contrast to the fierce warrior she had once known. The collar had transformed her into a creature of pure, unfiltered submissiveness to her Mistress Valoria who would use her as a pawn in the machinations of the Slavers Guild's twisted ideals.

During their interactions, Michelle would often make subtle gestures of affection towards Mistress Valoria, which she would either ignore or respond to with a condescending pat on the head, reinforcing Michelle’s subservient position. The collar's sentience reveled at her foolish acceptance of her inexorable movement down the one-way path of absolute submission. Elara felt a twinge of anger each time she saw it, knowing that Michelle was being manipulated and controlled by an inanimate object programmed by magic and fueled by a vile soul trapped within.

The evening passed with Michelle on display, her every move and gesture scrutinized by the high-born guests of Shadow Garde. They whispered about her transformation, their eyes lingering on her hooded face and the elegant gown that barely contained her newfound femininity. Despite her degradation, Michelle managed outwardly to maintain a semblance of dignity, her eyes never meeting anyone else's, focusing solely on Mistress Valoria's slightest move.

Elara, meanwhile, observed the proceedings with a cold, calculating gaze. She knew their lives were at risk during this precarious encounter. She had to play her role to perfection if they were to survive the day.

The High Lady's assistant's suggestion of a demonstration of Valoria's training was met with a predatory smile from Mistress Valoria. She knew that maintaining her power within the Slavers Guild’s hierarchy meant providing the kind of entertainment that her guests craved. With a nod, she turned to Michelle, the collar around her neck in alert anticipation of what was to come.

"Slave Elara," Valoria purred, her voice thick with the promise of pain and pleasure. "I believe it's time for you to have your pet show us what she's learned."

Elara's eyes narrowed, the collar around her neck pulsing with approval for the task ordered. She knew that Michelle's performance would determine their fate tonight. She took a deep breath and turned to Michelle. "Perform for them," she commanded.

"Girl, show them what a good little pet you are,, … a very good girl," Elara hissed.

Michelle's pussy clenched at publicly hearing her private name, ... girl, ... a submissive slut that didn't deserve a true name, even worse than being called Delicious.

The High Lady's assistant's question hung in the air, thick with the anticipation of what was to come. Mistress Valoria's smile grew wider, and she nodded at Elara, strengthening her command in a non verbal way that Elara understood.   She was to personally join in on demonstrating what she and Girl were capable of.  Elara gulped, but knew she had to proceed with external eagerness.

"It would be our pleasure to entertain you, High Guild Representatives," Elara replied, her voice a seductive purr that she hoped would mask the fear that tightened her throat.

Mistress Valoria nodded, her eyes gleaming. "Indeed, I believe a demonstration of their talents would be quite enlightening. Girl, you and Elara," she snapped her fingers, "You will perform for our guests. Show them what good little pets you are."

With a shiver of excitement that she couldn't suppress, Michelle, now publicly named girl, a humiliating diminutive name, took a deep breath and stepped forward.  Her body responded almost against her will, her hips swaying gently as she approached the center of the room. The soft fabric of the dress brushed against her skin, sending a wave of sensation through her body that was reflective of her reality as a lustful and deviant woman.

Elara, however, felt reluctant acceptance as the High Lady's assistant eyed her hungrily. She knew that her role was to serve and entertain, even if it meant pain for Michelle.  "No, she reminded herself, "she's my toy as well and her name is simply Girl."  Also, she knew that to resist anything in this room would bring more pain and suffering upon them all.

"As you wish, Mistress," Elara said with a curt nod, her hand coming to rest on Michelle's shoulder. She looked obediently straight ahead, regardless of her internal trepidations. "Girl," Elara said, her voice firm, "kneel to begin showing honor to our guests."

Michelle's body responded automatically, dropping to her knees with a grace that was almost eerie. The fabric of the dress fell around her knees like a pool of light, emphasizing her newfound femininity. She could feel the eyes of the most important free women in the library, her Mistress, the High Lady.  The look of lust in the assistant's eyes were of no consequence, he knew who was in charge.  There was no anger or resentment in Michelle’s heart, only bliss at her submission.

Mistress Valoria stepped closer to Michelle, her hand reaching out to stroke her cheek. "Isn't she just exquisite?" she asked her guests, her voice a blend of pride and possession. "Everything about her, from the way she moves to the sound of her voice, is a testament to my training."

Elara felt a surge of pride in her voice as she spoke, her words a knife's edge of sweetness and malice. "Indeed, she is a fine example of what the Slavers Guild can create. A tool to be used, a weapon to be wielded, and a trophy to be displayed." She couldn't help but feel a twinge of satisfaction at the thought of Michelle's transformation.

Michelle, now known as 'girl', felt a thrill of excited humiliation at Elara's cruel words, her mind fully embracing the role she had been given. She knew that her body was a weapon in this twisted game, and she would use it to the fullest extent to please her owner. As she lowered the shoulders of her dress, exposing the creamy flesh of her breasts to the leering eyes of the onlookers, the collar around her neck whispered only words of satisfaction.

The High Lady's assistant leaned forward, his gaze rapacious as he licked his lips. "Ah, yes," he murmured, his voice thick with desire. "I can see that she is quite... compliant."

Elara was pleased of the lusty visceral response of one of the guests, even the one of lesser importance; but, she felt a flicker of anger at Michelle's ignorant half-finished move to 'Present', but she pushed it down, focusing instead on the task at hand. She stepped closer to Michelle, her eyes cold and calculating as she reached for the back of her neck and squeezed to show her displeasure.  "Do as you're told, pet," she whispered, her voice a harsh contrast to the tenderness she had once used. "Display those breasts properly and then downcast your eyes."

Michelle gulped and complied immediately, placing her hands under her breasts and lifting them up to show their fullness and the pink peaks of her nipples, which had grown hard solely from the humiliation she was willingly undergoing for her Mistress.  She reveled at her Mistress's lust as she stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with a mix of pride and hunger.

Elara took a deep breath, as she watched Valoria's hand move closer to Michelle's exposed flesh, to cover it with her quivering hands. "Yes, Mistress," she said, her voice a mix of eagerness and submission. "I'd be honored for your demonstrate of the... the, flexibility of our pet."

The room grew still as Valoria's hands began to move over Michelle's breasts, starting with gentle caresses that made her gasp before she pinched and twisted the sensitive flesh, causing her to whine in pain and shameful arousal. The High Lady's assistant watched with a hungry gaze, his eyes never leaving the scene unfolding before him.

Elara's heart raced as she watched the demonstration, torn at the level of her own rising lust, something felt physically as her belly clenched, the lips of her sex increasing in sensitivity as they became engorged with blood, and her womanly secretions began to drip down her leg.  "I'm enjoying this," she told herself.

During this, Michelle gasped and moaned as her breasts were caressed and then whimpered softly at the pain of having her nipples cruelly yanked about.

"Slut," Elara spat the word out with a mix of revulsion and arousal that sent a shiver down Michelle's spine. "I can see how much you enjoyed that.  I can smell your arousal from herre.  Now, roll your shoulders forward, and let the dress slip down to the floor, expose yourself fully to our esteemed guests."

Michelle eagerly complied with her Mini-Mistress's command. With trembling hands, she did as she was told, the fabric sliding off her shoulders to pool around her ankles, leaving her completely naked and vulnerable. Her cunt quivered in need and dripped its juices down her trembling thighs, an overt declaration of her subjugation and readiness to serve.

The High Lady's assistant licked his lips, his eyes greedy as he took in the sight of Michelle's naked body, the collar around her neck a stark reminder of her newfound role as a sexual plaything. "Ah, yes," he murmured, his gaze lingering on the slick folds of Michelle's sex. "It seems your training has indeed paid off, Lady Valoria."

Elara turned toward the High Lady.  "This pet, girl, is ready for anything that you desire. Do you wish to use her here or in private?"   The High Lady pretended to be in full control of her lust.  "No," the Guild’s Guest, a High Lady, declined languidly, as if it were of no matter, "I prefer my fun in private, in an all night setting."  She looked to her assistant with a bit of scorn in her face.  "Perhaps you wish to do something here and now?"

Mistress Valoria's smile never wavered, though Elara could see the flicker of irritation in her eyes when the invitation was declined and then diverted without her approval to the guest of lesser importance, the assistant.

"Indeed," said Valoria, her voice a silky threat directed toward the assistant. "But as the High Lady herself has indicated, I'm sure she would prefer a more... private setting to fully appreciate the capabilities of my pets."

"No!" the High Lady interjected in an irritated tone.  "The offer has already been shifted to my assistant."  She turned to him and added in a tone of impatience, "Do you wish to use the slut to see how she pleases a man."  The word man seemed to carry a deeper feeling of scorn.

The assistant's eyes glinted with excitement at the opportunity, completely missing that the High Lady would hold his uncontrolled urges against him.  He stepped closer to Michelle, his hand reaching out to stroke the softness of her thigh. "Indeed, I would like to see if she lives up to the reputation of those who have worn that collar before her."

Mistress Valoria's smile was tight as she stepped back, allowing the assistant to take control of the demonstration. She knew that he was making a mistake, angering his superior by showing ill control of his basic instincts and lusts.  It was a move that might make him a danger to the Guild in certain situations; and, a clear move of disrespect to the High Lady.

The guest High Lady watched the scene unfold with a bored expression, the hint of a smirk playing at the corner of her lips. She knew that Valoria was seething.  But, more importantly, her assistant had just failed a crucial test, one that showed his unsuitability for a key position in the Slavers Guild. Despite her disappointment in her choice of assistants, she enjoyed the dual power plays.

Elara and Valoria couldn't hold back their amusement any longer as they watched the man's futile attempts to conquer Michelle's body with his pathetic worm of a cock. Elara's amusement was the opposite of the frustration felt by Michelle, as she knew she would be denied an orgasm from the odious man.  The three true women in the room felt only scorn at seeing this age old play reenacted, the pathetic attempts of a weak man that shouldn't be in the gene pool of real, capable, dominate men.

The High Lady's eyes glittered with malicious amusement as she watched her assistant's failure.  Despite Michelle's deep frustration at knowing that insignificant prick could never give him an orgasm, he knew he had to continue to show the power of his Mistresses, Valoria and Elara.

As the man's seed cooled on Michelle's back, the room was filled with the sound of fabric rustling as Elara stepped forward, her eyes alight with the same cold satisfaction that Mistress Valoria felt.  Elara reached out and grabbed Michelle's chin, tilting her head back so that their eyes met.  "You are to be a good pet and clean yourself up," she said, her voice a blend of mock sweetness and absolute command.

Michelle nodded, his eyes downcast, as her Minor Mistress spoke.  With trembling hands, she began to wipe away the mess that the man had left.  With no cloth offered to clean himself, she licked the man's cooling seed off his fingers and quested about for more.

The High Lady turned to her rumpled assistant.  "Go now!" she demanded and wait for me in the carriage."  She watched scornfully as he left, still straightening his rumpled clothes.  When he was gone from the library and the door closed, the High Lady turned to Valoria with a cold smile. "Your pet has proven quite the, ... entertaining asset," she said, her voice showing a bare level of approval. "But remember, Valoria," her voice once again becoming stern, "you were not my choice for this position.  It was that half-alive Wench languishing in your slave kennels that showed so much potential.  Alas, she showed a lack of honor in her fight with Slave Ciara and her own men punished her.  Take that as a lesson, Valoria, I will let you continue here in a promotion as full Mistress of Shadow Garde, not just within the kennels.  Yet, you will also have to assume the same responsibilities as your predecessor, now slave Wench languishing in the estate’s slave kennel.  You are still a servant to the Slavers Guild and the new contact for local operations in Kingsreach as well."

The room grew colder as Valoria nodded in understanding, her eyes never leaving the High Lady's. "Of course," she said, her voice smooth as silk, but the underlying tension was palpable. "I am always at the Guild's service."

"Good," the High Lady acknowledged.  "Now, before I take my final leave from you, have two of your guards waylay that idiot assistant of mine.  They are to beat him and throw him bound and naked in the trunk of the carriage or into your kennels.  Either way, the Guild is happy to be rid of him.  He is not suitable for promotion and thus, a failure."

Elara's heart pounded as she watched the power dynamics unfold before her. She knew that the High Lady was ready to rid herself of a potential threat.  A move that she hoped Mistress Valoria would not copy with herself or Michelle and Ciara.

"High Lady," Valoria said with a respectful tone, her eyes on the floor, "Your will shall be done immediately." She turned to one of the nearby guards, her eyes flashing a silent command. The guard nodded and stepped out to carry out High Lady Valoria’s orders.

The Guild's High Lady stood waiting for the guard to leave before she turned and left without another word.

Mistress Valoria watched her guest leave before turning her attention back to Elara and Michelle. Enjoying the beauty of her new possessions, she shielded herself from any feeling of pity for the male Guildsman whose career was so brutally ended.  Likewise, she didn’t feel any guilt at the upheaval of Sir Michael’s life to helpless female and now a slave.  Slave Mistress Valoria, now Mistress of Shadow Garde, knew full well that pity was a weakness that would lead to her destruction at the hands of the Slavers Guild.

Valoria's mind shifted to the kennels behind the estate, where rows of cells held only a few female slaves suitable for sexual service training and resale at a high-end auction.  She realized she really didn't need a man that couldn't or wouldn't accept training. "Quick!" she yelled to the remaining guard.  "Go to the High Lady's carriage and make sure she takes him with her.  Tell the High Lady that the only use we have for such a low quality slave is to arrange for his resell at auction to a torture and abuse whorehouse."

Elara's stomach churned at the thought of the obnoxious man's fate, but she knew that he posed a serious risk to the Slavers Guild's reputation; it was just good business to get rid of risks, though not normally in such a permanent fashion.

Mistress Valoria's cold smile grew as she turned to Elara. "Your dedication to the Guild has not gone unnoticed," she said, her voice a low purr of approval. "Continue to train our pet well, and there may be more privileges for you to come. But for now," she gestured towards the naked Michelle, her body gleaming with sweat and the residue of her failed attempt at pleasing the man. "I have matters to attend to. Play with her," she ordered, her gaze lingering on Michelle's exposed cunt, "and make sure she knows her place."

Elara grinned, her eyes glinting with excitement as she approached Michelle, who was still on her knees, trembling slightly. She knew exactly what her Mistress had in mind and was eager to show her own dominance over the collared beauty. "Pet," she purred, "on your back, now."

Without a moment's hesitation, Michelle complied, lying down flat on the plushly carpeted floor of the library.  She stared up at Elara with anticipation, her eyes wide and dark with need.

Elara felt a thrill of power as she watched. She knew that Michelle’s body was hers to use and enjoy, a plaything to be wielded at her whim. She stepped closer, the skirt of her gown whispering against the floor as she lifted it up to her waist, revealing her own wet sex to the cool air of the room.

"Open your mouth," she ordered, her voice dripping with the sweetness of dominance. Michelle's eyes went wide with both excitement and fear.  She obeyed, eagerly, parting he lips as Elara positioned herself over her face and Michelle felt her nose enter her Mini Mistress’ slick pussy.

Her wetness glistened in the bright light of the library as she slowly lowered herself onto Michelle, the heat of her sex pressing against her mouth. She could feel her quivering with anticipation, her breath hot against her folds. She wiggled her hips a couple of times, riding her face and savoring the feel of her tongue darting out to taste her, before she settled into place, facing Michelle’s feet.

Michelle's eyes fluttered closed as she felt Elara's wetness cover her face, Elara’s weight forcing her mouth to open wider. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating.  She knew that this was just a test, ... a test of her compliance in following orders, ... a test of her oral skills, ... proof of her ability to perform covert Guild missions after Mistress Valoria completed her training.

Elara moaned, the sound echoing through the library, as Michelle's tongue danced over her clit with a precision that belied her inexperience.  Her tongue was a warm, wet muscle that seemed to know just where to touch and how much pressure to apply to make Elara squirm with pleasure.  Her breath came in short, sharp gasps as she followed her whispered commands, focusing her attention where Elara guided her.  Her hips began to rock in a slow rhythm, matching the strokes of her tongue.

Michelle's eyes had little to see other than Elara’s lush and plump ass as she worked her mouth over her sex, her hands moved up to cup her breasts and tease the hardened peaks through the fabric of her dress.  The feel of her warm, wet flesh against her face was intoxicating, and she found herself growing more aroused with each whimper that escaped her lips.  Her collar was satisfied that she was servicing his Minor Mistress, and she redoubled her efforts, eager to bring Elara to climax.

The Ranger had always been selfish in bed, but the collar had since trained her to read a woman's body language and responses with an uncanny precision.  She felt Elara’s body tightening, her muscles contracting around her tongue, and knew that Elara was close.  She redoubled her efforts, her tongue swirling and flicking faster, her hands more insistent on her breasts.  The collar whispered its approval into her mind, feeding her desire to please Elara.

Elara felt the orgasm building, her hips rocking back and forth, pushing her pussy into Michelle's face.  She was so close, so close to the sweet release that had been denied to her for so long.  And then, without warning, she felt Michelle’s mouth leave her sex.  She looked down to see her eyes tightly closed and her mouth gasping in the throes of a massive orgasm.

"Mistress, I'm sorry, so sorry." Michelle wailed when she recovered enough to realize her Mistress was left hanging, ... with no orgasm, ... her release had stolen hers.

Elara's eyes flashed with fury as she pulled away from Michelle's grasp, standing up tall and proud. "You dare to take your own pleasure without permission!" she snarled, "And denying me my own pleasure at the same time!"  Her hand came down to slap Michelle hard across her face. "You are nothing but a stupid whore, worthless for use as a Guild's agent, much like that horrid man."

Michelle's cheek burned with the sting of Elara's slap, tears pooling in her eyes as she cowered before her.  "I'm sorry, Mistress," she whispered, her voice trembling.  "I couldn't help it.  I was overwhelmed with your beauty and sexual response."  She only hoped Elara’s anger wouldn't result in letting Mistress Valoria know of her failing.

Elara's expression softened slightly as she took in Michelle's sincere apology and the evident distress on her face.  She knew that Michelle was weak, partially because of the collar, but also because of being broken, molded into a female sexual being that deserved little respect. She couldn't help but feel a twinge of pity for the once fierce Ranger.  "Get up," she said, her voice a mix of anger and frustration.  "Never fear, you'll be punished later. For now, we must not disappoint Mistress Valoria.  Ring the silver bell to bring our maids so that they can prepare you for your weapons training."

Michelle's eyes widened slightly at the mention of the riding crop and her impending punishment, but she nodded and quickly got to her feet, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her uncontrolled climax.  Naked and disheveled, she walked over to the small side table where the bell was placed, her hips swaying slightly with each step, a movement that was becoming increasingly natural to her.

With a trembling hand, she picked up the delicate silver bell and gave it a gentle ring.  The sound echoed through the library, a stark contrast to the harshness of their words and actions.  Within moments, the doors opened and two young female slaves entered, their eyes cast down in submission.

"Maids," Elara declared, her voice still tinged with annoyance. "Mistress Valoria said you know what to do.  Something about preparing us and then escorting us for some training?"

The two maids exchanged a knowing glance, one that suggested they had seen what happened when Guild property attempted to assert themselves over Mistress Valoria's will.  The lead Maid, wearing some sort of sash to herald her position imperiously held out her hand.  "Minor Mistress Elara, you are to leash yourself and give yourself over to my control."  Elara gasped at the effrontery of the Maid Slave, flushed with anger, and pulled her leash from her dress.  Angrily, Elara faked meekness and handed off her leash that was now snapped to her collar.

The second Maid reached down to attach Michelle's leash to her collar and then tugged her upward.  Michelle’s discarded fine clothing was rolled up in the Maid’s other hand.  At her nakedness, disheveled look, and clear evidence of her face smeared with musky juices from a satisfied pussy.  She gave Michelle a clear look of distain.

"Come on," the lead Maid said with a sneer. "Let's get you ready for the training grounds. We start with proper clothing from your suite.  You're going to need to be in top form for this."

The two leashed females followed the Maids through the grand halls of the estate mansion. The plush carpets muffled their steps, but the jingle of the leash snaps against the rings of their collars was a stark reminder of their subservience.  Michelle's cheeks burned with a mix of humiliation and arousal as she was led naked through the estate.  The eyes of the passing staff darted away from her exposed flesh, whispering behind their hands as they went about their duties.  Elara's heart pounded in her chest, her thoughts racing as she tried to gauge the consequences of this latest development.

Finally, they arrived at the suite where the Maids' attentions turned to dressing them for their training. The lead Maid approached Michelle with a smirk, grabbing her long hair and twisting it into a rough ponytail, the pain sending a bolt of pleasure through her body.  The black leather skin-suit was tight, leaving her plump breasts and crotch exposed, leaving no doubt as to her role in the Guild's hierarchy. She watched as Elara was stripped and fitted with a restrictive corset, the thick controlling leather biting into her flesh as it was tightened. The Maids' cruel fingers pinched and prodded, leaving bruises on her sensitive skin as they revealed her swollen nipples through the corset.

Elara's breath hitched as she was forced into knee-high boots, their shiny blackness contrasting starkly with her pale skin. Despite the humiliation of being dressed in an outfit she didn’t pick, and her bare cunt exposed to all, she felt a twisted sense of arousal as the leather encased her legs, reminding her of the power she once wielded before her capture by King Quint's agents, now transformed into a perverted symbol of a bondage Mistress. Michelle's eyes widened with lust as she took in the sight of Elara’s bare pussy and acres of exposed breasts, his own desires conflicting with his fear of the unknown.

The Maids didn't speak as they led them from the suite, their footsteps echoing through the hallways. Michelle's leather suit was sticky with the High Lady's male assistant's cum and Elara's juices, a sobering reminder of her submission to the whims of Mistress Valoria and the Guild. Elara's heart raced in her chest as they passed by the glaring eyes of the staff, each look a silent judgment on their newfound roles as mere playthings to be used and discarded.

Michelle was fully aware that her unfettered breasts jiggled and bounced with her every barefoot step as they once again progressed through the long corridors of Lady Valoria's domain.  She also noticed, that with more than half her soft breast meat pulled out above the top of the restrictive corset by the maid, Elara's breasts were also performing a similar dance of alluring motion with each of her more impactful steps in the tall heels of her knee-high boots.

[image: ]Between the sounds of the group’s footsteps and the eye grabbing lure of the exposed protruding breasts bobbling about, not a single estate worker they passed failed to stop and stare at the slaves being led by two of their own maids.

The training ground was a stark contrast to the opulent estate.  Within a walled courtyard was a stone ring, flush with the lush grass of the courtyard delineating a combat training circle.  "This is where my lessons will take place?" Michelle wondered.  Her mind was already racing with the certain knowledge that she would be required to give her best effort here or face painful retribution.  "Of course, she reminded herself in resignation, "its a test.  A test to determine if I'm qualified to be an effective agent of the Slavers Guild.  She looked to Mistress Valoria and knew Valoria could lower her status from a pampered slave pretending to he a High Lady at times to groveling in her slave kennels with the truly wretched slaves.

Mistress Valoria's eyes gleamed with something that might have been amusement or sadism as she took in Michelle's discomfort.  "Ah, the training ring," she said with a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "You will learn to fight like a true servant of the Guild here, ... or you will learn to accept your place as a breeding bitch."

The tall, lean man beside her stepped forward, his whipcord muscles flexing beneath his tight leather attire. His piercing gaze swept over Michelle's exposed body, and the collar around her neck seemed to tighten in anticipation. "I am Sir Castor," he introduced himself, his voice as sharp as the whip he held coiled at his side. "And I will be your instructor today, little slaves. Let's see what you're made of, ... or rather, what I can break and rebuild into something useful for the Guild."

Mistress Valoria stepped aside with a smug smile, allowing Sir Castor to take full command.  He was known to be one of the most feared Weapons Masters in the Slavers Guild, and Michelle knew she was in for a brutal session.

The Weapons Master looked Michelle over, his gaze lingering on the soft and supple leather suit that fully exposed her bountiful breasts and the hairless pubic mound above her womanly slit.  His eyes narrowed as he took in the softness of Michelle's body. "Choose your weapon," he barked, pointing to a rack of training swords.

Mistress Valoria's smile grew even wider as Michelle stumbled over to the weapons rack. She felt her cheeks heat with embarrassment as she struggled to lift even the lightest sword.  Her once strong arms trembled with effort, a stark reminder of her new, shorter, and weaker form.  She knew she had to pick something she could handle, so she settled on a short sword that was slightly heavier than she would have liked, but she figured she could manage it.  It was only twice as long as the dagger she normally wore.

Michelle took his stance opposite Sir Castor.  The Weapons Master's gaze was intense, his eyes never leaving Michelle's.  Michelle's heart hammered in her chest, her fear of failure mixing with the arousal that the collar had instilled in her.  She took a deep breath, trying to focus on the task at hand.  The two saluted each other with their wood swords.  Michelle expected a slow build up in speed and pressure after a period of slow, measured strokes.

But Sir Castor had other plans.  With a speed that belied his age and size, he lunged at Michelle, the wooden blade a blur.  Michelle barely had time to react before the bound bundle of sticks smacked against her hip, sending a jolt of pain through her body.  She stumbled backward, gritting her teeth against the pain.  The leather suit had done little to protect her.  Sir Castor's smile grew wider as he saw Michelle's shock and pain.  "Is this all that the famous Ranger has left?" he jeered.

Michelle's cheeks burned with embarrassment, but she refused to show weakness.  She steadied herself and raised the shorter sword, her grip tightening around the wooden hilt.  She knew that her survival, and perhaps even Elara's, could depend on her performance here.

Before the next round could begin, she heard a thump and a clatter of wood sticks from behind her.  She turned and blanched to see the Maids had snapped Elara's leash to a chain hanging from an overhead tree limb.  Hands and elbows were bound behind her back and she was dancing in pain from a practice sword strike on her hip.  Her cry of pain was muffled by the gag jammed in her mouth.  The other Maid also stood holding another practice sword, each ready to copy any strokes against Michelle that she was unable to block.  Elara's sudden moves after the blow had released whatever hold the top of the corset had on her breasts and they now danced about in their own counter rhythm.

Michelle swallowed hard, her mind racing with fear and anger.  She had to improve, not just for herself, but for Elara.  She knew that she was enduring mirror blows of the same humiliating and painful training.  With newfound determination, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and faced Sir Castor again.

The Weapons Master's eyes narrowed, noticing the shift in the collared Ranger's posture.  The leather suit clung to Michelle's body, leaving nothing to the imagination.  Her large, firm breasts bobbed slightly with each breath she took, and dribbles from her exposed cunt were a testament to her body's arousal from facing a superior foe.  The Guild's Weapons Master grinned and he shouted over to Mistress Valoria, "Am I due a blowjob if this reject of a Ranger can't improve?"

Mistress Valoria smirked and added in a jeering tone, "No Weapons Master, not unless you offer something equivalent if she defeats you just one time.  Do you offer your own mouth to one of my guards in this wager while Michelle watches?"

The challenge in her words was clear, and Sir Castor's smugness faltered. He knew the implications of refusing a proper bet as well as losing to a mere collared servant, let alone a soft and weak female slave. But the sight of Michelle, now on her knees, retching on the grass, brought a new fiery determination to his eyes.  "You're on," he growled, his voice low and menacing. "If she lands one mortal hit, I offer a similar prize. But, if she fails, then I get to take both your sluts in any manner I wish, here and now, for the remainder of the night."

Mistress Valoria's eyes glinted with excitement at the wager, her sadistic nature eager for the potential spectacle. "Agreed," she said with a cold smile. "If my Ranger fails to best you, I shall indulge your, … offer.  But if she defeats you with just one mortal training blow, then I claim her victory as my own.  Don't worry, we'll keep secret that you had to crawl between my legs in full view of my most trusted Maids and my two helpless sluts."

Michelle's heart sank as she heard the terms.  The pressure was on.  She knew that she had to win, not just to save herself from further humiliation but also to prevent Elara from being used as a toy for the satyr revealed in the Weapons Master's eyes.  She took a deep breath and focused, pushing aside the pain and embarrassment.  Rising to her feet, she faced Sir Castor with a newfound determination that seemed to radiate from her very pores.

Their swords clashed, the sound echoing through the courtyard.  Michelle's movements were clumsy at first, her body still not fully accustomed to the constraints of the leather suit and the weight of the sword.  But with each blow, she grew more confident, her reflexes sharper.  The collar whispered words of encouragement into her mind, pushing her to be the warrior she once was.

Sir Castor, underestimating Michelle's determination, took the challenge lightly, his swings becoming more flamboyant, each one aimed at soft vulnerable spots on Michelle's body.  But Michelle had faced greater dangers before, and the fear of losing the contest and having to face Mistress Valoria's wrath only fueled her resolve.

Gritting her teeth and swearing at her new, weaker, slower form, she pushed through the pain, her eyes locked onto the Weapons Master's every move. All that mattered was winning this twisted game of wits and strength.

The clanging of the wooden swords grew faster, the tension in the air palpable. Michelle felt the collar pulse with each swing of her sword, as if it were alive and feeding on the battle's intensity. Her arms grew stronger, her movements more precise. Each hit, each block, brought her closer to the victory she needed.

And then, it happened. Sir Castor's blade sliced too low, a careless mistake fueled by his arrogance. Michelle saw the opening and took it, leaping gracefully over the attack. Her sword sang through the air, the tip connecting with a sickening thwack against the side of the Weapons Master's unprotected head. The impact was enough to send Sir Castor reeling backward, a crimson line of blood blooming on his forehead.

The Maids rushed over, their expressions a mix of shock and excitement, and they quickly began to strip the dazed man of his clothing. Michelle watched, sagging downward from the effort, her breathing ragged and her heart racing. She felt soft disapproval from the collar at her victory even though it ensured her continued exposure to the demon’s mutterings.  Its sentient observations of the fight hoped for a proper loss with Michelle cowering in submissive failure after just one round of the contest.

Mistress Valoria stepped closer, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction.  "I knew you had potential," she whispered in Michelle's ear, her breath hot against his cheek. "But even I didn't expect you to best Sir Castor today.  You truly are a natural at this."  The words sent a thrill through Michelle, despite the collar's displeasure.  It was a twisted form of praise, but it was praise nonetheless.

The Maids had by now managed to drag the Weapons Master to his feet, his leather armor and clothing scattered about the lawn of the training ground.  They held him upright, his head lolling to one side, the line of blood now trickling down his face.  He was barely conscious, his eyes glazed over with a mix of shock and pain.  Mistress Valoria stepped and set the palm of her hand on his naked, bruised body, silently claiming victory.

"You will train harder," she told Michelle, her voice a seductive whisper that sent a thrill through her body despite his fear.  "You have earned the right to continue striving to be considered a true servant of the Slavers Guild.  But don't get too comfortable," she warned, her smile turning cold.  "There will be no mercy if you fail to meet my expectations  Look to the corrections the Weapons Master will face as an example for defaulting on his bet."

The Maids had finished binding Sir Castor, who was now barely conscious. They dragged him away, his bare feet leaving drag marks in the tender turf. The sight was sobering, a stark reminder of the harsh realities of their world.  His fate was to be housed in Mistress's kennels until she tired of enjoying the results of his wager that was now in default.  Michelle felt a mix of pity for the man and relief that this ordeal was over.  The collar around her neck tightened briefly, sending a jolt of pleasure through her body, as if in reward for his victory.

Mistress Valoria's eyes bore into him, the cruel amusement still dancing in her gaze. "You've won yourself a temporary reprieve, slave," she said, her voice low and sultry. "But do not mistake this for kindness. You are still property of the Slavers Guild, and you will serve as I see fit."

Michelle nodded, her body still trembling from the exertion of the fight. She knew she had to be careful, not to overstep her boundaries. If nothing else, the sweaty leather skin suit that exposed her breasts and cunt in such an unseemly manner were enough to remind herself of her precarious status at the mercy of a sadistic and unpredictable Mistress.

Michelle was weary and in need of a soothing bath.  The thought reminded her of Elara and she realized that she was more broken at the moment then she was.  "Mistress, can I carry Elara back to our suite?"

Valoria’s eyes searched her face for a moment, then she nodded.  "Very well," she said with a sly smile.  "But remember, she is your reward for victory.  Don't disappoint me, ... or her."

The next morning, Michelle woke feeling much like her normal self.  Elara still slept beside her but Michelle was restless and felt the need to explore the vast mansion without the flip flopping of who was Mistress and who was slave.  She slipped out of bed to squat and pee into the room's chamber pot.  The move of peeing as a woman was still an alien muscle move.  Missing her prick to easily aim and empty, she turned to her wardrobe and selected a simple dress.

Her cheeks flushed as she prepared to move, knowing that her collar would continue to whisper words encouraging his obedience without showing initiative.  She turned and walked towards the door, her bare feet silent on the plush carpet.  The dress whispered around her legs as she moved, the soft fabric caressing her skin in a way that was both foreign and strangely comforting.

Hoping to avoid being seen or intercepted she peeked outside the partially open door to the hallway beyond.  Her heart sank at the sight she most didn't want to see, both the maids from the day before and two of Mistress Volaria's men.

"Ah, girl," the maid with a black band at the bottom edge of her maid's cap spoke up with a smile that held no warmth.  "The men will await your Minor Mistress but we will take you to your next training assignment."

After leaving the residence hallway, the remainder of the mansion held a blur of activity, the mansion's inhabitants moving about their duties with practiced efficiency.

The Head Maid leaned to her and softly whispered in her ear with clear disrespect and malice. "Today we enter one of the salons for entertaining guests. There, assembled for you with hooded heads are five members of the Slavers Guild." Michelle felt the collar tighten around her neck at the mention of the guild, a reminder of her submissive, slave status.

"Your goal," the Head Maid continued, “is to apply your best skills to pleasure them using any of your three pleasure holes.  Their mission is to judge on a scale of 1 to 10 if you are have no skills as a cocksucker, a novice cocksucker, making good progress as a cocksucker, or one of the Guild's most skilled pleasure whores."  Michelle's heart beat with fear.  She knew failure to attain a high enough score as a cocksucker meant severe punishment and more remedial training with cocks jammed in her mouth.

"There is a catch though," the Head Maid continued.  "Mistress Valoria gave you accolades for winning a contest against the Guild's Weapons Master that was decidedly unfair with all his advantages.  As a result," and she paused with a wicked look on her face, "this will also be a contest that is decidedly unfair, … but to your advantage.”

Michelle reluctantly followed the untrustworthy maid into the small vestibule outside the main salon.  Uncertain what devilish scheme that Lady Valoria had put in place, Michelle wondered what was going on even as she entered a small room.  Her eyes widened at the sight of the Weapons Master, naked, gagged, and with a cruel-looking cock cage held in place by four piercings through his scrotum.  The lean, scarred veteran of many battles looked angry and fearful.

"You see," she went on with a wink, "this will be a dual challenge.  Each of you will face five men, hooded and bound to chairs.  You will be judged by those Guild members who will reward you with a score of one to ten after they are satisfied from you using any of your pleasure holes you wish to use.  Ass, cunt, mouth, ... are all acceptable.  Hence the unfair nature of the contest; after all, Sir Castor has only sucked less than a handful of cocks and his ass has only been used once, … although our Mistress demolished his virgin ass last night with one of her larger strap-ons."  She paused and giggled, "After all, Sir Castor did renege on his losing bet.  He thought he could refuse to act the cocksucker to the household guards."

She continued, "As I said you will be judged by your five 'clients' and receive an additional two points each time you get your client’s cock to spurt before that of your challenger.

Sir Castor grunted in disagreement and shook his head in denial.

"As a last restriction," she continued, "when getting the five cocks to spurt out their seed, at least one must spurt in another hole, ass or pussy."

Sir Castor's fear and anger grew.  "It was bad enough to lose my bet so badly against a mere, fragile, woman's body.  But to be pitted in this kind of contest, … she is already an experienced whore, repeatedly used in every possible way, ... I'm so fucked."

She and Sir Castor were led into the much larger room of the main salon, her heart was racing as she took in the shadowy figures sitting in high-backed chairs, their faces obscured by the hoods. The air was thick with the scent of lust and power, a heady mix that made her stomach churn. Her dress was a simple affair, designed to showcase her new feminine form rather than cover it. Her breasts bobbed gently unrestrained under the dress as she walked to the middle of the room.  The Maids gestured for Michelle to strip off her clothing.

Sir Castor was naked save for the nasty, evil-looking cock cage. Both just had their wrists bound behind their backs.

The Maids positioned Michelle before the first of the hooded figures, a tall and imposing man. Sir Castor was pushed down to his knees facing away on the other side of the room.  Michelle swallowed hard, trying to calm her racing heart, and voluntarily dropped to her knees. This was her reality now, a world where her worth was measured by the pleasure she could give to others.

At her touch, the man's cock sprang free from his trousers, thick and demanding. Michelle was startled at his size.  Taking a deep breath, she steeled herself for the task ahead. She leaned in, her eyes watering as she felt the collar's grip on her mind tighten. The scent of the man's arousal filled her nostrils, and she began to suck, her cheeks hollowing with each bob of her head. The collar's whispers grew more insistent, softly singing her praises as she gave himself over to the disgusting task.

She heard murmurs of approval from the other hooded figures at her subject’s gasps of pleasure, and the pressure on her mind grew more intense. The collar's power was undeniable, pushing her to be the best, to serve with a passion that was not her own. Her mouth grew wetter, her tongue more eager as she worked the man's shaft, feeling it swell and pulse in her grip.

The man's hand reached out, tangling in Michelle's hair, pulling her closer. Michelle's throat constricted around the invading length, a reminder of her newfound vulnerability. She gagged slightly, and the collar sent a jolt of pleasure through her body, urging her to take more, to push himself past her limits. Her eyes watered as she struggled to breathe, but she knew better than to resist.

As she worked the man's cock, Michelle's mind drifted back to her training with Ciara in the tavern, the fiery woman who had once been her ally.  She focused on the task at hand, using every trick Ciara had taught her to elicit gasps and moans from her faceless master.

The man's grip tightened as his cock entered the cocksucker’s gullet, and Michelle felt the beginnings of his climax approaching. She redoubled her efforts, her tongue flicking and swirling as she took the man's length deeper into her throat. The collar's whispers sang in glorious notes, filling her mind with deep satisfaction.

Sir Castor waited, his gaze locked on the man's cock in front of him. He felt deep revulsion, but he knew he had no choice. With a resigned sigh, he leaned in and took the man's cock into his mouth, his bound wrists pressing into his back as he tried to find some semblance of control.

The first few attempts were awkward, the man's erection bobbing against his cheeks and chin as he gagged and coughed. But with each failed try, Sir Castor grew more desperate, fearful of Lady Valoria's punishment for losing. The Weapons Master felt a surge of competitive anger, and he forced himself to push past the bile rising in his throat.

Finally, with a grimace, Castor managed to take the entire length, his throat muscles spasming around the unyielding flesh. The man in the chair above him grunted his approval, his hand tightening in Castor's hair. The discomfort was immense, but Castor took solace in the thought that he had bested Michelle once before. If the collared Ranger could do this, then so could he.

He bobbed his head in rhythm with Michelle's, the sound of their wet suckling echoing through the salon. The hooded figures listened as best they could, silent and unmoving, their eyes hidden from view. The tension grew as Castor felt the man's cock swell in his mouth, the precursor to climax. He took a deep breath and swallowed, bracing for the hot flood of semen.

The man groaned and filled Castor's mouth with his seed. Castor's eyes watered, but he kept his composure, swallowing with as much grace as he could muster under the circumstances. He pulled back, gasping for air, and glanced over at Michelle. To his horror, Michelle had already moved on to her second client, her mouth working with a disturbing enthusiasm.

Sir Castor was horrified to learn he was behind and that Michelle had just earned two bonus points for getting her first cock to quickly spit its seed.

The collar's whispers grew louder, congratulating her on her performance and urging her to do better, to make Lady Valoria proud. The pressure was intense, a constant reminder of her new reality. Michelle took a deep breath and focused, using the collar's power to fuel her actions. She felt the man's cock throb in her mouth and she knew she had to push harder, to trigger his release.

Without any warning, the second cock pulsed and dumped its load into her mouth. Caught unprepared, Michelle choked and almost spit out the load, a move that would have cost her a penalty. Panic filled her, but fear of Valoria's reprisal for losing was stronger. She swallowed, feeling the hot seed slide down her throat, her eyes watering from the effort. She heard the hushed murmurs of the hooded figures, their anticipation building as she moved to the third man.

Michelle hesitated at the sight of the third cock, it was both freakishly thick and covered with thick veins, but it was long, ... too long.

Quickly thinking of the unfair advantage that she had over Sir Castor with his mere two pleasure holes, she climbed up on the hooded man's lap and set the apple-sized head of the cock at her pussy. No time to loosen up before that beast pushed into her inner sheath, Michelle simply sat down and she sunk painfully down on the big cock, it reminded her of the huge cocks on the demons in Darkshire.

Behind the blindfold, the man's eyes in the chair widened in surprise and pleasure, and the room grew quiet with his long drawn out hiss of pleasure. Michelle's brain whirled in ecstasy and she felt her first orgasm of the trial approach. As she shuddered through the orgasm, her cunt released lubricating juices and her inner muscles spasmed.  Knowing to take advantage of her her tight pussy, she did as she needed to attain victory by increasing the speed she moved her body up and down on the hard dick, shifting to a hard gallop, feeling the stretch and burn as the cock filled her completely.  She grunted in pleasure at her second release.

Sir Castor looked over his shoulder in horror as Michelle's body moved with an unmistakable grace, each bounce on the man's cock speeding the grunting man's release. The Weapons Master was falling further behind, his own mouth and throat sore from the abuse he'd endured. Sir Castor took his third man's cock in hand and realized the absurdly long cock was too thin and wobbly to defeat with his novice cocksucking skills.  Angry at Valoria, angry at the unfair contest, he attempted to copy Michelle's move and stood up on the chairs arms, turned around, and lowered his lubricated ass toward the skinny cock. He had to reinforce its floppiness with his hands bound behind his back and grimaced as he forced it into his nearly virgin ass.  He tried to force himself to find some semblance of pleasure in the act, but it was futile.

The pain was intense, and he felt a tear roll down his cheek as he began to bounce on the cock, trying to mimic Michelle's earlier performance. The hooded figures could only listen, their breathing growing heavier as they realized the progress of the cocksuckers.  Michelle was now on her fourth client, her dress hiked up to expose her well-used cunt, the white cum running down her thighs, her eyes glazed over with pleasure.

Michelle's fourth cock was of nice size and immense hardness; nonetheless, it was no challenge. The man was much younger, inexperienced in the way of women, and already on a hair trigger from the sounds of sex all around him.  Michelle's mouth brought a loud sigh reflecting the intense pleasure of the beginning of his first blowjob.  Michelle began as she did with any blowjob, mouth first to get the cock wet and her hands slippery from the drool of her mouth.  Even as she began to stroke her lips up and down on the young man's cock, her client let out a loud groan of sorrow and spit his seed in strong spurts fed by his full, throbbing balls.  The man beneath Michelle's mouth grunted and bucked, and whined as his cock kept pulsing.  He was finished and moaned into his gag for a second chance.

Michelle pulled away and licked her lips, looking up to see the man's hooded face was red with embarrassment.  She felt a moment's pity for the young man, knowing full well that a  typical young man could easily restore his erection for a much longer second round, … which he was denied under the terms of this contest.  Michelle stood and walked to the fifth man, her face, breasts, and thighs sticky from the cum of her previous clients.  This hooded man was older, his cock already standing tall and proud, anticipating the same satisfaction that he'd heard from the others.

Without any hesitation, Michelle knelt before the fifth man, took his cock in her mouth, and began to bob her head up and down.  This man was older, more experienced and was more than ready to enjoy a long bout of having his cock worshiped.  Michelle attacked the cock with vigor, finally having to shift to her cunt and let it ride the stiff dick to completion.  She finished the contest with a practiced ease that was almost disturbing to her.

Sir Castor, on the other hand, was left holding the stiff cock of his fourth man, the Weapons Master had been soundly defeated. His face was a mask of disgust and despair, his body trembling from the exertion of trying to keep up with Michelle's skilled performance. The failure brought real fear of what might happen to him next.

The Maids returned moments later, their expressions a mix of amusement and contempt as they surveyed the two contestants. They stepped closer, each one taking a firm grip on the collar around Michelle and Castor's necks, and led them back to the small entry room where they had begun their degrading challenge.

Mistress Valoria was waiting for them, her smile wicked as she surveyed the aftermath of their performance. "Well done, my little whores," she said to Michelle and Sir Castor, her voice dripping with condescension. "Slave Michelle, you've done well during these first days of training."

She turned to Sir Castor and her voice changed to one of disappointment, "Sir Castor, I've never seen a skilled combat veteran fail so miserably at two contests, each against a mere, fragile slip of a girl barely into womanhood.  Such a disappointment to the Slavers Guild."

"Sir Castor, for your failures in these contests and your reneging on the terms of your first bet, you remain my prisoner." Mistress Valoria continued in a stern voice.  "However, I will give you some choices you can make about your future.  First choice, ... since you've failed so miserably, you can stay here in my kennel wearing that cock cage until you reach Michelle's skill level."

Sir Castor felt his cheeks redden with humiliation and anger. "I'll leave this place and take my chances," he spat out.

Mistress Valoria chuckled, a sound that sent a cold shiver down Michelle's spine. "Very well, Sir Castor. You shall leave tomorrow, but not as the esteemed Weapons Master you once were. You'll go as my emissary, with Michelle as your handler and you wearing that cock cage." She gestured to the collar around Michelle's neck, and Michelle felt its power surge through him, reinforcing her words. "You will wear a collar and serve under her command."

Sir Castor's eyes widened in horror, his pride crumbling before the cruel amusement in Valoria's gaze. He looked at Michelle, who met his eyes with a mix of pity and resolve. Michelle knew that their roles were reversed, and the powerful Weapons Master was now utterly at her mercy. However, Michelle was curious what this mission was that interrupted his training so soon after it had started.

"Your first mission together will be to stop King Quint's meddling in the Shadowlands and especially in the lower levels of Darkspire," Valoria said, her voice dripping with malice. "He is seeking only treasure, but his teams could find dangerous artifacts that could once again, and far too soon, open small Portals to the Demon's realm.  Even a Portal too small for a demon to use to physically enter this world poses a huge risk for a soul transfer.  Unwary Humans venturing too close can be corrupted by the demon on the other side, or, … if the demon is sufficiently powerful, … they can eat the soul of that person and take their body as theirs.”

Mistress Valoria paused and added, “Any size Portal is an active lure, a trap that already corrupted Shadowlands creatures can sense and be drawn to that power source.  Only the most gifted magic users can sense such foul energy.  They usually refuse, not daring to become corrupted themselves.”

Her eyes gleamed with excitement as she spoke, clearly enjoying the power she wielded over them. "Michelle, you are woefully unprepared for this mission but you are the best agent available that I can deploy now against King Quint's treasure hunters.  Elara and Castor will be your assistants wearing your slave collars to be your defenders, Elara with her Magic, Castor with his superior skill at arms.  Crone and Wench, Ciara and Helena, Ciara’s previous Guild Contact, will also accompany you as your personal collared slaves until you reach the town of Darkspire deep in the Shadowlands.   Then, Ciara and Helena with greater knowledge of Darkspire will guide you and can override any bad decisions, if they both agree.  Programming of your collars will ensure all of what I just spoke of."

Her eyes narrowed, "But, remember, Michelle, you will have four resources to use and perhaps lose during this mission which is critical, even if all five of you die.  Also remember, demons and demon-possessed Humans still wander the Shadowlands and especially Castle Darkspire if your mission leads you there."

The room grew colder as Michelle felt the weight of the responsibility placed upon her. She looked over at Elara and Sir Castor, who both seemed equally shocked and scared. Elara remained silent, her eyes cast down in submission, but Michelle could feel the tension radiating from her.

The next morning, the sun had barely risen when a group of kennel workers barged into the Shadow Garde Slave Kennels. Ciara, still groggy from a restless night, stirred from her pallet in her small cell. Her eyes widened as she took in the scene; she had not expected to be pulled into Lady Valoria's schemes so soon after her own demotion. Helena lay on her side, her chains clinking as she was awakened, her expression one of fear and confusion.  Slave Castor looked up with determination, he was eager to rid himself of his cock cage and the subsequent removal of his slave collar.

Lady Valoria strode into the kennel, her eyes sweeping over them with a mix of amusement and contempt. "Ah, good, you're all awake," she said, her voice like a whip crack. "Today is the day you begin to serve the Guild in earnest."

Michelle had followed his Mistress Valoria into the kennel and felt a jolt of fear and excitement as she explained everyone's role in the mission. Despite her newfound status as 'girl', she knew that she had to maintain control over the group if they were to survive this mission. She straightened her back and met Valoria’s gaze, the demon in his collar whispering in his mind, reminding him of his role.

"All three of you will obey Michelle's directions as your leader, at least until you enter Darkspire," she began with their instructions.  "Slaves Ciara and Helena, your connections to the Shadowlands are unique and critical to this mission.  You will advise and guide Michelle once there."

Ciara and Helena exchanged a quick, knowing glance even as they felt the magic of Valoria's commands seep into their brains.  They had survived the Shadowlands before, and their knowledge was crucial. They knew the risks of going back, but the promise of freedom at the end was a powerful incentive.

Elara nodded, understanding her role in this twisted game. "I will serve and guide as best I can," she murmured, her voice devoid of the usual fire that had once been her hallmark. Valoria's machinations had broken something in her, and she felt the weight of her new subservience like a yolk around her neck.

Her control of girl had broken her camaraderie and connection to Michelle, the ex-Ranger.  She vowed to be Mistress Valoria's faithful agent to make this mission successful.

"Elara, you are already in a dual role as Michelle's slave and as Mistress to Girl.  You will judge whether Ciara and Helena' objections to Michelle's decisions in the Shadowlands are wrong or dangerous.  If you decide it necessary, you can force Girl to emerge and restore your role as her Mistress, forcing him to follow Ciara and Helena's advice.

Ciara and Helena exchanged conspiratorial glances that spoke of opportunities to come.

Elara felt a surge of anticipation at being both slave and master to Michelle / Girl.

Soon, the group was dressed in a mix of supple leather, boiled leather armor, and weapons.  Each had a collar, Michelle's the only one whose collar could pass as an edgy high lady’s ornament and not a slave collar.  They were given unassuming horses and a pack mule.  Every single asset was shabby and worn looking, ... it was camouflage to hide the deadliness of everything.

Michelle took a deep breath and mounted her steed, feeling the weight of her new identity as 'Girl' pressing down upon her.  She went out to her team, she knew they were all pawns in Valoria's game, and she had to play along if they were to survive.  She whispered to Elara, "If we stick together and follow the plan, we'll make it out of this mess."

She looked at Michelle askance, not sure what to make of his attempt to be assertive.

They set out, their small party a stark contrast to the grandeur of Shadow Garde. The journey back to the Shadowlands was a somber affair, with each member lost in their own thoughts. Their first night’s stop, at the old campsite was exactly as they had left it weeks before, the remnants of their previous fires cold and long dead. The air was thick with the scent of damp earth and rotting leaves, a stark reminder of the perilous world they were heading into.




End of Book One

========================
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Book II:  Slaves of the Goblin Lord: A Slavegirls and Ponygirls Story

Book III:  Portal to Slavery:  A Slavegirls and Ponygirls Story
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