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    Chapter One


    


    


    Theresa cringed as she readied to hear what the High Theocrat wished to inflict on her. She had been forced to beg for this fate without knowing what it was and now she was terrified as to what it might be.


    The regal alien dominatrix stepped before her and tapped one of her high heels to the floor. A comprehensive cat suit of tight black latex hugged every alluring contour. A black corset was laid over the garment and threw out a series of wicked spines along the boning. Her gloved hands bore a collar and lead, and a whip whose bone handle spewed a plume of six fat strips of thick rubber.


    Sheathed in impermeable midnight material, the only contrasting colour she wore was the silvery bracelet whose crystal panel gave the woman total command of the many hidden torture chambers and mechanised implements of horror in the Temple. Even her hair and makeup refused to contradict her threatening style, and her ragged mane of locks and brooding villainous lipstick and eye shadow admirably enhanced her cruel visage.


    “Hmmm, perhaps I might let you take the post you so desire, but first I want to see you ride a dildo,” she said without inflection, declaring her price simply for Theresa to accept or deny.


    A touch to her bracelet caused it to flicker with light and offer up scrolling lines of data. She scrutinised the codes and selected the correct combination to bring an instant response from the room.


    A section of the ground parted before Theresa’s eyes and a pole lifted into view. The strut was tipped with a bulbous phallus that was already slick with lubricant. Theresa gave an inward prayer that the gel not be of the stinging and malicious variety.


    “Go on then, get on,” she added, and flicked the whip across Theresa’s rear while she was still getting up. The loud smack jolted her to her feet and made her skip over to the presented instrument.


    It was only a couple of feet in length so she would have to be kneeling to comply. Theresa straddled the tip and slowly lowered herself onto the slick material. The wide rod slithered into her and made her shudder from its gentle passage as it brushed upon her pierced and sensitive clitoris. Sinking herself down onto her knees, she mounted the upright toy and began to rock herself upon it. She closed her eyes and savoured the feeling of this act, trying to turn her thoughts to more pleasurable scenarios other than the forced and humiliating display for this despicable priestess.


    “Look at me as you do that, slut. I want to see your eyes,” growled the female and slashed the flat rubber tentacles across Theresa’s back.


    Theresa gave a gasp of shock and started to shuffle round. She pivoted on the phallus and moved to face the woman who regarded her as she loomed over her. The intention was obviously to humble her further by making her acknowledge being observed, but the villainess intended to add oratory to enhance the degradation.


    “You ridiculous, beast. Look at you—bouncing upon that mockery of a cock. What a wanton whore you are. An animal that makes a gross display herself to get what she wants, that’s what you are. I have always suspected that all Terrans were innately prostitutes, and it seems my diagnosis was correct. Why did we invade your world when we could have simply offered you trinkets and shiny metals and bought you all like the harlots you are. I have never seen a species so brazenly open to offering themselves for enslavement. Putting you under our heel was a mercy,” she announced, wandering through her speech with a loathing and insulting tone that tore at Theresa.


    It made her rancour burn like a star, filling her with its rays as she ground her teeth and hid her scowl. Her hatred of the woman was exploding in her mind.


    “You ride a toy and demean yourself without measure for a fate you know nothing about. Yet still you present yourself as a slut to try and acquire it. What a stupid and miserable breed you are, and you yourself, Theresa, you have my pity, for I cannot think of another being I have ever seen who has been more ignorant, degenerate, monstrously ugly, vulgar and pathetic as you.”


    The words brought tears to her eyes. Theresa’s cheeks were now being streaked from the insults that wounded her soul more deeply than she could have thought possible. The intonation of the woman was so condescending and vituperative that it took the words beyond any measure of endurance.


    With a scream of rage, Theresa leapt from the dildo and ran for the woman. Her arms were outstretched to claw at her and kill her for her actions.


    A flick to the control at the High Theocrat’s wrist brought the implant to life. The sudden lightning strike of pain ripped Theresa from her feet, dropping her in mid dash and leaving her wailing and writhing on the floor. The woman kept her finger upon the control and let Theresa suffer unimaginably.


    The priestess stepped beside her and regarded Theresa as the shrieking spasmodic shell she had been reduced to. Her cry filled the room and her body remained unable to act against the orchestrator of this grand crime because all function had been crippled by the prolific discharge of the implant.


    The shock ended and Theresa was left a slack vessel, unable to move and barely able to breathe. Her skin was laced with winking sequins of perspiration and her tears still rolled free from the physical and mental ravaging the woman had unleashed.


    A few disdainful prods by a toe into Theresa’s side gained new strength and rolled her onto her back.


    “Now I will give you the fate you craved, maggot,” uttered the callous virago.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    
      
    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Two


    


    


    A slim metal collar was once more applied to Theresa’s throat and her wrists were drawn along her spine to be bent painfully up and enclosed in waiting shackles that hung from the back of the collar on brief chains. The automatic restraints snapped shut and locked of their own accord. The instant Theresa was secured, she was drawn forward on her knees in the wake of her captor.


    Towed into the corridors even though she was still not able to see properly, she wobbled on stiff legs. Her humbled form of travel had little to do with subservience, rather it was conducted because of complete exhaustion.


    Her sight started to gather new strength and she spied the High Theocrat walking before her. The tight layer of the all-encompassing cat suit and corset was still upon her and the fabric stretched across her clefts and contours with each bold and graceful stride.


    A lift bore them down through many stories and gave her a chance to rest her aching and raw kneecaps before she was presented to a fresh area of passages. Upon entering the new level, the vile woman increased her stride, punishing Theresa’s scuttling knees until a set of double doors loomed before them. The surfaces were marked with a strange, intricate, and wholly unfamiliar ideogram.


    The dense panels parted for the Theocrat and together they entered a bleak chamber. The interior was bathed in nebulous banks that made the structure hazy and indistinct, like something half dragged from a dream and the room bore a large viewing window that looked into a larger hall. Inside was a representation of a rocky landscape with jagged boulders, acute ridges, cavernous trenches, and brutal bluffs that created a terrain that was treacherous and extremely foreboding. A faint mist skulked within this melancholy cave and it flowed in faintly luminescent waves. It wove through the landscape and greatly enhanced the ambient dread of the room. She could see faint hints of movement. The denizens were small and furtive, a mysterious population that preferred the solace of the shadows.


    “What do you think, slave? If you can apply the word to your crude mental machinations,” derided the Theocrat and indicated the cave with a wave of her hand as though displaying some fantastic repository of opulence.


    “What…what is it, Supreme Goddess?” she replied while staring intently within.


    “A zoological exhibition that holds the last of a species we found on the moon of a conquered planet,” she replied.


    She walked nearer to the glass and dragged Theresa forward with a tug of the chain. The woman then closed a gloved hand about her neck and lifted Theresa to her feet before pushing her to the window. Theresa’s face was laid against the cold pane and then disdainfully ground against the sturdy transparent surface.


    “These are the creatures you will soon meet,” purred the cruel female.


    Theresa stared into the darkness beyond, but the vaporous picture of rocky terrain offered no new sights. There was a sudden flash of movement and a deep purple, nearly black form slammed to the glass. Theresa screamed from its surprise appearance and its ghastly abominable visage. The monster was like some strain of demonic squid. Tentacles held its soft underbelly to the glass as a fleshy stalk groped at the barrier directly before her face. The ten long legs of curling suckers clung to the glass in a splayed starburst, holding firm as it tried to access the presented offering with a fanatical celerity. Theresa wailed at the image that was just centimetres away, but the creature decided that there was no hope of getting through, and as though embarrassed by being revealed in light, it dropped down and slithered off into the artificial night.


    Theresa was left panting and terrified. The shock and sight of the beast had left her numb.


    “They are quite vicious, and have their own means of exploiting other races. They latch onto a victim and shock them into submission before laying a single egg deep in an appropriate orifice. There it will grow and swell, feeding on the host until finally it claws a way out through the opening of its introduction. Sometimes they get confused and travel deeper before realising their folly, and occasionally their escape can be so frantic that hideous or fatal harm is caused. We shall see how you fare when your baby is born, slave,” announced the woman. At the end of her words a hatch opened in the left wall.


    The aperture revealed a corridor that led toward the cavernous lair of these hideous predators.


    “No!” shrieked Theresa, and immediately tried to escape.


    The High Theocrat snatched her collar and, with a whirling swing, carried Theresa about before sending her careering recklessly into the opening. The collar and cuffs sprang open and came away in the woman’s grasp. With a harsh thud Theresa’s front slammed to the wall. She spun, only to see the Theocrat’s evil smile vanish behind the closing door.


    Theresa hurled herself to it and found it impenetrable. The bumping of her chest and pounding of her fists to the smooth surface only contused her while she howled and shrieked for clemency.


    The other end of the corridor bore another door, one that she had no intention of approaching. Theresa stayed away with her back to the far wall and tried to steady her nerves. She questioned whether the Theocrat would open the other door and let such a dangerous beast into the safe area between the Temple and its evil lair. If she could stay where she was, maybe she would be safe.


    A blast of scalding steam exploded from behind her, wreathing her in a broiling cloud that pained her skin and made her leap forward with a shrill cry. Her back was stinging from the billowing plume and the steps she took forward caused others to explode into sibilant action. Great cones of pain were hissed at her to drive her onward. The potency of their burning kiss goaded her toward the door as each step activated more and accelerated her journey until at a pell-mell dash she threw herself at the portal. Before she connected, the defence flashed open and let her dive into the darkness beyond.


    The door snapped shut behind her and she fell harshly onto a boulder. The impact drove the wind from her and the sharp rocky corners scratched her skin. Theresa rolled aside and dropped onto her seat. She flashed her gaze nervously to and fro, seeking the creatures. Her heart was fluttering and her stomach felt like it was full of eels.


    Theresa backed up and made sure to check her footing even as the uneven landscape pained her bare soles. With frightened movements she looked around, staying paranoid, but also vigilant. The occasional hint of movement made her sob with wretchedness.


    A glance to the window showed that the Theocrat was studying her and malignantly revelling in her terror. A wet slithering noise from nearby snapped her resolve and she ran for the window, seeking to beg for her life. The rocks grazed her bounding steps. Tripping and stumbling, she made her way through. Her efforts gained new conviction when she started to hear the beasts gathering. They were focused upon the sounds of her distress, but for now were keeping hidden.


    As she neared the glass, a flurry of purple and black stopped her in her tracks. The creature unexpectedly sprang from a pool of pale fog and made Theresa weave aside with a shriek of startled surprise. The soft form shot past her head as it failed to connect. However, Theresa’s rash dodge slammed her to a tall column of stone, and the connection spat the breath from her body and crippled her with shock.


    The writhing blob landed with a moist squelch and, rather than press the attack it ducked back into the misty night, seeming almost fearful of discovery or examination.


    Theresa scanned for its location and found nothing. Then she heard a rustle above her.


    A glance up caught sight of a wall of tentacles dropping at her from above. With a squeal, she sprang forward and the beast landed in the spot she had just vacated. Without delay she continued her run, skipping and springing from rocks, avoiding the deepest pockets of mist because they were assured nests for the creatures.


    Adrenaline coursed through her and her lungs felt like arctic ice because of her racing breath. Theresa leapt onto a ridge to gain height, then chose to follow the path up so she might see them coming and perhaps find a weapon to beat them off.


    Ascending swiftly, she saw that everywhere below the ridge were numerous beasts. Their writhing tentacles whipped the mist a few metres below in a sunken trench that many of them favoured as an abode.


    The sight of one of the aberrations as it emerged into her route directly ahead made Theresa stop suddenly and back up. Her careless retreat caused her to step near the edge. The rock snapped under the weight and she was dropped toward the trough of malevolent forms. She screamed and flung her hands out, catching the remaining lip before she fell into them.


    Theresa hung by her fingers and curled her legs up when she felt the brush of slippery tendrils to her toes. The creatures were reaching up to try and grab her and, with a frantic haul, she tried to get her weary body up and back onto the path.


    Even though her arms were burning from strain and her fingers were raw and bruised, she still felt something soft and moist touch her digits. Theresa turned from trying to clamber onto the ridge and threw her face up with a start, only to see a sheet of purple flesh reach out and ensnare her face. Instinctively she released her hold to try and pull it off because the clammy wall across her features drove her mad with mortified horror.


    The tentacles quickly rolled around her shoulders and throat, and snagged her wrists and hands as they clawed at it. As soon as they had them, they established a hold of such potency, she could nothing against it.


    The brief moment of free fall passed and Theresa slammed to the ground. The alien beasts that had cushioned her fall now parted and deserted the area because she had already been claimed by one of their number.


    With her hands and face smothered, she rolled and sought to get free. When this failed, she tried to rise and beat the monster against rock. The opportunity never came because searing arcs of bio-energy snapped from its limbs in bursts, making her howl and expel precious breath. The electrified cables that were its arms continued to subdue her with virulent flashes, dropping her to the ground as the effects of smothering and shock delivered her toward black out. The loss of her breath through her anguished cries greatly expedited the process of her defeat.


    Once she was rendered helpless, the beast unfolded itself from her face and let Theresa draw a massive gasp of air to feed her starved lungs. Her body continued to twitch from the after-effects of the abuse and her hands slipped against the rocks. Her nerves were still startled from the overload and she was unable to take hold or find an anchor to help her crawl away.


    The abomination slipped lower and dragged her hands with it to maintain the hold until it was at her legs. Coils encircled her upper thighs while others snapped to her ankles and hauled them up. Her legs and arms were being imprisoned in one massive bundle. Realising what was going on, Theresa jerked her head up and screamed in alarm. She looked to see if the creature was presenting its slender reproductive stalk, but the member that had previously been no larger than her little toe had swollen to larger proportions. It was now a huge phallic shaft.


    Without warning, the rod drilled into her rear. The alien cock sunk deep and slammed to the limits of her tracts. Theresa threw her head back and screamed from the tearing intrusion of this devilish monstrosity. Squalling in pain and chagrin, she writhed against its pinioning holds, but was unable to break them. She was held helpless and the creature continued to attend her with mindless enthusiasm. It swiftly began working itself into a frenzy of movement that chafed and irked her sphincter. The opening had already been punished greatly by accepting the huge intruder and the motion was emphasising this anguish.


    Suddenly, without cause, it stopped and this left Theresa confused. She lifted her head and looked down at her extra terrestrial attacker. She immediately fought with fresh vigour when she noticed a lump emerge from the main body and saw the embryo travel along the invading shaft as a ripple that moved toward her abdomen. Convulsing, she flung herself back and forth, screaming to get free as the egg drew closer, but the creature remained still and held tight as it just rode in. When it opened her rear slightly more with its passage, the sensation made her squall in mortal jeopardy. The distinct realisation of it being sown deep into her tracts was more than she could bear.


    With its offspring in place, the tentacles suddenly let go and the monster vanished into the mists with a brisk shuffle. It callously left its partner to weep in despair while straining her abdomen, pawing at it, and trying to force her hand in to ferret out the lost daemon spawn.


    Theresa felt as though her sanity were in ashes. It was impossible, but she could swear that she felt the unborn infant moving within her, settling into the warm surroundings and making itself at home.


    The door leading free of this domain opened with a start and let a faint light trickle through and reveal its presence. At first she declined to move, but then the rustling murmur of the gathering creatures signalled that perhaps they were not inclined to spare her the injection of more embryos even though one of them had successfully impregnated her.


    Theresa flipped to her feet and bolted for the exit. She wove deftly through the labyrinth and then jumped through the portal. The door slammed shut in her wake and the one at the far end opened.


    Walking slowly toward it, her scratches and raw rear still throbbed to themselves and when she emerged into the viewing room, she was beset by a potent mixture of rage and fear. The Theocrat turned and just smiled as the second door closed behind Theresa.


    “I have an offer for you, Theresa. If you do as I ask, you will receive a preparation that will stop the infant within you from growing. It will remain dormant like an exposed seed, and while you comply, you will be fed this chemical cocktail. If you do not, I will withdraw it, and leave you to your birth agonies. Do you understand?” testified the High Theocrat.


    The woman’s tone had changed radically. Her face seemed laden with success at a plan having finally come to fruition. Something strange was unfolding before her, and Theresa’s hatred withdrew suddenly to leave acute befuddlement and a sense of intrigue.


    “Yes, Supreme Goddess,” she replied.


    “Good. Now follow me to my chambers and I will elaborate,” she announced. With regal majesty she sauntered from the room with Theresa following behind. A thousand questions and rationales raced through her mind, but she could not fathom what could possibly be going on.


    Theresa was taken to one of the uppermost summits of the Temple and brought before a jewelled door that was flanked by armoured Templars. The three-foot thick doors slid slowly back and then closed with equal sloth before locking with vault-like menace.


    A soft clang signalled the final locks sliding into place and Theresa was left trapped in what appeared to be a spacious lounge. She hoped that the sound of the door shutting had not damned her. Was the Theocrat going to keep her here now? So she could perform her deranged abuses in private? What horrors could be in store that were considered to outrageous even for the Phed Dregakk? Theresa’s stomach sank at the thought and, as she looked around, her fears were not alleviated by what she saw.


    The room was replete with furniture and devices that were all formed from her own species. Each had been served to strict confinement and had no hope of escape from their assigned usage. Long couches and armchairs were manufactured in outline from metal frames, while the cushions were created by obese humans whose food tubes declared a fattening intact to maintain their soft and yielding bulk.


    A dining table had legs created by figures that were bound upright and sealed in black cocoons of leather to have them merge with the grim colours of the wood. The chairs were made of people on hands and knees, fastened by straps to a frame as another human stood erect beside them to form the back of the chair. Both of them were locked irrevocably together with their bodies bound in black rubber.


    More opulent and equally eldritch decorations were crafted from people bound into tight balls who were designed for use as footstools. There was a queue of erect men to serve as a coat and cloak rack. Tethered men and women by the door were presented in hunched forms with their mouths free to polish footwear. In sunken alcoves, people were held in twisted unnatural positions, pierced by hooks and wires, held in barbed meshes, their hideous captivity metamorphosing them into a sculpture to be marvelled by the Theocrat.


    Even the light was the product of human misery, and clusters of bound men and women were stood in the corners. Others had been placed beside the longest couch and by one of the living armchairs. Each of the outward-facing trios was locked together by numerous steel bands that crushed them backward to form an upright lamp. Their heads were sealed in transparent sheaths and this let the dull glow of their skin be free while the rest of them was lost within skin-tight opaque material. Either the hood or their own flesh was now luminescent, and from their pained expressions it was definitely not an easy process to bear.


    Across the expanse of the ceiling were splayed forms. Their bodies were hung on ferocious grasping restraints so that their soft whimpers stained the quiet.


    The High Theocrat turned and walked to one of the large windows. She stared out into the city that she held regnant over and addressed Theresa with a humble tone that was so out of place it turned Theresa from the spectacle of the human furniture and gained her complete attention.


    “I have a confession to make, Theresa. Your fate here is no mere act of chance. It has been a deliberate plan that I have undertaken especially,” said the tyrant, and shuffled on her heels as she continued to try and push the words free.


    “When I saw you arrive, and learned that you had fled your owners, I knew you had potential. Your resourcefulness and willpower, your desire to refuse to submit, all of it has brought you to me. I have been cruel to you for a reason, and that reason is to make you hate me. I don’t know how successful my efforts have been, but at the very least it will give you a greater inclination to do as I request.”


    The woman rubbed her chin in thought before continuing and Theresa remained vapid as she meditated on these baffling words.


    “As the head of a religious order based on dominance and the torture of others, I have come to embody such aspects, yet in my heart the cruellest of ironies has been moulded. For so long I had been bred to revere decadence, to be as twisted and diabolic as possible, to exceed all others in feats of depravity, that I went passed my own reaches. I reached the limits of my experience and there were no more boundaries to be pushed. Everything was insipid to me because I had performed it a hundred times and in a hundred variations. Then an idea came to me. I suppressed it immediately because it was too unthinkable.”


    The Theocrat turned round and slowly started to walk over toward Theresa as she stood dumbfounded.


    “There is a creature from your world. It is called “oi-star’. When foreign matter gets trapped inside it, the creature cannot ignore it. It tries to process it and in doing so, over time, creates a gem. Submission and slavery are the grains of sand inside me that I cannot ignore anymore. I want your help in turning them into gems.”


    Theresa frowned not from confusion, but in questioning whether this were some other elaborate trick to make her suffer. The Theocrat mistook it for confusion and explained herself more succinctly.


    “I seek the solace of slavery, Theresa. To you.”


    The woman marched the last few steps toward Theresa and made her quail in worry. Then, to her utter shock, Theresa watched the towering woman sink to her knees before her.


    The gorgeous form wilted into a cringing pose, lowered her head, and placed a single kiss on Theresa’s naked foot.


    “I want you to be my owner, Theresa. I want you to abuse me and make me suffer. Treat me as a slave and do as you will. In return, you will live in comfort during the periods you attend me, and I will keep the egg within you subdued. If I should perish because of your cruelty or vengeance, or if I am toppled from my position because of the revealing of this perversion, then both of us will be undone. I will have to send you back to the cages on occasion to maintain the image of your slavery to me, but within these walls, I am your possession to do with as you will.”


    An embarrassed silence fell. Theresa’s mind reeled and she remained flabbergasted. She felt like she had been slapped.


    “What is your answer?”


    “First, I have questions,” Theresa meekly responded.


    The woman sat up and remained on her knees.


    “I shall answer them as fully as I can.”


    “You targeted me simply to make me a more vengeful dominant to you?”


    “Yes,” she said contentedly, and a smile touched her dark lips upon seeing Theresa’s resentment. Obviously this trait would serve her needs just as effectively should her loathing prove fleeting.


    “And I will have the power to do anything to you I wish? What of marks?”


    “Our healing technology can remove any signs of my discipline before I must attend my duties, so you are free to whip me, torture me, anything you wish. Providing that I survive, you will survive.”


    “And what of your other slaves here?”


    “They will not be expected to leave here alive and thus will not be missed. You can use them as you would me, so long as they do not leave these walls breathing.”


    “You will submit willingly?”


    “Under the lash I may resist, so restrain me. All my threats and curses will be as nothing, for you can keep me here. If you can train me in obedience to you, I am yours. If not, when I leave, I can only promise that no action will be taken against you.”


    Theresa remained still and quiet. The Theocrat listened to her with intent, gauging her possible responses, wondering if the slave would break from her lot and comply with the subterfuge.


    A broad grin gathered in the corners of Theresa’s mouth and extended out as she looked at the wondrous female figure that was humbled before her.


    “I will do it,” she said, and then added to her words as she placed a hand into the woman’s hair and stole a firm reign.


    “Slave.”


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    
      
    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Three


    


    


    Closing her eyes as tightly as she could, Nicole prayed that this was not happening, that there had been some sort of awful mistake, or even that this was some ghastly daydream brought on by the latest atrocities her owners had inflicted on her.


    The sturdy straps that were holding her down had a slick, moistened quality to them, like raw meat rather than any type of treated hide. Yet they had the strength of tensed muscles and had jolted back to squeeze her in a complete cocoon. The powerful holds clasped at her every joint, at wrists, elbow, knee, ankle, thigh, shoulder, and about her middle and forehead to force her to gaze blankly at the featureless ceiling.


    Presented at a slanted angle in the centre of the empty chamber, the wall before her was a large reflective pane. It was clearly a one way mirror that allowed anonymous observers to scrutinise her desolate fate.


    With a whirring click, a section of wall parted and the hidden seam allowed the portal to glide aside and permit a trio of Dregakk to enter. The tall aliens were abnormally slender, with acute features that were obscured by surgical masks. They wore flowing gowns of blue and bore belts that were laden with an array of wicked looking instruments and devices, the purpose of which Nicole instinctively dreaded.


    Was this to be her final ordeal under their hands before she perished? Since she had been captured, all she had known from this race were degrading acts and arbitrary sadism. When the war vessels of this breed had arrived over her town and began pounding the buildings with cascades of devastating energy, she had fled with the others, running straight into the enclosing gauntlet of infantry. The troops cut bloody swathes through the panicked survivors, butchering without remorse and subduing those who took their fancy.


    Thrown to the ground by a bolt of light that had stripped all control over her body, she had been left to helplessly watch her retrieval. Sprawled in cool grass, she listened to the shattering of her home and the meticulous execution or capture of everyone who came under the inhuman gaze of these genocidal conquerors.


    Such loss was just the beginning of their cruelty, for after annihilating her home, family, friends, and all she had known, they had stolen her away in the belly of one of their grim craft. They stripped away her clothes and dignity, branded her, taught her their language and delivered her into slavery. But the loss of her freedom was not enough for them, and the family responsible for her kidnapping chose to plunder her pride and humanity. They had employed her as a humiliated maid, one to be abused, tormented, made to perform indecently before them. It had been a regime that had often left her a weeping wreck, her mind in tatters from their capricious techniques of evil lust.


    Finally, after an eternity of this wicked maltreatment, her tolerance snapped and she lashed out, striking the head of the household as he callously raped her before his amused family.


    The punishment had been severe, and tied to a tree outside the house, she was whipped each day into the realms of unconsciousness. Each brutal flogging was followed by a cursory kiss of a tissue regenerator and the punishment kept her starved and constantly on the verge of demise. Finally the wife of her master emerged and hacked into her with a cat o’ nine tails, pummelling her with pitiless venom, ripping into her while her sons watched and were enthralled by the entertainment. The monstrous attack finally evaporated her consciousness and she felt the warm shadow of death envelop her soul, but it was not to be a permanent state because the blackness of the shroud parted to reveal her position here, confined to this slab.


    Enigmatic surgeons had attended her now for several days. A food tube had been kept forced down her throat, its cargo replenishing her wasted form as they performed tests and scans, checking her anatomy with clinical indifference. She was a lab animal to them, nothing more, and the fate to which she was allotted was one she had been left uneducated about. Normally this evil race liked to brag and see the misery bloom on their slave’s face as they unveiled in absolute clarity the baleful deed about to be conducted. Not so this time.


    One of her attending doctors lifted an osmotic syringe. The ornate pistol was tipped with a bottle of emerald liquid that had a faint glow.


    Upon placing the tip to her stomach, he fired a large dose through her hide and into her system. The luminescent fluid revealed its glow through her skin as it slowly divided and fled down her capillaries and veins.


    Nicole breathed slowly and listened to them while they held strange contrivances over her body, using the apparatus to check life signs and vital data, and also to follow the passage of the injected chemical. What had they done to her?


    The fright of her predicament was all the more terrifying because of the mystery shrouding it.


    The pain struck her like cannon shots, and the broadside blasted through her entire body to make her strain against the confining bonds and broadcast a wail of unendurable woe. The suffering rivalled the effects of her accursed implant in its pernicious potency.


    Resounding crunches flew from deep within her body as her bones began reconfiguring themselves. Nicole’s eyes snapped open and bulged in horror at the sound and feel of her insides becoming restless and moving without any command from herself. With a scream she watched her lips ride forward when a snout emerged from her face. The skin darkened to a ruddy purple, grew dense, and flecked itself with ranks of stubby thorns.


    The restraints sought to keep their hold on her while her chest filled out and became a rotund trunk with ribs like dense iron bars. Her wide shoulders launched forth new arms as her originals stretched longer, extending almost to her feet while her fingers bunched together and sealed, melding into two crooked digits with claws that were like swords.


    The metamorphosis rolled on as a rabid juggernaut. It twisted her legs, bending them around and adding cloven hooves. The hircine supports were coated in the same thick hide that she could feel forming across her entire transformed physique.


    With a shriek of rage she hurled herself up and her prodigious muscles snapped the restraints with amazing ease. The synthetic bonds issued whiplash cracks in rapid succession and she was suddenly free to act.


    Nicole hurled an arm out and her mighty brawn ploughed wicked talons through the flesh of a surgeon. The claws opened his chest with two ragged lines and splashed the wall with crimson gore.


    The male was cast into the air from the impetus she had imparted with this brutal flick, and his inert form struck the wall up near the ceiling before collapsing back to the floor. His blue gown was now a collage of random red splashes and his life poured from the mortal injury.


    The others ran for the door, but were painfully lethargic. Their actions seemed locked in slow motion compared to her significantly enhanced reactions and so, with a scowl, she unleashed tentacles.


    The boneless shafts rolled out from her chest, growing at an impossible speed so that they spilled forth and stretched out to the fleeing Dregakk. The dark coils closed about the legs and chest of one, halting him in mid flight before tugging him into the air and yanking him back into her awaiting claws. The organic blades danced upon his frame and the impossibly keen edges dissected his torso without any delay. Skin, bone, viscera, nothing could even pause them as they bored deep into the cavity, tunnelling through him while he jerked and squealed. His cry manifested as a bloody plume that exploded over his lips when his lungs were shredded.


    Nicole cast the cadaver aside but the tentacles kept hold and dragged it behind her like a limp toy. A hand flashed out and clamped about the neck of the last surgeon and the roll of her knuckles snapped it instantly.


    She smashed the twitching form forward and the body struck the hardened viewing window and burst. Her potent limbs dashed it across the reflection of her own alien visage and the strike sent wild arcs of crimson and dark gobs of flesh in all directions. The deed left a horrendous smear which ended in a heap of wet remains that were barely recognisable as humanoid.


    A rib sprang out and gathered flesh. It adopted joints and as another arm, it unfolded from her side. A leg started to mutate further. Her body was still unhappy with its creations and, like an over enthusiastic artist, it continued to add to the organic canvas, applying more and more with every passing second.


    A harsh punch shattered the mirror as the centre burst through under the attack of the massive clawed fist. A halo of weaving cracks spread outward around her hand, surrounding it as an intricate web of splits. A slash of her claws parted this distorting veil of fractured segments and revealed some mode of laboratory. The walls of the long corridor were lined with similar booths to hers, each holding a human in bondage, and each was either untouched, or undergoing the transformation process, though to nowhere near the same intense degree as herself.


    Nicole stepped over the bottom of the window and as she entered the passage, bright pulses of light assailed her. The energy weapons sent searing volleys into her and the coughs of lethal power exploded as scintillating bursts upon her hide. Each had failed to even mark it.


    Issuing a bestial scream, Nicole regarded her attackers as the warriors continued to afflict her with a useless offensive. Now she would have her revenge.


    Before she could move into their ranks, a cramp ran through her left side and made her sway unsteadily. Nicole fought it off. She was determined to kill more of the species that had made her suffer before she was defeated, but her body was overextending its newfound capacity for random change. She could feel her insides metamorphosing out of control, warping into structures that were of no use, forms that hampered rather than helped her.


    A wash of nausea swept through Nicole and she clutched to the edges of the window for support. Her sight flickered as her head opened new eyes and her view of the world was presented in a dozen new facets. The massive influx of data from these peering orbs made her brain howl in confusion.


    Overwhelmed, her legs began to atrophy and her body to bloat, dropping her to the floor with a titanic thud. Her tentacles flailed in all directions as banks of tiny cilia emerged down her flanks.


    The mortified shock of her ordeal left Nicole screaming in her altered skull, her body becoming a monstrosity that was incapable of movement or action. She was trapped in her own flesh, flesh that was now a nightmarish and repugnant abomination.


    Through myriad eyes she watched the surgeons close back in now that her body was once again docile. She was unable to affect any resistance or retaliation as a heavy harness was buckled about her and she was dragged into another booth where her leash was clipped to the wall to condemn her because she lacked the strength or manual dexterity to defeat even a simple clip.


    After releasing a despairing dirge for her fate, she then mewled pitifully, unable to speak, only slither upon the floor as a giant distorted slug, a creature to be held for study. Nicole was left screaming for an end to her fate, an end she knew would not come.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Four


    


    


    Stepping out of the shadows, Theresa stood before the cowering Theocrat. Her body was now adorned with new attire that she herself had picked. It was the first true freedom she had tasted since her capture on Earth, and it was a most fervid and rewarding sensation.


    When she had first started to look through the wardrobe of clothes on offer, she had felt the need to seal herself off, to cover herself as though in protection, to feel secure in a shell of latex armour.


    Tight leggings encased her lower body, the thick material covering her feet and reaching up over her waist. A halter neck leotard of the same closed about her torso, the zipped front sealing the cool fist to her before she drew on opera gloves to remove all features from her arms and fingers. Lastly, she adorned her neck with a studded collar, and slipped her legs into contour hugging thigh boots. The wicked heel was a consideration to please the Theocrat who had employed her as a covert dominatrix.


    In her smoothed digits she held a slender crop, the woven shaft tipped with a leather hoop. On her wrist she wore one of the command bracelets, the crystal panel ready to expose any of the engines of restraint or hidden cabinets in this room. The reconfiguring data panels allowed her to locate anything she wished and have it revealed to her.


    “Who am I?” she stated coolly. She felt saturated with power.


    “You are my Mistress,” uttered the Theocrat.


    “Don’t think you own me, you pathetic alien freak,” she growled and slapped the woman harshly across her face. The sudden enmity flared from the use of a term to express her lot as property, a lot she had thrown off and had no wish to see again.


    The Theocrat landed on her side. She nursed her hot cheek and looked up with meek eyes. The woman was beautiful beyond imagining and her perfect form was all the more enticing because of her submission.


    “I’m sorry, Mistress,” she muttered, and in response, Theresa lifted a leg and applied her foot to the woman’s shoulder. She pushed down and used the heel to suppress the female and keep her to the ground. Her slim limbs wriggled in endurance.


    “And how dare you wear clothing in my presence. Remove it all! Now!” she barked, and stepped from the woman so she could apply the crop. The weapon flashed down with heavy-handed might, striking at random across the black polished skin. Theresa watched it ripple and wriggle beneath her abuses.


    The woman jerked and cried out, and her fumbling fingers eventually managed to fling open her corset. She crawled free of it as the crop started to harry her wriggling bottom. She dropped onto her front and folded her arms awkwardly behind her as she sought the back zip. Her contortion was thwarted several times as the crop stung her thighs and made her slap her hands to the fresh welt or curl up and try to defend her body from Theresa’s blizzard of strokes. After several attempts she managed to open the cat suit and start to tug it from her body, removing the attire with abandon to cut short Theresa’s methodical chastisement.


    Naked, the woman formed into a ball and endured the remaining strokes, her back and thighs receiving the most generous amounts of attention. Her balled form gave a spasm with each strike as soft whimpers emerged from her throat and tears fell from her eyes.


    Theresa stopped the attack and decided to restrain her before conducting more savage punishments. Her need to gain revenge on the woman had been carefully cultivated, and despite her wish not to acquiesce to the woman’s perverse desires for submission, her resentment of the Theocrat’s bullying treatment had left her with a well of wrath that had to be exorcised. Also there was the problem of her internal enemy. The alien embryo would grow unless she was fed the suppressing nutrients. This alone was a hefty enough insurance of her continued leading role in this play, and it was one that also kept her stash of bitterness well fed. The recall of the attack by the beasts was still prevalent in the forefront of her mind, especially when she walked and felt the loitering soreness in her bottom.


    “Crawl after me, slave,” she stated and strolled for one of the adjoining rooms. The doors opened and then closed as the alien priestess crept sheepishly in.


    Once sealed within the automated torture chamber, Theresa looked across the blank surfaces while a hand absently traced her stomach. The cabinets and sites of torment were hidden from view, waiting to answer her mere touch or command. The entire chamber was obedient to her wishes. Now she would make this woman just as subservient to her will.


    In each corner was a naked human form and there were two men and two women, each of them held in a plexus of horizontal straps that pinned them upright. The square hall was lit by their incandescent heads, the skin sealed within transparent hoods that forced a food tube down their throats and let the radiance in their flesh banish the darkness and at least vaguely combat the gloom.


    Theresa wandered over to one of the males and looked across his bare form. The sight of his flaccid shaft reminded her of the ravishing she had suffered at the hands of her own kind.


    She grabbed the cock and squeezed tightly. Increasing her vice-like hold, she made the slave squirm and jolt. His cries of anguish were subdued by his crushing hood, but the shuddering of his body more than revealed his misery.


    “You’ll suffer, too,” she promised, and clapped a hand to her bracelet to reveal a long cabinet. The interior was stocked with clothing, apparatus, and weapons of torture and discipline. Theresa took down a set of fishnet stockings, looked over the fine weave, and flung them absently to the Theocrat.


    “Put these on and get on your knees, slave,” she uttered, and continued to fish around for her desired implements.


    Theresa closed her hands about a hood and a gag, and chose to apply them before continuing. She wanted to deprive the alien woman of any clue as to the rest of her ordeal and then Theresa could ease her own anger before trying to affect her situation.


    Gathering in the sides of the latex sheath, Theresa walked back and stood before the female. Towering over her, the feeling of control coursed through her veins like a hot tide.


    Theresa drew the sculpted bag down over the Theocrat’s face with rough tugs. Once hauled into position it cut off all sight and muffled her hearing. Only apertures at nose and mouth granted breath, and Theresa was intent on hampering both. But first there was something she needed to know.


    “What is your name, slave?”


    “Khara, Mistress.”


    Theresa smiled. She didn’t want to know this creature as the High Theocrat, rather she wanted her normal name, her everyday private identity. She wanted a name for the individual, not the name of the post. It was the first step in dragging her down from the lofty and powerful pinnacle with which she had become so dissatisfied. Even the other members of the Holy Order would only know her title, but Theresa now knew her normal, banal name.


    Theresa lifted the gag. It was a construct of sturdy leather and lifting up the front plate, she presented the internal face to her captive’s lips. The plate spat out a smoothed and sizeable box with a hollow interior that beckoned for something to capture and keep.


    “Open your mouth and slip your tongue into the hole,” she demanded.


    Theresa pushed it in and then started to apply the buckles. An inverted “Y’ rose over Khara’s head after connecting between her eyes. The strap was lined with a row of exterior spikes and connected to a strip that traversed the base of her skull, and when this one was tightened it pulled the plate firmly to her cheeks. Another under her chin pulled the lower region to her skin, and another pair of straps ran over her ears and fastened at her crown to further strengthen its hold on her.


    Theresa tightened everything into place and as she did so the woman finally accepted the gag after moments of hesitant consideration. Khara cautiously slipped her tongue into the awaiting cavern and when she did, the mechanism reacted with haste. It grabbed the flesh with a powerful suction and then hauled her tongue out and onto an internal roller with a whiplash snap before keeping firm hold to subdue her speech. Khara jerked as though struck. She clamped hands to the plate and tried to get it off. Her life as a dominant suddenly arose and made her frightened of continued slavery but now she was defenceless and could not retaliate against her former prisoner in any way.


    “Keep still, you maggot,” exclaimed Theresa, and applied the crop with vigour. She hoisted it high and thrashed Khara’s body to make her turn her hands from pointlessly interfering with the gag to comforting the abusive stripes that her Mistress was painting.


    Khara tumbled about the floor, blind, and in agony as Theresa just followed her and continued to whip her. When she stopped, the woman just remained huddled on the ground, shivering, and moaning softly.


    Theresa laid her heel to a particularly vivid cross section of rosy lines and gave it weight. Khara reacted by groaning pitifully.


    Theresa slipped her toe to the woman’s knees and kicked her thighs apart.


    “Stroke yourself,” ordered Theresa, intending to make the woman perform as she had been forced to do, so many times.


    Khara hesitated, for even though she was lost in a world of darkness and her protests were silenced, she was still reluctant to comply before the eyes of another.


    With a whistle of displaced air the crop slashed the side of her thigh. It drew an angry streak and made the female jerk and clap a hand to the afflicted region.


    “I gave you an order, slave. Now do it!” growled Theresa, and applied another stroke.


    The influx of suffering eroded the woman’s resistance and a hand snaked down slowly over her belly, all the while considering its path. The indecision prompted further vicious urging and another slash of the thin weapon imparted speed. The hesitant digits slid deftly between her legs and burrowed through her pubic hair.


    Khara started a covert masturbation that soon had the alluring female shuddering in ecstasy. The pleasure was corrupted with the humiliation of her performance and this hampered her rate.


    “Put effort into it, slave. I am allowing you to gain pleasure in my presence. You should be grateful beyond measure,” Theresa mocked, and flicked the crop to Khara’s shoulder to have her increase the speed of her onanistic actions.


    “Useless. I can see I will have to enforce a harsher method on you,” she declared.


    Theresa stung the woman’s forearm with flicks of the crop until she stopped. Khara’s enthusiasm for the task had been greatly increased from the few minutes of bliss and it made her reluctant to stop now that she had tasted such forbidden rhapsody.


    “Put your hands behind your back,” said Theresa, and marched for the cabinet whereupon she removed a triangular sheath. The single arm glove was comprised of the same electrically motivated fibres that Theresa had been forced to endure, and was armed with a central metal spine of spiked segments as well as shoulder straps that held a line of decorative spines.


    Theresa lifted the presented arms and slid the glove along the smooth, slender limbs of the slave. Each strap reached over her shoulder and crossed her chest before fastening back to the glove. She buckled the first strap into firm position and added the second, which she straightened to form a cross section in Khara’s cleavage.


    With a touch to the tip of the metal spine, the sculpted mechanism drew in the material, jerking it back and squeezing the flesh tightly in an uncompromising grip that pinned the slave’s arms and held them captive. A fierce band at her wrists prevented her from removing her hands from a close bag, and the density of the material ensured that she was denied her freedom and that her ensnared limbs were left coursing with havoc.


    The former High Theocrat was now left on her knees with her chest forced out in mock pride for the attention of Theresa’s long forgotten mercy.


    Theresa stared across the sublime form as it knelt bound and vulnerable before her. The soft breaths emerging from the hood, the subtle quivers in her body, the minute murmurs of pain and lust that fought the potency of the gag, all were a luscious melody to her ears. She considered performing every sick debased act that had been done to her, but one look at the cringing alien priestess brought other notions to mind. She wanted the gorgeous form unsoiled so she could take unreserved pleasure from it when the mood took her. Because of her elevated status, there was the very real possibility that the woman might even be virginal, perhaps with regard to both sexes. Theresa decided to interrogate her about this later.


    Theresa knelt down and grabbed the back of Khara’s neck. She pulled her down and laid her across her thighs so that her rear was directly before her. Theresa grabbed the mitten that contained her slave’s hands and lifted up to force her into the floor as her shoulders were twisted. Khara gave a soft moan and then a pip of surprise when Theresa’s other hand swept down and landed on her buttocks.


    “Stay still, slave!” she hissed, and continued her spanking.


    Her palm became hot as she threw it down into the pert mounds. An itching, stinging sensation crept into the skin even through the buffeting layer of the glove. Her hard smacks alternated from cheek to cheek and after a dozen or so swipes, she paused to squeeze and grope the thighs and bottom of her slave. Khara wriggled licentiously and her legs shuffled apart to invite Theresa to caress her more intimately.


    “Show some decorum, you horny slut!” she admonished and started to spank her with a more swift and hearty action. Khara groaned and began to writhe more saliently as the rosy colour in her rear started to affect her with greater intensity.


    The spiteful play was most liberating and Theresa was wet with desire inside her impermeable armour, but right now she wanted to hear the woman wail.


    After flicking the control at her wrist, Theresa located the device she sought and brushed its activation command sequence. The floor opened and a pole cranked upward into view, the metal shaft armed with studs along a foot of its uppermost length. The device locked into position and Theresa lifted the woman up onto her knees and slid out from under her.


    She again grabbed Khara’s bunched hands and lifted them up. Misusing them as levers, she bent the captive over until her face was pressed to the ground and then trapped her there by her use of her own contorted limbs.


    Her mesh coated legs quivered beneath her from the twisting torment, and Theresa found the sight more fascinating than she had thought possible. Motivated solely by her own whims and with all reservation lost from her long tribulations at the hands of this race, Theresa set the crop aside and decided to indulge herself. She caressed the rounded cheeks of the proffered buttocks and gently traced the contours with her gloved fingers. The feel of this delicate flesh was agreeable so Theresa fondled the thighs and rear for several more minutes, her hedonistic motivation being to assess the anatomy of her new possession. When Khara began to react too salaciously, she lifted the arms higher to make her mew, or jabbed a heel into her calf to counteract her lust.


    The whim past and she took up her weapon. She elevated her hold to restore the strain upon her prisoner and suddenly the fight for escape increased when the crop began to flash downward and impart a plexus of rosy weals across the woman’s buttocks. Theresa struck harder and harder. She was enthralled by the feel of the female trying to get her arms free, as well as the sight of a rippling rear responding to mordant kisses, plus there were the sounds of gurgles and croaks. All the aspects of the punishment served to inspire her further, making her revel in her position and apply her revenge with cold-blooded trenchancy. Theresa could see now why the Dregakk so thrilled in their dominance. It was a powerful and entrancing state.


    “Crawl forward, you worthless wretch,” she growled.


    Flinging the trapped arms away, she caused Khara to flop onto her side. Her rear was now imprinted with a detailed pattern of stripes, the spanking having made her skin much more susceptible to bruising.


    Adding another streak to the design, Theresa stepped away and watched with satisfaction as Khara painfully hauled herself back up onto her knees.


    Theresa’s breath was racing from the exertion. The sweat her labours had coaxed forth now languished on her skin. It stayed trapped within the layer of latex to create a slickness that let the material slide upon her rather than drag at the dry skin. It made her feel serpentine, dangerous, powerful.


    “Move left,” said Theresa, verbally steering the woman toward the location of her torment.


    Khara shuffled hesitantly forward. She moved cautiously, unsure of what might be awaiting her. All ability to deny Theresa this level of total regnant had been lost the very instant the restraints and gag had been fitted.


    “Left a bit more and straight forward,” added Theresa and steered the woman straight into it so that her head connected sharply with the base of the pole. The metallic tone made Theresa laugh aloud with amusement.


    “You stupid foolish whore,” she derided, and let the woman’s bewilderment and resentment reign for a moment before she issued more instructions.


    “Get on top of it then! Slot it in somewhere. The choice is all yours,” she commanded.


    Khara rose to a crouch and moved closer with trepidation. The studded top grazed her thigh and made her recoil. Suddenly she was too frightened to allow the blunt-toothed intruder access.


    “I told you to get on, slave.”


    Theresa applied another taste of the crop to encourage compliance. She whipped the woman with a steady beat until she rose up and amidst jolts of suffering tried to locate the tip.


    The whip hampered her search but when the summit was located, she dropped herself onto it with reckless speed so as to stop Theresa’s eager arm. The woman suddenly arched her back and released a muted howl of pain, but the gag smothered the sound even as she tried to fling herself back off. The entry of the lumpy phallus into her pussy had made Khara suffer terribly and was now punishing every movement and every spasm.


    A mere brush of Theresa’s fingers to the bracelet caused metal hoops to leap from the ground and snag her prisoner’s ankles and the tops of her calves. The machines tugged the limbs apart and tethered them in place.


    Held on her knees, Khara wriggled and squirmed. She was monstrously penetrated by the intruder and had no avenue of respite.


    Theresa studied the woman’s motions for a few minutes and then turned to improving the trial. First, she took up an osmotic syringe. The elaborate device was sculpted into a skeletal configuration and was laden with the enhancing chemical that she had so often been forced to endure.


    Pushing it to Khara’s shoulder, she fired a heavy dose into her system. The pain accentuating drug obviously worked equally well on Dregakk physiology as on humans because her movements grew more acute and her cries increased in subdued volume. The chemical began to tweak her nerves, making the pain all the more dire and sealing the escape route that a swoon might offer to the harried supplicant.


    Theresa fetched a set of harsh clover clamps. She held them up and swayed the chains beneath them. The links grabbed weights that had been armed with long slender spikes, the needle weapons poised to afflict skin with the slightest excuse. The pendulum swings had them brush Khara’s breasts and inform her as to their existence.


    Theresa lowered into a crouch before Khara and placed the clamps on the floor. She locked the exposed nipples in a pinch and holding firm, she rolled the sensitive nuggets between her latex sheathed digits. Khara gave soft murmurs of disapproval when Theresa pulled on them to stretch them out and especially when she enhanced the power of her pinch.


    Despite the abuse, they began to stiffen and present themselves for a more savage focus that Theresa allowed no delay in implementing. The toothed clamps applied their grip to the beckoning tips and held tight when Theresa let go. The woman stiffened and croaked. Her nipples were being dragged down by the weights and the ferocity of the clamps was increased immeasurably by this burden. When she quivered, she swung the weights, causing them to brush her stomach and even though the scratches could not pierce her skin, the accentuating chemical would make it feel as though they were. As expected, she responded to these pinpricks and gained even sterner ones from her greater struggles. The ongoing confusion and torment made Khara shiver and spill despairing calls into the gag.


    “Now. Let us see how you like a taste of the whip in full. Would you like that, slave?” she asked.


    The woman shook her head virulently. She was already having trouble coping with the inserted rod, the clamps, and her bondage.


    “You would deny me?” responded Theresa with asperity in her voice. “You want a whipping. Don’t you?”


    She delivered the crop across the front of the female’s thighs and then added a second blow. Theresa kept her rhythm random to confuse her hapless subject and, after a mere six strokes, Khara’s head was leaping up and down, begging for the crop to stop and ignorantly soliciting the whip. Her actions were now motivated by instinct. The dominant operated with forethought and planning, the submissive was a creature of instant knee-jerk reaction to whatever was occurring at the time.


    “As you wish, slave,” she chuckled.


    Theresa patted the smoothed head of latex and then closed a pinch to her nostrils. Shutting them on a loose fancy she deprived Khara of breath. The woman started to throw her head about, trying to get free, panicking from the denial, unsure of how far Theresa was going to take the encounter. Her attempts at evasion were followed and defeated while Theresa spoke to her prisoner.


    “In future, you will be more appreciative of my attention. Do you understand, slave?” she stated with gravity and this drew rampant nods from the woman. Her body rode up and down on the shaft and the weights grazed her chest as she fought valiantly to get free and find air.


    The hold was released and Khara sucked in great lungfuls and fought to recover what had been denied her.


    “Now you shall have the whip,” she promised, and drew a coiled bullwhip from the cabinet. Theresa closed her grasp upon the ornate hilt of the instrument before letting it flash out into the air. The leather tentacle flicked its tip amidst a brilliant thunderclap and after this terrifying battle cry, the woven length slithered on the ground before her, following Theresa as she walked around the trapped alien women.


    The Dregakk had shattered her world and treated her with utmost contempt. Now she had one of their most powerful leaders as her slave. She could do anything she wished to her, inflict any horror her mind could conjure. The possibility of the extremes to which she could escort this grand sadist made her strangely excited. The prospect of complete and total control was now an intoxicating reality.


    Theresa draped the root of the whip onto the woman’s shoulder and trailed it over. The passage across her skin made the slave shiver before it again spilled onto the floor.


    The leather serpent gathered its long body and was flung into the air. Snapping its fangs forward, it bit into Khara’s soles. The impetus bored into the tender ball of her foot, etching a near instant weal of dark shades while the fishnet did little to give protection.


    A forceful yank made the viper retreat and, with a whirl over her head, Theresa let it continue the attack. Illustrations of intense woe were instantly coaxed from the woman’s feet.


    Again and again she struck, covering the skin and making Khara suffer abominably. Her torso rode the sheathed pole to add a harsher tang to the cocktail of her sorrow and the clamps and weights were further ingredients that served to make the fare all the more unpalatable for her.


    Theresa’s jaw clenched with her diligent fanaticism. Her eyes were wide and the beads of sweat upon her brow were marks of her delight in this abuse. With a final hiss she lashed into the contused soles thrice more and took a step back. Recovering her breath, the faint gurgling misery of Khara was a wonderful song to her ears.


    Theresa leaned to the wall for support and waited until her heart was less energetic in her chest. She then started to coil the whip back around her forearm and elbow.


    She strolled to the cabinet and placed the implement back amongst all the other fell implements of discipline that were now at her disposal. Theresa then turned back to the weeping prisoner.


    The sight of the living lights caught her imagination, and her will to torture was kindled afresh. Having planted the seed of worry in one of the males, she drew forth a length of slender cord and returned to that same quaking fixture.


    “You fear me?” she asked with menace while running a finger along his limp shaft. The soft brush kindled an instant reaction and he started to stiffen. Theresa looked up into his face and found his eyes camouflaged by radiance. The skin itself was imparted with the incandescent ability and because this extended to his eyelids, it made it near impossible for him to see who was touching him.


    “You dare insult me with your grotesque lusts? I will curb that libido, wretch. You think this fate cruel? Well, you will learn the true depths of suffering for this,” she scowled as the sight of his tumescent cock brought flashes of the long nights of gang rape such men had subjected to her, and this male would be the recipient of all her stored anger for that crime.


    After forging a swift loop, she grabbed the syringe and fired a dose of the chemical enhancers into his system. He began to jerk and spasm, revealing that the process of having his bald head turned into a glowing orb was not a painless one. The generating of light from the cells of his skin was a torment he had grown used to until Theresa had made tenderised him to it.


    Heedless of this revelation, Theresa tied the harsh string about the base of his scrotum and with a tug caused the coils to bite tightly. His testicles swelled with engorged might, the ferocity of the cord erasing every wrinkle and making the skin taut. She laced the cord up the shaft with a deep satisfaction, acting quickly before the pain could make him wilt. Theresa tightened it as she went, dragging in the flesh as it flushed to a wicked purple. The strangling of his cock made the owner croak and murmur in his bondage.


    With his penis trapped, she applied a spiked weight to it. The load dragged the tip down against its normal direction and she saw his tendons straining against the twist. As they did for Khara, the motions swung the weight and caused the needle teeth to kiss his inner thighs.


    “The fires of your lust burn, do they? The heat of passion? I can give you something else instead of that, slave,” she growled.


    Massaging the garrotted flesh, she pushed him to new heights of torment before slapping the genitals a few times to watch them sway and bob. Theresa gave a cruel chuckle and pressed a control on her bracelet.


    A concealing panel slid back and exposed a small chamber. She removed a surgical glove from a box of such sheaths, drew it over her opera glove, and after snapping it in place she snatched the pot that lay beside them. She unscrewed the lid, exposed the interior, and held it before his nose to let him smell the potent mixture within. The gel was tainted with embrocation cream, caustic plants, harsh grit, and salt to make for a truly evil concoction.


    After stinging his nostrils with the pungent fumes, she scooped out a sizeable quantity and then began to massage it into his groin. The male convulsed wildly. The burning heat ate into his skin, making him battle to get free as the feeling of his genitals being dissolved by effulgent anguish became distinct and possessed of abominable clarity.


    Continuing to caress the viscous sludge into his flesh while he wailed, she slowly finished the application. When she was done, she ripped the glove off and cast it onto the others.


    “Hot enough for you, slave? No? Well, let’s turn up the heat shall we?”


    The four living lamps of this lofty dungeon were held a foot from the floor by their bondage so she snatched two squat tealights from the offered store and placed them under his soles. With a lighter that was carved into the shape of a skull, she spat out a fiery cough from its wide maw and summarily lit the wicks. A tiny flame rose up and afflicted the male with roasting agonies. The heat poured into his dangling soles and made him flick his toes and kick into his bonds. His piercing cry spilled through the tight helmet as what would ordinarily have been an uncomfortable degree of heat was metamorphosed into a searing furnace by his artificially tweaked nerve endings.


    “Does that fan the flames of your longing for a female to violate? Are you so eager to penetrate and degrade a woman?” she mocked, and stepped back to admire what she had done.


    “We shall see what your opinion of such matters is once you have felt it from a more personal perspective,” she promised.


    The smell of hot skin and terrified sweat reached out to touch her nose. It did not disturb her in the slightest. She had no pity for the slaves because they had treated her just as badly as the Dregakk. There were no compunctions about returning the abuse.


    It was all too apparent that to show mercy was to show weakness. To offer decent treatment merely inspired vicious response. She was finished with showing compassion, and if cruelty was the currency that paid for comfort, then she would pay for her luxury in the abundant screams and tears of those around her.


    Theresa left the male to the crippling heat when she heard the sound of his elasticised straps groaning in a bid to hold his paroxysms.


    After taking up a collar and leash, she returned to Khara. The items swung at her side, catching winks of light and helping to reveal her hazy reflection in the obsidian-like surfaces of the wall. The shadowy image of her body in the tight folds of latex was alluring. Her breasts were controlled and enhanced by the firm sheet across her cleavage. The leggings moulded her limbs and the muscles beneath were taut from standing on stiletto points. She looked nothing like the slave she had once been.


    Theresa cupped Khara’s chin and lifted the blank features up so she might look into the rough rubber image that was the slave’s face. Her countenance seemed reduced as the hood erased the lines and points, making her normally defined features much more subtle.


    “I might set you free, slave. Would you like that? Would you like to wait on me and attend my whims?” she offered. The female nodded frantically and her hidden eyes were no doubt filled with imploring.


    “Ride the pole for me, and I will consider it.”


    The woman instantly lifted up her abdomen, held still for a moment, and then sank back down.


    The lethargic rocking motions had her squeaking and crying into her gag. The stretching of her tracts and the drag of the dull studs was making her livid with distress, but she was anxious to pay this price to escape continued captivity here.


    “Good slave,” she replied after letting the woman commit this atrocity to herself for long minutes and then patted her head as though she were a well behaved pet.


    A touch to the bracelet caused the pole to sink back down, losing itself in the ground and dragging forcibly from its partner to inspire reckless twirls of her bound torso. The restraints sprang back and the woman toppled onto her side. The weights of her clamps clanged on the ground and she clamped her legs together to try and expel the pain in her loins.


    Theresa reached down and let the single arm glove release its hoard of slack, and after opening the buckles, the stringent restraint was removed to let the woman find relief for her arms. The limbs were plagued by the aftermath of the capture and flopped awkwardly as she reached to the clamps, her wavering fingers seeking to take them off.


    “No, not those,” stated Theresa, and with a flick of her hand she slapped the digits away.


    “Get up onto your feet. I have tasks for you to perform,” demanded Theresa.


    She buckled the wide leather strip around the female’s throat and took up the lead. A tug helped goad her upright and she was led blindly in Theresa’s wake. The slave trusted her and wandered in accordance with the wishes of the dominant, her body hunched to stop the prickly burdens on her nipples from swinging into her.


    Theresa led her back into the main living room and turned her to one of the walk-in wardrobes. The room was devoted to clothing of every description, but the items located within were exclusively from a catalogue of fetishistic indulgence.


    The attire was held on hangers and the hooks were slotted into the rings that coated the underside of bound prisoners. The slaves were stretched horizontally and their entire lengths were marked with equally spaced piercings. More torment came in that the rings were dragged downward by the garments they supported.


    Each of their heads was sealed in a hood and the food tube was the only addition to their woe. The instant the pair entered, two panels opposite swung around and revealed females bound hand and foot to the revolving slabs. Sealed within comprehensive cat suits, their hooded features left only their eyes free, and it was clear that they were here solely as attendants to negate the need for the High Theocrat to dress herself. Their jaws were stretched wide against the hoods so each was obviously gagged to a monstrous degree.


    “I want you in the uniform of a maid, with no underwear. Do you think your rudimentary intellect can manage this complex task?” she said sternly, and with twin pinches she removed the clamps.


    The woman jumped with a sudden shock of pain as feeling skipped merrily back into the tissues and found the effects of prolonged compression. Her hands slapped to the tips and held tight as she swayed and whimpered.


    After taking a moment to recover, Khara nodded, and still shivering slightly from her trials, the hands came away and revealed the dents of the clamps still imprinted in her nipples.


    “Then get to it, you worthless slut. When you’re ready, come back in,” she snapped, and shoved the woman further into the room before stomping out.


    Theresa was sure that the former dominatrix would be able to remove the gag and hood because of familiarity with their operation. If not, she’d have to endure them until Theresa decided otherwise.


    The portal sealed in her wake and Theresa looked over the lounge. The sight of so many of her fellow species in agony was a thing that her mind pushed away, denying her conscience any access and allowing her to delight in it just as the Dregakk did.


    After walking around she eventually laid back into the couch. The soft flesh of the corpulent human cushions was pressed tightly to their neighbours and created a single soft pillow upon which to recline. The breath of the captives also forged a gentle rocking motion that was most soothing.


    Theresa sat back and looked down her burnished front. The latex garments held her in a loving and secure embrace, protecting her, keeping her safe, quite unlike the times she had worn this fabric as a prisoner. Then, the tightness had been an affliction, a smothering abuse to remind her that she was a possession.


    Tracing her own lines, she held her smooth stomach, the flesh firm beneath the leotard and the leggings. The embryo was still deep within the hidden twists and turns of her gut. There it was growing, feeding from her, swelling and achieving maturity. There had to be a way to stop it. The thought of an impetus alien slithering out of her in a frantic escape attempt was one that terrified her and she desperately wanted to be free of that threat.


    The wardrobe opened and revealed Khara who was now humbled by her new position. The uniform was akin to Theresa’s first such vestments, the garb that had marked her as a slave to the Thaine household. She considered if this was a deliberate act or mere coincidence.


    Latex stockings made themselves apparent by the slight bulge just above the hemline of a short dress. The hose bore moulded, incorporated stiletto heels, and the dress extended up to connect to a metal collar. This stout band was armed with a ring of conical studs and presented “D’ rings at the front, sides, and back. The entire ensemble clutched tightly about her body, revealing her slender curves in all their majestic glory. The sleeves were equally constrictive and continued into separate gloves. A white apron was tied about her waist, and her hair had been fastened back into a strict ponytail.


    Close fitting, sculptured metal restraints had been locked about wrist and ankle. The seamless silver bands each flung out several rings that were riveted into place, allowing Theresa to restrain her with ease. It was a consideration that only further proved Khara’s true determination to submit.


    “Good choices, slave. Now come over here and be my footstool,” Theresa commanded, causing the woman to wilt at her feet and lower onto all fours. The rigid pose was almost boastful in its level of attention.


    Theresa placed her heeled feet onto the Khara’s glossy spine. She lay back and closed her eyes so she might savour the feel of this divine rule. For a time she just drifted in the reassuring trance of her power and finally she decided that it was time to explore some other new and forbidden sensations.


    “First, I want you to show me how to summon slaves here from the main cells. Then, you will fetch me food—a selection of your finest meals and beverages, and a bottle of the stuff I need to stunt the growth of this egg. Now do it, you repulsive bitch,” she hissed, and dug a heel into the slave’s flank before shoving her to the floor.


    “Yes, Mistress,” Khara uttered weakly as she started to rise.


    “Ignorant slut! You call me “Mistress Theresa”. Say my title wrong again and I will make you suffer for it, slave,” she spat, and drove the female away with another thrust of her heeled foot into rear. The stab made her skip spryly upright and totter with haste to recover her balance.


    Theresa had been regarded as a “thing’ for so long, as a possession to be used for a singular purpose—to suffer and be disposed of. They had sought to erase her identity with their demented games, and now she would have it acknowledged by the High Theocrat every time she spoke, every time she admitted Theresa’s power over her. She had to train this woman, to make her fully tame, to break her and remould her as a willing servile to Theresa’s cause and by doing so keep one human safe from ever returning to slavery.


    “May I speak, Mistress Theresa?”


    “I’m amazed you have the intelligence to form words, but try your best anyway if it is important. If it is not, you will be reprimanded for wasting my time.”


    “My collar contains a version of the implants so I may truly be your slave. It only has the pain setting, and is controlled by this bracelet, Mistress Theresa,” she offered compliantly and held out a thin metal bangle with a ruby gem set in it.


    “That was thoughtful of you, slave,” Theresa stated, and promptly flicked the jewel while establishing the band beside her larger and more comprehensive control mechanism.


    The metal collar was suddenly lit up with coiling worms of cyan light. The energy wriggled around her throat, making Khara scream and drop back. Toppling onto her side, she clawed at the metal band but was unable to remove it for she had locked it into position and denied herself the means to gain freedom. Riven by the shock therapy, the woman jolted and squirmed on the ground as Theresa smiled. She could see her latex attire being lit up by the blue flashes as the scent of ozone and sweat washed out from the thrashing form.


    Theresa released the gem and the female dropped into an inert heap. She seemed to wilt into the floor as her muscles relaxed, her body now enfeebled by the shock to unprecedented levels.


    “And what do you say, slave?”


    “Th…thank you, Mistress Theresa,” she wheezed.


    Khara pushed herself up and moved away to comply with the wishes of the owner that she had installed above herself.


    The servant snatched a digital pad from the wall and returned with it. She tapped out a code before sinking to her knees. Her head was kept bowed in respect while she offered it up.


    “The catalogue is presented alphabetically. Make the selections and choose the room you want the slave delivered to and it will be handled with priority importance, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Good. Now go and fetch my food.”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she replied meekly and scampered off into the kitchen unit.


    The chamber was designed for summoning and distributing food from the main kitchens rather than for preparing it so it would not be long before her sustenance was with her.


    Theresa used the time to look through the lists whereupon she found thousands upon thousands of names. It was a personal menagerie the likes of which she had not dreamed of as being possible. They had to have plundered the population of Earth to the very last citizen to acquire such volumes.


    The analysis of the captives was interrupted as the kitchen door slid open and allowed a small convoy of slaves to emerge. The waiters and waitresses were held in a face up crab position. Short chains reached from the cuffs at wrists and ankles and either connected to the noose about their scrotum, or the ring that was piercing their clitoris. The bonds kept them in this lowly position and reduced them to a cautious shuffle of movement. Bound by tight harnesses, they each had anonymous features because tight hoods with tiny eyeslits hid their faces. Trays were fixed atop their smothered heads and these platters were part of the sculpted hoods. Each tray was laden with arrays of sumptuous smelling foods whose mere passing hint in her nostrils made her stomach growl in long overdue expectation.


    Not one morsel of real, normal food had crossed her lips since she was captured. The prospect of breaking the most binding of commandments was all the more succulent because it had previously held such grave ramifications.


    The slaves settled before her in a semi circle, offering their plates and allowing Theresa to pick and choose as she saw fit. She tried the various menus on offer and found the alien plants and meats unlike anything she had ever encountered.


    The bottle of antidote to counter her doom was held in a slender coiling vase whose thin top was corked. After opening the mixture she sniffed the contents and found the odour spicy, like an old incense shop. The side of the bottle was marked with closely spaced lines, these clearly being the weekly doses.


    With the levels marked for accuracy and convenience, Theresa grabbed it, took a swig, and mulled it around on her tongue to test the bland flavour. She tried to find a tang that might let her know what this substance was, but discovered nothing in this insipid fluid. She swallowed, captured the rest of the measure, and set it aside on a human table as her attention remained on this most precious of treasures. Was this all there was, or was there more? She decided not to risk losing it and warned the slave with whom she had entrusted the commodity.


    “If this bottle falls, I will peel the skin from your body every day before having you sent to the healing chamber and returned to me,” she growled, and restored her mind to the food to distract herself from the beast within. For a moment, she considered if perhaps there was another beast within her as well as the alien embryo. Her sadistic tendencies were running amok. A cruel and merciless monster had been set free in this private wing, and the elation she took in seeing others wail and suffer had surprised her.


    “Slave! Get in here,” spat Theresa, screwing her face up at a particularly bitter slice of roasted meat.


    Khara skipped in and dropped to her knees beside Theresa. Her eyes were fixed down and she spoke softly.


    “You summoned me, Mistress Theresa?”


    “This is disgusting! What are trying to do? Poison me!” she growled.


    Theresa snatched the entire line of cooked flesh and gathered them in her fist.


    “Get up onto the couch, on all fours, and get your bottom up.”


    The woman immediately leapt onto the shaven bodies and turned around, hoisted her hindquarters into the air, and eagerly presented her rear for Theresa.


    “Now, those I find offensive, will be forced into you.”


    “Thank you, Mistress Theresa,” she uttered timidly from her demeaning pose, and then yelped with shock as her dress was tugged up and the slices of meat were forced into her anus.


    Theresa’s latex sheathed fingers plunged in and stuffed the cooked flesh into her anus. Khara groaned and clutched at the seat while striving to endure the procedure.


    Theresa returned to her meal and as promised, any she found unsatisfying or whose taste failed to match hers, were taken up and ruthlessly forced into the presented anal chute.


    “Can you summon other Dregakk here, slave?” she asked.


    A plot of revenge was formulating in the darker recesses of her mind.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Would they be missed if they did not emerge?”


    “The girl you mentioned is in the Holy Order, so yes, she would, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Did I say it was her?” she remarked with venom and snatched a two pronged fork. Theresa jabbed the severe points into the presented buttocks. The savagery of her stabs made Khara jolt and cry out in pain even though they did not pierce her hide.


    “Do not presume to guess my thoughts!”


    Another jab made Khara squeak and whimper.


    “Sorry, Mistress Theresa. Oh, I’m sorry!”


    “I am talking of a servant in the Thaine household. I want him sent here. I want him as a decoration to make me happy. You want to make me happy, don’t you?”


    “Of course, Mistress Theresa.”


    “As you should, slave. Now answer the question I asked, and do not try and predict my thoughts again.”


    “I am sorry, Mistress Theresa, it will not happen again,” she whimpered, choking back her tears and returning to the subject.


    “I would have to arrange it in person, Mistress Theresa. And for that you would have to return to the cells to ensure we are not discovered.”


    “When are you next required for an appointment?”


    Theresa wanted to know how much time she had before she had to languish in a pen until Khara could call her back. She was not looking forward to it, but the thought of revenge would nourish her and help her withstand the containment.


    “Tomorrow morning, Mistress Theresa.”


    A glance to the windows revealed that the sun was bathing the land in the glow of late afternoon, declaring that there was an evening and a night before she had to surrender her position.


    “In that case, I want Setchak sent to me. He is the head groom for the Thaines. I want him here and subdued.”


    “I will do my best, Mistress Theresa.”


    “You will not do your best, you will simply do it, understand?” she growled and jabbed the woman’s hovering sex with the fork to make her yelp.


    “Yes! Yes! Ouch! Mistress Theresa, I’ll do it!”


    “Good. I have a special treat in store for my old trainer,” scowled Theresa, and then treated herself to a smug laugh, one that was swollen with immense crapulence.


    “Now get down on the floor. Spread-eagle yourself,” she declared, indicating the space beyond the servants.


    Khara lifted herself and ambulated over. Her movements were stiff as the weight of the inserted food made itself felt within her.


    “Now, you slave’s before me. I am going to give you a chance to be part of the torment for the one responsible for your plight. Go to her extremities and hold them in place for me.”


    Without further need for permission, the sentient trays wandered out and positioned themselves on her wrists and ankles. They leant their weight to them and pinned her in position.


    Theresa rose from her seat and opened a drawer in the wall. She ferreted amongst the items and removed a tube of the glue that could so easily seal skin. After checking that the relevant tube to dissolve it was also present, she closed the drawer and had her hand wander along the wall toward a new destination.


    “I’m going to make sure you don’t eject those offending meals without my permission, slave,” she announced, and removed a stern gag from another cabinet.


    “Because I doubt a creature as ignorant as yourself can yet manage something as simple as obedience.”


    Theresa walked around before the woman, lowered, and clapped a hand to her maw. She squeezed her jaws apart and forced the gag in. The disembodied metal plate gathered its own powerful suction and instantly stuck to her face. The metal square held her lips and cheeks firmly in its airtight grasp and left her unable to speak. The stalk that projected into her mouth suddenly billowed out and stamped her tongue down beneath its broad dimensions. Khara jerked as her cheeks swelled on the spreading balloon and her jaws were forced to their limits. The bladder squeezed between her teeth and started to barge against her cheeks until she was squalling impotently against the device.


    With Khara rendered mute, Theresa showed her the tube and waved it before her gaze while she wailed. Her eyes filled with tears. Her arms and legs bucked as she tried to get free of the embittered slaves, but they held tight. One of them seized the opportunity to bend and twist the Theocrat’s toes, and she quickly learned to press all her extremities to the ground to not only stop this spiteful retaliation but to prevent the others from mimicking it.


    “I will spare you this if you tell me one thing,” she offered, the words bringing a glad stare from the trapped priestess.


    “How do I get the egg out of me?” she demanded.


    Theresa bobbed the slender container to inform her of its usage should she decline to reveal the facts. The woman fought to speak and found it impossible as only faint hums could flow over the metal plate.


    “Is there a way?” she asked more sternly.


    Khara threw her head from side to side, her ponytail whipping her shoulders.


    “There must be! Tell me!” she hissed.


    The woman again repeated her motion and her eyes welled with water. It was an imminent cascade of desperation that Theresa ignored. She was intending to plumb the very depths of Khara’s soul, to seek the truth and ensure it was genuine.


    “Very well, we shall seek the facts together,” Theresa added.


    She stepped over the procumbent form, sat down between her splayed legs, and lifted her feet to the shivering buttocks. Theresa dug the heels in and parted the zebra striped cheeks. She kept them spread with her stilettos and drew aim with the tube.


    “Last chance to tell me.”


    Khara squalled against her gag and her abdomen slapped against the floor as she bounced and thrashed.


    “Oh well. Here we go then. All you had to do was tell me the truth. But, if this is the way you want it…’


    Theresa pushed the tip into the orifice and insane caterwauls seeped through the gag. Her body was summarily possessed by inhuman paroxysms as the gel started to emerge and grace her skin. With a steady, savouring merriment, Theresa continued and glued the High Theocrat’s rear shut.


    “Tell me how to get rid of this egg!” she growled, and dug in with her heels to emphasise her words. The effect of spires into fresh and purple welts was not a minor one. Khara spluttered and sobbed. Tears were streaming down her face as she shook her head, trying to reveal that there was no means to achieve Theresa’s request. The sight of such grand travail proved to Theresa that she was doomed to its companionship.


    With the last of the glue in place, Theresa closed the lid and fetched a tissue regenerator. Still angered by the revelation, she ran the styptic aura across the bruises and initiated the healing process, allowing just enough to fade them, but still leave the injuries raw and tender. The relief caused the woman to relax and the exposed orifice pulsated and surged as material leant itself to the opening but found no means of escape. Any attempt to expel the food now brought extreme suffering. Her buttocks flexed and her thighs jolted. She squeezed her muscles and tried to haul the food back away from the impenetrable dam, but it was too late.


    “Are we nice and secure down here?” Theresa mocked and patted the tight smooth hole while Khara continued to quake.


    “You have forced an intruding presence into me, and so I reciprocate the sentiment. Perhaps when you tell me how to get mine out, I will act in kind.”


    Theresa arose, gathered a lock, and decided to seal Khara’s arms behind her back. She tugged them from under the tray-bearing slaves, then dismissed them while holding the limbs firm to prevent the woman interfering with the glued orifice. The captives did not respond and looked to her with beseeching gazes from within their hoods.


    “Do not think this gains you freedom, now get back into your positions or I’ll glue you shut too!” she barked.


    The extreme authoritative tone caused them to scuttle away and back into the kitchen. Their trays were cleared by a row of house slaves, and bound living trashcans were fed the remainder. After having their plates licked clean, the sentient trays entered their appropriate containment slots to be locked away until they were needed again.


    A short length of chain connected the cuffs to the woman’s collar, twisting them up her back and keeping them in place to render her helpless. Now that the other slaves had departed, Khara squirmed and rolled upon the floor, stuffed and beset by agony but unable to do anything about it.


    After drawing the slave’s skirt back down to cover her churning rear, Theresa hauled her onto her feet by the connecting chain. The wrench at her folded arms made the female croak and once she was restored to an erect stance, Theresa let go.


    The captive wobbled on her heels. The pain of the internal burden forcing itself to her orifice was obviously fierce. Whenever her buttocks clenched, she became even more unsteady and this was further enhanced when her arms would yank at the bonds and try to get free after any such flex.


    Tears were running down her face and the lines of woe were a sight Theresa had never seen before. To make one of the Dregakk weep was an achievement of gargantuan proportions, and Theresa’s heart leap with joy to see them.


    “Crying like an infant are we? You miserable scum. You think yourself superior, yet you are just as weak as any other race,” she derided.


    Theresa snatched the chain links and used the connecting length to guide the slave back into the torture chamber.


    “Well let’s see if I can call forth some more pretty tears. Shall we?” she said, and shoved the woman in.


    The bound female stumbled and her legs failed, sending her tumbling onto the bare sheet of obsidian that was the floor.


    The smell of heated skin now filled the room. The male had been lightly burned for simply being of a gender that had persecuted Theresa in her past. His feet were blackened a little by soot and his insane gurgling was accompanied by fitful twitches to prove that the enhancing chemical was still doing its work.


    Walking passed, she lowered her sole onto the greatly dwindled candles and snuffed them out. Upon seeing that the male had sustained a few light singes, she removed a tissue regenerator from one of the cabinets of torture. Theresa set it running and skimmed it along the floor into the corner. The slender device skidded to a halt near the extinguished candles.


    “Go over and heal him.”


    She was already concocting her next lesson of suffering for Khara but needed a moment to figure out a few details.


    The woman wandered over and knelt down, plainly wondering how to perform the task because not only were her hands restricted and unusable, but even if she were released, her arms would be numb from their severe twist.


    “Use your feet, you dumb slut!” reviled Theresa and gave the woman a split second jolt of her collar before opening one of the other cabinets and calling up an inverted trapeze from the floor.


    Two solid poles raised the horizontal strut and small rings were welded along the lengths. With a deep “clunk’ this site of restraint locked into position. Theresa turned to the corner and saw that her slave had managed to lift the device in her feet and apply its regenerative aura to the singed skin. The device prompted its usual massively accelerated regrowth to the flesh, but did little to heal his battered mind.


    Khara’s job was made all the more difficult by the feel of the inserted meals pressing at her sphincter. The foodstuffs now sought exit with greater urgency and were gathering to shove at the barred aperture and make every movement a difficulty.


    “Slave, get over here and leave that. I have another task for you.”


    The fledgling submissive rose stiffly and ambled over. Her legs were shivering and her eyes were filled with water and pain as she tried to endure the fiery bursts inside her bottom.


    “Drape yourself over this,” she demanded, and stepped back to watch the slave present her belly to the strut and then fold herself over it at her middle. The latex dress creaked slightly and stretched upon her as she bent radically in half.


    Theresa grabbed latex straps, dragged a foot out, and bound it firmly to the supporting strut. She used the tall heel and instep as an effective anchor to help pinion the woman in place and then the other foot was grabbed and bound in an identical manner. Khara was now splayed wide, her toes a few inches from the ground, her belly being the medium to hold her aloft.


    A shove to her buttocks erased all remaining balance and left most of her weight on the opposite side of the bar so that the only thing stopping her from falling over it was her anchored feet. A chain was threaded through the front ring on her collar and led out to connect to the base of each pole. The wide “V’ shape connected the three points and bent her over to deny any escape from the position. In addition, Theresa used thin cord to tie around the prisoner’s knees. Weaving it above and below, the tight loops fastened with severity to crimp her circulation before attaching them to the poles and further punishing her legs.


    Theresa ran her hands up and down the rubber-smothered limbs and felt the muscles twitch from the strain.


    “Mmmmm, delightful. Can’t move an inch can we? So reassuring. What dreadful things can I do to you in this position, hmmm? Well, let’s get started shall we?”


    Theresa added weighted clamps to her nipples and the fabric of the uniform proved a paltry shield from the crushing nip. The weights that hung upon the chains bore collections of small brass bells that chimed merrily when they swung, and their motions were constantly sponsored by Khara’s anguished wriggles.


    Theresa removed a cane from one of the arsenals of implements that were dedicated to corporal punishment. She swung it at the air and gained a soft silken swish from the bamboo strut.


    Khara whimpered.


    Unsatisfied with the noise, she removed another, thicker cane, and repeated the energetic gesture. This time she gained a deeper, much more threatening tone, but it was still not good enough for her needs.


    Khara gave a muted squall.


    Theresa ran her latex-coated digits to the end of the selection of canes, closed her fist to the heaviest of examples, and lifted it free. This time, her slicing at the air acquired a note of true dread.


    Khara screeched against her gag.


    “Ah, now that’s the one,” she decreed.


    Theresa lifted the woman’s latex skirt, started a short retreat, turned, and drew aim into the exposed, pale skin.


    “Are you sure there’s no cure?”


    A mighty hack delivered the staff into the proffered rear, sending a ripple though the flesh and a subdued howl to pour from Khara’s throat. The clamps danced on her swaying breasts and the bells issued cheery peels of chimes. Again Theresa struck, crossing the marks of her former lambasting to elevate the effects by targeting these bruises.


    The caning was applied with strength and speed. Theresa was eager to get on with a savaging of mind and spirit, and after a dozen strokes to fully tenderise the opened region, she eventually stopped.


    Khara grizzled in abject misery as the brutality left her shaking against the army of restraints holding her prisoner.


    Theresa returned to the lounge, lifted the pad, and summoned the required slaves. She decided to call them to the torture chamber where they would contribute to the priestesses’ enlightenment as to what it meant to be property.


    Carrying the catalogue with her, she returned to the shivering slave and pulled a heavy hood down over her features. When it was in place, the baggy folds exploded outward with intense pressure. The self-inflating garment suddenly compressed Khara’s head in a brutal grasp. The squeezing bag also granted a greatly hampered respiration through her nose, and meagre sight through two sealed plastic eyeholes that were swiftly fogged by escaping, panting breaths.


    The woman fidgeted extravagantly in her bonds, wringing her hands in the air as the panic of encumbered breath set in. Theresa smiled in victory because such a crime had been done to her so many times and so she knew just how frightening it could be.


    To hide her own human features, she drew a latex mask onto her own head. Theresa straightened the close garment and allowed herself sight through acute eyeslots, and unimpeded breath through slits for mouth and nostrils. After dragging her hair through an aperture high at the back of her head, she ran her hands over the bald sphere of her skull. Relishing the smoothness, she explored the soft cling of it to her features and felt a little more secure because of its companionship, as though it were another piece of armour to protect her from harm and strife.


    There was a strident clank from the floor and a cage arose from a pit as the internal tunnel network faithfully delivered it to her. Within its strict walls squatted a nervous looking male whose expression of angst grew as Theresa opened the lid and with a jab of her finger, ordered him out. The slave emerged warily. He was terrified of his surroundings, but the Dregakk had broken his spirit and so he capitulated without question or pause.


    “Slave, you will go to that maid, and you will violate her,” stated Theresa.


    She smirked at the distressed cries that instantly came from Khara. The prospect of being molested by a male slave was clearly one that she found more humiliating and disturbing than any torture.


    With such an offer presented to him, the male skipped over and grabbed hold of her. He snatched her hips with one hand, his shaft with the other, and readied to steal entry.


    “Caress her first, you dolt, or I shall slice that pathetic member off and sodomise you with it,” she roared. The threat made him quail in terror.


    The man began to let his hands wander and the feel of his pawing drove Khara mad with calamity. The groping of her breasts and sore buttocks had him swelling swiftly. The fear that Theresa had imparted was no match for a long denied libido.


    Once he was fully erect and torn by frustration, Theresa addressed him with a gentle and soothing tone.


    “You may take her now, slave.”


    He instantly grabbed his cock and stabbed himself into Khara’s sex. The awkwardness of the position and the denial of entry into her rear by the glue proved no obstacle to his intentions and despite the arid dryness of her tracts, he fought is way in, digging into her, making her pussy amiable to his passage through painful indoctrination.


    Theresa sauntered over. Her heels clacked along to the melody composed of the slap of hips to bruised buttocks, of grunts of exertion, of soft bell tolls, and of whimpering mews.


    She settled down before the woman with the soft murmur of rubber stretching on her body and lifted Khara’s head so she might regard her face. The blank inflated bulb provided two windows into her eyes and the bleary orbs were saturated with degradation. The faintest snivels seeped through the hood and the gag.


    “Do you feel that human cock sliding into you, using you like a common harlot? You are being taken by a human, a slave, a creature lower than even the lowest animals. What then must that make you? Yet you wanted this fate, you solicited it, craved it for yourself. My, what a slut you must be,” muttered Theresa, assailing Khara’s helpless ears with words of mental abuse.


    “And do think that this is the last? I have a whole line of slaves waiting to fill your belly with their semen. And then I shall have them pour it freely into your rear, and then maybe your throat, to saturate you, gorge you on it. Is that not to your taste?” she purred.


    The woman’s eyes widened in horror at the very notion and this made Theresa laugh aloud.


    Dropping Khara’s head, Theresa walked around and slashed into the rear of the male prisoner with the cane.


    “Faster, slave. Drive deep. Hurt her,” she demanded, and applied the cane again to cause an instant acceleration. The man dove from root to tip and caused revolted shudders to run through the maid’s outfit and also step up the random solo of the bell chimes to an allegro rate.


    Leaving him to his assault, Theresa returned to the stores within the walls. She opened them and looked over the apparatus, familiarising herself with what she had and the locations in which it could be found.


    The applause of skin against skin slowed and then ended amidst panting breaths. The slave had ejaculated into the incensed ex-Theocrat. It seemed that her breeding as a superior species had left her greatly vulnerable to psychological wounds from such violation, and there was much more to come before she would find relief from it.


    “Get back into your cage, slave,” ordered Theresa, and once he was in, she shut the lid after him and sent him back to the halls of stored captives.


    Almost immediately another arose, and with similar disdain, she removed the captive and had him continue where his fellow left off. He eagerly sheathed himself in Khara and ravished the leader of the Dregakk without even realising whom it was that he assaulted.


    His entry was easier this time, the deposited semen making for a fine lubricant. After he had finished, another four males were systematically treated to this ravaging of her slave, and then Theresa decided it was time to let another orifice taste of Terran anatomy.


    The last slave was sent back, and Theresa drew out the solvent to free Khara of the anal seal. A grin stretched out beneath her latex mask when she stepped into Khara’s field of vision.


    “You are wondering what I am going to do with this?” she crooned malevolently, hiding her amusement. “Is this what you need?”


    The slave flung her head up and down. She was desperate to be free of the internal burden.


    Theresa walked passed and placed the nozzle to the naked rear. She rested it in place and listened to the shrieks of jeopardy spilling from the slave. The prospect of freedom from such atrocious internal abuse was driving her insane and she tugged at her bonds, frustrated to madness by their staunch arrest of her body.


    “You do not want this?” Theresa offered.


    The slave shook her head wildly and the bells tittered at the spry movement.


    “Do you love me, slave?”


    A wild nodding immediately followed.


    “You are sure? You worship me as your supreme deity?”


    More silent affirmation followed.


    “Very well, I shall be merciful this time. But remember that I have been so generous,” she falsely conceded.


    Theresa ran the tip along the outer surface of the seam and deposited a generous measure. It started to dissolve the glue and began opening access to her rear.


    Theresa acted quickly. She opened a wall panel and drew out a wide hose. Carrying it over, she shoved the conical nozzle into Khara’s bottom. The device hauled open her sphincter and plunged deep. The brutal broaching of her anus had the woman scream in new misery.


    A click sounded and an internal bulb inflated to exceed the ability of the slave to eject it and thereby lock the pipe irrevocably within her. A sudden influx of fluid started to slither down the hose and force itself into Khara after squeezing awkwardly around the inserted blockade of food. The douche was no normal injection, for it had been tainted with the same cleansing chemicals Theresa had felt when first drawn into the Dregakk warship—an eternity of harrowing ago.


    The caustic burn of the waters made the captive cavort afresh within her bonds. The acidic tang gnawed at her intestines, creating the distinct illusion of her abdomen dissolving. Theresa gave life to a mixture of scowl and smirk. The memory of the sensation being performed on her was being lightened by the infliction of it upon another.


    Chugging quietly to itself, the insertion continued, forcing in a bloated reservoir that promised to rupture her insides. Theresa let the device work automatically and maintained her distance until the introduction stopped. Khara was livid.


    “What’s the matter, slave? It hurts? Did the machine take you too far? Well, you and your people designed them, commissioned their creation, and set the parameters for their work, so you only have yourself to blame. Don’t you?”


    The hose began the forced process of extraction, sucking out the semi-dissolved foods and the vast ocean that was undulating within her intestines. Khara vibrated against her bonds as she was drained.


    “Quite a sensation isn’t it?”


    A cheerful beep of completion sounded and the enema itself was withdrawn. The bulb deflated to allow easy egress and the prisoner squeezed her stretched muscles and worked the intruder out of her body. The pipe fell into Theresa’s awaiting palm as Khara sagged and wheezed softly.


    Theresa slotted it back into its housing and came back so she might caress the woman’s rear. The touch upon her numerous contusions made her quail.


    “There, all nice and clean,” she announced, running a digit through the moist cleft.


    “But this hair must be getting in the way. I think it should be extracted first, and to ensure a good job, we’ll just have to tackle them in small groups.”


    Theresa grabbed a tuft and yanked on it to make the woman squeak and dance against her constraining bonds.


    “Hmmm, well that didn’t work. Perhaps a sterner method is required,” she decided aloud, and quickly snagged a pair of large tweezers.


    Theresa settled between the splayed legs and snatched a small group of follicles before gently tugging at them. She slowly increased the force with each pull and caused Khara to whirl and writhe as the roots were made more and more sensitive by the abuse. The increased tugs grew even more painful and the ordeal swiftly developed in degrees until finally the tuft came free with a delicate ripping sound.


    Theresa held up the small collection and examined them in the grasp of the tweezers as Khara continued to squall. Ignoring the hardship of her slave, she wafted them to the side, shedding the captured black stalks and clearing the metal tips for another return into the shivering forest of curls.


    She closed on another section and started to gently pull and roll through the slow process of extraction with equal diligence to Khara’s suffering. More and more stress was placed on the small bunch until finally they came free, wringing the wildest of spasms from their owner. Without delay she cast them aside and focused on fresh territories, and slowly she stripped the fields of hair and plucked the woman bald. As she stripped the sensitive skin, she made Khara buck in shock with each yank and the woman ended the building movements with a stiff paroxysm as the targeted hairs were finally removed.


    The sounds of distress were a wonder to Theresa’s ears. Equal to it were the pained shudders that tore through Khara’s frame whenever Theresa took control of her body via the levers that were these hairs. The extraction of joy from her task was one she found most satisfying, to know that she lacked conscience or remorse enough to be plagued with guilt at taking the role of torturess. It left her able to commit the atrocities she so wished to do without any compunction or regret.


    Another slave was summoned from the network. The tiny prison appeared beside her so she might unlock the cage and usher the cramped captive from his tomb.


    “Take the slave, in her rear,” she demanded, and used one of the purple crops as a pointer. The alien stalk was a poisonous creation that had afflicted her with lingering and harassing weals and Theresa was excited about wielding it with venom rather than having her hide absorb that venom.


    The slave moved quickly to the hovering orifice. He was eager to use it for his own relief. However, a wicked slash imparted a stinging line in his thigh, one that glowed with its own inner light. The caustic plant installed another streak of prolonged discomfort.


    “Wait, slave, you did not thank me for this favour. And I will require more than words if you are to taste that supple feminine bottom,” she uttered.


    “I am sorry, Mistress. What do you wish me to do?” he replied with soft, terrified words. His time in the cage had obviously conditioned him to quiet.


    “Lick my boots and caress yourself as you do it,” she demanded, and overcame his trepidation by flicking the crop up high. Its shadow and the stubborn welt he wore inspired immediate and hasty compliance.


    The slave dropped himself onto his knees and trembling fingers clutched around her booted feet. His tongue lapped across the smooth panes while the shuffle of movement from beneath his torso revealed masturbation. Quivers ran through his body as the pleasure of his self-abuse eclipsed his humbling of himself at her feet.


    “That’s enough. You can get on with it now, slave.”


    “Thank you, Mistress,” he mumbled.


    The male leapt to his feet and took hold of Khara’s hips. He groped at her girth while sliding himself into her flushed orifice. The plucking had left the skin raw and extremely delicate but the slave wanted his reward and was not to be denied.


    Forcing an entry, he wrung gurgling moans of offended loathing from the woman. The feel of his rampant shaft being slotted into her rear made her squeal when the lack of lubrication caused it to tow at the dry membranes. The male was more accustomed to pain and merely growled as he fought his way inside.


    Once successfully inserted, the male immediately started to dive back and forth. The tight grip upon his sex increased his delight in the ravaging, bringing him closer to climax in massive bounds as it countered the discomfort of achieving entry.


    The sight of him increasing his speed had Theresa instigate actions to delay his eventual sating of lust, and with a back handed swipe she drew a fiery streak across his buttocks. He stiffened and subdued a cry. Again she struck, applying a trio of harsh swats to disrupt his rhythm and force back the rising tide of his ejaculation. The slave threw his head back and kept himself locked in a silent howl. He then dropped forward across Khara’s back while weathering the tempest of fury that was riding through his rear. The pain successfully quelled the raging passion and the male was allowed to continue working himself back to his former release. Another three strokes near to the moment of climax again negated his efforts and drew out the duration of Khara’s sodomy. The woman mewled in apathy as she was sentenced to more attention.


    A glaze of panicked sweat started to glisten upon his skin. The small winks of light grew into beads as they were continually fed and then they started to wind weaving paths down his flanks and neck. With a gasping moan, he ended his ravishment with awkward thrusts and the sudden injection of hot viscous fluid into the offered rear caused Khara’s head to vibrate in chagrined dismay. Tears rolled from inside her mask while she cried out in horror against the gag.


    “Good work slave. Now get back into your cage,” Theresa ordered, and added a weal of encouragement to the criss-cross pattern of faintly glowing lines that covered his rear.


    With a swift trot he withdrew from the burning orifice and jumped back into the barbed box. Theresa threw the lid back into place and summarily dispatched him back into the tunnels, delivering him to the prison hall to await less sweet or forgiving duties.


    A new slave arose and was granted the opportunity to add his volume to the reservoir of cloudy albino treacle within Khara. Theresa’s whip freely marked him with brutal and indelible lines prior to his climax, serving to stall him and draw out Khara’s nausea. After this slave came a third, and then a fourth.


    Theresa ensured that the woman she had been allowed to enslave was dragged through a shade of the torment she herself had been versed in at the hands of her own people. The female may not have been subjected to it in the same volume and ferocity as she had, but the molestation by creatures she looked down upon compensated admirably.


    The lingering wounds of being internally stretched by food and liquid, as well as the rawness from the plucking would serve to add further increases in her woe.


    After beating the latest slave back into his pen, Theresa locked him in and sent him on his way, leaving her alone in the room with no one but Khara and the illuminating slaves for company. The faint weeping grievances of the woman was a sound of utmost relish.


    Theresa removed the chains from her collar and began to unfasten the ankle straps and bonds at the knees. The limbs hung loose. They were stripped of energy by the lengthy period of confinement and the futile war she had waged against it.


    Taking hold of the nipple clamps, a swift pinch removed them and let agonising sensation charge back in and cripple Khara with the harsh return. She arched back and her legs crumbled beneath her to drop the woman into a rough heap on the floor.


    Wheezing through her nostrils, the gag and mask were sodden with sweat, saliva, and salty tears. The mixture dripped from the neck and facial openings.


    “Did you enjoy that, slave?” she asked softly.


    Theresa lifted a foot and placed it on a thigh. She pressed into the gap between raised skirt and stocking hem.


    Khara shook her head in denial. The grating sting of trespassing cocks was no doubt still plaguing her orifices and making her rebel.


    “What was that?” she queried sternly.


    Lending weight to the foot she made the heel sink deeper and extract twitches from the gagged woman. Desperately the slave changed her answer and now nodded wildly.


    “What a slut you must be, to enjoy such usage by human men. All that semen pumped into your foul tracts must actually clean you, you filthy beast,” stated Theresa with animus.


    She leaned in and started stroking Khara’s mask. The bloated bag was still squashing her skull within a ferocious grasp and would have the same effect as the clamps when she finally deflated it.


    “Your performance here has been less than satisfactory, and I think you should be placed in bondage for the night,” she proclaimed, and smiled as Khara gave her a mortified glance.


    The woman’s eyes were wide with imploring and Theresa knew that she was now aware of her Mistress’ capacity for agonising positions and could not face a night of it in her current exhausted state.


    “You think you deserve better? I am afraid I disagree. Until you learn to be more obedient, I shall have to correct your failings with discipline. But I will be generous this night and give you a choice. Either face a night of restraint and rape on the shafts of male slaves, with your mouth, rear, and belly filled with their cocks. Or, simply to hang in bondage until dawn, contemplating your subservience to me. The choice is yours, and haven’t I been generous to offer you such a decision?” revealed Theresa while starting to deflate the hood and remove the gag.


    Khara grimaced and shivered as her head and jaws recovered from the effects of intense compression. Even in this miserable state she managed to nod weakly.


    Torn by indecision, but knowing full well that she could not face the prospect of such usage by a gang of Terran men, Theresa knew what she would choose.


    “Have you made your decision?” she asked coyly.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “And what do you want—the men, or the bondage?”


    “I choose the bondage, Mistress Theresa,” she replied sheepishly, and was probably unsure of whether the choice was the right one, and which of the two would be the worse for her.


    Theresa smirked to herself and tapped out the required commands, causing the elevating poles to lower back into the floor and disappear without any trace save for the bruises they had left on her prisoner.


    With one engine retracted, she summoned forth a new instrument from the ceiling. The heavy pole of polished metal was laced with cruel teeth and these spines were randomly placed along the extended drum. Lowered by woven coils affixed to either end, the callous trapeze clicked into position at neck height.


    “Strip off your dress, but leave your gloves and stockings on,” ordered Theresa.


    She opened a cabinet and drew out several coils of rope while the woman obeyed. Dropping them beside the gently swinging instrument, she returned and removed clamps, a new inflatable hood, a leg spreader, and a bondage bra. Theresa set the new tools near the ropes to keep all she would require close at hand.


    Khara unfastened the back of the dress and slid herself from it. She eased it down her lithe form and stepped from the burnished latex sleeve. The interior was sodden with moisture.


    “Come here, slave,” ordered Theresa, bringing the woman to the pole before steering the back of her neck to its barbed length. She took hold of the bondage bra and applied it with rough movements. After clipping it in place, she dragged the woman’s breasts through the constrictive hoops. The ample sweat that was soaking her proved an excellent lubricant and after finishing the coarse instigation of the garment, she let the tight rings squeeze at the base of her breasts and swell them outward for attention.


    Khara whimpered and gritted her teeth at the manhandling, remaining as still as she could while the hood was taken up and drawn down over her head. The shell swelled slowly at Theresa’s command, billowing out and crushing her head once more. The wrinkled sac stretched tighter and tighter, losing the folds until it became a smoothed orb with only a single tube at her mouth by which the slave might find scant respiration.


    Theresa took hold of the captive’s arms and lifted them up. She bent the forearms over her head and the metal bar, causing the elbows to pivot on the fanged strut and her wrists to stretch down her back so her fingers might touch her shoulder blades. Rope snared the cuffs that Khara had adorned herself with, and connected these sculpted shackles before reaching down further with twin strands of rope. Flipping them up between her legs, the lines were looped around her thighs and then her waist. The parted crotch rope pulled tight and was fastened with a stringent knot so that it connected Khara’s wrists to the weave about her loins.


    Confined to the pole, the female quaked in worry as the leg spreader was tied to her knees. The ends of the pole were fixed with rope that was used to capture the joints and keep them held apart and Theresa’s strength and determination defeated her momentary resistance.


    Elasticised straps were snapped to the ends of the trapeze and the bands were hauled out with a creak before their clamp tips were snapped to her swollen nipples. Khara wriggled on the pole and endured the scratches of the barbs when Theresa let go. The monstrous haul at her teats pulled her assets in two directions and greatly increased the savagery of their bite with the potency of this drag.


    Theresa stepped behind the slave and lowered into a crouch. She reached out and grabbed the woman’s booted feet and remained still for a moment. Khara’s cries of denial were faint but distinct when Theresa took firmer hold and revealed her intent to pull them back. With a simultaneous tug, she removed them from under her slave and dropped her whole body onto the spined pole. Her sudden fight to get free was punished by the studs at her joints, and her fingers wriggled maniacally like latex worms as they sought the knots keeping her in place.


    After tying the ankles together and using the stiletto heels as added anchors, Theresa deployed a length of rope and used a third clamp to arm the end. Drawing it taut, she clipped it to the slave’s clitoris and brought maimed wails from the hood. The captive shrieked in misery and stiffened in jolts. Theresa let go and the legs lowered. They were brought down and around, whereupon they grazed the floor, and then back up at the front to create a dangling squat. If they wilted, the rope tugged at the clit clamp, and only by enduring a most painful stretch could she even place a heel to the ground.


    Khara’s splayed legs could find only token rest on the floor, and she was forced into holding them up lest she exponentially increase her woe by making the clamp at her clitoris drag awfully at its charge.


    The shuffle of her arms made the teeth churn as they pressed into her skin. The material of her gloves was the only thing stopping them from piercing her and her struggles further caused the ropes at her loins to chafe and scrape at her, while any bucking of her torso made the bondage bra and the nipple clamps conspire to bring new mayhem.


    Upon activating the arsenal cabinet, Theresa selected a wide strap and applied some hearty licks of the leather across the splayed thighs. She shaded in the pale hide with soft pink effulgence before hanging up the implement and leaving the torture chamber. The former High Theocrat was now deserted to a long night of painful misery and stringent predicament bondage.


    Theresa crossed the lounge and entered the bedroom. She looked across the marvellous and expansive chamber with a wondrous triumph. The human furniture was still the most prominent feature—the stools and lights, the tables, and especially the bed. It was an ornately carved wooden frame with four posts that rolled up in spiralling patterns to hold a silken canopy. The mattress was a layer of soft bodies with silken sheets cast across them. A layer of brutal stubby spikes lay beneath the organic mattress, making every instant of supporting the sleeping occupant a hell of suffering for those miserable slaves being charged with her elaborate comfort.


    Removing her clothing and the mask, Theresa dropped them before two female slaves who were tethered to the wall. The women immediately took the garments and began to lap the sweat from within them, handling Theresa’s laundry with pious gusto.


    She left them to their singular duty and stepped into the shower. Turning on the warm waters, she washed the sweat from her body. The latex and the exertions of torture had left her damp with perspiration and it was a soothing sense of liberation to shed the smothering rubber and then free herself of her sweat as well.


    A latex masked head emerged from the wall beside her, its mouth presenting her with a cake of soap. She took it out of the slave’s trained lips and relaxed and marvelled at the sensation of the sparkling flow as it rushed across her skin. The pleasurable feeling was one that had her wilting in rapture. The grille at her feet allowed a shadowy glimpse of the banks of human mouths beneath as the living drains guzzled the waters as they fell through, their option being to gulp down the soapy flow or slowly drown in it.


    Theresa forced the soap back into its destined home and stepped from the cubicle into the awaiting arms of the towels. The disembodied pairs of arms emerged from the walls at ankle, knee, waist, chest and head height, and the extremities were sealed in heavy folds of fluffy linen that dried her with gentle groping sweeps.


    Moving back into the bedroom, she sighed contentedly and draped herself across the bed. As she sank into the softness, the slaves beneath her shivered as the spines were forced to them, easing her body with the suffering of their own.


    Theresa gave a long sigh of relish, took up her bracelet, and targeted her own implant. With a sense of absolute glee, she set it running on the pleasure mode.


    Her belly erupted with orgasmic bliss, an intense pleasure beyond any equal. Such was its power that it had her fighting to weather it. The temptation to switch it off was a powerful one because it was almost too much to bear.


    Squirming on the bed, gasping and groaning in bliss, she let it run on and on, extracting a prolonged session of the most intense rapture until she was almost on the verge of swooning from the issue of the implant. When she switched it off, she felt herself sink into the mattress. Her drop from heaven was one that had left her shivering and filled with a warm afterglow that was more comforting for the knowledge that she could control her pleasure thus any time she wished it.


    Theresa leaned across and set the alarm. The human male was held upright in a cocoon of latex. His member was laced with an intricate plexus of wires with a digital display pad at his navel that offered the time and the means to set the alarm. With the counting of each second he twitched slightly, the minor shock of his groin occurring with metronome precision.


    Theresa rolled over and closed her eyes. Within seconds she was drifting into a sleep more contented than any she had known for a long time. Her arduous life had truly turned for the better, and all she had to do now was lay back and let the paradise of her existence unfold around her.


    The descent into dreams was filled with sweet thoughts of what she would do to Setchak when he finally arrived at her mercy, and of what else could be done to make Khara truly her possession.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Five


    


    


    The croaking cries of the alarm lifted her from sleep. The male’s groin was crackling with forked lightning as the electrodes pumped their suffering directly into the limp member, forcing him to cry out and awake his new owner with his hardship.


    Theresa watched him suffer for a short time and then decided to switch it off because his noises were becoming annoying. In the resulting quiet, Theresa stretched and slid from bed, gathering her cleaned clothes and gave those responsible an arbitrary taste of their implant’s pain setting on a sadistic whim.


    Theresa eased her body back into the reassuring shell of her latex attire and drew the mask back on. She felt its closeness to her face as it hid her away and made her feel somehow safer within this anonymous visage. The artificial rubber countenance was a different person, and Theresa was not responsible for the cruelties that entity committed.


    She strode from the room and proceeded straight to the torture chamber where she found Khara limp and exhausted. Her prolonged torment on the pole had no doubt numbed her mind as much as much as it had her body, thereby making her more malleable to Theresa’s rule.


    She took a crop from the wall and commenced the day by applying its hooped tip to the woman’s thighs. The swipes revived her from her stupor and graphically informed the prisoner of her Mistress’ return.


    Once these marks had been applied, Theresa began to unfasten the bonds. She released the clamp at her pussy first and as soon as the woman’s feet struck the floor she jerked up and screamed against her hood. Agony surged into her long captive morsel and while Khara thrashed and struggled, Theresa removed the rest of the bondage. The harried slave collapsed onto her front. She was completely unable to stand after her long confinement in such an awkward and torturous pose.


    Khara stroked her wounds, gently rubbing them as though she could erase them with enough tenderness.


    Theresa deflated the hood, pulled it off, and revealed features that were wet with fevered sweat. Khara’s hair hung in sodden strands about her bleared and pained eyes. The meagre light of the room was a dazzling contrast to the eternal blackness inside her hood and she screwed her eyes shut against it.


    “Put these items away, put your dress back on, and fetch me a decent breakfast, slave,” she ordered.


    After opening the relevant cabinets, Theresa retracted the trapeze and deserted the chamber so she could sprawl upon a soft armchair. She kept the crop with her and used it to draw out a footstool from beside the living chair. The bound human was granted a soft pad on his spine to provide her feet with comfort and he shuffled obediently into position as though his mind bore only this one primary programme.


    Theresa set her heels down onto the accommodating cushion and looked out onto the city. The morning rays were creeping through the tall spires below the Temple, casting long shadows through the winding bed of dagger spires and crooked monoliths. The numerous slaves that dotted their sides no doubt found meagre solace from the gnawing cold of the night now that a measure of warmth was touching their bound skins. It was a strange memory to picture herself hanging amongst them, her confinement wrought by the very woman that now so willingly surrendered to her rule.


    As though on some unheard cue, the door to the torture chamber slithered aside and Khara emerged. She wandered passed and into the kitchen to fetch Theresa her food, her glorious form wiggling within the jet blankets of her tight uniform. The wrinkles and reflective panes caught the light as she sauntered through the room and made Theresa’s fist grind to the handle of the crop in anticipation of beating her.


    Moments later, the flock of trays scuttled out, offering her a variety of dishes as Khara knelt down at Theresa’s side and awaited her next task. Her obedience had been infinitely strengthened by the long night of severe woe. However, she was still mobile, meaning that either her Dregakk physiology or her obsession with submission had granted her much more endurance than a normal slave.


    Theresa picked at the plates and sampled the various fares before fixing on those that charmed her palate.


    “May I speak, Mistress Theresa?” asked the female cowering at her side.


    “Hold out your hand,” she replied flatly while taking a bite from a dark biscuit.


    Khara extended the gloved extremity with concern. The digits were trembling even in their latex coating.


    “Palm up,” added Theresa, and as it reversed, she slammed the crop to the offered hand. The slave gasped with shock and clutched the disciplined extremity to her chest, nursing it as Theresa set the crop aside.


    “What is it?”


    “Please may I eat something, Mistress Theresa. I have not eaten since I surrendered to you.”


    “What makes you think you deserve nourishment, slave?”


    “I…I have served you as best I can, and I swear to do better,” she replied timidly.


    “Very well, I shall allow you sustenance before giving you your morning punishment.”


    She rose from her chair with a dark grin and proceeded to take a padlock from a cupboard.


    “Stand up, slave,” she ordered, and fastened the woman’s wrists behind her back before hooking a finger into her collar and towing her to the line of male coat racks.


    “A protein influx should be an adequate hors d’oeuvre, slave. Now take these and drain them first, or you receive nothing,” she ordered, and stepped aside before dragging the startled face onto the desperately rigid members.


    “Mistress Theresa, please I—’


    The words of protest became a croak of pain when the crop crossed her buttocks with a shrill smack.


    “I told you to do something, slave. So obey me or suffer the consequences.”


    With a look of utter nausea Khara swallowed the length. She sank down onto it and closed her lips about the swollen shaft. The male instantly grew more rigid as the suction was complemented by a gradual rocking motion.


    “I thought you were hungry? Your speed does not suggest such. Perhaps you were lying and I should deny you, and punish you for this deceit?”


    Khara added new verve to her task, increasing her fellatio in order to dissuade such results.


    The look of pure horror on the woman’s face was a priceless vision to Theresa and it only got better when the inevitable shot of warm semen was emptied onto her tongue. Acting instantly, Theresa clamped a hand to the back of the slave’s head and held her in place before she could withdraw due to revulsion.


    “Swallow it,” she hissed, and added a stroke of the crop to her backside to demand obedience and tolerate no dissent.


    The slave closed her eyes. When she gulped, her face seemed to shrivel as though the issue were compressing her features.


    “There, now wasn’t that pleasant? And you have three more to go as well as an extra treat for you,” she mocked, and drew Khara from the rigid staff.


    Theresa forced her face onto the next and she was made to perform for the bound slave, drawing him to climax and then gulping down his seed before continuing with the rest of the rack. Finally they were all attended and her face was sneering as though she had been biting lemons. Occasional retches made her chest cavort and these caused Theresa to giggle every time.


    Theresa released the captive and let her drop onto her knees. The tang of the assorted fluids still ruled heavily on her tongue and her occasional choking hack signified that she could feel their presence in her belly as well.


    “And now for the main course,” she revealed, and drew a food tube from the wall. Theresa held out the straw for Khara so she could crawl over and accept it.


    The moment the first wash of nutrient sludge touched her mouth she recoiled and gagged upon it. The monstrous flavour was a thing that almost had her spitting it out in disgust.


    “Drink it all. As a slave you should get used to eating like one,” warned Theresa and held the crop ready and waiting to punish her should she deny the meal.


    Khara devoured the offered paste and when no more emerged, she let it drop from her lips. Her frantic swallowing and gathering of saliva was a vain attempt to banish the most acrid and grotesque tang, one with which Theresa was well acquainted.


    Theresa removed the lock and let Khara’s hands hang loose as she stepped back to regard her on the floor. Presented in her maid’s uniform, she definitely looked the part of a willing subject to Theresa’s brutal rule.


    “Stand up and put your hands on your head,” she ordered, the words bringing immediate response from the prisoner.


    “Bend over,” she added, and with the tip of her crop, Theresa lifted the skirt of the dress a little and properly exposed her target.


    “I am going to beat you now, to punish you for all the wrongdoing I have yet to find out about. You will count aloud the number of strokes, and if you move, I will repeat the stroke and add an extra one. Do you understand, slave?”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Good.”


    With a whistling hiss, the crop sliced through the air and issued a dull thwack on the exposed buttocks, painting a weal under Theresa’s savagery. The rosy line rose up and began the gradual descent through shades toward a contused streak.


    Khara choked back a cry and swallowed before announcing the first stroke.


    “One, Mistress Theresa.” she muttered.


    “Louder, slave,” demanded Theresa.


    “One, Mistress Theresa,” she repeated with greater volume, straining out the words as the welt continued to burn on her skin.


    Another hiss of air preceded the smack of the slender stalk upon Khara's rear. It brought a further stifled croak of suffering, and a brief pause before the laboured declaration.


    Theresa deployed the crop to the woman’s bottom with all her might, using strength and the harrying of the same region to make the beating all the more difficult to undergo. Khara quivered in endurance and fought to keep still and not resist or flee.


    On the fifteenth stroke a hand flashed a little way down, seeking to assuage her rear before she managed to stop herself.


    “I told you not to move, slave,” growled Theresa and slashed twice into Khara, chastising her as promised before she continued the count.


    “Fifteen, and I apologise, Mistress Theresa,” she sobbed.


    Tears were skipping down her cheeks and her fingers were clenching in their interlaced hold. The knuckles had to be going white with strain beneath the gloves because the latex was flexing so distinctly.


    Theresa continued until the twentieth stroke, which transformed Khara into a sobbing wreck. Breathing via croaking pants and shivering acutely, she was now a mess of subdued agony and her rear bore an intricate latticework of harsh relics from Theresa’s chastising hand.


    “Well done, slave, you may now lick my boots as reward.”


    The slave collapsed into a ball and placed lavish kisses and fawning laps across the footwear. Her sobs turned from those fuelled by harrowing to a series of libidinous snorts of delight from savouring this derogating deed.


    “Now. You have duties to attend to, and I must languish in a cage until they are done. Once I return, I will have some treats in store for you, if you obey properly. Would you like that?”


    “Oh yes, Mistress Theresa, I only want to make you proud of me,” she whimpered.


    “Sit up, slave.”


    Theresa slid her hand around the back of the woman’s neck and brought her closer. When her lips almost touched the rubber that was stretched tight to her loins she stopped.


    “Would you like the privilege of servicing me, slave?”


    “Oh yes! Yes! Please, Mistress Theresa! Please!” she blurted. Her time of suffering under Theresa’s rule seemed to have been spent lusting after her tormentor, and dreaming of the moment she could mitigate Theresa’s spiteful crimes with her oral skills. Her forced engagements with males had also probably helped enhance her desire to attend her Mistress.


    “You may kiss once, and perhaps next time you can earn this reward in full,” said Theresa.


    Khara’s hands held tight to Theresa’s upper thighs as they clenched together in anticipation. Her eyelids drifted shut and she leaned in to luxuriate in the feel of her lips leaning to the warm latex.


    “So close, slave. But it will be worth the wait,” she purred as she felt the pressure lean to her pussy and the faint trembles in the woman’s lips reach through the material and arouse her lust.


    Theresa snapped from her salacious trance and summoned her cage from the ground.


    She was unwilling to return herself to a state of incarceration, but she knew that if she did not, then her entire position here as Khara’s illicit Mistress would be at risk. She was far to enthralled with her new existence to risk losing it because of greed for more or fear of being in a cage.


    Theresa stripped off her attire, dropped it to the floor, and stepped quickly into the pen. She closed the lid behind her and held to herself for reassurance. The sensation of naked exposure and vulnerability was frighteningly potent after her dominant status. She tried to tell herself that she was ensuring her return here and not becoming a slave again, but her anxiety was not so easily mollified.


    “Be good, my slave,” she added as the floor opened up, hoping with all her heart that Khara not change her mind about her submissiveness and leave her to the life of a possession again.


    “I will try, Mistress Theresa,” she uttered softly, and the vision of the kneeling Theocrat started to vanish as she was ferried down into blackness. The last glimpse she caught was of the woman diving forward and grabbing her clothes. Her tongue dropped into the sweat that had been left for this adoring captive.


    The descending route carried her through the tunnels and finally slotted her back into her usual place high in the hall of prisoners. Theresa now knew that this was just one of hundreds of such halls.


    Condemned to silence, she could do nothing save remain curled in her tiny cell. Lurking in the gloom, unable to stretch out, she was trapped and had to wait impatiently for the High Theocrat to conclude her duties of office and call for her human Mistress.


    Previously in these cells, she had found solace in her submission. Now, she could not even recall why she had adored such a state. Was she some sort of sexual chameleon? When she was a slave, she started to behave as one, delight in being one, but as soon as she acquired a dominant caste, her psyche warped and embraced that hallowed role.


    Could she reacquaint herself with finding rhapsody in being bound and tormented again, or had the spell been broken for good? Theresa started to play with herself, and tried as hard as she could to relive her bliss under the cruel ministrations of the Holy Order. However, each time she tried, she just ended up picturing Khara, and a moment later the evil goddess that had abused her so wickedly transformed into the grovelling simpering slut that lapped at her heels, ready to take any abuse for the chance to nuzzle between her thighs and hope to gratify her.


    The taste of power she had gained from her time with the alien priestess had been more addictive than she could have thought possible. The immense rush of fulfilment from her dominance had left her craving more, and it made the loss of such glorious stature all the harsher. How could she ever cope with being returned to slavery after such heady thrills? Perhaps Khara had done this deliberately. Maybe her submission was a fake undertaking to make Theresa’s condemnation to servitude all the more severe and wounding to her psyche. But would she allow herself to be tortured thus simply to invest it in a far greater rending of another living being?


    Such paranoia continued to eat at her as she sat within her prison, watching the Holy Order far below as they continued to ship the slaves back and forth or process new arrivals. Had Khara reserved her for herself, or was she still open to summoning by anyone who happened to select her?


    The question was settled after hours of frustrating confinement when suddenly the back of the alcove slid open and her barbed cell was drawn off into the tunnel network. The maze swallowed her and she was ferried down through the depths. Her path finally evened out before she was carried along and then up into a barren chamber. The room was situated in an outward-facing spire and one wall was a huge translucent sheet to display the teeming hive of activity that was the lower reaches of the city.


    The hatch that sealed her into the cage sprang open, letting Theresa lift it up and emerge warily from her prison. She stretched her stiff limbs and looked about at the empty chamber before staring into the city. She watched the awesome sight with a blank intensity because she wished only to be back in her lofty fortress with the queen of this world at her heels, begging for abuses that she alone would administer.


    The soft click of locks preceded a hydraulic whirr and a door parted to reveal the slender, youthful form of Pelakh. The girl stepped into the room and divulged herself in full. The unveiling made Theresa’s heart flutter with graphic fright.


    The renewed attention of the girl and her intended preparation of Theresa for sacrifice was a fate she had gratefully thought long past. It seemed that she was not able to flee her old status quite so easily.


    Wearing only a polished leather thong and bra with close fitting thigh boots, the youth carried a crop and a chain leash in her fist. The end of the lead was armed with three clips.


    Pelakh touched her bracelet and had the cage retreat back into the floor, moving it out of the way and leaving Theresa cornered.


    “I have been wondering where you had got to, slave,” she announced.


    She sashayed over to the window and looked out into the eldritch megalopolis. After a moment she started tapping her heel to the ground with irritation.


    “But you are here now, and that is what matters. I have some interesting diversions in store for you, slave. But first, bend over,” she ordered.


    Pelakh flexed the weapon between her hands, preparing it for a mauling of Theresa’s rear.


    Theresa moved back and refused to comply. Her commitment to rebellion had been restored by the period of control she had enjoyed.


    “Do not disobey me, slave,” growled Pelakh.


    The girl hacked into Theresa’s side, applying a fulgent line that made her yelp and suddenly lunge at Pelakh in retribution.


    Before she could harm the girl, a flick to the bracelet caused Theresa’s implant to sing. The meteoric burst of pain froze her in mid attack and cast her to the floor where she whirled and flung her arms around, screaming aloud in harrowing while the girl stood over her and just gloated.


    The long barrage of educational mayhem suddenly ended and left her crippled on the floor. Theresa’s skin was flecked with moisture and cold cramps continued to run through her in the wake of the electrical burst.


    “When did you start to be so bold?” mocked Pelakh, and flung an added blow into Theresa’s side. In her current state, the only response was for her mouth to drop open and for a croaking groan to seep from her throat.


    “I shall have to step up my regime of training if you are going to be so difficult, though perhaps that is your goal? Are you beginning to enjoy your abuses, slave? Is that your secret?” she pondered aloud while reaching down and applying the lead to Theresa’s damp front. She clipped it to her nipple rings and to the circle at her clitoris to form the most forceful leash.


    “Up,” she demanded.


    A pull made Theresa whimper with pain and fight her way back to her feet. The ghastly pull to her piercings goaded her onward and defeated the lethargy brought by the shock.


    Pelakh wrapped the lead around her fist to keep a tighter reign and lifted up, bringing Theresa onto her tiptoes. Wincing against the drag at her most tender points, her arms wiggled at her sides as she fought the need to simply remove the terrible anchors.


    A broad swing delivered the length of the crop into her rear. She jolted and squeaked in shock.


    The girl followed her attack with another volley of similarly placed strokes that burned deep weals into her flesh. The skin had recovered from its former punishing and now reviled this restoration of abuse.


    Crying out and immobilised by the pinioning leashes, Theresa could do nothing save scream as the youth disciplined her. Her hands became fists and her limbs flexed in endurance while she howled against the castigation.


    The frivolous crop fell silent and the hold gave her some much-needed slack. Theresa sagged slightly and tried to steady her breath.


    “I trust you will be more co-operative from now on?” she questioned sternly.


    Theresa nodded and then yelped as the crop ate a line across her inner thigh.


    “What was that?”


    “Yes, Miss,” she announced.


    Theresa felt greatly diminished for having had to announce her compliance to the student of torture.


    “Good. Now come with me. I have a task for you,” she declared.


    Using the lead as a forceful incentive, she started to drag Theresa out of the room and into the labyrinthine Temple.


    A long journey eventually concluded with her delivery to a plain portal. The door slid aside and revealed a large circular room whose walls were lined with a row of tall cages. The upright coffins were held a foot from the floor by overhead chains that reached into the ceiling from a central hook at the top of the cage.


    The chamber echoed with the soft rattle of metal and was lit by humans bound into tight balls. Their bodies had been reduced to near featureless black orbs and their inverted heads hung out and were wreathed by the same artificially imparted incandescence that she had seen in use throughout the Temple.


    The living lamps were suspended from chains and were widely spaced behind the circle of cages to give them the appearance of glowing pendulums. Crooked shadows were cast around the room by the weak lights, and the struts of the individual prisons created jagged patterns upon the walls, ceiling, and the ensnared humans.


    The bars of the suspended prisons were barbed viciously to deny wild movement and each was sculpted to hold close to the confined captive. The women within were bound in identical uniforms. Each had a heavy leather leotard clutching about them with an aperture at the rear, and high cut thighs that released a suspender that moulded perfectly into the hem of thighboots. The hose were armed with solid knee guards and embellished with absurdly tall heels. Hoods ensnared their entire head and reached down to form a rigid posture collar. Their hair was set free as a tight stalk on their crown and it cascaded down to their waists. A visor was cut for their eyes, and a mouth hole allowed a heavy ball gag to stretch their jaws apart. This gargantuan sphere was kept deep and held immobile by two studded belts that rushed round their heads and fastened above and below their ponytail.


    The collar portion of the hood threw out straps at the back of their necks and these belts grabbed their wrists. The bonds twisted their arms up their spine and kept them there with dense shackles.


    The women also wore one other implement—a massive sculptured dildo. The fleshy rod emerged at their loins and was possessed of preternatural dimensions. Each cock was a strikingly different colour so that this became the only real way means to define their identity.


    The central area of the room was a slightly sunken circle with five human lights hanging high over it. The small arena was devoid of all other furnishings.


    A member of the Holy Order emerged from the lines of stored females when a hidden door swung open and let her slip through the perimeter.


    The woman left the door open and approached the new arrivals. She wore her hair as a wild mane of purple and sported latex leggings and tall riding boots that were armed with wicked spurs. A meagre bra of rubber encased her torso and she wore brief leather gloves. The woman carried a lithe crop and rattled it along the bars of the mesh cages as she walked. The slaves within winced as it trundled upon the metal.


    “May I be of assistance?” she asked.


    “I want to introduce this slave for inclusion in the games tonight,” replied Pelakh, indicating Theresa as she stared with growing concern at the cages.


    “Any experience?” enquired the woman who now paced around Theresa, examining her as though she were some manner of prize filly. The look was one she had already seen from her time spent as a beast of burden at the Thaine household.


    “None.”


    “She has little muscle tone, so I can give you odds of say…eight to one?”


    “That sounds more than fair.”


    “Are you sure you want to enter this one? There are better specimens.”


    “I think I shall stick with this one. I have a feeling she may have greater stamina than she appears,” added Pelakh with a mischievous smirk. The girl was fully aware as to the truth of this scenario and wasn’t about to let Theresa know what was coming.


    “Very well, I shall prepare her for the games,” replied the handler, and took hold of Theresa’s lead. She towed her aside and looked over her one more time as if trying to find the aspect she had missed but which Pelakh may have discerned.


    Pelakh turned on her heel and departed, leaving Theresa under the stare of this sinister trainer.


    A harsh snap of the leash drew her into the woman’s path and made her yelp in suffering. The groom then led her through the cages and to a side room where dozens of examples of the uniform were presented in ordered sizes, each awaiting a victim to entangle.


    One of the leotards was removed and held against Theresa’s body. The woman’s ability to gauge size by mere glance had been acquired through massive amounts of practice and was exceedingly accurate.


    “Get into this,” demanded the female, and turned to selecting the boots. As she took the garments, Theresa could see that the racks of empty sheaths were already armed with kneepads and footwear.


    Theresa stepped into the black cascade of sturdy material and hauled it up her body until the firm grip enclosed her. The attached phallus wobbled before her. It was grotesquely huge and its weight suggested that there were other items located within it.


    The zip at the back was drawn up, and her stockings were handed to her. She put them on and the suspenders from her hips locked into position of their own accord when she added them.


    “Get down on your knees,” demanded the woman.


    Theresa reluctantly wilted. Her practice at submission was now eroded and proving inadequate to meet the demands of being owned.


    The groom grabbed at her hair and gathered it up before establishing a high ponytail with a fierce elasticised band. She removed a hood, gathered in the sides, and stretched the mask between her hands before tugging it down over Theresa’s features. She zipped it up from the base of her neck to where her ponytail emerged and tightened the laces that ran over the zip to ensure the leather was stretched tight to Theresa’s face.


    The woman’s fingers reached into the aperture at her crown and drew free some trapped tufts of hair with indifferent yanks. The flickers of pain in her scalp made Theresa wince and fight to maintain her silence. It was a quest that was made easier but no less uncomfortable when the ball gag was forced into her mouth and buckled coarsely into place.


    The straps at the back of her neck reached down with the stern shackles at the ready. Her forearms were dragged back and lifted up so that her wrists touched her shoulder blades and the restraints could be buckled into place. With her arms secured high and leaving her rear suspiciously exposed, the revelation of what the games might entail started to unfold in Theresa’s imagination.


    “Follow me, slave,” stated the woman.


    She marched out of the room and automatically assumed that Theresa would be following. With little option left open to her, she obeyed.


    The woman stopped before one of the cages and unfastened the door. She swung open the barbed front and revealed the close, toothed interior. With a wave of the crop, she indicated for Theresa to enter. Even when she complied, the tip still thrashed her rear. The searing stroke had her leap in and graze the spiked interior. The door then slammed behind her and was quickly locked.


    Theresa was left standing in the diminutive cage, unable to sit down or even move because any attempt to do so was met with the kiss of the spines. Even the slightest shuffle or a deep breath made the prison swing and tilt and this brushed the fangs to her skin. It made keeping her balance exceedingly difficult.


    The woman turned and exited the room, leaving through a different portal this time. The doors parted for her, swallowed her form, and sealed without trace.


    Theresa stood alone and looked over the dozens of similar captives. Each of them was sealed in identical costumes with their complaints silenced. Only their imploring and despair-sodden gaze remained apparent.


    The hours continued to dawdle by, leaving her limbs to ache terribly from the contortion and her legs to be horribly afflicted from standing in one position for so long. There was no point fighting the bonds. They were secure enough to hold even the most deranged fight for freedom.


    The “clunk’ of an opening door sounded over the soft pules and tentative misery of the other slaves and their trainer stepped out into the light of the arena. She looked over her collection of trophies with a long, lithe dressage whip spilling from her leather-gloved hand.


    Upon making a decision, she strolled over to one of the cells and removed a woman. She led her out into the centre of the room before approaching Theresa and setting her free.


    “Get out,” she spat, and waved the whip. The slender cord at the tip slipped through the air with a threatening sibilance.


    Intimidated, Theresa skipped forward, escaped the cage, and landed on her feet. She stumbled slightly as she tried to reacquire her balance and her heels scraped loudly against the floor. No sooner had she retained a measure of stability than the dressage whip cracked and ate a searing spot into her buttock. Theresa yelled into the gag and ambled forward, tottering into the arena as her teeth gnashed on the ball gag in perseverance.


    “Slave, I want to gauge your ability before I assign you odds in the arena. The object is simple enough for even a human to understand—impale your opponent before they impale you.”


    After opening a side cupboard, she slid her hand into a long surgical glove.


    “Both of you step beside each other and present your bottoms to me,” she uttered, and removed a glass pot of translucent gel before returning to the pair of slaves.


    The other woman scampered over to Theresa. Her ability to walk on the heels obviously honed from constant companionship.


    She turned about and willingly stuck out her buttocks, then parted her legs significantly to ensure easy access. The faded yellowing stripes across her rear testified to recent correction or perhaps just arbitrary punishment.


    Theresa snapped her gaze from this sight and to the ceiling when the crack of the whip etched pain into her thigh and made her throw her head back and bellow.


    She closed her eyes so she could fixate on suppressing her woe, then turned quickly and mimicked the position. She again felt demeaned for having obeyed so readily. The ruler of this world called her “Mistress’ so how could she be expected to take this abuse anymore?


    The soft click of boots closed in and the woman beside her groaned into her muting implement. The moist sucking squelch of the viscous sludge as it was applied emerged over the sound of faint discomfort and the sedate scrape of shuffling high heels.


    Steps echoed behind her and Theresa let herself relax, intending to let the application be performed without resistance. Cool fingers drove into her, opening her sphincter and slithering in unopposed. The bunched fingers pushed deeper and started to rock back and forth, lubricating her both inside and out to render her entire anus a place of easy access.


    “You will stay still,” ordered the female.


    She took the pot back and ripped the glove off with an elasticised crack. Theresa risked a glance over her shoulder and caught a vague glimpse of the woman removing a heavy paddle from the nebulous cavern and close the cabinet from which it had come. She snapped her gaze back to avoid discovery and listened to the woman return at a leisurely pace. The sound was a slow countdown to the meeting of the heavy weapon to their provocatively presented rears.


    As expected, there was a hum of displaced air being beaten by a broad pane and a wash of widespread heat was delivered into Theresa’s buttocks amidst a thunderclap impact. The velocity almost caused her to topple, and with a croak of shock she bit to the ball gag and fought to keep still. Her twisted arms strained against the straps when another stroke followed, and another.


    The trainer was applying her beating with swings of full force and as the applause continued, Theresa screwed up her eyes and battled to keep still. Her groans and squeaks of suffering slipped over the heavy sphere while tears trickled down her leather entombed cheeks.


    She pondered if there were a specific number of blows, or if the woman were chastising them on a whim until she had satisfied her own inclination for punishment. With her rear glowing with lucid sensation, the paddling ceased abruptly and with a side step the trainer began to turn her animus to the other slave.


    Theresa caught her breath and listened to the count. She followed the woman’s suffering until she reached thirty swats as well, and was also granted mercy.


    “And now to apply the same again, slave? Or did you think me blind and not notice your disobedience?” announced the female, and with a harsh thrash, she slammed the paddle back into Theresa. This time, her sensitised flesh responded with even more loathing to the weapon.


    Theresa clenched her jaw and was shrieking into the gag before even the first dozen had been inflicted. The pain was more than she could stand, but she also knew that far worse would be applied should she fail to stay still. She had endured enough at the hands of the Dregakk to grow strong in the art of pain management and so despite the horrible distress, she stood her ground and awaited the sixtieth slap of the paddle.


    Delirious from the intensity of the discipline, she counted her way through the ascending tally. She had a goal to achieve and was striving for it with all her heart. When the final blow came and no more followed, it felt like her knees were jelly, and she wobbled on her heels, her body slick with sweat.


    “Do as I say in future,” she warned, and replaced the weapon.


    After restoring the dressage whip to her hands, she flexed the delicate stave between her fists. This would be a far harder weapon to withstand and Theresa focused on obedience with even greater fanaticism.


    The whip spun in the woman’s fingers and kissed Theresa’s thigh, bringing a yelp over the gag and causing her to trot away. Two others joined the throbbing splotch of flushed skin and these attacked her rear. Another trio afflicted her fellow slave and the desired result of spreading the two imprisoned females apart onto opposite sides of the room was achieved.


    They were left staring at each other from within their hoods, their true emotions camouflaged.


    “Begin,” stated their abuser, and she stepped away so she could prowl the perimeter and assess the performance of her trained combatants.


    The other female lowered slightly to adopt an aggressive stance before she slowly approached on a tremulous route. Theresa copied the movements after choosing to learn her tactics from an experienced female.


    With a sudden duck inward, the woman feigned a weave to the left. Theresa panicked and skipped away after instinctively responding to the fake attack. A sweeping kick stripped her feet from under her and Theresa fell. She slammed to the ground, winding herself severely and leaving herself utterly prone. Before she could even try and regain an upright stance, the woman drove a kick into Theresa’s side. The strike doubled her up into a coughing fit that left her unable to move as nausea held rule within her.


    In the long moments of her debilitated state the attacking woman stamped onto Theresa’s rear. The stiletto heel dug painfully in and pinned her down to the floor. The paddled skin responded bitterly to the pressure and Theresa floundered awkwardly under the maltreatment.


    Pointed toes kicked her legs apart and before Theresa could close them, the foe dropped her padded knees between the splayed limbs and fell forward. With a smooth pelvic stab, the phallus bored into her rear. The massive length was sunk to the root and the huge width made Theresa throw her mouth even wider than the gag and shriek aloud from the terrible violation.


    A few more jabs wrought further evil discomfort and the horror of the penetration was increased by the slap of the woman’s hips to Theresa’s rosy buttocks. Wild spasms rolled through Theresa as the tip of the phallus punched to the very limits of her rear.


    “That’s enough,” announced the observing female, and applied a brutal lick of the whip to the victor. The hacks forced her to roll from Theresa’s back and tumble nimbly back into a crouch before rising. The dildo pivoted painfully as it was wrenched free.


    Theresa just lay upon the ground, her anus pulsating with a powerful beat. Suddenly she found new life as the whip reached out from the perimeter and began to draw ardent lines across her flesh.


    Shrieking, she tried to roll away, but the torturess kept within range and meticulously applied the instrument of correction to Theresa’s bare flesh.


    The scourge skipped back and declined to attack again. Theresa was left a weeping heap, her skin glistening with a full layer of perspiration.


    “That was pathetic! Get up and start again!” she demanded, and added another lap of the tip to encourage Theresa in her mission.


    Theresa dragged her legs up beneath her, rose to her knees, and with difficulty found her feet. The woman had already returned to the opposite perimeter and was now waiting for another chance to pierce Theresa. This stark game was a valuable diversion from life in a hanging, body-hugging penitentiary, and Theresa knew from the excited look in her opponent’s eyes that she would find little mercy here.


    “Begin!”


    Instantly the adversary began to close in once more. She was watching more intently this time, knowing that Theresa was aware of the no holds barred combat. The impaling of the opponent was all that mattered and any means were available to achieve it.


    The enemy advanced quickly and wove from side to side. She flinched to the right, making Theresa retreat slightly, but refusing to be seduced by this encouraging motion. A sudden kick was flung at her waist and Theresa hurled herself back. She staggered slightly and nearly collapsed as her heels betrayed her. The foe was similarly affected by the miss and stamped her boot down to try and quickly regain her balance.


    Theresa saw the woman’s back become exposed to her from this missed offensive and she promptly charged it. She shoulder barged the opponent directly in the spine and the impact lifted her from her feet and then dropped her back onto the tall spires. Her foe’s legs folded beneath her and she dropped onto her side.


    With possible victory at hand, Theresa moved in to finish the battle, only to have the woman scowl and whirl onto her back. Her sheer dogged determination to win appeared incredibly powerful, causing Theresa to wonder what motivated them to such ambition for success.


    Before she could react, the enemy gladiator flung a leg along the floor. The boot skimmed along and again removed Theresa’s feet from beneath her. She was delivered back into the ground with jarring force.


    Before she could even move after her landing, the woman flopped onto Theresa’s back and drove the phallus deep into her once more, restoring the distending invasion in all its hideous clarity. A few rough jabs ensured that it was fully known that Theresa was defeated and the attacker retreated.


    “Better, I suppose, but in the arena you will have more incentive. I hope your performance is better there, or you will suffer for it,” promised the woman, and opened the cage doors to have them return to their pens before locking them in.


    Theresa stood in the suspended prison and leant gently to the interior as she tried to rest herself. Her bottom was pounding from the paddling and the anus-stretching trespass, and her vitality had been drained by the brief but berserk combat.


    The trainer returned to her concealed dwelling, leaving the slaves to their isolation and to ponder the forthcoming conflict that she had yet to conduct. The sexual gladiator had bested her twice with relative ease. What hope had she against these women in an imperative contest of full ferocity?


    Theresa just hung in the air, unable to do anything save wait and listen to the soft rattle of chain links. The dreadful lullaby kept her awake and terrified rather than helped soothe her into rest.


    A hydraulic hiss from the ceiling drew Theresa and the other women from numbed and uncomfortable torpor. The area around two of the chains parted and revealed an ascending chute and with a smooth cranking chatter, two of the cages started to rise.


    The cells vanished and the chutes closed behind them, delivering the women to the area that would allow them to engage in this bizarre duel of decadence and degradation.


    After long minutes, the cages returned and one of them was empty. The other bore a slouched female. Her breath was rapid and panting. Her hips were covered in wicked scratches, and she was sobbing uncontrollably. The monstrous phallus was flecked with the odd spot of crimson and the sight of this frightened Theresa with the prospect of what had truly occurred beyond.


    Another pair of cages arose, ferrying the occupants into the battle zone, and again, only one returned with the marks of vicious combat adorning her body. The presence of the scratches was odd, for surely the awkward shackles prohibited the use of fingernails. However, there was little point in vain deliberation because she would find out soon enough.


    What fate were the losers assigned, too? It could not be fatal, because Pelakh wanted her alive. Unless of course losing would convince the youth that Theresa was too weak to be of use and thus her demise for failure was permissible. Perhaps those being returned to this chamber were the losers, and the victors were set free of this cruel game to be assigned elsewhere in the Temple?


    With such possibilities offered up, Theresa could not help but dwell on the alternatives. She wondering if she would die in the arena, or be assigned to sacrifice, or some other equally ghastly fate. The absolute terror of facing sacrifice had her weeping in terror and as her bladder was set free, the drinks she had ingested drooled down her legs as she quaked in mortal jeopardy.


    Another set of cages returned, and Theresa quivered with alarm when she heard the roof open above her. The hatch exposed a bleak and lightless tunnel that rose straight up. Theresa instantly scanned across the rest of the room to locate her prospective foe and found that it was not the woman with whom she had already duelled.


    With a jolt, she started to ascend and Theresa strove to keep perfectly vertical after grazing the toothed interior at the start of her ride. The brief voyage slowed and then stopped. The darkness parted immediately before her to reveal a sunken zone the equal of the one below, save that this one had a circumference made up of a three meter high wall.


    The amphitheatre provided seating to a throng of the Holy Order, both students and full members, who yelled and cheered, booed, hissed and talked loudly, their boisterous spirits fuelled by the bottles of green fluid they passed around and consumed with ebullience.


    The other woman was revealed in the sunken pit of the wall and Theresa could see that the cages were lifted up to feed hidden doors located all along the perimeter.


    The cage doors swung open and the woman stepped out. Theresa copied her actions, feeling daunted by entry into this wild and raucous hall.


    Both sets of doors hissed shut behind them and Theresa instantly pondered whether she would see the cage again or perish first. Could she defeat the woman standing before her?


    “All bets have been placed. Let the fight begin!” broadcast an anonymous public announcer. The words bellowed across the scene and brought immediate cheers of merriment.


    In answer to the declaration, the floor issued a dull hum and faint arcs of lightning played across the ground, signifying the passage of intense energy that failed to pierce their footwear. As though this added threat was not enough, a great and appreciative holler went up as teeth snapped out of the gladiator’s dildos. The lengths were now armed with rings of blunt studs at the tip that turned to dull spines halfway down, and then into wicked teeth toward the root. The sight of such hideous armaments made Theresa wail into her gag and she realised now that she would have to fight for her very life if she were to avoid being impaled upon this mordant length. The source of the appearance of grazes upon the victors had now been divulged.


    Her enemy backed up to the wall and started to circle around. She closed in on Theresa with her rear to the wall, thereby protecting her orifice from attack. Theresa moved out, trying to draw the female from her defended position while keeping an eye on her movements. She tried to push the sounds of the crowd from her mind so she could concentrate on the fight but it was not easy.


    The enemy charged without warning. Flinging herself from the wall, she kicked out at Theresa and aimed a foot into her stomach. She managed to weave aside but the toe still clipped her flank and the impetus spun her sharply instead of knocking her down.


    The sight of the toothed dildo inspired Theresa to new levels of viciousness and she acted with nervous celerity. The woman’s outstretched foot dropped down, leaving her legs splayed wide on a distant step and her equilibrium diminished.


    With a shout into her gag, Theresa lanced forward and rammed a kneepad to the exposed and lowered flank. The blow knocked the woman down and she landed on her side. Wriggling arcs of energy leapt from the thrumming ground and ate into Theresa’s opponent to make her scream in agony. The adversary cavorted in wild spasms, fighting to rise as her limbs jerked and defeated her own efforts to spare herself the vituperative ordeal.


    Theresa intended to keep her down and coiled a leg up to her chest. She balanced on one heel while keeping the other raised as a dagger. She stamped down to impale her adversary before violating her but the woman acted with morose haste. She rolled and leapt up, letting her shoulder precede her rise as her muscles were fuelled by the stinging energy.


    Announcing this attack with a shriek, the woman slammed the joint into Theresa’s belly and the underside of her raised thigh. Trapping the hoisted leg and lifting her from the ground, the foe carried her on her shoulder before bashing her to the wall. The connection expelled the air from Theresa’s lungs in a croaking exhale.


    The enemy jerked back and let Theresa drop to her feet and sag while fighting to re-gather her senses. A knee swung into the air and swept in a horizontal arc to batter her stomach, doubling her up with a gasp.


    Theresa gurgled helplessly and then saw a pulse of white when the woman threw a boot up to connect sharply with her brow. Theresa arced back with the blow. She slammed to the wall and dropped to her knees, her faculties lost because of the attack.


    Chants of encouragement went up and the foe dropped behind her to position herself for the coup de grace.


    The dildo parted her well-oiled rear and entered with a probing grace because this woman was less sure of her bearings than her previous adversary. The studs ran over her sphincter and Theresa cried out. When the next bank scratched at her, she screamed in pain. The dull fangs were about to give way to the spines and in panic, she hurled herself sideways. The dildo dragged free and scratched at her rear before she was delivered to the eager embrace of power.


    The scintillating bursts made her jolt and throw herself along in a scuttling passage, fighting to reacquire her feet as her muscles were thrown to attention by the power in the floor.


    Theresa slid up onto her heels and swayed weakly with her sight wandering. She leaned her cheek and chest to the wall and tried to regain her stability.


    Without warning, her world was lost to the unendurable shock of the dildo as it was rammed to the root. The rending slam of its insertion lifted her to tip toe and with a shriek she arched back to bump the chest of the woman behind her and have the back of her head drop and rest on her shoulder. The enemy shoved forward with her body and barged Theresa’s front to the wall. Keeping her pinned there, she then commenced with a swift rate. The studs and spines raged against her rear, exacting an agony that robbed Theresa of all ability to evade or resist, but which delighted the crowd no end.


    The grinding penis chewed at her insides and then fled with a jump. Theresa lifted her cry to new levels and dropped to the floor whereupon the ground restored its spectral voltage caress and winding bolts licked at her as she lay supine. Her body quivered at an inhuman rate, rendering her a blur of movement, but she no longer had the power to defeat her reactions and try to get up.


    The sight of the crowd was a haze of shifting mass and colour while a level of excruciating travail was poured throughout every portion of her anatomy.


    Darkness welled and she felt herself detaching from consciousness. The thin strands snapped one by one and she plunged into cold oblivion.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Six


    


    


    “What in the name of the Goddess can we do against them?” roared Warmaster Ferrek, his outburst drawing the full attention of the assembled battle lords.


    Each of the military leaders was clad in their full suit of battle armour with domed featureless helmets removed and either set aside or held under their arm.


    “You would have us surrender then, Warmaster?” coldly asked the Grand Theocrat, her glower hidden in the shadows.


    The religious empress of the Phed Dregakk lounged within the contoured folds of the towering throne of her kind. The ornate chair was fed by a set of obsidian stairs and the walls were lined with the most vaulted and lethal warriors the Theocracy had created. Battle honours and House emblems rolled across the high ceiling in ordered waves, these being the Houses that had earned themselves revered places in this most majestic and holy chamber. The wide expanse of the titanic throne room bore flickering braziers whose warm radiance trickled throughout the bold interior, feeding the shadows and making them dance.


    The Grand Theocrat sat in near darkness atop her ziggurat. Clad in a form-fitting latex cat suit, ornate silvery armour had been laid over the polished second skin and each delicate segment interlocked and flowed to create a vicious spike-encrusted carapace. Her crown arose as a series of crooked limbs that unfurled from the main structure and wove into her mane of black hair. A gossamer veil of glittering silver hid all but her eyes from those below her. She was a looming, powerful presence before the assembled leaders of the Dregakk forces—the most prominent and influential leaders of their race.


    At the forefront of this command elite stood Eldral Thaine. The pillager of Terra was now battle hardened and gaunt. His exploits against the alien insurgents had given the Theocracy their sole victory and a lone source of information on their enigmatic enemy in the form of a salvaged warship.


    “Of course not, your divine majesty. I made no suggestion that we surrender, I am merely announcing our utter impotence in tackling this new species,” Ferrek quickly replied, bowing his head toward her as he spoke to ensure she knew that this was no display of cowardice.


    “They are not totally invincible, Ferrek. I have proven that. Perhaps you should think less of yourself and face them with some fire in your heart,” retorted Eldral.


    The display of weakness and tone of hopelessness in a fellow battle lord was sickening to him, especially considering what he was about to present to the assembly. Nevertheless, if he could force a confrontation, it might add new weight to his words. He may have made peace with what he was planning, but others would still have the fear that all the Dregakk were raised with. Eldral was considering the unthinkable and he needed permission to enact it.


    “Do not insult me with such fanciful notions of bravado, Thaine. I have tackled them in three engagements. What use is blood lust when facing a force you cannot reach? It matters not how angry you are. If you cannot strike something, you will still lose!”


    “I must concur, divine majesty. This species is beyond our scope of technology. Unless we can break their secrets and find some weakness, I fear for our future,” added Tynok while stroking her angular chin in grim contemplation.


    “And what would you have us do? Retreat? To where?” retorted Bornik. The ancient veteran was scarred by war and wrinkled by age. His hard line attitude had been expected and was suitably staunch.


    “Retreat would be a pleasant way of putting it, but unless we can find some means to combat them on their own terms, a full rout could well be our destiny,” continued Tynok, continuing with her previous argument.


    “Flee? I would prefer to perish,” hissed the old Warmaster.


    “A narrow vision,” said Tynok “Why die when we could leave our territories, find a new home until we can perfect our ways to beat them, and then return to take back what is ours and make these grey skinned freaks pay in blood for their felonies.”


    “You are asking us to yield!” yelled Bornik, his face reddened with strain.


    “I am suggesting we stay alive so we may prosper once more. What use would pride be against extinction? A dead, proud race? That is a title I have no wish to acquire for our people. We have endured for six thousand years. A mere delay in our ambition will allow us to continue empowered and emboldened.”


    “The cowards path is not for the Dregakk,” added Ghothrix, a Warmaster who had for many years been scouting the further reaches of the Dregakk borders. His isolation from the core of the Theocracy had left him with a stalwart but radical mindset.


    “No it is not, but still, we must think of our people,” interrupted the monitoring Grand Theocrat, silencing all words and discussion. “I fear that we may have little alternative. Our armies continue to fight so we should allow their sacrifice to gain reason. We should find a fallback point where we can regroup, muster our resources, and let the enemy grow complacent while we learn how to take back what is rightfully ours.”


    “If your divine majesty will indulge me, there may be another way,” interjected Eldral.


    The words drew the attention of all with this unexpected offer of a solution. His reputation was well earned for having the unique distinction of defeating the breed, and now interest was piqued to see what else he could propose.


    “Speak, Warmaster Thaine,” said the dark empress.


    “It may not be necessary to flee if we can defeat them and I believe I may have a solution in the form of the forbidden arts.”


    There was a collective gasp, and several Warmasters blanched or winced as the words were uttered. Several crossed themselves and made archaic symbols with their hands intended to ward off evil.


    “You are insane, Eldral! How can you even conceive of such a travesty!” spat Stynox. His tone was filled with appalled horror but it was an expected knee-jerk reaction. The practices that Eldral was considering had almost destroyed the Theocracy, and over the generations had been distorted and demonised so that they were almost more legend than fact. Eldral had seen one of the depositories though, and knew precisely what they were. He was probably the only truly informed person in the chamber.


    “Desperation may cause us to rethink our opinions on such things,” he uttered coolly.


    “Never. Stynox is right. We cannot dilute ourselves with such thinking. It is against everything we hold dear,” hissed Ferrek.


    “It is the only way we have to hold them off until our precious engineers can ferret out their secrets…if they can at all. They have been testing the mutating weapons of the enemy on a whole host of slaves and achieved nothing but uncontrollable distortion and a host of warped cripples,” said Eldral.


    “And then what?” growled Ferrek. “The last time our people used such a deranged science it caused them to rebel against the holy doctrines. What if it happens again? With the Theocracy weakened by this war, if those changed by the art decide to follow in their ancestors footsteps, what then? The only reason they were defeated in the first place was because we caught them unawares, while we were at full strength. You think we could repeat that? Especially in the turmoil following conflict? We have already lost half the fleet!”


    “If we do not, there will be no Theocracy,” stated Eldral.


    “And how do you propose we use the arts? Who would want to subject themselves to such a disgusting fate?” wondered Stynox with severity, the abhorrent lot clearly disturbing her.


    “I will. For the Theocracy. I have warriors of my House and veterans from Terra who will join me without thought. We will use the forbidden arts and lead the defence of our people. Our fealty to the Theocracy will keep us from being seduced or turning against it after we have crushed these upstarts.”


    “Feigned noble posturing and lies! You seek the title of Warlord through this insanity. Do not hide your real reasons with this pious nonsense, Thaine,” Ferrek spat with venom, derisive of all Eldral was saying.


    With a lightning thrust, Eldral slammed a punch into Ferrek’s jaw. The hardened knuckles of his gauntlet spun the man’s head aside and lifted him from his feet. With a weighty crunch the Warmaster sprawled and then rolled before coming up into a tensed crouch.


    Ferrek threw up his forearm and the energy weapon mounted there gave a whirring purr. The firearm gathered energy as he drew aim on Eldral. A line of blood slipped from his lips and his face became a contorted mask of animus.


    Eldral flipped up his own arm and responded with a similar threat. The two military leaders faced off, each with a lethal aim trained on the other. Several dozen similar tunes rolled along the walls as the honour guard all hoisted their armoured limbs and activated their weapons. Ranks of targeting lasers dithered on the chest and head of both Warmasters and an unnerving silence descended.


    “Enough! There will be no killing in the Great Temple of the Goddess!” announced the Theocrat, causing them both to swallow their anger and hesitate. Eldral powered down his weapon and straightened his stance.


    “You think I do this for titles, Ferrek? I have a family, two wives, a daughter studying for the Order, a House whose star is in ascendance, and yet I am willing to forsake it all to save our people. I am ready to lose everything, and you dare accuse me of selfishness? I challenge you to accuse me of such avarice again, of seeking a title when I am going to throw away all I have earned and bled for. I extend Phan Mar to you, if you have the courage to back up your words,” growled Thaine with absolute asperity. His eyes were cold and his words were even and razor-edged.


    Ferrek wavered, the threat having caused him to question his own validity. A duel to the death had been presented to settle this dispute one way or the other, and Ferrek was not dedicated enough to his outburst to stake his life to it. He lowered his arm and lifted himself back to his feet after angrily shoving off the assistance offered by Tynok. He regarded Thaine from beneath a scowling brow.


    “I retract my words, Warmaster Thaine. I was in error. The gravity of the situation caused me to speak rashly.”


    “Your apology is accepted,” Eldral replied, and then turned to the Grand Theocrat.


    Her nebulous form still regarded the scene from above and with a hoisted hand she caused the guards to stand down.


    “I ask you to let me try, divine majesty. I have a handpicked force ready and willing to accept the forbidden arts. We will lay down our lives as they once were so we might fight for you, and the Theocracy.”


    “Your words shame all lesser warriors, Warmaster Thaine. Such a sacrifice is unprecedented and acceptable to our will. You may proceed with our full support and all available resources.”


    “Thank you, divine majesty,” said Eldral, and readied to accept the process that would either save the Empire or doom it.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Seven


    


    


    Stirring slightly, Theresa kept the pretence of coma. By feigning dormancy while she recovered her senses she could check to see if there was someone waiting to abuse her the moment she came to.


    She was hanging by her hands. The shackles were pressed tightly to her wrists and were keeping her suspended in the air. No clothes were upon her body and her rear still resounded with a pulsating ache. The savagery of the penetration had been an atrocity of significant and lingering consequence.


    The gag still held her jaws open and its companionship was an uncomfortable but at least familiar one.


    A burst from her implant made her squawk aloud. The sudden eruption within her nervous system rendered her fully awake in an instant. Snapping open her eyes, she regarded the chamber of healing once more, save that this time she hung alone except for Pelakh.


    The youth wore her usual attire, and this time had armed herself with a heavy truncheon of rubber. The cudgel was slightly flexible but it was still a harsh and barbaric weapon of discipline.


    Pelakh strolled around the hanging human, slapping the bulbous tip of the staff into her hand. She patted it fondly and examined the dangling form.


    Theresa wondered if she had displeased the adolescent, or if her suffering and rape at the hands of the other female slave-warrior was a predicted outcome, one to further enhance her ability to tolerate extreme pain?


    “That was a terrible performance, slave. Fortunately I placed my bets on the opposition. The odds were not as good, but as you can probably guess…’ she declared, then grabbed Theresa’s chin. Holding it tight, she squeezed her fingers in before whispering harshly into her ear.


    “I do not like to lose, or fail, in anything.”


    With a derisory shove, she removed her hold and swatted Theresa’s shin with the stave. The light connection was like a punch to the flesh. It numbed it and sent a wave of harsh suffering from the assaulted region.


    Theresa issued a croak and dragged the limb up to her body to try and get it out of harm’s way. Pelakh stepped behind her and swung more heavily into her bottom. The truncheon contused her buttock and made the hoisted leg drop inert as the feeling temporarily fled after the scathing wallop.


    “Like that, slave? How about some more then?”


    A horizontal swing delivered the length into her stomach, winding Theresa greatly and leaving her crippled within a disabling haze. Another swipe connected with her thigh, and then the youth continued to target her legs.


    “Come on, slave. Dance! Dance for me,” laughed the girl.


    Beating them senseless with heavy-handed strikes, she robbed Theresa of feeling and forced her to scream and shriek. She could not resist or try to evade the ghastly bludgeoning because the truncheon had deprived her of all motion. No feeling remained save the terrible aching pulse of her bruises and the numerous dark purple lines and splotches that slowly materialised beneath the surface after the trauma was applied.


    Pausing unexpectedly, Pelakh put the tip to Theresa’s belly and slowly trailed down.


    “Mmmm. Excellent. Shall I fuck you with this now?”


    The slick moisture coaxed forth by her trial eased the passage of the weapon until it nestled at her sex. Trying desperately to clamp her thighs together to stop what was to follow, Theresa could do nothing save whimper feebly when Pelakh smirked and tilted the wobbly staff.


    “In we go,” she mused.


    A coarse shove opened her pussy and let the shaft bore into her and drive deep. The youth then used it as a monstrous lever by which to pivot on her vulva and churn her insides. The rough stirring of her loins had her jolting uncontrollably, her frame now operated by this intruding staff.


    “Okay. That’s enough fun for now.”


    A rotating drag freed the tip, and Pelakh left Theresa’s field of vision. Her head hung slack and she was unable to follow where the girl was going. Her energy was depleted by the long ordeal of submission to the harridan and besides, she just didn’t care anymore.


    “Although…’


    A heavy handed smack caught her rear and the truncheon deadened the soft flesh in an instant. More were applied and Pelakh’s beating shoved Theresa forward each time and installed a soft pendulum swing.


    The last strike swung her out again and this time no more followed. Instead, the girl displayed the instrument as a spear and held it firmly and accurately.


    A shove at the last moment conspired with Theresa’s returning sway and sheathed the rod within her. The punching entry into her raw orifice was a return sensation that had her throw her muscles to attention and release a piercing wail.


    Bouncing upon her shackles, she gained energy enough to try and get free, but when she lifted herself up Pelakh countered her by simply following the rising shuddering form of her prisoner.


    “No, no, no. You’ll endure this, slave.”


    Turning the weapon, she began grinding it back and forth to punish the raw tracts with her usual sadistic verve. Her grim chuckle scalded Theresa’s ears, even over the sound of her screams and that of her own suddenly deafening heartbeat as it stamped against her chest like a caged animal seeking escape.


    A tug gave the tip freedom and the young torturess moved back. The doors to the cabinet swung open and revealed the yawning bland interior.


    “I have lessons, but I’ll be free this evening to torture you. Won’t that be fun? I may even let you kiss my bottom before I whip you. Wouldn’t that be a sublime treat?”


    Theresa murmured her denial of the act. She was incapable of movement and was able only to watch through tear filled eyes as she was drawn within and the doors slowly sealed behind her. The quiet was plagued with the whine of the motors and her gurgling mews as she waited for the healing treatment that she so badly needed but also ultimately feared.


    Viridescent bolts blasted her from all directions, kissing her wounds with lips of fire, and restoring affliction even in the guise of regeneration. Her chilling shriek reverberated pointlessly through the cabinet. The sound filled it entirely and the process of her healing was a torment equal to the cumulative effect of all the traumas she had acquired.


    The weaving arcs played up and down her flesh, sealing the scratches, fading the bruises, and restoring an unblemished pink sheet.


    In addition to this horror came a far more sinister addition, for as the lightning poured through her she detected movement in her stomach. The insidious presence shifted position and kicked at her tracts. The passage of this healing energy had caused the beast within her to answer.


    The strobe pulses of green light cut off suddenly and she fell limp. Theresa hung from her bonds, deprived of vigour.


    The doors before her slowly parted and dazzled her with angelic light. She could have blissfully concluded that she had perished and that this was her entrance into the afterlife if she did not know full well what exiting the booth looked like from her previous time here.


    Theresa was dragged out onto the opposite rack as tendrils of steam clung to her by ethereal anchors and stretched out in her wake. Theresa looked down across her suspended body, her neck unable to do anything else to support her head. Gradually the hazy pale shape of her hovering form gathered and entered clear lines, allowing her to see that no sign of injury remained. With a maximum strain she checked her brand and found it slightly faded but still visible. It was actually a welcome sight because it meant that she would not be subjected to such indelible marking again because of an accidental erasure.


    Pelakh tapped out a combination on her bracelet and leant back against the wall, waiting. Theresa was left to hang upon her shackles, shivering occasionally from the coarse medical treatment.


    The floor opened and let a cage enter. The small box rose to ground level and then stopped. Acting immediately, the youth remotely opened the bonds and let Theresa drop and collapse because her limbs were unable to keep her upright.


    “Get in the box, slave. I shall give you some time to recover before we continue your training,” Pelakh declared, lifting back the lid of the cell and exposing the small interior.


    With a strain of effort, Theresa pushed herself up and began to crawl forward on all fours. Her limbs were heavy and were responding poorly to the commands of her mind. She took hold of the lip, folded herself within, and curled into a ball. Numbed by the beating and the healing process that had followed it, she could only lay in apathy.


    The roof was slammed down and she closed her eyes. The cage dropped away into the underground complex and was drawn back toward her waiting position. Theresa dropped into a faint before her arrival due to the sudden wave of exhaustion. Darkness smothered her thoughts and snuffed out her awareness.


    


    * * * *


    


    “Why are we doing this?” whispered Gerthuk with a significant measure of terror lurking in his usually doughty voice.


    “We do it for all we love and all we revere,” replied Eldral.


    The underground chamber was still dark. The mountains of dust shrouded technology were silent but it was an awkward quiet for they were not dead, merely dormant, and it seemed as though they could sense what Eldral intended.


    He and a squad of his most loyal veterans stood before the central area of the repository. It was a towering dome-like structure with booths set all along the lower reaches. Great pipes and other conduits fed out into the equally strange factories of chaotic machinery that grew from the floor and roof all around it.


    Eldral stepped toward one of the hives and flinched when the door flashed open without warning. A dim purple glow appeared inside the strange sarcophagus and the faint sound of circuitry powering up seeped from within the huge structure.


    With the image of his wives and daughter firmly stamped on his thoughts, he took a deep breath and stepped in.


    He turned around and laid back. The portal started to close with much more sloth as though the machine had chosen not to intimidate the others. The ranks of other hives then began to open at a similar pace.


    The troops reluctantly followed their leader into individual chambers and watched with concern as they were sealed within. The moment the doors closed, the entire cavern erupted with light and sound. Every machine, every instrument, every gadget, all of them suddenly powered up and after their long slumber they were eager to once again obey.


    Hatches jumped open within the hives and slender automated limbs began to unfurl and reach out to begin their first task. Eldral closed his eyes and readied to embrace the maelstrom.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Eight


    


    


    Theresa opened her eyes and found herself in her allotted slot, unaware as to how much time had passed since she had lost her grip on consciousness. She looked down and could see another female being subjected to the horrendous indignities of the initiation process. Her cries were rumbling around the hall as the Holy Order processed her with their customary glee.


    How she missed her dominance. The power of ownership of another, of having free reign to do anything she wished just as the Holy Order did, and instead of looking upon the alien priestesses with hatred, Theresa looked at them with a burning sense of envy.


    Would Khara call her back, or would she remain here until Pelakh called her forth again so she might conduct another monstrous session of preparation for her eventual execution? How could she avoid this fate? What could she do to escape being tortured to death so that this youth might attain entry into the Order? Her infatuation with Pelakh was gone, Khara had been replaced the girl. Perhaps it had something to do with the love-hate relationship she had with the youth. Theresa’s opinion of her skipped between these two mindsets, sometimes the girl was loathed beyond all others, but sometimes, Theresa adored her. With Khara, she had hated her for so long while the woman demeaned, abused, and tortured her, but now that the tyrant had fallen, Theresa loved her with an unquestioning fervour.


    Sounds of motion emerged from behind her and she was once more being ferried back into the shadows, vanishing into the secret passages that carried the condemned to their grim fates at the hands of the priesthood. Was Pelakh summoning her once more? Had her swoon been longer than she thought and she was now destined for more abuse, all in the name and guise of preparation?


    The angst eating away inside her started to fate when the cage commenced an upward trajectory, suggesting perhaps a return to her lofty sanctuary where she was in charge, where she was the ruler of the ruler of this entire world. If she were going back to Khara, there would be no more returns to the cages, no more maintaining of normal pretences. She would stay in Khara’s quarters and maintain her role on a constant basis. If the woman needed to attend duties, then Theresa decided that she would make use of the other prisoners in the absence of her gorgeous slave and perfect her tyrannical art.


    Light strengthened above her and the parting ceiling allowed the thin rays to trickle in and reach her cowering body. It gave her eyes a moment to adjust before she was delivered once more onto the floor of Khara’s lounge.


    The lock popped open so Theresa lifted the lid and moved with rigid motions from the cage. She stepped bare foot onto the floor and bore witness to the High Theocrat. She was huddled into a submissive ball and was clad in her maid’s uniform. She was also holding up Theresa’s command bracelets and the diluted rays of an early morning sun were streaming in through the windows and making her polished impermeable garb gleam.


    “Welcome home, Mistress Theresa. I’m sorry it took so long,” she whimpered.


    Theresa snatched the bracelets and clipped them to her wrist before activating the woman’s collar. The metal crackled with vibrant life and sent its crooked fingers of energy into her flesh. Khara screamed and fell to the floor. She clawed at the immobile band while she was afflicted with the most intense suffering but Theresa kept the charge running. Her finger remained tightly to the button and she savoured the sight while exacting her bitterness from Pelakh’s torture and easing her own resentment through the torture of her slave. The woman bounced and jiggled wildly, her body controlled by the random charges that were being thrown through her. The motions started to subside and she went rapidly went slack. The piercing cry fell into a groaning murmur and her body twitched on occasion as her unconscious form was continually goaded into motion by the ongoing current.


    Having shocked her slave into coma, Theresa breathed a sigh of relief and sat down on the armchair. She buried her head in her hands and wept uncontrollably. The overwhelming gladness at having been brought back made her an emotional wreck and she could feel the need for such an outpouring even as she arrived here. It was something she could not let her slave see, and it was the reason for the quick session of torture to promote black out. With her slave now unconscious, she could give free reign to her tears.


    Theresa looked over the sprawled form and regarded the exquisite curves. The smooth black sheets of latex and her aesthetically captivating features could not be ignored and Theresa slipped from the chair and draped herself over the supine woman. She laid her head upon her chest and cradled Khara’s tightly contained breasts. Theresa’s hands wandered upon the woman’s form and relished that which she owned.


    Moving up, she hoisted the calmed features and kissed them on the lips before draping the slack arms over her. The languid embrace allowed Theresa to settle into it and feel a shade of conjured affection. Her tears rolled out once more as the comatose form comforted her.


    Theresa wiped her eyes, straightened, and went to the wardrobe room. She ran her hands across the apparel on offer and made the hangers swing and thereby rotate the piercings of the wardrobe slaves. Their mewls only made her feel like being more cruel.


    After selecting a latex cat suit, she removed her bracelets and opened the back before handing it to the dressing slaves. The two women helped slide her into the garment and it slipped into place to exact a soft clinch across her entire form. The incorporated gloves closed about her fingers and the added sheaths at her feet were covered when patent ankle boots were set in place. The featureless footwear was drawn on and the laces tightened to prop her up on a magnificently tall heel.


    A waspie belt was laced around her middle, the wide band drawing at her waist and forming greater curves. Lastly, she added a contoured mask with raised eyeslits. The slim aperture at her mouth pursed her lips out, and the hole at the back allowed her ponytail to spill forth. The thick hood helped her restore her feeling of safety and after giving the attending slaves a taste of their agonising implants, she strode purposefully from the room.


    Her dominant quality was restored in full. The feeling of superior power was swarming around her like an electric fog.


    Theresa leaned forward and felt the tight sheet stretch across her back. It pressed to her with a fondness and adoration that made her shiver and grin with delight. Theresa reversed the position and bent back. The latex creaked across her belly and chest, compressing her breasts under its embrace. She held the pose and ran gloved fingers along the smooth landscape, following it with a sense of intrigued fascination, ignorant as to why she was developing such a fetish for this material after having had it used to discipline and entomb her within a sweltering shell so many times.


    Theresa opened a cabinet, snatched a slender cane, and returned to Khara who remained in a crooked sprawl, her eyelids still fluttering from residual trauma.


    Dropping into an armchair, she looked out of the window and waited for Khara to stir. She eased her mind in the interim with the study of the sky and the distant horizon.


    After a few minutes, she tapped out her own implant code and set it running. Theresa squeezed her gloved fists into the flesh of the organic chair and made the male judder with misery.


    The fierce bursts of delight played within her whole nervous system, exploding between her legs as swift, dense orgasms that echoed throughout her physique. Theresa gritted her teeth and dropped her head back. Relentless floods of bliss raged through her and filled her entire being with perfect rhapsody.


    Panting, she crossed her legs tightly and let the latex coated limbs crackle against each other. Her capability to withstand such pleasure had been emphasised by her recent pains and Theresa jerked and squealed as she forced herself through the excruciating ecstasy.


    The sensation was akin to drowning in a warm ocean of air. Her thoughts became hazy and were wreathed in softness as the pleasures relaxed her mind. The bliss soothed the ragged and frayed edges of her sanity and let her forget her lifetime of torture and degradation.


    Theresa let go and stopped the long charge. She dropped back into the agreeable softness of the seat and breathed slowly, recovering her racing heartbeat and resting more fully. The sweat within her suit was now making the shell slither upon her, every inch now lubricated and causing her to writhe against it and luxuriate in the eerie motion of this second skin.


    The implant had been transformed from a weapon of hideous barbarity into one of heavenly bliss. But there was another intruder within her that was not so benign. The creature had moved during her healing and she had no idea why. Was it irked by the healing power? Was this energy causing it harm and discomfort? Perhaps even enough to cause it to flee prematurely if she could stand the green bolts of agony long enough. Or was the creature merely tickled by them, enthralled by a sudden rush of regenerative power and adrenaline? Had the chamber accelerated its growth?


    The sound of her slave rousing from her stunned state gathered Theresa’s senses and drew her from her thoughts about the beast. Rising, she wandered over to the woman and found her fighting to push herself up onto hands and knees. Her body was stiff and riddled with flickers of myalgia that made her grimace and stretch the afflicted limbs.


    A glaze of sweat hung across her brow. The warm smothering embrace of her latex garments and the shock of her collar had left several strands of hair damp and hanging across her features.


    “Slave, we are going to have a discussion,” Theresa stated firmly. She stepped before her with hands on hips and the cane jutting out from her grasp to present as strict an image as she could.


    “Now bend over. Get that bottom in the air and lift up your skirt.”


    Khara complied with nervousness in her eyes. She hooked her thumbs into the hem and hauled up the tight sheath before draping herself forward. Her superb rear rose up to accept the kiss of the cane and the buttocks flexed in anticipation.


    “Do not move,” warned Theresa.


    She flashed her arm back and swung viciously inward. The bamboo sceptre struck the soft cheeks and sent a shudder through them. The woman jolted severely and issued a subdued croak of shock.


    “Tell me who I am?” she stated.


    The woman clawed her fingers at the carpet. Her face was locked into a tight mask of strain as she sought to endure the stroke. Her thoughts were clearly scrambled and this forced her to apply a vast portion of her concentration into just keeping still, which of course left her unable to formulate a response. The delay as she tried to overcome the storm of pain and speak was deemed too long, and inspired another vicious hack.


    “I asked a question,” she declared.


    Khara jerked her rear and pounded a fist to the ground. She threw her head back with her mouth craned wide and tears dribbling from her eyes.


    Again she was left to struggling her way through the effects of the blow, and again the duration she spent in weathering the fires caused another swipe, especially when the few burbled and random syllables were too incoherent to be judged as any sort of answer.


    “Speak, slave,” ordered Theresa, and added another sweep of the weapon that deposited a flushed line across the shivering cheeks. The blows rose into swollen ridges that started to darken into bruises.


    “You are Mistress Theresa,” she whimpered.


    The woman was pressing her cheek to the ground. Her eyes were screwed shut and her legs twitched randomly. The sway of her rear was highly alluring and Theresa could not stop from continuing to make it flick and spasm.


    “Who is the slave?” she stated, and slashed into the target with more venom.


    The woman flipped upright and threw out her arms into tensed poses before she dropped forward, panting and gasping.


    “Me, Mistress Theresa. I am. I am your slave!” she croaked hoarsely, her speeding breath making her back rise and fall in swift jolts.


    “So if I am the Mistress, and you are the slave…’ began Theresa, and then slashed again at the presented bottom. The woman announced the impact with a cry of harrowing and dropped herself to the ground. Her legs were spread wide beneath her as her rear remained flexed and she hugged her arms to her chest. Her rear was aglow from the beating but Theresa had a lot more to impart before she was done.


    “…Then why was I sent into the cage and tortured by Pelakh?”


    Another stroke brought out a squeak and she craned her head back. Tears were running down her face, her nose was streaming, and the beads of sweat that had gathered across her visage were joining the flow and helping streak her features with glistening lines.


    “I’m sorry, I didn’t know,” she cried out. Khara crossed her arms under her. She clutched her biceps tightly and pushed her cheek into the carpet.


    “Is that supposed to be an excuse? I was tortured, slave. You are responsible. There is no one else to blame,” she scowled, and applied a trio of swift strokes. Each one made Khara croak and the third ended with a shriek that had her curling up into a ball. Shivering, she wept without reservation.


    “I’m so sorry. It’ll never happen again, I swear it. You will never have to be sent back, I promise, Mistress Theresa,” she moaned with heartfelt determination.


    “Say it again. Make me believe you,” Theresa demanded, and slashed at her again, this time striking the densest area of welts. The raised, flushed lines accepted the stroke and the brutalised flesh issued a shock of lucid mayhem that was more intense than any other.


    A squawk of suffering rumbled from her throat and she flopped onto her front. Vibrating wildly, she was visibly devoured by the effects of the caning. Although Khara was definitely desperate and afraid, Theresa could also see that she was being purged by the treatment. The discipline was exorcising her spirit because guilt at having let her Mistress suffer had to be paid for and now she could weep with elation at having correctly made amends.


    Sobbing, she dropped her face down and her words emerged on gasping fits. Their volume and pitch rose and dropped at random as adrenaline and endorphins flooded her mind and carried her on a stupendous natural intoxication.


    “I’m so sorry. Forgive me, I beg of you, I didn’t mean it, I love you, I worship you, Mistress Theresa. I’ll never make you go back.”


    Theresa stopped her attack and let the poised tip of the cane hover in her grasp. She was uncertain whether to strike again.


    “I will have to punish you for your crime, but I shall consider your forgiveness, slave. You can thank me now in the proper manner,” stated Theresa and moved a foot forward.


    Khara whirled on her knees and sprawled on the floor. She placed her hands about the smooth sculpted boot and danced her tongue to the mirrored panes. She lapped across them and her attention slithered around the pointed boot and then rose up the front. She traced the instep and slipped down the heel. Whenever she was moving to a new region, she muttered her gratitude.


    “Thank you, Mistress Theresa. Thank you, thank you, I’ll never let you down again. All I want is for you to own me,” she muttered, and swapped her attention to the other boot.


    Theresa watched her slave draw the raring tip across the toe and gradually work her way up. She smoothed a layer of saliva onto the material and spread it around, polishing the fabric with a flitting tongue. When she descended onto the heels she seemed to linger upon them for her own sense of pleasure.


    Once she had finished the task, the captive started to slink back a short way. She kept low and Theresa could see that the marks on her rear were already darkening.


    “Have you finished, slave?”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “You are sure you did a good job?”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she replied meekly.


    “I will check, so you had best be sure,” she warned one last time, and when the woman failed to return to the task, Theresa looked over her boots. She turned them under her stare and checked what had been done to them.


    “I suppose they will suffice, after all, you are a mere novice and should not be expected to excel at anything just yet. Now, what about Setchak? Did you summon him here?”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “And when does he arrive?”


    “Tomorrow afternoon, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Excellent. We will have you waiting for him, and share a drink that you will have drugged ahead of time, and then I will have him at my mercy. Oh, this will be sweet indeed,” she crooned.


    Theresa walked toward the torture chamber and beckoned for her servile to follow with a wave of her hand.


    The sealed portal yawned to permit ingress and together they proceeded into the dimly lit chamber to conduct Khara’s punishment. The prospect of imminent chastisement made the willing servant quail with a heady combination of fear and arousal.


    A touch to the command bracelet caused movement from the ceiling. A small hatch popped open and allowed a slender wire cable to descend. The end was weighted with a sprung clip that stopped at chest height. Theresa walked over to the dangling metal line and took hold of the steel hoop.


    “Come here, slave,” she demanded, and held the wire between her fists in anticipation of the woman’s arrival.


    Khara stepped into the awaiting hoop and was caught by it as Theresa looped it around her throat and snapped the clip in place to create a rigorous choke chain. A fingertip brushed a control and caused the hidden winch within the ceiling to drag back and lift her up, tightening the coil before fixing into static position again.


    “Remove your stockings and heels, slave,” ordered Theresa, leaving the woman to the awkward task of freeing herself of the constrictive hose. A command from Theresa’s authoritative jewellery made the fetters spring open and clang upon the ground.


    Theresa exposed a cabinet of implements and selected a butt plug. She removed a control pad from beside it and clipped it to the top of her waspie belt. After unscrewing the lid from a jar of embrocation cream, she gathered a scoop and turned around to survey her slave as she hung by her neck, shuddering in trepidation.


    “Kick the clothes aside,” she announced.


    Theresa tapped out a code in readiness and waited with a poised finger to activate the machine.


    Khara moved the stockings and fetters away with sweeping brushes of her feet. The small mound skidded aside and left her bare soles on the ground.


    Theresa moved around her on a predatory pace, examining the slave before taking hold of her wrists. She slipped a small chain through the rings upon her shackles and dragged them up toward her collar. They connected with a soft click and the act kept her arms twisted up and out of the way. Upon spying a section of the cable noose resting on the collar, Theresa smiled and shifted it up before tightening it and ensuring that the hoop was above the steel band and offering no protection.


    Theresa held onto the cable for an anchor and her bunched fingers lowered and nuzzled between the burning buttocks. Khara winced and gasped as they slithered and found entry. The gel eased their passage through her cheeks before they moved into her rear, opening her sphincter and ducking in and out to smear the contents throughout the orifice. The caustic substance burned at her tracts and the ethereal heat made her skip against the noose. Her jiggling movements had her torso bounce upon the intruding fingers and this aided Theresa’s intentions.


    Motivated by creative impulse, Theresa started to push deeper. She thrust her hand onward and employed additional fingers that tried to fight their way in. The slow process of rendering the woman’s rear more amiable to such a wide entry was conducted with more and more strength, and Theresa felt her stretched orifice giving in.


    Theresa knew from experience what the gel would be doing. It was a savage insubstantial abuse, a heat that gnawed at the flesh but did no damage. It was cruelty she had often dreaded and it was marvellous to use it to distract her possession from the relentless penetrating shoves.


    The slave gasped and whimpered with the potent drives that dilated her anus until the havoc eclipsed the pain of the cream. This meant that she could take no more, and when she gave a croak of pain, Theresa backed off for a moment before commencing another educational barge.


    Eventually, with a final shove, the loosened muscular ring slipped over her knuckles and her hand slid in. Khara’s howl echoed through the room as she was filled like never before.


    The orifice gripped in spasms to her wrist and Theresa churned her fingers around to make Khara squeak in a mixture of pain and confused delight.


    Theresa drew free with a wiggling haul and replaced the digits with the butt plug. She just shoved it in and threw the slave open. Khara gave a shout of discomfort before the opening dropped in to grip the stem of the conical instrument and hold it in place.


    Wiping the excess gel from her hands upon Khara’s pussy, she punished her prisoner’s sex with the heat of the cream. Theresa moved back and stood like a statue before her captive, ready and willing to regard her suffering because her need for vengeance was not yet sated.


    Khara gurgled and ground her teeth with her thighs clenched together as the searing effects of the gel did its work on her loins.


    A flick to her bracelet caused a bank of spines to spit from the ground. The dense bed of sharp spikes prodded Khara’s soles and caused her to scream aloud and wrench her feet from the floor. Hanging by her throat, the cable left her swinging by this metal gallows.


    She reached out as far as possible and the tips of her toes grazed the floor and found the very edge of the toothed zone. This meagre support from the tips of her toes helped her breathe more easily, but to have her feet move in any closer meant she would have to stand on the spines. The woman was now offered two equally unbearable alternatives.


    When Theresa pressed the second control that dwelt at her flank, the butt plug chugged into sibilant life. It hissed like a serpent and sucked in its own breath so that it swelled and opened within Khara’s tracts like a plastic bloom. The toy forced itself to her sphincter and continued to grow, shoving more and more forcefully to her innards, stretching them, making her throw back her head and cry out from the ghastly stress. Her random words of imploration spewed forth and were crippled by the tightness at her throat. Her legs shuddered as they fought to stay out and not stamp to the spines but the pressure in her lower body was growing steadily and relentlessly.


    Theresa stopped the inflation and left Khara at a keen peak of anguish. She then took hold of the latex that was stretched across the slave’s cleavage and after closing fists to the material, she forcefully ripped apart. The fabric was instantly brought to the limits of its elasticity and beyond. A small hole opened and then flashed outward to open into a great tear that exposed her breasts.


    Theresa tucked the torn sides around them and the split rubber forced them out so that they were ready for affliction. With the targets exposed, she moved back to the opened shelves within the wall and traced her fingers through the offered alternatives before closing a hand about one of her favoured instruments.


    The metronome tap of her heels echoed against the floor and Theresa stepped out in front of the wheezing prisoner. She removed one of the clamps from the bunch she now held and opened the device with a pinch. Theresa let the chain at the end stretch out and expose the spine-dotted weight. The needle points swayed to and fro, promising to chastise her for every minor movement.


    Theresa brushed a nipple with the opened jaws and tickled the tender point. The touches made it stiffen and stand up, presenting an easier aspect for her to grab. As soon as the teasing had brought success, the pads clamped tightly in place, squeezing the fleshy bud and dragging it down when the weight was released. The other teat was treated to a similar taunting and then torture, with each breast now being snagged and brutalised by its own burdensome apparatus.


    Another was taken up and lowered to her clitoris, and again soft brushes of the cold metal jaws made the morsel rise to attention amidst Khara’s icy gasps. With one hand, Theresa used fingers and thumb to open Khara’s lips and reveal her target. The other hand then bore the clamp and danced gentle swirls and elegant rubs to the fleshy bud. Khara whimpered as she was forced to accept the pleasure with full knowledge that it would soon be inverted into pain.


    As the crackle of moisture began to sound from the effects of the intimate manipulation, Theresa promptly snapped the clamp in place. The woman threw out a croak of stifled shock. Unable to close her legs because of the dissuading spikes under her feet, she was forced to keep the lewd split and this permitted Theresa to add another clamp to each side of her sex. Upon capturing a generous pinch of vulva she let go and had the weight drag at it and make her woman’s pussy pound with a ravenous and terrible ache.


    Khara shuddered in her pains. She wrung her hands and tried to claw a way out while her shaking form caused the clamps to swing and jab at her with their wicked tips. Her feet faltered at the edges of the barbed area and this increased the abuse. Her face reddened with strain and the muscles of her legs rolled with wild motions as they fought to once again strengthen their efforts and support her.


    “Have you learned your lesson, slave?” she wondered aloud and stroked her own masked chin in contemplation.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa. I have,” gurgled the woman in frantic response. The latex skin coating her form undulated under her tensing muscles, distorting the refractions of light and seeming to demand more attention.


    “I think another beating will ensure that this lesson is not forgotten, don’t you?”


    “Please, Mistress Theresa. I’ve learned from my mistake,” she stammered. The awful realisation that her splayed legs and bared breasts showed her where the scourge would most likely be applied was obviously causing some serious concern.


    “You are disagreeing with me?”


    Her devious smirk grew within her mask and her fingers closed into itching fists. The rubber stretched over her knuckles to form jet balls of licentious anger.


    Khara took the hint and decided to retract her statement.


    “No, Mistress Theresa. I’m not. I promise. I…I deserve a beating, to teach me the error of my ways,” she whimpered, intending not to make matters worse for herself with continued denial of her Mistress’ diagnosis for discipline.


    “So ask me for it in full, if you need it so much,” demanded Theresa, intending to have her beseech the abuse she had tried to avoid.


    Khara swallowed for strength and the reedy constricted voice of the slave trembled over her dry lips.


    “Please, Mistress Theresa. I have not learned my lesson yet, and I need a whipping to educate me in the ways of absolute obedience to you.”


    “Excellent. You see, that was not so hard was it?” she replied.


    Theresa wandered to the wall and removed a slender stalk of a crop. The tip had a small “V’ shaped paddle rather than a hoop or pair of tongues and it would make some interesting patterns on her slave’s skin.


    She threw it back and forth through the air and the splayed head hummed with a solemn tone. Then, with the stutter of heels she moved behind the demeaned submissive.


    The woman shivered with fright. Her legs were tense, the tendons and muscles rigid from the prospect of the beating.


    With an equable flick, the weapon slapped to Khara’s inner thigh where it issued a bright clap that made her kick the limb out into the air. Her balance was summarily lost and she swung on the noose before she could slam her foot back down and relieve the crimp at her throat. Painful cramps could be seen tightening her muscles, making the act of keeping this depreciating pose all the more strenuous.


    Another slash of the weapon applied another flushed arrow shape into her thigh. The impact caused her to jolt and slip her feet instinctively inward to shield the region and her soles were punished for the action. The uncomfortable stab into her feet made her cry out and move them back out. The woman sang in frustration and then in pain as another blow was applied.


    In swift succession Theresa continued the chastisement, applying the whip with broad strokes and hacking into tender inner thighs each and every time. Whenever the woman closed her legs to protect the savaged flesh, Theresa merely waited until she could no longer stand the dulled daggers shoving into her soles and when she spread her legs once more to expose herself, the whip instantly renewed its bilious affections.


    Every spasm and wriggle swung the pendulum clamps and let their porcupine weights poke her flesh and increase the tormenting of her hide.


    Theresa paused after a few dozen scathing strokes. The slave hung by her throat, her strength failing her, her breath becoming ever more difficult to draw against the effects of added constriction and flagging vitality.


    The stepping up of the butt plug in diameter brought her to new life. As the plug hissed and swelled, her head swung around and she shrieked out against the internal enemy that promised to rupture her should Theresa continue the inflation of the intruder.


    “Stop, Mistress Theresa, I’ll burst, oh for the sake of the Goddess, no more!” she howled. The forlorn words brought a cracked and wicked laugh from Theresa’s throat as she just mocked her plight.


    “You acknowledge another deity other than me? You worship another?” she purred, and added another spiteful swipe to increase the power of the woman’s ghastly cry.


    “It was a slip of the tongue, a figure of speech, I meant nothing by it, Mistress Theresa. I worship only you!” she bellowed, her face now a darkened hue of perseverance.


    Theresa pressed her bracelet and the bed of spikes dove back into their tunnels. The abused woman rapidly propped herself back up and drew in some deep breaths to aid her recovery. Beating back the lucid flames of her asphyxiation she bent her torso over to stop the clamps from bouncing their weights upon her.


    “I think you need to spend some time alone, to contemplate your fealty to me. Don’t you agree?” she offered.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she wheezed, almost automatically.


    “When have you another appointment?”


    “Tomorrow evening, Mistress Theresa.”


    “Well, until Setchak arrives, you can languish in confinement, slave,” she revealed.


    Theresa tapped at her commanding jewellery and caused a hatch in the wall to arise and reveal a small metal alcove.


    Moving over to the slave, Theresa removed the clip and sent it slithering back into the ceiling. The shackles were set free of the collar and the woman dropped to her knees. Respiring in ragged breaths, the adrenaline and endorphins of her ordeal were still thundering through her frame while she propped herself up on her hands.


    “Pull out the plug,” Theresa uttered.


    The woman quickly took hold of the flared base and pulled. Her face shrivelled up with strain as she dragged more and more sternly and the bloated intruder opened her rear more than she could bear. With a croak she let go and let it sink back in as her ability to extract it broke. The bulb was just too big for her to manage on her own.


    “Well if you cannot handle that task, then take off your attire. Everything save your restraints,” ordered Theresa and in readiness she removed a chastity belt from the cupboard.


    Khara swiftly hauled off the torn ensemble, ripping it over the shackles where it would not slide underneath. She stripped herself naked save for the steel bands at wrists, ankles, and throat and then patiently awaited Theresa’s next commandment.


    “Stand up.”


    The slave awkwardly clambered to her feet. She swayed unsteadily, her rear throbbing because of the infernal plug, especially because the hungry maw that was her anus was unable to spit it out.


    First, the metal band of the chastity belt was locked about her waist. Theresa drew it in tight and sealed it with a shove so that the crimp to her waist was hooked just over her hips. The crotch band was then lifted into place and a wide plug at the front touched Khara’s pussy before another forceful shove stuffed her with it and locked the strip in place. With the sculptured device jammed into her sex and the rear portion pressing firmly to her sphincter, she was denied any chance to ferret out the trapped plug.


    Theresa spun on her heels and jutted a hip out toward the slave.


    “Worship.”


    The woman gasped at the provocative action and dropped to her knees. She laid her hands to Theresa’s thighs with intense excitement and moved her lips in slowly so she might delight in every second of her reward. With hissing breaths, she started to slavishly apply devotion to Theresa’s bottom.


    Theresa’s eyes rolled as she felt the humble devotion being applied to her body. The woman’s libido would be inflamed by this act and it would make her sexual imprisonment all the more a burden for her. When she felt her slave force her features between her cheeks and quake with lust, she stepped away and turned around again.


    “Now get in.”


    She pointed to the small cavern and moved away to let the slave shuffle drearily in. Still riddled with desire, Khara climbed inside and folded herself into the tight ball the cell demanded.


    “Meditate well on your fate, slave,” she said, and with a touch caused the panel to slide back into place and seal Khara in irrevocable imprisonment.


    Theresa set the controls automatically and after activating the programme she left it running. The plug at woman’s loins would now buzz with intense vibrations, tickling her clitoris and pussy, extracting rapture and bringing her to the point of release. When the sensors discerned this point, it would cut off before applying the harsh electrical cascade of the collar. This mayhem would banish her pleasure and allow the belt to start its build toward bliss from the start. Dragged through constant extreme pleasure and pain, it would serve to confuse and disorientate the slave and thereby make her more malleable to Theresa’s wishes. The pain might make her regret her fate, but the pleasure and frustration would fill her mind with images of servicing Theresa.


    Listening momentarily to the silence in the wake of the woman’s incarceration, Theresa then strode back into the lounge. She intended to relax and enjoy her opulent surroundings to the full for a time.


    Exploiting her freedom, she showered and emerged from the jets of hot water into the arms of towels that were drawn over her sparkling pale flesh. While she was precisely attended, she looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair hung in coiled strands, little more than a ragged mess from its ill treatment during her captivity. The sides were still short, having grown back after the shearing when she had been assigned as a pony, and just looking at it made her shiver with long festering rancour.


    Theresa grabbed a trimmer and turned it on. The head wreathed itself in a soft glow and taking a firmer grip, she glared at her reflection with rigor before she began to shave away her locks with long deep strokes. The machine was precise and her hair dropped to the floor, the damp slivers forming into piles the more she removed. Finally, her head was stripped and she was left with a short carpet of stubble.


    With a smile, she took a seat and opened a cosmetic alcove with a touch from her command panel. It revealed two bound female slaves whose torsos emerged from the desk and kept them ready and able to attend their art.


    “Darken my eyes and lips. Accentuate my cheeks,” she said wistfully.


    Theresa looked at herself in the mirror and watched as they applied the near permanent shades with generous motions. She fondled their breasts as they worked, the alluring flesh having been conspicuously left on offer. Sometimes she tweaked a nipple or hauled at it, but the abuse never once interfered with their work. Tiring of trying to make them fail, eventually she just idly massaged and stroked the soft mounds.


    The actions ended and she checked the image they had created. Her eyes were now deep, brooding, and rimmed with red. Her eyebrows were emphasised and her cheeks were hollowed by a soft hue. Her lips were now stained with a deep bloody shade.


    Altered to her approval, she ate and watched the city as she did so, relaxing in full to the almost hypnotic shoals of traffic that flowed in the air and trundled on the many roads.


    Occasionally she whipped or used the implants on the other slaves, but most of her time was spent trying on various outfits and exploring the hidden realm of the High Theocrat’s private wing.


    For Theresa, the time passed quickly, although for the imprisoned alien female it would be a long and hideously difficult period to endure. Unlike most dominants on this world, Theresa knew precisely what it was like, and perhaps this was another aspect as to why she had been chosen. A Dregakk tyrant tired easily of their slaves, for they and their suffering was commonplace. Theresa’s rancour was fixated in one direction, and the recall of her earlier anguish would ensure it kept both her malice and her sadism loyal to Khara’s cause.


    As the city was bathed in the warm glow approaching midday, Theresa changed into new attire with a sense of expectancy in her thoughts.


    A set of vinyl leggings flowed from her waist, encasing her lower body and flowing seamlessly into knee high patent boots with the customary lofty heel. A hidden aperture at her loins would tend to her needs admirably, and was the only chink in the gleaming skin-tight folds of the garment. A long line bra of the same material was added with shoulder straps dotted with small black studs. Lastly, a set of tall opera gloves spilled along her arms toward her shoulders, the plastic skin turning each finger into a featureless midnight rod.


    She slipped on her command bracelets and closed a choker about her neck. She added a new mask, this one being a sculpted sheath that coated her head and rolled down her neck and toward her shoulders. Acute slits allowed her painted eyes to be seen, and an aperture at her mouth made the edges of her lips evident. From the bridge of her nose, spiny nodules emerged and they rose up over her head and grew in size, forming into spikes of solid latex and then into a cascade of trailing tentacles that fell to the small of her back. The thick mask hid her identity and denied access to her emotions or expressions, in effect defending her psyche against outside influences.


    Fully dressed, she went to the prisoner and opened the hatch to reveal the shivering woman. Her hours of ordeal had left her shaken and numbed.


    “Get out slave, unless of course you’re having fun and want to stay in there longer.”


    The words caused the slave to desperately shove her weary body and spill from the hole. She collapsed haphazardly onto the floor, crippled, weak, and exhausted.


    “Did you think well on your actions?”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she testified, her eyes squinting in the now dazzling light of the room. Even from beneath these lowered lids, Theresa could see her gaze flitting wildly about, seeking hints of what might be intended next in her education.


    To see another being behave thus reminded Theresa of why the Dregakk favoured hidden automated devices, for they kept the slave in suspense until the very last moment. Fear could be a crueller weapon than the most sanguinary bullwhip.


    “So what did you conclude?”


    “That you are my goddess, that I worship only you and want to be yours forever, Mistress Theresa. I love you, Mistress Theresa. More than anything.”


    “That is satisfactory,” she answered, and released the control for the butt plug. Theresa let it deflate slowly and brought gasps of relief from the woman’s parched throat. She rolled aside and clutched at Theresa’s boots as she moaned libidinously from process of anal clemency.


    Theresa unlocked the chastity belt and removed the device from the raw loins of the prisoner. The vibrating plug had stroked them so methodically for so long that the region was chafed and tender from the brutish and unending attention.


    “You may go and ready yourself for your duties, slave,” she permitted and led the woman from the chamber of her desired and petitioned sorrow.


    Sitting down, Theresa watched Khara humbly eat and wash the sweat from her skin, dress in her ceremonial garb and then come back to Theresa. She lowered onto her knees before her.


    “What do you want me to do, Mistress Theresa?”


    “When Setchak arrives, you are to have him drugged. It is that simple. Afterward, you may go and attend your paltry responsibilities and leave him to me.”


    “As you wish, Mistress Theresa,” she replied humbly, kissing the offered foot while remaining in her cowering position.


    “If you must, you may lick my leggings while we wait, slave.”


    “Oh thank you, Mistress Theresa,” she smiled, and began to apply her tongue to the vinyl hose as Theresa reclined.


    Khara slithered the wet flesh across the boots, then rolled it around the calves and knees, lapping at the taut fabric with intense devotion. Her warm breath applied a faint moisture before her saliva was then spread in its wake.


    A soft beeping emerged from the doorway to signal an entry request.


    “That will be him,” whispered Khara with clear irritation and an obvious degree of jealousy.


    The slave turned her head away from the polished leggings and stole a last lingering lap around Theresa’s inner thighs. Her sexual frustrations were becoming more and more apparent, facilitating her indoctrination. The fact that Theresa was going to expend hatred in torturing Setchak when she had expended so much time piquing Theresa’s loathing of herself would no doubt add to her frustrations. The woman wanted all of Theresa’s sadistic rancour heaped solely on her own physique.


    “I will await in the bedroom,” Theresa revealed and pushed Khara disdainfully away from her so she might rise.


    Theresa stood up and sauntered with regal majesty into the other room, leaving her slave to the assigned task.


    The door sealed and left her in an uneasy quiet. Theresa wondered what was occurring and eagerly hoped for success. The thought of having Setchak under her power was a marvellous idea. The groom had been tricked into thinking she lusted after him and had tortured her terribly, and now she would finally have her revenge. The things she had dreamed of doing to him, the pains she would inflict, the humiliation that she would extract from that handsomely crafted shell. She would see how pretty he was once she had hauled him kicking and screaming through a plethora of soul-shredding torments.


    With a hiss, the door slid aside and Khara was revealed. Her face was lowered in respect as Theresa lounged on the bed.


    “Well?”


    “It is done, Mistress Theresa.”


    Her face broke into a wide grin of shock, surprise, and wonder. Theresa leapt from the mattress, ran into the other room, and saw a sprawled form on the ground. He was clad in the tight black leggings, boots, and the loose shirt of a groom, so she grabbed his dark hair and hauled back, lifting the slack features of her enemy into view to confirm his identity.


    A cackling laugh broadcast her glee and she released his head, letting it land sharply on the carpet. Theresa arose with a jump, skipped over, and embraced Khara.


    “Oh my dear slave, you have done well,” she congratulated, and danced back across the room. She flopped into the chair he had been sitting in and lifted the glass from where he had dropped it. A pool of spilt fluid was now staining the floor next to it, so the glass had been almost full when it fell. The agent had worked very quickly and Theresa wondered if this potency corresponded to longevity.


    “How long will he be out for?”


    “Around one hour, Mistress Theresa.”


    The woman closed in and settled onto her knees beside her elated Mistress.


    “You may now attend your duties, slave,” she added.


    “I will be back as soon as I can, Mistress Theresa,” she promised, and in answer Theresa merely crossed her legs and presented her boot to the woman. She cupped it reverently in her grasp and placed kisses along the toe.


    “You may leave my presence, slave,” announced Theresa, and laid idly back while the woman scuttled away and proceeded out to the main door. The weighty portal drew aside, letting Khara step forward out of the domain where Theresa held total rule. The sound of armoured guards snapping to attention filtered in before being cut off as the vault sealed again.


    Putting a heeled boot to his back, Theresa looked down at the procumbent male. Her mind was dizzy with excitement and her stomach was aflutter.


    She reached down, grabbed his ankles, and hauled him along the floor and into the torture chamber. The act of moving him became considerably easier once his torso left the carpet and he skidded smoothly across the polished obsidian ground of the barren hall of agonies.


    With him safely confined in the stark chamber, she drew a blade from a hidden cabinet and with rough strokes, cut away his clothing to reveal his naked form to her. Theresa gathered up the sliced bundle, cast it aside, and rolled him onto his back.


    Her gaze wandered across his body and her every thought was filled with the deeds he had done to her and the misery she had been subjected to because of him.


    She took one of the punishment collars and locked it tightly about his neck to allow her to shock him at a mere touch. It was a reign upon his actions that she would gladly make use of at any opportunity, whether warranted or just to amuse her.


    Theresa stretched his limbs out into a wide spread-eagled pose and opened some restraints that were a foot or so away from his extremities. She reached out with the leather jaws to enclose his joints in their stern embrace. The chains affixed to them snaked back into the sunken pits that spawned them and with a touch to the controls she had them retreat back with a rattling grind, stealing all slack and stretching him between them. A gag was taken down and the thick plate was buckled to his face by heavy straps that traversed his head. A mechanised growl betrayed the filling of his mouth by a swollen and callously jaw-stretching balloon.


    With her imprisonment of the male completed, she continued with the preparation of her other torments. The degrading of her captive was a consideration that was strong in her thoughts and using the catalogue of prisoners, she summoned males at random, drawing them from their Stygian penitentiary and delivering them into her clutches. When they arrived, she hogtied them and then inverted them. This pose left them with their fronts facing the ceiling and their limbs folded behind them into a single bundle that she then affixed to rings in the floor so that it was their contorted limbs that held them up into arched bows.


    A line of six such captives was created, and once they were prepared, she sat back and leant against the wall, waiting with a hungry heart.


    Setchak began to move. He stirred from the drugged torpor and his mind became aware of the restraints as he arose to consciousness.


    With awareness approaching, Theresa moved in and applied a heavy dose of the accentuating drug to deny him refuge in unconsciousness. Then sitting aside his thighs, she grabbed his member in a rough grasp. This caused a spasm of discomfort to pass through his physique.


    Setchak opened his eyes and regarded what he no doubt assumed to be the High Theocrat. His look of shock grew as she began to crudely massage his shaft, causing him to swell in the grip and strain against his bonds. Murmurs of befuddlement and concern slipped through the gag and Theresa continued her coercing caress. Setchak swelled until he was stiff and proud within her pumping fist.


    Without delay, she guided him through the opening in her leggings and swallowed the length. The feel of him slipping into her was sweetened by the knowledge of what she was intending, and just how savagely it would ruin his psyche. The groom assumed this to be some mode of twisted game from the religious ruler, and although he was afraid, he was also being devoured by rapture as Theresa rode her abdomen back and forth in slow luscious grinds.


    The groom wrenched at his confines, trying to get free so he might hold the regal female that was making love to him, but Theresa had restrained him for a reason and it was time to unveil it.


    Having brought him within reach of climax, his lust was now a torrent through his mind that he could not deny. His cock was about to explode into her. She could distinctly feel it swelling and starting to twitch.


    Theresa clenched her pussy, took the hem of her mask, and removed it to reveal her features to her bound lover.


    “Remember me, Setchak? Theresa? The human you thought lusted after you? The one you trained as a pony. The one you staked out in the wilderness and left to be pecked and bitten by hordes of base creatures?” she growled with glee.


    With a cry of dismay he flung himself against his bonds and this made Theresa quiver as his cock churned within her from his fight to get away. Her position as a mere pony under his rule had left him with that caste in his mind, so now the act being perpetrated on him was a wanton deed of the most revolting bestiality. Setchak’s mind saw this as no different to copulating with an animal.


    The revulsion made Theresa laugh aloud. It was so wonderful to see such utter chagrin that she immediately climaxed.


    Bellowing from the luscious bliss, Theresa continued her ride as his libido refused to listen to his mind and allowed her to linger with self-indulgent gyrations.


    “Look at you revelling in this, you fool. Lying there under my power. Helpless. Oh, I shall make you suffer, Setchak, and then I will take your life after I have devoted it to my rule,” she purred and then slowed her rhythm as she felt him ejaculate into her. His abdomen convulsed as she teased him with slow shuffles that brought her to a second orgasm. Theresa roared with ecstasy as she stole her bliss. It was a joy to finally have intercourse on her terms, to take her pleasure selfishly at her own speed.


    “There, that wasn’t so bad was it?” she crooned while grabbing his chin and lifting his face to hers.


    “Today is judgement day for you, Setchak. You are at my mercy and I will make you pay for all the things you did to me, you ignorant oaf. You believed me infatuated with you? That was Pelakh’s plot, you moron. How could a race supposedly so superior be so benighted and dense?”


    Lifting herself from him, his wilting member poured from her tracts. She stepped astride his chest so that she towered over the supine groom.


    Theresa glanced down, lifted her boot, and nudged his erection with the toe. A broad grin broke across her features.


    “I think I shall save this for later,” she decreed, and removed cord from a shelf with a whiplash snap. She proceeded to tie the middle around the base of his genitals and tightened the coils with a severe yank to constrict them terribly and cause a jerk to leap through his frame. Muted hollers flowed against the gag.


    “Be still, slave,” she murmured and flicked the chains back a few links. Setchak wailed into his gag as he was inexorably drawn between them. His limbs rippled as they were brought close to the point of dislocation, his ligaments and joints churning with blatant mayhem.


    Unable to move in the slightest degree on this stringent rack, he could do nothing as Theresa looped the cord around and repeatedly captured the base of his testicles. She caused them to bulge, and swell even more when a line bisected them, dividing them and keeping them in a terrible strangling grip. With forceful disdain she laced up the shaft, squeezing in, making the flesh darken from the strangulation. After heading back down, she tied the cord off and left him sealed within a garrotting plexus that had his cries seeping through the gag as pitiful mews.


    “Afraid your lust might withdraw? Well, I will warm that cock up for you,” she declared smugly.


    Theresa collected a fat blue candle and touched a flame to the wick. Once it had gathered a swell of molten liquid, she let it loiter over his sex as he wailed and wriggled, his penis now a helpless target.


    “Ready for this?” she offered as she started to tilt the candle.


    Setchak threw his head from side to side and bellowed against the gag.


    “Yes? You want me to pour wax on your cock? You’re sure?”


    More roars battled the swollen oral bladder.


    “Here we go then.”


    A gentle tilt brought a cry of denial from the gag and the first cascade splashed onto his shaft, spattering both the cord and the flushed skin beneath it. Setchak squealed like an animal, his inhuman signal growing as she lowered the candle to punish him more effectively.


    Petrified splashes were soon decorating every portion of him and after lifting the victimised shaft back, she exposed his testicles and applied similar castigation to his balls and the underside of his member.


    Theresa employed the searing fluids without reservation and delighted in his sounds of his suffering. A few additions to his inner thighs had the muscles flicking in bursts as they tried to throw off the scorching drips before they could impart their full fulgent heat, but he was powerless to intervene. The feeling of impotence was obviously more of a bane to him than the wax.


    “How many times did you whip me, Setchak? I cannot even remember it was so many. I wonder if you have any idea how the scourge feels? Did you apply it with such relish all this time without even knowing what it was you were doing? Well I shall show you, slave, I shall show you what you have energetically found so amusing.”


    She snatched a weapon from the wall and wandered back to him. The head of the slim stalk was a small paddle that beat dull tones at the air when she slashed it with some broad arcs of preparation.


    Before employing the weapon, she attached a pair of stern clamps to his nipples. Theresa tugged at the toothed apparatus to ensure they were firmly in place and drew herself to his features so she might continue to scrutinise them in detail as she spoke.


    “First I shall tenderise that virgin hide a little, and then we shall begin in earnest,” she promised and with an overhead hack, she applied the rounded head to his thigh.


    Theresa continued the assault and laid down her strokes with meticulous accuracy. She coated his legs, his soles, and his belly, and watched the skin adopt a rosy hue that was all too willing to accept the kiss of a more barbaric instrument.


    Setting aside the paddle, Theresa instead drew a lengthy crop. The black shaft was thin and toughened with a slender leather hoop at the tip. The ferocious riding implement was one that would inflict the most diabolic harm.


    With a hiss of exertion she brought it into his thigh. The weapon immediately left a scowling bruise in its wake.


    Theresa remorselessly continued to beat him with all her might, her rancour thundering in her heart and the glorious feeling of retribution becoming an ecstatic cloud in her soul. The paddle had left the skin tender, and the drug had vastly bloated the effects of the crop so Theresa happily used it on every portion that she had primed with the previous weapon. The angry welts were deep and potent because of the monstrous venom she applied, but it was the impacts on his bare soles that sent him into wailing tempests of harrowing. Soon, his gag was barely able to subdue these woe-drenched signals of distress.


    With his skin vibrantly marked by her revenge, Theresa set the weapon aside and gathered a cleansing solution. She sprinkled it on his welts and his loins and the addition caused the hapless groom to squeal and shudder in his bondage. The chemical savaged the tender skin of his groin and the abused skin of his feet equally reviled the cleansing agent’s company.


    Tears were flowing from his bleared eyes and the ordeal was no doubt cracking his mind with its rigors. He was a born and bred sadist. The loss of control and the infliction of pain on him were things he had no concept of how to endure. Such cruelties were reserved for the lower species, and now a female that he had personally trained as a filly was torturing him. It was a contradiction that was raping his soul.


    “Would you like to perform with some other beasts, slave?” she announced coldly while placing the whip back amongst its forsaken and less virulent brethren.


    There was no answer. The groom was lost to his own inner turmoil.


    “I asked a question, you piece of filth!” she snapped and promptly animated his collar. It spat angry charges of energy into his body and forced him to vibrate wildly, his whole body twitching and being torn by the electrical reminder of her power over him.


    “I asked a question?” she warned, keeping her finger poised to repeat the lesson.


    Setchak shook his head weakly, his skull just flopping from side to side. His body was drained by its futile battle against the unforgiving restraints but he could not pass out.


    “Wrong answer, try again,” she beamed, and brought brilliant and lucid life back to the machine. The groom’s squeal seeped out as he convulsed and his torso bounced upon the ground. His constrained member flapped wildly to and fro, a shade of rigidity still being maintained by the cords. Flakes of the wax broke and fell away.


    This time he nodded slightly when she granted respite from the collar. Theresa reached in and with a patronising motion she patted his head.


    “Good boy. See? That was not such a hard choice to make was it? And because you performed so well under the lash, I shall give you the reward you seek.”


    Tapping out a code on the bracelet, she caused a wheeled trolley to be lifted from the ground. The padded top was armed with restraints for Setchak but first she would need to subdue him properly in order to effect the transfer.


    Theresa applied another dose of electrical venom and let the charge extend onward to destroy his vitality. By stripping him of all energy and leaving him a drained, fainéant husk she could now manipulate him more easily once his bonds were removed.


    She opened the leather bands at his joints, hauled him up, then dropped him face down onto the small cart so that his torso ran the padded length. His abdomen and legs were draped over one end and his head hung loosely over the other.


    Three broad leather straps reached over his back and were fastened into place with all the strength she could muster. His arms were then dragged down the sides of the trolley and buckles along the front legs of the frame captured them at wrist, elbow, and shoulder. This left his fingertips able to graze the floor if he stretched them out but left them unable to interfere with her intentions more than this.


    Theresa lifted his legs, straightened them down the rear struts of the trolley, and applied the restraints to mid thigh and just above the knee before bending the calves up and adding the belts that pressed in above his ankles to push his heels into his rear. The last buckles fully sealed him onto the portable mounting and she gave him a spry spank to announce her jubilation.


    “Wonderful. How cute you look,” she mused and then flicked his strangled cock. “But, oh dear. Is this hurting? Well, maybe I should remove it for you.”


    Theresa began to swiftly unlace the squeezing mesh of cord. His cries were accompanied by wild throes as the painful rush of returning sensation stampeded into the bruised and burned organ, making the groom howl aloud into his gag.


    The last of the length came away, leaving his manhood a contused striped manifestation of flaccidity. His despairing sobs were a sound that had Theresa rejoicing.


    She took an electro-stimulation machine from the walls and slid it onto the bottom shelf within the trolley. Theresa switched it on and the small box hummed malevolently as it built to full power and charged its batteries with a store of excess energy.


    Removing the pencil-like metal rod from a slot at the side, she held up the rounded tip and straightened the twin wires that emerged from the other end and which snaked back in coiling waves to the machine.


    Theresa grabbed his cock, put the smoothed point to the tip, and threaded it down his urethra. The groom shook wildly and squawked upon the gag. Even this initial violation was a process that was sending him into virtual delirium.


    Threading it fully down the shaft, she clipped the exposed base to the edge of the trolley and left him penetrated by the metal pole. His abdomen shuddered in fits as he struggled to get off the trolley and escape Theresa’s cruelties.


    The next stage of her plan was to don a strap-on dildo. Theresa selected a heavy, monstrous example that flicked out banks of blunt rubber studs. She tied the terrible mockery of a male sex to her belly and slotted the nodule-encrusted base into the aperture of her leggings. Theresa then readied to extract her own bliss from his pain.


    She strode passed him to show off her new artificial anatomy and to marvel at his terrified gaze. The tears fell freely and fevered perspiration was now soaking his imprisoned body.


    “You will take each of these males in your mouth, and once you have gulped down everything they have to give you, then you will be released. If you choose not to suck theirs, I will fry yours, slave’ she threatened angrily, and after unbuckling the gag, she wandered back around behind him.


    “Slave! Stop this! Stop now and I will not have you killed for this!” he roared after spitting the swollen rubber orb from his lips.


    Theresa sighed and with a gentle shove she steered his features toward the first presented sex.


    “No! How dare you d—’ he began, his words becoming a keening holler when Theresa set the machine running. The device pumped a powerful burst into his shaft, electrifying his cock with a searing internal current.


    “I did not tell you to talk. I gave you a task to perform, slave. Now get on with it,” she stated, and added a further brief jolt of encouragement.


    “Never, I’ll r—’ he ranted. The sentence leapt into a squeal as the crackle of the machine’s singular discharge loitered in the background.


    “You had best get to it, slave,” she declared, and lifted her new physique to his presented buttocks. After aiming to his orifice, she rested the large tip on the opening.


    “For the sake of the Goddess, someone help m—’ he howled and his yells for help ended in a piercing cry of punished suffering.


    “No one can hear you in here, you fool. There is only me and the acts I wish you to perform. Now obey me, Setchak, or you will suffer.”


    The crackling spit of the machine poured through the cables and tortured his cock once more, making the groom squeal. As she broke off the attack and his orifice went slack, Theresa just thrust into him. She sheathed herself deep in one movement and he threw his head back and launched a scream of utter degraded pain. The feel of the huge rod pounding into him with her drives and the studs pawing at his tracts with their pliant tips caused the groom to fly into rabid paroxysms. His senses were reeling from the violation.


    “Perform!” she spat while pounding her hips to his rear. The burning stab of the weapon was joined by another jolt of the machine’s efficient abuse.


    Setchak threw open his lips, closed his eyes, and gobbled up the slack penis. His tolerance for abuse was pathetically weak and rather than endure more, he started to apply suction and comply. With revolted horror he conducted the required fellatio, hauling at the cock with frantic movements, trying to get it over with as quickly as possible. The task was hampered when he was paused because of a particularly virulent stab of Theresa’s gargantuan sex. Her drives made him gurgle and whimper on the fleshy gag that was filling his mouth.


    “Come on, faster,” she ordered. “Suck that human’s cock like you mean it!”


    Theresa churned her weapon in him and her circling hips made Setchak shriek and accelerate rapidly. Her pussy was reverberating with delight from the pleasing caress and Theresa moaned with rhapsody as the soft nodules continued to rub against her pussy.


    Theresa chuckled to herself when she saw the slave stiffen under Setchak’s attentions. The sudden spurt of semen into his mouth caused the groom to quiver in nausea and fight the leather straps all the more fervently.


    “Swallow it!” roared Theresa.


    She stabbed deep and punished his rear with mordant drills of the dildo.


    “Swallow it or I will split you in two!” she growled, determined to make him obey her.


    The soft gulp as he yielded to her made Theresa close her eyes and grin with victory. The success was immensely gratifying and she arched her hips upward and then back to savour some long slow rubs of the nodules. They almost brought her to climax.


    Intending to draw out her pleasures, Theresa stayed sheathed within him, pulled back, and slotted him onto the next. Her bliss abated while she moved him and so she started to ravish him once more as the groom continued to orally serve each of the bound males.


    Each of them deposited their cargo of semen into his mouth for him to devour and Theresa forced the captive into licking each of them dry before she moved him on. All the while her dildo served her with ecstasy during the brutalising marathon of sodomy and fellatio. Theresa climaxed three times, but such was her absolute joy in Setchak’s ordeal that she just let herself calm for a moment and then continued onward with her thrusting abuses.


    The last human was drained and after she came for the fourth time, she slid her length from him. Theresa removed the harsh phallus and drew the groom back from the line of attended male slaves. With a touch she set both collar and machine ablaze with mordant fires. The devices poured their brutal gifts into him and Setchak shrieked, his body unable to drop into a full faint because of the accentuating chemical.


    Deserted in the harsh light of awareness he was unable to avoid any hint of the torture and Theresa stripped him of all vigour. By plundering his reserves and leaving him an indolent wreck, she could then restrain him again in a new configuration and be assured of no renitence.


    Theresa opened the belts that held him immobile and slid the shaft free of his cock. She let him flop onto the floor where he shivered with cramps and chills from his trials.


    Calling down another of the steel cables, she selected a wide leg spreader with dense fetters already incorporated on either end. She buckled the heavy restraints to each of the groom’s ankles, locked the fetters into place, and then fixed the cable to the centre of the pole. With his legs presented in a most rigorous split, Theresa then applied manacles. She sealed the cuffs and after summoning a ring from the floor she locked the cuffs to it via a short chain with a clip at either end. She snapped one end to the ring, threaded the other through both “D’ rings on his cuffs, and then snapped it back to the ring, thereby leaving both clips well out of reach when he was properly installed. Finally she forced a large ball gag into his maw and buckled it about his head.


    With a flick to the “retract’ command, she had the cable disappear into the ceiling and quickly drag him into the air. Setchak was stretched between the two anchors and the ripples that ran through him as he was brought to full tension made her tremble with satisfaction. A long deep groan rumbled in his throat when she stole another minute measure and stretched him a little tighter.


    From the armaments already on display she withdrew a fat and lengthy candle. Theresa took the waxen pole like a truncheon and forced it into his rear with rough shoves. The groom choked and moaned in his pain.


    When she let go, the heavy burden held itself within him, pushing to the turns of his insides. His weary muscles were unable to defeat the weight and force it out, leaving a full foot of wax springing up from his sphincter. After applying flame, she stepped back and admired her handiwork.


    The gathering pool of wax was readying to be dislodged with any movement, especially when he tried to regurgitate the candle. The wick slowly devoured the length and waxen trickles scorched him as they fell onto his inverted frame. Sometimes they drooled down the sides and ran onto his sphincter, and other times, droplets tumbled from the lip and landed on his dangling inner thighs.


    “I will leave you to your fate for a while, dear Setchak, and when I return, we shall continue with your punishment because there is so much more to come,” she said and gave him a malevolent wink.


    Theresa left the room and deserted her enemy to another chapter in the long vengeance she had been planning. As satisfying as it had been to torment him, Theresa was concerned that she had enjoyed the acts rather than the subject. When she was abusing him, she had rarely recalled what he had done to her, and instead had thrilled in the deeds themselves. Her old hatreds were fading and were being replaced by a love of pure sadism. She had delighted in torturing Setchak because of the torture, not because he had been someone who had abused her terribly.


    Theresa brushed such thoughts aside. When she emerged into the living room, she found Khara already waiting. She was still in her ceremonial garb and was on her knees by the door. The torture chamber sealed behind her and Theresa wandered over to her willing servile.


    “Why are you still in those clothes?” she asked gruffly.


    “I have another task to attend, Mistress Theresa. I have something I have to look in on and I came back to inform you that I had this extra item to resolve on my agenda before I am once more free to submit,” she replied softly.


    “And you’re going without me?”


    “But Mistress Theresa, I cannot reveal our roles to anyone outside these walls. We would both be in grave peril should our secret be discovered.”


    “I have been in these quarters for too long. I want to take a walk outside. So, I will dress appropriately and remain on a lead, and we shall pretend that we are still in a normal situation for the sake of your followers,” she decreed.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” answered the woman, and retained her position as Theresa stripped off all her clothes save her heeled boots. She buckled a collar and leash around her neck and a secret smile revealed a certain enjoyment of this subterfuge.


    “There. Now we can go,” she added, and handed the lead to Khara while still standing over the lowered woman. Her nakedness still failed to reduce her aura of dominance before the subdued female who accepted the leather loop, kissed Theresa’s boots, and then led her away.


    Theresa was drawn in her slave’s wake and Khara’s change from submission was a perfectly worn façade. Theresa was content to retain this pose and just watch carefully as the secret of their true roles remained hidden from everyone. The possession of this secret soothed her greatly.


    The sight of the Holy Order bowing and showing awe at the passing of this grand religious icon made her swell with inner zest, knowing that the person they held in such high regard was in actuality a fawning slave at the heels of a mere human.


    They entered a lift and the doors sealed shut, leaving them in silence as a swift descent began. A counter flicked off symbols that revealed the various stories and other information on what lay there.


    “Kiss my heels, slave,” hissed Theresa and slapped the leash from the woman’s grasp.


    Khara complied instantly. The danger of discovery was probably a radical incentive to obey as well as a nefarious titillation for the woman.


    She dropped onto her knees, screwed up into a ball, and cupped a hand behind the back of Theresa’s calves. Passionate kisses dotted the toes, and long licks ran up the heel.


    “Sit up in front of me.”


    The woman shuffled around and knelt demurely with her eyes gazing up with adoration at Theresa.


    “Look at my pussy.”


    The gaze snapped forward and the woman gave a lecherous quiver and her hands tightened to her thighs.


    “Would you like to service me, slave?”


    “Oh yes! Yes! Please, Mistress Theresa,” she stammered eagerly.


    “Maybe later. If you’re good. For now you may have one lick. Just one. All the way along.”


    The woman moved closer as Theresa moved her feet out. Khara’s eyes fluttered shut and her tongue sneaked out to place its tip to her reward. The organ gently cruised upward between Theresa’s lips and then skipped from her clit.


    “Mmmm, not bad,” she purred.


    The woman moved in to continue the adoration but Theresa clapped a hand to her forehead and held her off.


    “No! Bad, slave,” she admonished, and her other hand delivered some light spanks to the woman’s cheeks.


    There was a merry chime and the lift started to slow.


    “Up, slave.”


    Khara leapt up and grabbed the leather loop of the leash as Theresa held it out for her with wicked elation painted all across her visage.


    “Thank you, Mistress Theresa,” she gasped and took hold of the lead while licking her lips to savour the tang of her owner.


    The portal slid aside and revealed a small hall that was replete with tensed warriors. The fully armoured troops were carrying large firearms with a circular cluster of several barrels. They also wore heavy swords across their backs and the amassed forces snapped to attention and raised a fist into the air in salute of Khara as she entered.


    A reinforced door offered itself directly before them. The massive defence clanked open and glided slowly into the wall. As the three-yard thick barrier shifted aside, it gradually unveiled a massive chamber beyond it.


    They strolled in together and Theresa found that the hall was some manner of laboratory. Dregakk in flowing gowns tended strange sculpted apparatus, the machines seeming as though they had been crafted from living flesh.


    Dark stone slabs bore grey-skinned creatures with black oval eyes. The skeletal forms were being meticulously dissected and examined by teams of Dregakk scientists. Living specimens were held in isolation booths set in the wall or were strapped down onto operating tables. The surgeons were continuing their tests on the living prisoners with equal indifference and the high pitched keening wails of their subjects was a sound that failed to affect or delay their inquisitive procedures.


    Khara approached a supervising surgeon who was busily scrutinising slides under an elaborate microscope. The priestess drew his immediate attention with her presence.


    “What results have you had?” she asked as he bowed down before her.


    “The alien life forms are massively weaker, physically speaking, but the secret of their manipulation of genetic sequences and organic material is elusive.”


    “How have the organic experiments fared?”


    “Not well. I can show you if you wish?”


    Khara nodded and followed as he led them to a side passage that branched off from the primary hall of experimentation. This darker corridor was lined with cells and thick glass panels allowed views of the monstrous occupants.


    The beings within were scarcely recognisable. The bodies were warped and mutated. Tentacles and misshapen growths exploded across every inch, rendering them little more than malformed pulsating mounds of meat. The varicose veins meandering on their skin pulsed softly as drool and slime emanated from their contorted blubbery flesh.


    “The species from Terra have proven the most susceptible to organic reconstruction by the alien bio engines, but as of yet we are still trying to control the process.”


    “And these are your results? These pathetic cripples!”


    “It is a difficult procedure. The slightest error in cell replication causes catastrophic cascade mutations. As you can see from these subjects.”


    “That is not good enough. Do better!”


    “But, it—’


    “Do not give me excuses when I want results! Where is your first assistant?”


    The surgeon turned and called over a monitoring male. The surgeon ran over with haste, the sounds of Khara’s anger being evident and feared by them all.


    Khara’s hand flashed out and snatched a heavy rod that had an array of crystal devices wedged atop it. She brought it round in a savage arc and the weighty pipe connected with the back of the man’s neck amidst a deep crunch. The surgeon collapsed to the floor, stunned by the blow.


    “You are in charge of the research now and I demand results,” testified Khara.


    She clapped a hand to a door control and opened one of the cells. With surprisingly little effort, she lifted the concussed surgeon and then hurled him into the room.


    As the door shut automatically, agonised squalls started to pour out before the sealing of the portal cut them off. Through the window, Theresa could see him vanishing beneath a mound of squirming meat. The bulbous sac ripped at the doctor with jagged tongues and misshapen teeth, tearing him slowly apart as he screamed and begged for his life. A spray of crimson splashed across the glass and flecks spattered the walls as he was opened by the sanguinary attention.


    “Ensure the progress is more noticeable by the time I return. The fate of the Theocracy hangs on your results, as does the immediate continuation of your life,” she added, and with Theresa in tow, she left the corridor and the mortified, newly promoted assistant.


    Theresa cast glances along the various pens and looked upon the aberrations in a new light now that she knew that they were formerly her fellow humans. Now she could see the faint glimmer of intelligence in their eyes. The knowledge that they were still sentient and trapped in a prison that was formerly their own body was frightening. They could barely move themselves. Their degenerate flesh was just too distorted to grant them mobility.


    It was a fate that made her shudder to see, but similarly she had discovered that the Dregakk had been confronted by a new force, one whose technology in the use of living beings eclipsed their own. The Dregakk enslaved the organism as a whole and trained it to do their bidding, whereas this new species seemed to enslave the very cells and DNA to create what they needed.


    Were the Dregakk at war with them? Was the battle going badly for the sadistic race? What would happen should they lose? The questions rolled within her mind because the defeat of the aliens was a prospect that held uncertain possibilities. For the first time since her capture, her road was clearly marked and under her own control. Such a galactic change could affect it greatly, and reduce her once more to the uncertainty of slavery.


    When they were heading out of the lab, Theresa spotted Pelakh moving through the corridors. The girl looked at her with alarm, shocked by the sight of her most favoured torture subject languishing under Khara's personal ownership. The youth maintained the glance for a few seconds, squinted to verify that she was seeing the sight accurately and then moved on, leaving Theresa with a new set of unknown answers to find.


    Perhaps Pelakh was shocked at still seeing her alive after such a duration with Khara, or was annoyed at having lost access. Maybe she was jealous. Either way the girl was no longer her concern.


    Although the old fright at seeing her flared instinctively, she breathed easily and ignored it, secure in her position and safe. At last, she was free of the Dregakk cruelty, and once she had trained Khara to obey and adore her, then she would have power over them all. Her vengeance on Setchak awaited, and in her mind lurked the possibility that she could gain the most succulent revenge of all, that of capturing Pelakh and repaying her for her abuses. Cuddling the morsel in her mind, she kept it close, the prospect being one that sent shivers down her spine as they returned to Khara’s quarters.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Nine


    


    


    Eldral’s thoughts flowed out like pages from a book that had been torn apart and cast into the air. The coldness of his mind was now filled with flows of data and the unity of his forces allowed them to converse and plot at a speed no mortal could even conceive of. Language was obsolete. Their ideas were born and created at the speed of their thoughts, and their willing arms were placed throughout every portion of the underground realm to let them step up their designs and create and rebuild.


    In the long years that separated them from this technology, the Dregakk had advanced considerably. When this machinery was last in use it would have been so far beyond the current level of the era that it must have seemed almost supernatural. Even now the devices they had found here could still be regarded as cutting edge, despite the passing of thousands of years.


    For the original practitioners, the temptation must have been phenomenal to wholly devote oneself to such pursuits. Eldral could understand their reluctance to recant these ways, as well as appreciate the fear such unbridled power must have caused in those not connected to and able to understand it. This power was beyond the individual, only the hive mind could embrace it.


    When his forces finished their advances and then defeated the foe, they to would have to face such a choice—to stay and accept their new life of technological evolution, or give it all up and return to the limits of the flesh and the spirituality of sadism.


    With the new advances of the Dregakk in the last centuries they were pushing forward the boundaries once more, leaping down paths that would have taken decades to even contemplate. Truly this power was immense and with it, nothing could stand in their way.


    Eldral still knew who he was. His identity had not been lost and he still bore a love of all the ways his people cherished, but now he could add the beauty of this harsh and uncompromising logic to this philosophy. The doctrine of the machine had been borne anew and with it, they would change the face of the Theocracy and then the universe.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Ten


    


    


    Theresa entered the torture chamber with a naked Theocrat crawling on hands and knees behind her. The punishment collar and sturdy cuffs had all been restored to her body to again mark her as property.


    Theresa strode on leather thigh boots that slid over fishnet stockings whose rear seam had been diligently straightened to perfection by her adoring slave. Her tight leather shorts were high cut at the thigh and rose almost to her navel. They also had suspenders at front and rear that travelled over her thighs and clasped the hose. A slim bra of polished hide embraced her breasts and sculpted a generous and alluring cleavage for the eyes of her possession. Opera gloves of the same dark skin poured up her arms and a slender matching choker encircled her throat.


    She paced around the inverted and gurgling form of Setchak and rose onto tiptoe to take a peek at the location of the candle flame. It was getting near to his orifice and a rather uncomfortable level of heat no doubt accompanied the amber glow that stained his inner thighs. Frozen trails of wax streaked along his belly and back, revealing his struggles and the inevitable consequence of wobbling the candle.


    Currently he was fervently trying to stay as still as possible and Theresa could see a massive well of wax that was ready to escape with even a minor quiver.


    “Nice cock. Mind if I play with it?” she mused and rather than wait for him to fail, she grabbed his member and started to masturbate him with energetic pounds of her fist. The attack started to set wax free and despite the pain he could not resist her attention. Against his will he began to stiffen in her leather-clad fist. She increased the brutality of her movements and Setchak squawked when the reservoir of wax escaped as a long stream that ran down his back and dripped from his shoulder.


    “Come on, slave. Let’s see you finish,” she announced as she made him sway with her stern manipulation.


    She paused for a moment and looked over her shoulder at the kneeling form of Khara.


    “Well?”


    “Wh…what, Mistress Theresa?”


    “Worship my bottom while I do this, you stupid slut!” she growled as though this had been obvious from the start and it was vexing to have to remind Khara of her duty.


    The woman scampered over and nuzzled into the cleft of her rear before she started to lick and kiss the leather with fetishistic relish. Libidinous hands cupped her cheeks and caressed her thighs as she stood with legs slightly apart. Theresa’s head lolled aside at the feel of the supplicant’s attention and she returned to her previous abuses.


    Setchak’s climax was not a pleasant thing because it sent every drop of wax trundling down his body and onto bare untouched skin. His semen flicked from his cock and spattered the floor but Theresa kept going to turn his pleasure into an ordeal.


    Theresa stalled her ministrations for a moment and focused on the adoration of her rear. When she saw him beginning to wilt, she grabbed him and started all over again. It took a little longer to get him hard but Theresa was intent on milking him numerous times and wasn’t going to stop until she had.


    Khara’s worship continued through six more chapters of enforced masturbation, each one taking longer to gain its result while producing smaller quantities each time.


    Theresa let go and arched her back so she could hold the woman’s head and pull it deeper into her rear. The pressure stopped her breath and the woman willingly endured playful suffocation while her tongue pressed to the leather and savoured her defeat and deprivation. Theresa folded her arms before her chest and felt Khara return to her previous worship with panting breaths that were distinct against Theresa’s thighs through the fishnet.


    She looked over the anguish-riddled form of Setchak and tried to feel something other than enjoyment in inflicting pain. There was nothing. No hatred, not even resentment. The Dregakk had cultivated her masochism, but in the blink of an eye and a reversal of roles, that budding vice had been inverted into sadism.


    Setchak was nothing to her, a mere puppet. Maybe torturing Pelakh would be more stimulating, but she was getting little additional joy from this individual. She decided to concentrate on making Khara adore her, and chose to take some pleasure of her own while she was at it.


    “You’ve had the appetiser, slave, now it’s time for dinner.”


    Theresa stepped forward, pirouetted on her heels, and made for the door. Setchak let out a muted wail as he was doomed to suspension and the continuing heat of the ever-diminishing candle. His flushed and sore length bobbed and wiggled with his minute struggles, but she was bored and deserted him without another thought.


    Theresa pulled down her shorts and stepped from them before flopping into an armchair and setting her legs wide.


    “Here, slave. Come close, and watch.”


    The woman darted over and leaned in to catch the aroma of her owner’s arousal. Theresa could feel her anxious pants against her pussy and thighs and they made her feel even more self-indulgent.


    “You may touch yourself, but you may not come,” she commanded.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she gasped.


    The moist sound of Khara teasing her own sex was joined by a similar sound when Theresa grabbed a food tube and began to draw the pliant length through her lips and to tickle her clit with the end. She activated the mechanism and set it running at a slow dribble. The feel of cool nutrient sludge being pumped onto her pussy turned her moan into a long gasp.


    “Eat,” was her simple command.


    Khara buried her face between Theresa’s thighs and, while she toyed with her pussy, she lapped and sucked at Theresa’s. The goo had a terrible tang that made her recoil, but the hints of the taste of her Mistress through it were too intoxicating for her to resist and so Theresa watched her persevere and while the woman ate, licked, swallowed, and sucked, she trembled with ecstasy.


    Mumbled moans and lecherous gasps arose from between her thighs and she felt the woman ease her masturbation as she started to voyage toward orgasm.


    “I didn’t tell you to slow down, slave. Take yourself to the very brink and then stop. Show me how devoted you are by depriving yourself at the last second.”


    The woman gave a minor throe as though she had been struck, but as she slid her tongue deep and thrashed it in circles, her rate accelerated again. Theresa watched her back arch when imminent release seemed to tighten her anatomy. Her breaths hastened and her tongue became frenzied in its attempts to please.


    The woman gave a cry that she smothered with Theresa’s pussy and slapped her hands to the ground. Her body convulsed and swayed as her thighs locked together and she jiggled on the spot, fighting temptation as she hung on the very precipice of orgasmic detonation. Her tongue became berserk against Theresa’s clit and cast her into rhapsody with such might that her fingers clawed into the living chair while she shrieked with rhapsody.


    As Khara’s diligence continued, Theresa ground her teeth and applied all her willpower into enduring the ferocious joy. The woman applied every oral trick she could and towed Theresa through a prolonged and exhaustive orgasm.


    “Enough!” she barked and pushed the woman’s head back. Khara dropped onto her rear and sat there with arms trembling, breath racing, and eyes charged with lascivious need.


    Theresa remained where she was for a time to recover her composure. Finally, with a sated purr in her voice she straightened and closed her thighs.


    “Would you like to come, slave?” she asked coyly.


    “Oh yes, Mistress Theresa.”


    “I’m sure you would. But seeing you frustrated pleases me. So what are we to do?”


    “I…I will fetch a chastity belt, Mistress Theresa. I’ll…I’ll lock myself away so you can watch me suffer as I endure denial for your amusement,” she stammered. Her submission to Theresa yearned for this abuse, even though her body was screaming for relief.


    “That would indeed please me. Do it, slave.”


    Torn with doubt but resolute in her obedience, Khara arose and went to a cabinet from which she retrieved a steel chastity device.


    “Install yourself, slave.”


    With trembling fingers, Khara opened the waistband and revealed the latex lining that would help keep it tightly pressed to her skin. The hinge on her right hip yawned wide and the locking mechanism on her left hip closed together. The barbed tongue of the lock entered the poised slot and with a click was irretrievably captured. The belt now cinched her waist a little and from the small of her back hung another hinged semi-circle. This also had a latex lined interior along with a padded conical plug that was destined for her pussy. Another notched tongue emerged from this hoop and was poised to enter the underside of the waistband. Khara drew it up and under her and readied to yank it into place and lock away all hope of sexual relief.


    “Wait, slave.”


    Theresa stretched her legs forward and with one heel on the ground she rested the other foot on her toe, stacking them so that a pointed leather toe was now jutting up between Khara’s legs.


    “Pleasure yourself on my boot.”


    Khara stretched her thighs apart and lowered her hindquarters until her pussy grazed the triangular summit. She gave a stifled mew as her ravenous loins responded to the first touch. The feel of her Mistress’s boot between her thighs was clearly no small treat and with swirls of her hips she ground herself against it with eyes half closed and locked to the curves of Theresa’s lounging form.


    “Oh…oh…mistress!…I…’ she barked as her body started to spasm and her motions became more haphazard.


    Theresa tugged her feet back under her, dropped onto her knees, grabbed the loitering portion of the belt, and immediately threw it up into place. Khara arched back with a scream as the plug slammed to her loins and offered the final touch that started her into the folds of delirious release. However, the spongy device stopped any more stimulation and deserted her in a semi-orgasmic state from which there was no way to continue onward. She collapsed onto her side and with a loud slap her legs snapped shut.


    Khara jerked and gnashed her teeth. Tears slipped from her eyes and her hands clutched at the crotch plate, half out of support, half out of some foolish desire to try and remove it.


    Theresa stood up and studied the woman as she suffered terribly when her orgasm started to slip away. Every twitch caused a minute stimulation that slowed her retreat but could offer no means of ascent.


    Theresa was agog at the delightful sight and studied Khara’s travail for a few minutes until she had calmed down. The experience solidified her intent, but first she had to secure her possession. She may have lacked the power to indulge herself, but leaving her free of impediment was not to Theresa’s taste.


    She called down a set of padded leather cuffs from the ceiling, applied them to Khara’s wrists, and hoisted her into the air. She stepped in and started to fondle the woman’s breasts. She brushed and squeezed nipples and reached round to caress her rear and roll her fingers up and down the dangling woman’s back. Khara mewed pitifully. She loved the attention, but it was arousing and she could nothing to counter her inflamed libido.


    With a cruel chuckle, Theresa promptly forsook the hanging form.


    Once in the torture chamber, she blew out the candle and called forth the items she needed to finalise her condemnation of the groom.


    First, she shaved him bald. Next, a stern metal hood was locked into place around his head and by exploiting her absolute authority of the security net, she decreed that only Khara could command it to open. The hood clasped his skull and filled his maw with a jaw straining inflatable gag. The two bladders existed on either side of a feeding tube and as she inflated them to their full capacity, he jerked and gurgled as his mouth was forced against the unrelenting barriers of the hood and his cheeks doomed to cruelly contained inflation.


    A simple pair of discs was applied to his throat and just as he had done to her, she shut down his larynx to prevent any intelligible noises. She then called a cage from the floor and after lowering him to the ground, she set him free. With vicious swings of a cane she made the blind and helpless trainer climb in.


    After beating him until he was within, she slammed the lid shut and started to enter him into the catalogue of slaves.


    “I’m falsifying a human identity for you, Setchak, and as soon as I’m done, off you go. Your own Holy Order will now mete out punishments that I never could. The rest of your life you’ll be a slave in this temple, suffering terribly and when I think of your misery, I’ll just smile and take my pleasures from the High Theocrat in any way I wish. Your hood will never be removed, and your identity never known. So, this is farewell, Setchak. I hope the abuse you heaped on me was worth this price.”


    He went berserk in the cage but was doomed as the small prison started to sink into the floor and vanish into the network. The floor closed back and left her alone in the room, pondering what she could do to make Pelakh suffer just as bitterly.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Eleven


    


    


    “Take it, slut!” growled Pelakh, and applied more force behind the battering ram of a dildo. “Come on, in it goes!”


    The slave was currently residing in a tight prison that admirably served her bottom up to all sorts of interesting abuses. The punishment room had a row of six separate pens and each one was home to a contained captive. All of them had been fastened by ankle and wrist to the floor and then the pen had been slowly filled with an opaque grey resin that solidified to encapsulate them and deprive them of any hope of escape or defence from the intentions of the Holy Order.


    The way in which they had been fastened meant that they strained desperately to keep their head above the rising level. It was only when it reached their jawline did the tide stop and the material suddenly harden to leave them arched up with only head and rear emerging from the solid ground.


    The new interior floor was set at waist height and left the pen surrounded by a one-foot high barrier. Once trapped, inflatable gags had been buckled to their features and swollen until they were gurgling in dismay. A feeding tube slithered from the front and entered the wall before them, vanishing just below the oval mirror that allowed them to see their own horrible imprisonment and the tormentors who would lean over the partitions and perform unspeakable violation on their hapless hindquarters.


    Pelakh chuckled as she looked into the mirror and saw the girl’s eyes roll back. Fresh shrieks of despair hummed against her maw-stretching gag and aroused by such distress, she dropped a hand to her pussy and took a few moments to caress herself through her thong before restoring a two handed grip on the terrible toy.


    “Stop mewling, slave! This is going in all the way whether you like it or not!”


    The monstrous phallus continued to stretch the shuddering sphincter. Pelakh pulled back for a moment before she attempted another drive. The slave wailed as it achieved access and started to slide deep into her body.


    “Cry all you want, you’re going to take this!”


    The girl snorted for breath as another retreat preceded another dilating drive.


    “There we go. Now doesn’t that feel nice?”


    The slavegirl sobbed and Pelakh felt her internal muscles desperately trying to spit the titan cock from her body as her tracts were choked to a level beyond her endurance.


    “Come on, scream. Scream louder,” she said, and pushed harder against the limits of the prisoner’s body.


    Laughing with merriment at the distraught response, Pelakh merely took the chain that emerged from the base of the toy and aimed the clover clamp situated there. A delicate rub of the stern jaws to the flexing pussy revealed her intentions.


    “Feel that, slave?”


    The wails arose in volume and her bulging eyes flashed left and right as her attempts to break out of the resin grew to frenzied levels.


    “Yes…you know what’s coming, don’t you?”


    The clamp gathered up the lips of her sex and then bit down on them. When Pelakh let go, the involuntary shove to the dildo caused it to start pouring from her until the chain twanged taut. The girl lurched against the impossible confines as her pinched pussy was used as the anchor to stop the evacuation of the terrible anal dildo.


    “Enjoy that for awhile, slave. I’ll be back later to check on you. And just in case you forget about me…’


    Pelakh snatched a slender cane and delivered twelve sanguinary hacks into the juddering rump. Each was met with a screeching wail and when all had been applied she dropped the cane in the pen, turned on her heels, and strolled jauntily from the room.


    The adjoining room was a sumptuous lounge for the student body with soft divans upon which they reclined and relaxed. A couple of maids in ferocious steel and latex uniforms with copious restraints shuffled about on ballet boots. Inhibitor bars curtailed every meagre step as they desperately sought to keep the trays that were fixed to them stable and not spill anything that was set upon them.


    Other slaves were hauled into tight balls and only their heads were allowed to emerge from the overabundance of flesh crushing straps and crushing leather folds. Heads were trapped in tight hoods that offered slim slits at the mouth as the only breach in the entire ensemble.


    Pelakh dropped onto a vacant divan. She sighed and let her head flop back so she could stare at the ceiling for a moment.


    A hint of movement beside her caught her attention and she looked up to see one of the captives move slightly as they tried to ease their discomfort. She slapped their cheek and then grabbed their head so she could drag them over before her. Pelakh threw her legs up into the air and hauled her thong over her thighboots and then dropped it aside.


    “Get in there!” she snarled and yanked the slave between her thighs. An obedient tongue immediately sought to please her with a commitment that betrayed experience in the consequences of a lacklustre performance. Generally these oral slaves had served time in the pens, and this alone often made them fanatic in their attempts to gratify less they be demoted.


    Pelakh relaxed her body and with thighs splayed wide, she savoured the fawning tongue. The pleasure was soothing her irritation. Something was going on and she was annoyed by the mystery.


    It had been a profound shock to see Theresa in the care of the High Theocrat. Especially because Pelakh had spent a great deal of time and effort setting up a torture chamber with devices and machines to bend and twist Theresa’s body so she could be violated and humiliated to a degree she would never have dreamed possible. However, when she called on the slave’s identity, she found a death certificate that testified that she had perished from the ministrations of the High Theocrat. Losing her prize guinea pig and prospective vessel to carry her through her final test had been infuriating, but then there she was, walking naked behind the woman who had supposedly slain her.


    Clearly, the High Theocrat had faked Theresa’s death for the records. Something strange was going on, and Pelakh wanted to find out what it was. Theresa was hers. Few other slaves were such a delicious thrill to torment and Pelakh wanted her back.


    Jezha strolled passed. The fellow student was wearing the standard attire of the Order. She barely acknowledged Pelakh’s presence as she squirmed onto a divan and pulled a crushed hooded head to her sex.


    The girl had made advances toward her but Pelakh was focused on her studies and advancement and had no time for lesbian trysts with her equals. Jezha had nothing that Pelakh required, but her recent appointment to the communication network might prove useful after all.


    “Jezha,” she said lecherously.


    The girl stopped and turned to her.


    “What is it, Pelakh?” she said brusquely.


    “Come sit with me a moment.”


    “Why?”


    “No real reason. Just to chat.”


    The girl sighed. She was in no mood for Pelakh’s mind games, but the sight of her quivering as a slave devoured her pussy was an alluring one for the fellow student and so she stepped over and sat down beside Pelakh. Jezha leaned back and folded her arms petulantly before her chest.


    “Mmmm, this slave is really talented,” commented Pelakh.


    “Good for you. Maybe I’ll take a turn once your done.”


    “Oh don’t be so moody. It’s unbecoming.”


    Pelakh reached over and hooked a finger under the girl’s chin before drawing her face around so that their eyes met.


    “What are you doing, Pelakh?” she asked with a degree of worry but also a measure of lascivious hunger.


    “Kiss me.”


    “I thought you didn’t like me?”


    “Does it look like it?”


    Pelakh brought the girl closer with a gentle tow and their lips met. A brief kiss suddenly escalated when she parted her lips and started to offer Jezha her tongue. The hesitant girl exploded with sudden passion and reached over to take hold of Pelakh’s breasts so she could caress them with heated enthusiasm. The hands were shaking with lust. She had yearned for Pelakh and been denied. Now that the fantasy had been restored and enhanced by deprivation she was even more ebullient at their coupling.


    Pelakh accepted the fawning attention with aloof pride and continued to kiss the girl while contemplating a plan that might allow her to unravel this enigma and regain her prized subject.


    “What do you want to do?” asked Pelakh. “And be honest.”


    “I want to bend you over and fuck you with a strap on.”


    “Interesting,” she purred. “Let’s go back to the pens then. That way you can do me over one of the slaves.”


    The thought of being taken in such a way was not all that appealing, but it would get her what she wanted. If she could spitefully torment the slave beneath her while it occurred, at least it might ease her irritation.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Twelve


    


    


    The three incandescent shapes of the alien craft hovered in close orbit. They prowled around the shattered spine of a Dregakk cruiser whose hull had been torn and cut by heavy fire. The alien fleet had declined the use of their annihilating primary barrages and instead they had crippled the craft so they might board it and gather new raw materials to expand their legions.


    The pernicious harvesting of the crew and slaves was continuing with a relentless efficiency. The remorseless enemy was sending in columns of reformed captives and turning them on their former comrades to ensure their capture. The sanguinary battle lust of these mutated beings cut bloody swathes in the ranks of survivors as the quest for organic fuel for the alien war machines continued.


    A slender dagger of black metal suddenly tore from the depths of a nearby nebula. The crooked construct was formed like some malformed tooth and the shard shrieked through space, pushed by some unseen force, its hull almost invisible against the stars. Only the dimly luminescent nebula provided a silhouette through acute contrast.


    The bleakness of space was torn apart as a curling column of purple light welled on the spine of the craft. It bathed the baroque hide in a sickly dark luminescence and then with a jolt of movement, a searing orb flew forth. The globe of energy streaked through the eternal night and struck one of the loitering saucer-shaped vessels. Amidst a pulse of black refulgence, a section of it detonated outward, gouged free by a horrendous wriggling eruption.


    The wounded vessel drifted aside, tumbling crazily as the others broke from their positions and arced around so they might assault this new adversary.


    The midnight knife of a craft dove aside, flipped, and spat another broiling sphere that caught a ship in its underbelly. The assault punched through the outer hull and drilled a hole directly through before scattering the upper section as a cloud of dancing fragments.


    For a moment the injured craft just hung motionless, transfixed and helpless, then an internal fireball expanded outward. It pushed against the hull with incendiary walls and made the ship swell. Weaving cracks ran across the craft and flame started to spit from the largest before the whole craft flew apart into a million burning motes. The pieces of debris trailed lines of fire across the void before the vacuum smothered them and the miniature sun that the ship had formed into was swiftly stifled.


    The last craft vanished into its aura of light. It gathered an immense swell before letting the storm of lightning gain sudden and vibrant freedom. The weaving arc of radiance tore through space and lashed at the area the dark ship had previously occupied. Its nimbleness allowed it to jump aside before impact and respond with a lethal issue of its own as it did so.


    The disc tried to evade but was woefully lethargic in its actions and the fierce nova of brightness it had become turned into a whirling maelstrom of fire and debris as an incendiary plume rolled out and reduced it to a cloud of tumbling shards. The ravages of the explosion had left nothing larger than a starfighter.


    Without pausing, the new ship rushed over and dragged itself to a halt beside the stricken Dregakk war ship. It pulled up gently alongside and commenced docking procedures, whereupon the new craft deployed its infantry to deal with the aliens that were already within the titanic vessel.


    


    * * * *


    


    Another report from the science laboratories allowed Theresa to once again walk naked behind Khara as she voyaged deep into the bowels of the Temple. She then watched as another human slave was subjected to the eerie technologies of the alien menace. The subject started to accept the changes and develop organic weapons and defences but then the grins of delight in seeing the agony being endured and the successes being grown turned to mortified scowls. Catastrophic random growth overcame the subject and devolved them into another warped useless blob of flesh.


    Khara merely glared at them, gave an irked huff, and stomped away with Theresa in tow.


    “Idiots. They’ll never crack this art,” she uttered in the lift. Her mood was dark and she was furious and afraid.


    “Speak again, slave, and I’ll cane that bottom of yours until it bleeds,” casually replied Theresa.


    The woman stiffened with arousal as she was subjugated by Theresa’s dominant attitude and she sagged as her submission visibly washed through her. The chastity belt had been with her since its installation and the arousal she gained from her secret slavery constantly grew but could find no relief. Every day, every act of obeisance and torment only enhanced her obedience in the desperate unending quest to try and earn her fulfilment.


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” she hissed lustfully.


    The lift doors slid open and a member of the Holy Order was waiting. The young woman gave a curt bow.


    “Don’t you have studies, Jezha? If I recall correctly, your cock and ball torture methodology was in dire need of improvement.”


    “Because of the war I’ve been transferred to comms for the time being, High Theocrat.”


    “Well, what is it then? Speak up?”


    “There’s a coded priority message from the Grand Theocrat being processed.”


    “I’ll put my slave back in my quarters and be right there, Jezha.”


    “I’m afraid it’s Decah’h level. I’ll put this creature in storage for you until you come back for it,” stated the girl.


    Theresa frowned a little when she saw the strange look the girl gave her. Khara gave a disgruntled murmur and handed over the leash after slapping the leather hoop across Theresa’s rear.


    “Be good, slave, or you’ll be severely punished when I get back.”


    “Yes, Supreme Goddess,” she uttered while rubbing the welt. A mischievous look was exchanged between the pair that soothed Theresa’s angst at being taken from her slave. The girl then started to lead her away as the lift doors closed and carried Khara upward.


    Theresa followed the girl through the passages and was delivered to a bleak and simple chamber with a raised solid slab at the core.


    “Get up on it and lay down, slave,” said Jezha as she unfastened the leash.


    Theresa maintained her servile façade and clambered up before laying back. The girl flipped Theresa’s arms high over her head and the chains that emerged from the upper corners reached out from tight holes and grabbed her wrists with fierce leather bands. A similar pair of fetters stretched from the lower corners and took her ankles, leaving her stretched upon the surface.


    The girl said nothing more and merely strolled from the room. Theresa was left alone in the twilight to languish and await the return of her slave.


    After an indeterminate duration, the door hissed open and Theresa dropped her gaze aside to regard Khara with a stern glower. For this indignity she intended to make the woman suffer some serious amends.


    Theresa gave a horrified gasp when she saw Pelakh stroll in. The girl wore skin-tight latex thighboots and matching opera gloves that left her entire torso completely nude. In one hand she held a small remote control unit, and in the other dwelt the cruel length of a dressage whip.


    “Ah, there you are, Theresa. I was wondering where you had got to.”


    “I…but…how did…’ she stammered as the girl closed in.


    “Someone reported that you had perished, but when I saw you the other day, you can’t believe how happy I was to know that my favourite toy was still alive.”


    Pelakh stood beside her head and reached over as Theresa just stared at her dumbstruck. Latex-clad fingers closed into the short tufts at the back of her hair and started to establish a tighter hold.


    “Nice haircut. Give’s me something to…’


    A sudden fist and a yank made Theresa’s neck and scalp thunder with distress.


    “…really hold onto.”


    The girl’s tongue slithered up the side of Theresa’s face and then the other hand dropped to lay a stinging spank to the same area. The blow knocked her head back to the slab and Theresa just went slack as she started to sob. Her return to Pelakh’s capricious sadism was a dreadful prospect, even more so because Theresa felt her abandonment to the girl suddenly enclose about her and start to eat inward at her thoughts. The fact that Pelakh seemed even more unhinged in her actions than usual was even more unnerving, and brought the strange masochistic excitement she sometimes felt while being abused by the girl. Were these new traits because of Pelakh’s training here, or was it a natural refining of an already cruel psyche?


    “I’m surprised that you’ve lived this long under the Theocrat’s personal use. Hence why I was not completely surprised that you had died in her care. And yet here you are.”


    “Miss…I…’ she began and the words turned into a howling croak when the control was touched and with a whiplash snap the chains retracted and stretched her taut. The winches locked as soon as the chains were tightened and her joints now pounded from the sudden wrench on her anatomy.


    Gasping for breath as she tried to get used to the position, Theresa became dizzy with eldritch arousal as her body suffered under Pelakh’s care.


    “Much better.”


    Prowling around the slab, the girl flexed the whip between her fists and let her stare wander licentiously all over the stretched and bound form that was arrayed before her. Theresa’s sense of loss to the ordeal continued to grow as anticipation of the first stroke gouged at her.


    “I want to know what’s going on, slave. But first, a warm up to remind you of who you are dealing with.”


    Without delay and without a shred of clemency the girl started to rain the long weapon down onto Theresa’s body. The first swipes sent her into a delirium of pain that made her shudder and buck as the whistling hiss of the strut ended with a sharp thwack and then restored her screams to new and ear piercing levels. The absolute relish on the girl’s face taunted Theresa as she threw her head from side to side, screeching at the top of her lungs as the whip slashed at her thighs, belly, and breasts. When the brief cord atop the weapon arched round to eat at her flanks, her cries gained new volume. When the whip laid its main length down her torso so that this mordant tongue could assail her pussy, her wails stalled as she was left at an excruciating peak of woe where she could gather no new breath to answer this maltreatment.


    The pain started to ebb and Theresa realised that the girl had tossed the whip aside and was clambering up onto the slab. She straddled Theresa’s torso and shuffled forward so that her nude pussy hovered over the captive’s face. Theresa’s world was swimming from side to side as the pulsating presence of every welt continued to fuel pain and an intoxication that had her writhing on the slab and fighting the desire to ask for more. The scent of her abuser’s arousal caught her nose and triggered her twisted love of this alien vixen.


    A touch to the control caused the rack to click onward another notch. Theresa’s chest arched upward and she howled as fresh struggling mayhem rushed into her joints and flowed along tendon and muscle.


    The pain started to dwindle and she gasped for breath as quickly as she could. Her fingers and toes pawed impotently at the air and then she was brought to terrible rigidity when another notch stole a little more chain and made her whole body explode with terrible trauma.


    “Tell me what happened to you, slave,” crooned Pelakh.


    “N…nothing, Miss. Oh, I swear it. It must have been a clerical error. I…I could…I could never lie to you,” she managed to hoarsely snort.


    “Well that’s nice to hear. But I don’t believe you.”


    The rack moved on another notch and Theresa screamed in answer to the additional measure of misery.


    “Tell me something, slave. Tell me just one thing and you can have a treat,” purred the girl.


    Pelakh flipped one leg over and reversed her position so that her rear now swung gently from side to side over Theresa’s pain-riddled face. Sweat was welling across her skin as it quivered from the unbelievable stress being forced upon it.


    “Tell me, and you may lick my bottom. Wouldn’t you like that?”


    The image of the girl’s naked rear lowered a little. Theresa craned her head forward but could not reach it. The depravation drove her mad with the need to please and earn this boon.


    “Oh yes, yes please, Miss,” she exclaimed.


    “Good. Now, I want your tongue to tell me the truth, and then your tongue gets its treat. But first, a little tongue loosener,”


    “No! No! I…’


    The winches snatched another link and the tiny degree brought an incredible new level of pain. Theresa felt ready to scatter apart should another notch be applied. Her whole body was possessed with agony and all she wanted to do was lick her torturer’s bottom in honour of it.


    “She put an alien inside me that’ll kill me unless I get the antidote regularly!” she cried while straining her head up to try to reach the target that might soothe the pain she was in. Being denied was worse than being stretched.


    “Good girl. But we have to keep that tongue limber don’t we?”


    Another touch to the control made Theresa squeal and suddenly the noise was cut off. Warm pert buttocks pressed down onto her cheeks. Her tongue instinctively fired up to caress and then penetrate the flexing orifice before it. Rivers of tears rolled from her eyes as she stared up along the smooth curves of the girl’s back and watched her delight in the sensation of this devotion.


    “Did it have many legs?” she asked


    Lapping and kissing with abandon, Theresa managed to nod a little against the burden that was riding her face.


    “Was it purple?”


    Again she managed to nod against the hindquarters of the girl.


    “And did it shock you before it fucked you?”


    Another nod caused the girl to jolt up and turn around so that her pussy was once again dwelling above Theresa’s face.


    “Then I have some bad news. You are now useless to me, slave.”


    The girl applied another notch and Theresa felt her shoulders reach the point where dislocation was imminent. Her squalls of agony devolved into hoarse manic pants as she tried to come to terms with the new plateau of agony.


    “Do you know what happens during a terminal session on the rack, slave? Perhaps I should spare you your eventual fate and give you one. Maybe I should ride your face as you slowly expire between my luscious thighs. Wouldn’t that be a more preferable end?”


    The girl lowered and the smell of savage titillation snatched Theresa’s nose and hauled her head up toward the source. The perfume of her own manic sweat was powerful in the air, making it hot and sweet.


    “If I continue, I will apply one notch every hour to really let you enjoy every second of your ordeal. Your shoulders will pop free of their sockets. Then some time later your hips will follow. Then you’ll start to asphyxiate. You’ll be dragged so tight that you will find it harder and harder to breathe until you finally perish.”


    Another notch robbed Theresa of her quest to lick the girl. She dropped her head back as her body creaked from the fresh degree of strain.


    “If you are to lick me while you die, then I want the truth. Tell me and you can have this…’


    The girl lowered and with a pelvic stroke rubbed her pussy upon Theresa’s face before rising again. Distracted by the pain, Theresa failed to act until it had already fled, but the taste of the tyrant upon her features was a truth serum that could not be resisted.


    “She wanted a dominatrix. The alien stops me from doing anything rash. I dominate her. She is my slave,” croaked Theresa while fighting to taste of the poised sex.


    The girl dropped down and smothered Theresa in the folds of her pussy. Theresa cried freely as she swirled her tongue within her and tasted deeply of the girl who was about to torture her to death.


    “Pleasure me properly, slave.”


    Theresa danced the tip of her tongue to the stiff clit of the villainess and smothered her shrieks of anguish in the warm flesh of the one responsible for it. Drowning in submissive ecstasy and tortured agony, the deep clunk of each notch filled her world with new sensations that she had no idea how to cope with. Pelakh stole orgasm with alacrity and continued to bring Theresa closer and closer to the moment when she would no longer be racked, rather she would more accurately be being broken.


    “I may be of a disposition to spare your life, slave,” she said and a rubber-encased hand stroked Theresa’s sweat-sodden brow.


    “Your confession has been recorded by this chamber and will be more than sufficient to have you two evil deviants tortured to death before the populace. Oh, they’ll do things to you both that’ll have made my initiation seem like a light spanking.”


    Theresa cried prolifically and sucked harder on the girl’s clit as the lingering image of what she had seen at the Temple returned to her thoughts.


    “Oh I feel how much you fear that, slave. But I want to merely keep you both as my slaves. You are both more useful to me alive.”


    Theresa’s tongue became a dervish of oral effort at the prospect of escaping torture in the Temple and this nightmarish bliss that she was being forced to undergo on the rack.


    “I take that as a yes,” chuckled Pelakh and added another notch just to remind Theresa of how much further she had to go before she found escape in demise. Nothing had even dislocated yet and she was in unendurable anguish. The prospect of this horror being magnified every hour and that perhaps days were left made her compliant to anything in order to evade it.


    “You will put the High Theocrat in bondage and then summon cage number 221/496/C—your old transmission code from when we first met. Do this for me, and I’ll spare your life and let you be my pet.”


    The sudden mental image of being contained within a pet uniform and forced to live on a leash at Pelakh’s heels caused Theresa to surge with intense arousal. The sudden spry spasm of her tongue brought the girl to the most potent orgasm yet and such was Theresa’s efforts that she had to jerk up and stop the input, so overwhelming had it become.


    Pelakh dropped her feet to the floor and slithered down so that she was reclined by Theresa’s armpit, her head resting on her folded arms.


    “You are really something, Theresa. Who would have guessed that the cringing obstinate maid I took a fancy to abusing would be so important in my life.”


    Theresa looked aside and regarded the girl with adoration. She smiled and extended a hand with a raised forefinger.


    “Suck it,” she ordered.


    Theresa’s pain-fuelled efforts in cunnilingus were just as sterling with regard to fellatio and the girl giggled as she watched Theresa hauling at the midnight stem.


    “Would you like a kiss, slave?”


    Theresa’s eyes widened in anticipation and she nodded frantically while still hauling at the finger. The hand came away and grabbed her chin. Fingers and thumb dug into her cheeks and the girl drew close so that her breaths wafted upon Theresa’s sweat-sodden form.


    “You’re so close to the true rigours of the rack, slave. Would you like to travel onward? I want to take you the brink. Further than we’ve ever gone before. Would you like that, slave?”


    Theresa knew what was being asked of her, and although her very sanity recoiled at the prospect, the dark part of her that overcame her in Pelakh’s care was not to be placated by a mere good stretching. It wanted more. One look into the malevolent lust in Pelakh’s eyes was enough to seal her own fate.


    “Anything for you, Miss. Anything.”


    The girl’s lips drifted in and their kiss began with exquisite passion.


    The notches now came quickly. Every few minutes another was applied and the monstrous elevation of her misery was always smothered by sensual feminine lips.


    Theresa was having trouble acquiring breath and her sounds had devolved into whimpers and sobs as her journey continued. The bestial croons changed when her left shoulder popped. The eruption of sorrow made her screams acquire their former power and Pelakh jerked with lust to see it. So wondrous did she find it, that she dropped her breasts forward to smother the shrieks and feel them vibrate her assets with their awful resonance.


    Gasping with libidinous frenzy, the girl was trembling with a degree of arousal that Theresa had never seen before. Her hand dropped down and started to paw at Theresa’s pussy. The latex entombed digits rushed through her lips and dragged across her clit, making Theresa screech with a terrible merging of anguish and pleasure.


    “Oh yes, that’s it! Oh the pain you must be in!” she gasped and returned to kissing Theresa.


    After a few moments she suddenly backed away and added the notch that took her right shoulder beyond what it could take. The screams returned immediately and the stroking of her pussy became lunatic in its attention. Theresa could detect Pelakh tending her own loins as she watched Theresa suffer.


    “Oh I just want to ride your face again, slave. But then I can’t see it and oh my, what a sight you are!”


    Another touch of the control took her left hip to a pinnacle of havoc and the girl returned to kissing her in a libidinous frenzy. Theresa responded in kind, finding as much deranged lust in this nightmare as Pelakh took in administering it.


    When her right hip again drenched her in dismal woe, Pelakh could no longer hold herself in check and to Theresa’s absolute joy she jumped up, straddled her face, and thrust herself down onto Theresa’s maw. Both gloved hands now reached forth and raged against her pussy, and against all reason, the girl sometimes leaned down to steal a lick or dance a tongue tip to Theresa’s clit. Theresa’s pain had never been so acute, and because of it, she had never been more beautiful to the sadistic girl. Despite the disparity in their standing, the arousal of the torture needed sating, and Pelakh could not stop herself.


    Lost between Pelakh’s thighs, Theresa could barely find breath. She couldn’t scream, couldn’t cry out, all she could do was just pant like an animal and continue to let her twitching tongue run on automatic as a shadow of ecstasy lurked between her legs and enhanced the absolute rapture of her agony.


    A single long suck on her clit delivered her into what could have been an orgasm but the perfect blending of absolutes made the word seem inadequate to describe it. In her current state, all she could do was convulse and have her eyes roll back as her mind seemed to shatter like a glass that had been thrown against a wall. The sheer potency of the event was more than her mortal anatomy could handle and as she sank back into oblivion, the last thing she thought she saw was a green glow from between the juddering thighs of her most hated and beloved of oppressors.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Thirteen


    


    


    Stepping out into the corridor, Eldral gradually raised one of his arms. The forearm was now an intricate, elongated barrel with skeletal struts and veins of cables swirling around it. From its tip charged bolts of darkness and the tears of opaque light crackled with arcs of cyan force.


    The rapid pulses cut freely into the bodies of the alien juggernauts. The massive mutated forms roared in pain as they were gouged open by vicious strikes and in swift succession they fell with their torn bodies bleeding and their flesh-rending claws twitching spasmodically.


    With his fellow converted warriors falling in around him, Eldral’s column marched steadily forward into the depths of the ship. Their heavy footfalls reverberated through the passage with monotonous precision and their sensors peered into the superstructure to look for signs of the foe.


    An alien form leapt out at him. The thin humanoid fired lines of white light into his torso but the scintillating bursts that pounded his metal skin barely caused him to flinch.


    The alien breed were exploiters of the flesh—they shut down nerves, reconfigured cells, abused and reformed organic material, but against Eldral and the forces of the forbidden arts, they could do nothing.


    A single shot nearly decapitated the creature, spreading its overlarge head backward as a blur of grey and crimson. Amidst a wet clap it splashed the wall behind it with dark matter that slid down with a grim sloth.


    The headless body flailed for a moment and then toppled even as the weighty feet of its killer marched past. Eldral’s pace had remained completely unaffected by the vain ambush.


    As though he were actually the others, Eldral could feel and see his fellow troops as they fanned out into the rest of the ship, butchering all resistance, never slowing, never stopping.


    There was no consideration for the individual for they were pledged solely to victory, and where ambushing guardian drones managed to kill one, another simply stepped into their place. It was unwillingly reformed Dregakk against willingly reconstructed Dregakk, and the volunteers had the upper hand.


    A ventilation hatch burst outward with a shrill metallic ripping sound and one of the flaccid octopi threw its tentacles around him. The long arms took hold as the barbed stinger curled up and then flashed down at his back. The clang of armoured skin being struck sounded, and Eldral deployed one of his secondary arms to remove the fainéant assailant.


    A circular saw flicked from the cybernetic limb and whirred into life. The razor teeth vanished into a blur that dipped into the covert assassin. The beast quivered and the Dregakk face on its flank shrivelled into a grimace as he sliced off the limbs while simultaneously opening fire on the alien forms that had appeared in the passage ahead. The creature upon him repeatedly slammed its stinger at his unyielding form, lividly trying to find an opening and failing.


    Once its extremities had been trimmed, it fell to the floor. The holds had been evicted by amputation and with a squelch it was crushed underfoot by one of the soldiers behind him.


    Columns of information from all their combined senses rushed through Eldral’s mind and vision, revealing every aspect of the battle as it was being conducted. Data from the ship that was as much a part of them as each other still augmented their knowledge, and united in this way they were invincible.


    


    * * * *


    


    Theresa opened her eyes and found herself alone in the room. She was lying on the rack, save that the chains were now holding her in a spread-eagle that just prevented her from interfering with the cuffs. They were no longer stretching her.


    She hoisted her head and found that the welts of the dressage whip were gone and that her joints were completely normal and healthy.


    She dropped her head back and wept freely in elation as she hugged the memory of what had transpired. She then wondered if it had been a dream. There were no marks and no Pelakh, but the recall of the session was branded into her mind with such undeniable clarity that she knew it had been real. She could barely think on anything else. Not her name, her fate, her past—everything else in her mind had been dimmed by the shining absolute clarity of this one memory. It outshone everything, everything except the command that Pelakh had given her that would earn her a place grovelling and scampering at the callous girl’s feet.


    Pelakh had taken her to the brink of destruction and just as she passed out from the overload, the green light she had seen had to have been the aura of the healing technology that had stolen her contusions and repaired the damage.


    The door opened and Khara wandered in, untied her, and applied the leash. Theresa followed in a moribund haze as she was again taken back to the lofty realm. Khara dropped to her knees and kissed Theresa’s feet as soon as the door had closed.


    “I am sorry for the delay, Mistress Theresa. I couldn’t apologise in the room because they have recording equipment hidden in them. Please accept my humble apologies,” she stammered.


    Theresa stepped past her and gave her some light kicks to the rear. She tried to form words to admonish her but couldn’t. All she could think of was of Pelakh and the rack. Theresa was torn. She loved Khara and adored Pelakh, making it hard to decide whom to surrender herself to. But she also feared Pelakh and this made her unable to deny her.


    Despite being a dominatrix in this room, she was still enslaved by Khara. The alien beast inside her was an eternal shackle. She could delude herself and play the part for this woman, but slave she was and always would be.


    Theresa needed to be what she really was. Currently, the alien embryo made her a slave, so slave she had to be. Besides, Pelakh had the means to demolish them both and have then endure the bleakest end imaginable. This crafty blackmail made her even more worthy of adoration and Theresa trembled as she recalled the feel of the girl’s pussy pressing down onto her features. It may never happen again, but the dream of it was enough to warrant absolute commitment to the girl’s thraldom.


    “Come with me, slave,” she said with half hearted enthusiasm.


    Theresa ignored the punishment collar and its control, took her command bracelet, and wandered to the torture chamber. She activated the automatic mechanism to open the chastity belt and turned to Khara.


    “Strip,” she ordered.


    Khara pulled her clothing off with reckless excitement and Theresa called a pole from the floor. The slender polished rod bore two probes at the top, and both of the dark lengths had a conductive silver insert on either side. The devices were already glittering with a generous measure of lubricant that would facilitate both entry, and conductivity.


    At the base of the pole were riveted a pair of fetters and another pair were located a foot or so higher.


    “Get on it,” she said.


    The woman leapt to her feet and stood poised over the pole so that the tips of the probes brushed her openings. A touch to the bracelet caused the pole to rise and force the shafts into the woman’s body. She arched and her arms embraced her own torso as she was opened and invaded. Groaning libidinously, she stared at Theresa’s lower body as the cool rods continued their voyage into her.


    Once she was brought to tiptoe by the barging shafts, Theresa ducked in and tugged Khara’s legs to the strut before adding the restraints to ankle and just below knee.


    Her actions felt bland and left an insipid quality within her. The ordeal she had just undergone was a stark and intense thing. The abuse of another only made her envious as she yearned to return to those hallowed agonies.


    She absently activated the probes and heard Khara cry out. A single stern pulse made her pussy grind itself to the probe as the stimulation stole her control and forced excruciating responses. A moment later the anal probe was sparked into life before it cut out and the vaginal invader was again charged with irresistible power. The woman clawed at the pole and wailed as she was savaged and deserted to the repetitive and rhythmic blasts.


    Theresa wandered away and once she was outside, she waited for the door to close and then summoned the correct cage. Her finger hovered for a moment before the final command but there was nothing she could do. She had to have this.


    The summons was made and she knelt down to await the inevitable while trying to process why she was bringing her own doom upon herself with such willing euphoria.


    The floor opened and a cage arose right before her. Theresa kept her gaze down and listened as the lid flipped open. A heeled boot stepped down right before her and then another joined it. Theresa gave a lecherous quiver as she studied the elegant legs rising before her but she dared not look up.


    “Oh my…you did it. My sweet, slave. You did it!” she said with elation.


    The boots started to wander around her.


    “Where is the High Theocrat?” asked Pelakh.


    “Bound in the other room, Miss.”


    A boot arose and rested on Theresa’s shoulder. Weight was applied and the instep started to force her down until she was flat on her stomach. The girl then placed the extremity to Theresa’s head and applied more weight to make her moan softly as she was crushed and left feeling utterly vulnerable beneath her oppressor.


    “Superb. Absolutely superb. Oh how I will make you scream, slave. I’ll bind you and devolve you with a pet uniform that will make every second of your life a hell, and you’ll spend every single one of them at my side. You have earned it, oh how you’ve earned it.”


    “Thank you, Miss,” muttered Theresa.


    “And as another treat, you may service me while I survey the world that I will slowly make mine while I force the High Theocrat into relinquishing her position to me.”


    Pelakh walked over and stood with legs astride before one of the windows. She placed her hands on her hips and glared out across the city as Theresa scuttled before her and on all fours humbly lifted her head up.


    “Wait,” she said, and a hand clapped to Theresa’s brow to stall her. For an awful moment she feared that Pelakh had changed her mind.


    “Aren’t we forgetting something, slave?”


    “I…I can’t think of w—’


    “Why is a slave wearing a command bracelet? Transfer your former power to me,” she absently decreed and extended the hand that was fending off Theresa.


    Theresa smiled and gently removed the band. She reverently clipped it around the girl’s wrist and settled back.


    “You may begin, slave.”


    Theresa surged with debased prurience as she shifted into position and started to gratify the fledgling overlord of this colony.


    In silence, Pelakh marvelled and dreamed, as did Theresa, but while one fantasised of the future of power she was going to have, the other dreamed of the pain of her imminent new caste and eternal degradation.


    Pelakh’s reactions were very subdued, even as Theresa tickled her clit with an eager tongue tip, and when she finally came, she merely shook and gave a long and sated murmur.


    “A fair performance, now follow me. I want to see my new slave.”


    Theresa crept in her wake as they entered the torture chamber where Khara was clawing at the pole and jiggling madly as she was continually shocked. When she saw Pelakh and her former Mistress now cowering on hands and knees she gave a startled gasp and then her face formed into an enraged snarl.


    “What malfeasance is this! Leave my private quarters immediately! Or I—’


    Another shock from the probes made her squawk and convulse. Pelakh activated the bracelet and located the programme for the pole.


    “No talking, slave!”


    “Slave! How dare you! Pelakh Thaine! Release me this very instant! I am the High Theo—’


    Pelakh gave one of her whimsically sadistic sighs and hurled the severity of the probes into mordant regions. Khara’s protestations became a shrill squall and her body jolted to attention with arms stretched out into claws as though the voltage was crucifying her.


    The shock ended and the girl strolled along the wall. She let one gloved hand run along the smooth surfaces.


    “Anything else to say?”


    “I…I am the Hi—’


    “Shush, slave!” she muttered, and she again battered Khara with another long burst.


    In the aftermath, the woman looked to Theresa with slack lips and glazed eyes.


    “Help me, Mistress Theresa. You have to help me. You know what will happen if you don’t!”


    Theresa lowered her gaze to the floor and remained where she was. Pelakh chuckled and strolled over to her side. She started to stroke her head while it remained lowered before her.


    “This slave is mine and will do only what I say.”


    “Wh…wh…’


    “Why? It’s because she loves me, that’s why. Isn’t that so?”


    Theresa looked up into the girl’s eyes and smiled broadly.


    “Yes, Miss.”


    “Good slave,” she replied, and steered Theresa’s cheek into the side of her thigh. She nuzzled into the upper regions of the thighboot and her hands pawed at her heels while she savoured this proximity to her ruler.


    “You’ll never get away with this!” snarled Khara as she tried to catch her breath now that the probes were silent.


    “I thought you wanted to be a slave? Is that not why you recruited Theresa? What’s wrong with me taking over?”


    “I won’t submit to you!”


    “Oh, I get it. How very twisted. You wanted the thrill of submitting to a lower species. Do Dregakk intimidate you? Is it because you know that they’d only regard you with true derision? Theresa here appreciated her dominance and would do nothing to jeopardise it because of your plot and the possibility of being sent back to the cells. A Dregakk would just use you, take your post, and toss you aside.”


    The bracelet again commanded the room and opened the cabinet of weapons from which Pelakh selected a woven leather stem. It was equipped with six long slender coils of immaculately woven hide.


    “Not so I. Oh, I’ll be taking your position as High Theocrat in time, but there’s no way a mere student will be elevated to that rank. So, we’ll all stay here and have lots and lots of fun. I’ll break you, train you, and then one day, you’ll elevate me to the supreme role on this world, and then join Theresa as a pet at my side for the rest of your life.”


    “No! Never!”


    “It’s inevitable, and isn’t it nice to not have to worry about what the future holds. I’ve laid it all out for you and nothing will change it. So, let’s get acquainted shall we?”


    The girl hurled the weapon around and slammed the tendrils down the woman’s back. She arched and lurched against the probes. The whip dropped away and was carried around to lick around her arms and kiss her breasts. Khara screamed and bent down to cradle the flogged assets. This left her back blatantly exposed and Pelakh skimmed the tips of the whip across the summits of her rear. This shocking swipe brought the woman to a wailing fit and Pelakh just walked around her, casting vicious swipes at every portion of her anatomy. Khara howled and shrieked and filled the odd moment with rapid strings of gibberish and pleading. Sometimes she howled for help, but when the rhythm of Pelakh’s abuses increased during these times, her words were finally returned to the usual long chorus of mournful howls.


    “There. A fair beginning I think. Now what do you say?”


    “Th…thank you, Pelakh.”


    The woman gave another violent throe and just swayed and gurgled after the whip dropped across the full measure of her rear.


    “Both of you will refer to me as Goddess. Understand?” she said, and punctuated her demand with another virulent hack into the bound woman.


    “Yes, Goddess,” she stuttered through clenched teeth.


    “Better.”


    “Slave. Come and untie this perverted little slut.”


    Theresa scudded over and began to meekly unfasten the straps.


    “Slut….I like the sound of that. I think that’s going to be your name here from now on,” she mused while combing her fingers through the whip and regarding Khara with a ravenous glower.


    A command from the bracelet made the pole withdraw and the woman collapsed into a limp heap. Pelakh marched over, grabbed Khara by the hair, and forced her face into her pointed toe.


    “Kiss, slut!”


    Exhausted and dizzy, the woman gave some half hearted fawning kisses and licks before Pelakh hauled up and cast her backward. She dropped onto her side and just floundered on the floor.


    Pelakh grabbed some restraints and knelt down onto her captive’s rear. Her arms flopped about but were quickly grabbed and captured by leather cuffs that sealed just above her elbows and at her wrists. Those at her wrist were already locked together and the higher pair were linked by a brief chain that kept her arms pinned back and her chest thrust forward.


    As the prisoner assessed her bonds and recovered, Pelakh decided to enhance her subjugation with some additional devices.


    A slim metal pole had more leather bonds attached to it by exceedingly brief chains and one end of the shaft bore a significant phallus.


    Pelakh grabbed Theresa about the back of the neck and forced the cock into her mouth. With rough movements and a wicked smile, she made Theresa suck on it and when she pushed it deep, she giggled as her slave gagged and her eyes bulged from the trespass at the back of her throat.


    “Mmmmm. Quite a sight. I may want to see that more often, slave,” she commented, and returned to the languid form of Khara.


    The captive arched suddenly and gave a squall as her rear was penetrated and the dildo forced into her. Pelakh grabbed her ankles and quickly buckled the restraints in place. The pole could no longer retreat and she was doomed to its hobbling effects. Another pair of restraints were added just over her knees and the spiteful girl stepped back to admire her handiwork.


    “Much better. Wouldn’t you say, slave?”


    “Yes, Goddess. She looks much happier now.”


    “Okay, slut. Get up off the floor. There are other things I want you to do, and things I want to do to you.”


    The prisoner slithered and fought her bonds. She rolled onto her back and then onto front but could do nothing save squirm.


    “I…I can’t, Goddess!” she mewled.


    “Feeble,” spat Pelakh. “And you were supposed to be our spiritual leader? Your weakness is disgusting to me, but I’ll teach you strength, slut. I’ll beat it into you!”


    The whip again began to rain down on the hapless female and she cast herself around the floor as it made her jerk and writhe impotently. Eventually, Pelakh stopped and started to toy with her bracelet.


    “I can see that I’ll have to help you up. But I’m not touching something so base and pathetic. Even Theresa is more precious to me at this juncture. At least she’s just a disgusting human. You however were blessed with being Dregakk and look at you. Look what you’ve done with that gift.”


    The familiar cable with a clip descended from the ceiling and Pelakh snapped it to the lock that held the wrist cuffs together.


    “No! Nooo!” yelled the woman as she realised what was about to happen.


    “Up we go, slut.”


    The winch in the ceiling started to haul in the cable and Khara skidded backward as the coil was stretched taut. Her hands started to rise behind her and she cried out as her shoulders were twisted by the abuse. Her torso left the floor and she broke into a fit of desperate resistance.


    “I can’t take this! Stop! Please! My arms will snap!”


    Pelakh ignored her words and marvelled at the misery on her captive’s face as she was brought upright by the terrible tow. When she was on her feet, she walked over and removed the clip. The woman swayed drastically and started to totter toward the wall as her equilibrium rolled.


    “Fall over and I’ll have to hoist you back up again, slut.”


    The woman bumped against the wall and sobbed. As her legs folded a little, the bottom of the pole struck the ground and pushed the dildo deeper. She gave an irked groan and stood up with more poise.


    “Much better. Both of you may now follow me.”


    With Theresa crawling and Khara walking with brutally curtailed and awkward steps, they exited the chamber and returned to the sea of bound human furniture that was the lounge.


    “Much nicer accommodation than my dorm. I could get very used to this,” she said and collapsed onto a couch where she sprawled out and rolled to enjoy the faint mews from the cushions. She turned to Theresa and extended her leg to present the sole of her boot.


    “Mind you. I do deserve, don’t I?”


    “Of course, Goddess,” she answered and lapped at the sole with her usual devotion.


    Pelakh gave a mischievous giggle and reached over to grab the inhibitor bar and jiggle it. The wearer of the item croaked and swayed as the inserted shaft beat at her sphincter.


    Pelakh let go and returned to watching Theresa adore her boots.


    “So much intrigue. So much to do. Well, I think better when I’m rested, so let’s get ready for bed, shall we?”


    The two slaves followed their new owner into the bedroom, whereupon she brought them to the two lower bedposts. Coils of rope were gathered and the girl employed her skill at weaving it to create an intricate harness that pulled them tightly against the upright shafts. First, she folded a long coil in half and then established a series of knots along it. The noose was placed over their heads and the paired lengths were dropped down before being hoisted between their legs and up between their buttocks. This left the final knot pressing tightly into their sex as Pelakh separated the strands and started to reach around their bodies to snag the rope between each knot and then pull it apart. A diamond pattern ran down their fronts and each time the rope was opened into the required shape, the whole harness seemed to tighten upon them, especially so between their legs.


    Theresa was giddy from excitement as the process slowly swallowed her up. She was pushed face first the bedpost and another pattern started to reach around the pole and her body, catching the harness in key areas and hauling her ever more forcefully into the strut.


    Her arms were gathered up behind her and with forearms laid horizontally upon one another they were irrevocably contained by a spiralling sheath of rope. A final arrangement about her head shoved the left side of her face to the pole and then pinned it tightly to it so she could only stare down at the sumptuous covers upon which she herself had once reclined in dominant grandeur.


    Khara was also bound to the neighbouring bedpost in an almost identical fashion even though her original bondage was not removed. Her arms were pushed tighter into her back by new configurations of ropes, and together, the two of them were deserted to isolation while Pelakh wandered into the shower. Neither spoke, unsure if Pelakh were listening for sounds of such dissent which she could then use as excuse to exaggerate their travail.


    When the elegant youth emerged, she was now adorned only with a slender thong and a pair of fishnet stockings.


    “Delightful,” she announced as she spread her body upon the sheets and savoured the space that she had probably been missing since leaving her parent’s estate.


    Theresa and Khara watched her slide gently into sleep as they remained upright and forcefully pressed to the bedposts. Theresa found it incredibly frustrating to be bound because the sight of her oppressor as she moved slightly and rolled over in her sleep was no small arousal. However the frustration of being denied her own pleasures was just as titillating and left her torn with a need she could do little about. As the hours passed, she started to grind her lower body, making it move in undulating waves so she might gain the slightest brush of the knot at her pussy. It was an almost imperceptible pleasure but as the hours continue to trail away, it gathered new power.


    Soon, she was drenching herself in libidinous fantasies as she watched her owner sleep soundly. Theresa suppressed all reaction and noise lest she wake Pelakh, or if the girl stirred and noticed what she was up to, bound her in a way so as to deny this iniquitous self-gratification.


    Her breath started to race as she flexed a little faster, thrusting her bound hindquarters around so that the harness chafed her skin and grated against her clit. Only the sodden nature of her pussy eased the torment, and what remained only helped stimulate her further.


    When Theresa finally gained climax it took all her willpower to keep quiet and continue to maintain her rhythm, and with eyes wide and filled with the image of a slumbering Pelakh, she ground her teeth and endured the potent relief. In the aftermath, exhausted by long hours of effort, she fell into an equally divine sleep, leaving Khara alone and awake to contemplate what life would be like under this infernal young termagant.


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Fourteen


    


    


    The stark ship that was their new home screamed through space. It was a poised dart that slashed through the stars, travelling at speeds no normal ship could even rival.


    With their minds unified, they were more powerful than any single computer, more adept than the greatest star navigator, and could cope with the stresses of extreme speed with superlative ease.


    Eldral wandered down the close passages of the ship with a steady stride. The winding maze contained row upon row of sealed booths and converted Dregakk were locked within. Each contributed to the running of the vessel while they were renovated and tended by automatic systems and by those who were charged with maintenance.


    The caste system was still prevalent in this new society. The warrior breed was being upgraded with every new advance their unified minds conjured. Their systems were being bolstered while new armaments, defensive adaptations, and experimental test designs were being incorporated. Worker breeds moved through the craft to engineer new processes, repair the ship, and tend it with diligent and singular care. Their ability to plug directly into a damaged or suspect area made them more efficient than a legion of mortal Dregakk engineers.


    Only the religious caste was absent but each member of this singular crew was now devoted whole heartily to a new faith.


    The ship hummed softly to itself and it was a soothing lullaby to the legion riding within it. The whole vessel was as much a part of them all as their own prodigious limbs. The ship was virtually alive with the passage of the crew’s gestalt consciousness through its countless systems. The symbiosis between the crew and the craft was acute and the line between them was blurring with every passing moment.


    Eldral activated a mechanism with a partial thought and a heavy translucent panel obeyed. It slid aside and exposed a sunken chamber that was vacant and ready. He stepped into the empty booth and laid his new form back and awaited upgrades, reconfiguring himself to suit his own purposes.


    The forsaking of slow evolution to instantly gain what he wanted from his body was exhilarating. The new race was evolving by the hour, growing stronger, wiser, and more resolute in their cause. Eldral questioned how they could ever give up such delights, and indeed, why should they? This was perfection—absolute, undeniable, perfection.


    


    * * * *


    


    Theresa stirred as she detected movement on the bed. Pelakh stretched and then flopped back to watch her two captives for a moment before she slipped from the bed and started to unfasten Theresa’s ropes.


    “Did you come last night, slave?” she enquired.


    “I’m sorry, Goddess. I did.”


    The girl paused for a moment and then resumed untying the ropes save that now she operated with more exaggerated motions that caused the rope to rush against her skin, chafing and giving her minor rope burns.


    “That’s too bad. I was going to let you help me design your new uniform, but now you’ll have to spend time in bondage with the slut. And now I’m angry with you, and this means I’ll be even more spiteful in my designs.”


    The last of the rope was wrenched from her body and Theresa tottered back away from the bedpost.


    “However, I’ll give you a chance to mitigate my anger, slave.”


    “Anything, Goddess,” muttered Theresa as she stared longingly at the girl’s legs.


    “I’m going to punish you. So go and choose an appropriate weapon.”


    A section of wall gave a soft click to alert her to its location and she turned to see a panel slide aside and reveal the usual arsenal of weapons. Theresa walked over and her eyes rushed across the choices. The long night of bondage and lack of stimulus had left her anxious for some input and her masochistic hunger instantly had her eyes drift past the floggers, paddles, and straps, loiter for a moment on the crops, and then voyage toward the whips and canes. The bullwhips were terrifying, as were the weapons made from the venomous plants. Through familiarity and treasured memory, her hands took up a cane and holding the wiry stem in both hands she returned to the girl and sank to her knees to offer it up.


    “A fair choice, slave. Now, you can hold onto the slut while I administer punishment.”


    Theresa approached the tightly contained form and nuzzled up to her. Pressing her body to the back of the prisoner, she reached around and held tight. She placed her chin on the woman’s shoulder and readied for the first stroke.


    The cane gave a sibilant cry against the air and landed across her cheeks. Theresa’s chin jerked up and she hissed through clenched teeth as the refulgent streak swelled within her skin and sent curling waves of anguish throughout her rear. As soon as she started to relax from the effects of the stroke, another crossed it and made her rise onto tiptoe and mew pitifully.


    Theresa settled her chin back into place and tightened her embrace around Khara. A third stroke caught her in the upper thighs and almost made her drop back to the floor so she could hold the harried region.


    “Stay still, slave,” warned Pelakh and repeated the attack in the exact same spot to test Theresa’s commitment.


    A cry rampaged from her throat and she pressed to the smooth skin of Khara. Theresa then issued a strained gurgle as she felt the woman crook her fingers around and start to grope at her pussy. Even as she was savaged by Pelakh’s cane, her fellow servile was trying to offer her a shade of comfort, perhaps seeking to establish camaraderie between them and thereby gain such respite when it was her turn to be caned in such a pose.


    Theresa didn’t care. She had to obey Pelakh, and obeying generally meant suffering. She would not offer Khara such attention if their roles were reversed, but to ensure that Khara knew this, she would have to let the woman pleasure her so she could fail to return the favour. Only then would Khara give up on these conspiratorial notions and let Theresa drown herself in pain and abuse as her beloved Pelakh wished. However, for now, she’d hold tight and embrace the caresses.


    Theresa kept her thighs clenched together to hide the covert acts and her body rolled against the back of Khara. The cane made her cry out and jerk and the illicit stimulation made her quake with tormented rapture.


    Pelakh continued her abuse, laying down stroke after stroke as Theresa ferociously held to the bound female. The longer she could endure the cane, the more dextrous attention her pussy would receive. A slight pinch to her clit almost made her climax but a particularly vivid swipe into the summit of her rear stole the joy and metamorphosed it into searing agony. The stress withdrew and her delight in the pain once more emerged to curdle around the pleasure and take her into an intoxicated trance.


    Theresa hauled at the air, throwing in deep gasps and hurling them out as croaking wails that answered every mordant stroke. She could feel her body being torn apart by contrary desires. Every fibre of her being wanted to escape this vicious abuse, but her mind was now captivated by the excruciating intensity of the sensations and wanted more. It was a battle of who would be sated first.


    Tears rushed down her cheeks and she shook uncontrollably while the stress started to become more and more impossible to bear. Her heart was stamping in her chest, every pulse was almost as distinct in her veins as the pulsating awful throb in her tortured rear.


    Theresa’s fear began to return, but it wasn’t fear of Pelakh, it was fear of her own addiction to this ill treatment. If she didn’t stop herself soon, she would become lost to it and Pelakh’s sadism could well result in her being caned until she perished from sensual overload. She yearned for every stroke of cane and every stroke of feminine digits and it was impossible to resist Pelakh’s evil lust.


    There was a brief pause as the girl stepped back and then she ran forward and hurled the most malignant stroke yet. The broad hack was bestowed with additional velocity by the brief skipping run up, and the full length crossed her upper thighs.


    Theresa screamed aloud as the withering effects of the swipe cascaded through her system and her hands dropped back to the epicentre of this ghastly storm.


    “There. That’s better.”


    One scream was not enough to answer the stroke and so Theresa repeated it after snatching a fresh breath. She dropped back, the final hack more distinct than any other. She remained on the floor in a contorted twitching heap, nursing the injury that had almost snapped her mind.


    A stocking-clad toe appeared before her bleared vision.


    “Well?”


    Theresa stretched her head forward and amidst terrified sobs she delivered kisses to every toe. The spell of the cane was passing and her normal mind was beginning to emerge, but her adoration of Pelakh had been fed another huge measure. Each time the girl took her to impossible peaks of sensation, she became ever more besotted with the one responsible for escorting her there.


    “That was quite a workout and I think it diminished some of my rage. So, well done, slave, I might consider skipping some of the more…drastic aspects of your pet uniform.”


    Wheezing at the girl’s feet, she watched as she wandered off to change. Theresa just lay where she was and refused to move. Any shift of her legs made her gurgle as the cumulative welts churned with renewed feeling when the flesh was moved, so she just chose to stay still.


    A short time later, Pelakh emerged in a new outfit. A spandex cat suit covered her body, the shimmering black substance being accented by a pair of vinyl shorts, matching opera gloves, thigh boots, and patent waspie belt with three buckles laid across the lacing at the front.


    “Come with me, slave,” she ordered and quickly turned on her heels before heading to one of the adjoining spare rooms.


    Theresa crept in her wake, wondering what sort of bondage nightmare was going to befall her next. It felt as though her sense of self was vanishing and she was becoming almost animal in intellect. Every thought centred on devotion to Pelakh and the acquisition of sensation of the most stringent kind. She didn’t think about the past, her future, what she could do to affect her situation, she just wanted to be bound, tormented, pleasured, and to service her Goddess.


    Upon entering the empty room, a control was activated and a pair of smooth metal shafts emerged from the floor opposite each other. Theresa vaguely recalled them from the files. She had seen their listing but hadn’t got round to exploring their full function yet because she had concentrated on the contents of the primary torture chamber. Apparently this oversight would be corrected by experiencing their duties first hand as subject rather than operator.


    “Seeing as I can’t trust you with voluntary chastity, I’ll just have to keep you in here while I continue my preparations.”


    Situated a few feet apart, each pipe was just a little wider than Theresa was and each domed top bore another smaller pipe that arose from the summit. This additional section presented an oval porthole at the front that looked suspiciously like it was designed to allow a captive to stare out. This thought caused her to see that they were actually brutal sarcophagi whose interiors would no doubt have other considerations to enhance her despair. Pelakh was not the kind of dominant to just tie her up and desert her. Even last night the image of her owner had been the main source of torment, making the bondage trivial in comparison to that bane.


    Pelakh reached down and started to unfasten the latches down one side. When the six stern locks were opened, the front section swung outward to reveal a baggy rubber interior.


    “In, slave.”


    Theresa crawled over and found that the interior dropped down into the floor. She stepped down into the pipe and then crouched lower so she could move back and then rise to stand and have her head enter the smaller area atop the tight metal tomb. She looked out through the small window before her eyes and watched Pelakh lean in and grab her wrists so she could feed them to shackles out at the side.


    “So you don’t have these naughty fingers anywhere near this when I activate it,” she purred, and gave a spank to Theresa’s pussy when she was done.


    The girl closed the hatch and resealed the defences before she stepped out in front of Theresa’s limited field of vision. A touch to the bracelet brought explosive reaction from the machine. The entire interior thrust out as it was suddenly inflated. The stern latex cushions that surrounded Theresa were suddenly crushing every inch of her body. Her head was compressed from all directions and she cried out as the process continued and brought her to a peak of stress where she feared she would implode should another pound of pressure be applied. The bladders now squashed her mouth shut as they dug into her cheeks and jaw and only a small opening allowed her eyes and nose to remain free.


    Pelakh ran a gloved finger down the glass porthole and laughed at Theresa’s angst as her eyes flashed to and fro or screwed up as smaller but devastating measures of pressure were applied. It was like being inside the sleeve for a blood pressure tester and the effect of all this weight on her recently acquired welts was not easily endured. Every single inch of every contusion was now announcing themselves with a constant and thought curdling pound.


    “More, slave?” she asked cruelly and hoisted the bracelet. The dreadful words echoed in her ears after having been fed into the reinforced interior by tiny speakers.


    Theresa stared at her with a desperate and beseeching expression. The girl just added another pump to the interior and Theresa snorted against the rubber beneath her nose and fought for breath. It was almost impossible to even inhale against the powerful fist that encompassed her.


    “Still not tight enough for you?” she crooned.


    Theresa’s mortified stare caused the girl to chuckle again and she caressed her own breasts as she slowly let a finger touch the control that added another terrible dose of inflation. Theresa’s eyes rolled back and she tried to come to terms with the new level of maltreatment. She fought her panic because if she let her breath run rampant she would not be able to calm down again. She could barely acquire breath in a collected state, agitation could prove fatal and she wasn’t sure that Pelakh even cared. It was this utter disdain that made Theresa so adoring of the villainess.


    “Oh, let’s have one more for luck, shall we?” she commented.


    Theresa felt as though her ribs were about to snap and her entire body collapse inward into pulp as another dreadful touch added more pain to her containment.


    “There, that will do. Now to get you a partner.”


    Pelakh deserted Theresa to a level of bondage she had never thought possible and went to acquire Khara.


    Straining against the implacable folds, she stared out and moaned against the rubber as the squash of the tight cell continued to make her weals resonate with lingering mayhem.


    Some time later, Khara was escorted in, and driven into the neighbouring pipe with licks of a crop. Her inhibitor bar had been removed but her arms were still held behind her as she was forced in. She pleaded for mercy but the girl answered her with the crop until she was inside whereupon she was locked in and then crushed into absolute immobility and unending submission.


    “Enjoy yourselves, and I’ll be back later…maybe.”


    Without further word the girl vanished and left the two of them staring into each other’s eyes, separated by a few feet that might as well have been light years. Each could see the horror and strain in the others eyes, but then their ordeal intensified immeasurably when the dense shells thrummed with potent waves of vibration. The shuddering influence ran through the interior balloons and rippling pumps were matched with slight deflation’s to forge body bending caresses that ran from foot to head in steady undulating waves. The flesh-crushing caress was not entirely unpleasant despite its severity, and the skin tingling vibration massively enhanced the effect.


    Theresa threw screeches against the gagging bladders as she screwed up her eyes and fought to endure a brutal bliss that sapped her strength as she tried to fight against it. The tease was delightful and made her anxious for more but she was held too tightly to even shift a little. She ached to rub herself against the quaking rubber but she was surrendered to the dedicated whims of the mechanism.


    The awful stimulation could not be denied and to her horror, Theresa discovered that orgasm was in no way able to end it. The body wide ripple and the tingling vibrations forced climax after climax through her hopelessly vulnerable body until she was screaming for clemency. As soon as one excruciating orgasm savaged her, the impossible stimulation started to ferry her toward another. The rubber became sodden with sweat and tears but the devices just kept running onward, dragging the pair of entombed slaves through the most impossible trial of unwanted delight.


    Theresa looked to her partner and saw a similar degree of purgatory and then the sight was lost as she was again soaked in ecstasy. Praying for release or at least a moment of respite, Theresa continued to suffer as the canister maintained its regime of incessant bliss.


    Time was lost as she was tortured with pleasure and everything in her world became divided into moments of hideous orgasm and the melancholy despair as she was dragged back toward that loathed state.


    Pelakh appeared before them and folded her arms across her chest as she looked from one sweltering prison of entrammelled femininity to the other.


    “Look at the two of you, all locked away nice and tight, in agony, just for me. Maybe I should rub myself against the glass to let you see what you’re missing. Would you like that?”


    Pelakh span around and bent over so she could press her shapely rear to the glass.


    “Maybe you’d like to see my bottom? Like this?”


    The dark material spread against the pane and then blocked out all light. Theresa mewed as her desire for the girl caused her to thunder back toward yet another hated orgasm. She tried to ignore the alluring sight and to fill her mind with repulsive images but nothing worked, not when Pelakh’s gorgeous body was mere centimetres from her.


    She jumped around and again leaned over to let her breasts hang against the cradling spandex and reveal her luscious assets. Theresa surrendered to the effect and wailed as she was subjected to another climax.


    “Maybe my tits?” she said and shifted forward to smother Theresa’s view with the sight.


    She stood up and stepped back before setting her legs apart. To Theresa’s horror, Pelakh started to massage her crotch. She wanted to look away but the sight of gloved hands groping at the tight shorts was too captivating.


    “Mmmm, how about a slave servicing while you watch. After I turn you up of course.”


    Theresa glared with absolute need at the sight. If only she could be attending Pelakh with her tongue while she was forced through this trial, it would at least make it tolerable. To be deprived of contact with her owner and dragged screaming through such bliss was unendurable. She prayed that Pelakh be bluffing because the sight of another slave being given the honour of pleasing the girl while she herself was forced to linger in this tight sauna of unending stimulation would surely drive her completely insane. Chastity and denial had been a hard burden on Theresa, she had never considered that over-indulgence could be even worse. She was sick of climax, she hated it, she just wanted to be out of this damn tube and away from endless ghastly delight.


    Pelakh sprawled back on the floor and spread her legs before shuffling forward toward Theresa’s tube. Stretched out on the floor between tubes, if Theresa peered down as much as possible, she could see the girl’s upper body and was appalled to see her reaching for the bracelet. Theresa howled for mercy and then felt her whole body react as the vibrations were increased and the potency of the ripple emphasised.


    Pelakh’s chest arched into the air as her legs locked around the tube and she pressed her sex to the quivering metal casing.


    “Oh yes! That’s it, slave! Suffer in there while I enjoy your misery!” she hissed.


    Her hands swept in to squeeze and knead her own breasts and the girl shuddered and gasped as her head swung from side to side and she luxuriated in the process that was such torture for Theresa but such bliss for herself. The sight of Pelakh stealing rhapsody from her agony could not be denied and Theresa was being forced into regular climax to a point where she feared she would be slain by them if they didn’t stop soon.


    “Oh more, slave! More!” she hissed and added more power to the tube to strain Theresa to breaking point as she was surrendered to a near perpetual orgasmic state.


    Pelakh’s body launched up and she grabbed the tube. Theresa could see the top of her head as she held tight to the tube and ground her pussy to the quivering surfaces. The sound of her squealing with rapture filled Theresa’s world and then the girl shuffled back and lay panting in recovery while Theresa just stared at her and continued to wail.


    “I’m betting you’ll be done with orgasm for awhile after this, slave. Maybe I should capitalise on that,” she chuckled, and rolled onto her front, rose to heels, and strolled away.


    “Yes, that’s a great idea. Hmmmm, I should jot that down before I forget. See you later,” she mused.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Fifteen


    


    


    Pelakh appeared before them in her gleaming thighboots, shimmering opera gloves, and a skimpy vinyl thong. Theresa’s exhausted body was slowly exhumed from the terrible tube that had so meticulously abused her for what could have been months as far as she knew. Her sodden, limp form dropped to the floor and trembled as it was forced to adapt to a non-agonised state.


    Theresa was the first to be transferred and after Pelakh grabbed her ankle she was summarily towed to the torture chamber. She just watched her arms trailing behind her as her cheek dragged on the floor.


    Her leg was dropped and she saw that a new item had been constructed in their absence.


    A low rectangular cage was constructed of dense wire mesh. One end was clearly the entrance hatch but oddly there was another aperture on the opposite side. This oval opening was surrounded by thick padding and set before it was a long dense bench. The bench had a padded upper surface and the length of it was liberally armed with sturdy ratcheted bands. The end opposite the opening in the cage also bore a dense metal ring that was riveted to the lip.


    Pelakh wandered over to the hatch and hoisted it up.


    “In, slave.”


    Theresa crawled over and entered the low ceilinged chamber. Upon entry she saw the automated shackles that were already in place near to the far corners and also located half way down the long sides of the cage. A brief metal stalk that emerged from the chamber’s smooth floor and reached through the openings in the mesh supported the open cuffs.


    “Surrender to your bondage, slave,” ordered the girl as she lowered the hatch and secured the trio of locks.


    Theresa lay back and reached down with her feet, and out and to the sides with her hands. The bands snapped shut as soon as her skin brushed the interior and she was left locked to the ground.


    “Your new uniform is almost ready, slave. And oh it so fiendish. You’ll really appreciate all the little touches I’ve made and you’ll be quite the sight once it’s finished bending you to my will. But there’s a little experiment I want to try first.”


    The girl strolled from the room and collected the languid form of Khara. A pair of thick leather cuffs had been buckled about her wrists and a single lock connected them. A length of rope had been fastened to the lock and Pelakh used it as a leash to draw her onward.


    Khara was brought to the bench and was sat down upon it. Bands were pulled over her thighs, her shins, her ankles, and the ratchets pumped so that they devoured the slack and pulled the flesh down into the soft cushion.


    Khara gave a moan of stress when Pelakh quickly threaded the rope through the ring and locked the instep of her boot to the end of the bench for added leverage so she could haul the woman down. Folding at her middle, Khara’s torso was brought to her legs and her arms stretched out until they were passed her feet. Pelakh gave one more brutal haul to apply more strain to the contorted form and tied off the rope. With her captive now helpless, she started to enlighten her slaves as to what she was intending.


    “That was quite a plan to make Theresa loyal to you, slut. Not the abuse or degradation—that’s easy. But the alien embryo? Masterful.”


    Pelakh started to bring the other bands up and over Khara’s back. These bonds wrenched down, crushing her body into her own legs and making her sob with every inch that was stolen. The flesh dipped in under the power of the bands and her breath came in soft gasps because of the corset-like effect they had on her chest.


    “Oh, please, no more!” mewed the woman.


    “Shut up, slut! There’s plenty more slack left!” growled Pelakh and deliberately added a few more cranks of the levers to improve the bondage.


    “Anything else to say?”


    Khara just gasped for breath and gnashed her teeth in endurance.


    “You’re sure? I could tighten them more if you want?” attested the girl and snatched a paddle from a storage compartment in the wall.


    Wielding it in both hands, the broad wooden weapon beat a deep tone against the air and met the Khara’s exposed rear. There was a hearty slap but her body barely moved because of the ferocity of her containment.


    “Speak up if you want it tighter!”


    Six more brutal and flesh numbing spanks were applied before she paused, put a cupped hand to her ear to check for silence, and then put the weapon away.


    “I did a little research about that particular breed. Most interesting. Genetic memory. Prolonged larval stage. Brutal, often fatal, birth procedure.”


    Pelakh wandered over and leaned down onto the roof of the cage so she could peer down at Theresa.


    “Seeing as I stopped the antidote treatment, the little monster inside you must be wide awake and starting to grow by now.”


    Theresa closed her eyes and gave a melancholy whimper, but still she trusted that the girl had other plans for her. The installation of her nightmarish pet costume was something the girl was greatly anticipating, as she was long years of Theresa’s anguished obedience to her in this demeaned format. A plan to spare her the fate that Khara had arranged had to be afoot.


    “But I had an idea,” she said, and pushed the bench back so that Khara’s hindquarters pressed to the padding and created a perfect seal that left pussy and anus exposed to the interior.


    “If the creature is dormant then it is unaware. If it is active, then surely it retains its genetic memory, and no doubt, a sense of self-preservation because of it.”


    Pelakh stripped off her thong and opened a cabinet to retrieve a sizeable container of pale blue liquid.


    “I got this idea from watching you and Theresa. It looked like such fun that I thought I’d give it a try. You see, this is the antidote. Greatly diluted though.”


    Pelakh straddled the woman’s stretched arms and shuffled forward. She grabbed her hair and hoisted up Khara’s head. After craning it back, she moved in closer, then let go so that the prisoner’s face dropped back into her pussy.


    Without warning, the cage became alive with searing current that rushed through Theresa’s body like a flood. It made her limbs flex and jerked her torso up into the air. The power flowed through the cuffs and continued to rage through her anatomy.


    Squealing in abject torment, she shuddered as she was forced into an excruciating upward bow.


    The blast stopped and she dropped to the floor and rasped for breath. The sound of lapping and wetness reached her ears and she managed to lift her head and see Pelakh pouring the fluid onto her belly.


    “I’d work harder than that. There’s only one dose in this jug and if you don’t get it in your system quick, well, if there is a transfer, you’ll be in serious trouble.”


    The woman gave a startled squall and started to lap and suck with alacrity as Pelakh just laughed and continued to pour.


    The torture proceeded with another long and terrible dose that stretched Theresa into the air and filled the chamber with her scream. Her breath ran out and she was forced to remain frozen in trembling agony, her maw stretched to its limits, her unfocused gaze locked to the ceiling as the sorrow continued to saturate her being.


    The ferocity of the abuse vanished and she collapsed, wheezing and shaking as the pain withdrew like a tide. A cramp in her belly made her wince and then it repeated with greater intensity. Theresa’s head jerked up in alarm and she looked down to see a ripple of movement from her stomach.


    “Oh G—’ she began and then dropped her head back and threw her hips into the air when the shock returned to her form.


    Her anatomy was scorched with another prolonged dose that again left her without air and unable to draw breath because of the demands of the voltage. It broke off and she again slammed to the mesh floor.


    Theresa started to sob, cough weakly, and then gave a groan as she felt potent myalgia rage in her belly.


    “No…p….please….no….not this….anyth—’


    The agony again blasted her, but it was fear of her internal companion fighting its way out of her that was the real torment.


    This time when she was next set free of the encouraging force, she was barely conscious. Perhaps Pelakh had declined the accentuating drug because although it would keep her conscious, enhancing this sort of pain had to prove fatal. Theresa was not the only one being tortured here—her evil child was also suffering and now that it was awake, it was not enjoying the environment provided by its warm human host.


    “You’d best get moving, slut. I think you’re about to have a visitor,” giggled Pelakh.


    The sounds of Khara incoherently begging for mercy were merged with sucks and gulps as she tried to ready herself for what she feared. If this happened, she would be doomed to Pelakh’s ownership for the rest of her life and even if she could break lose, she would be dependent on the antidote, a flaw that would no doubt cost the woman her standing.


    Another session of misery left Theresa on the verge of a faint, but she was roused back to full awareness when a lurch in her bowels preceded the feel of internal motion. A slithering tentacle slipped out from her rear and caressed her buttocks. Her sphincter was stretched wide as another emerged, and then another. Theresa screeched when she was hauled open more than she could accept without practice and the clench she applied made the beast levy more effort that only made it worse.


    Theresa changed tactics, stalled her breath, and strained. Bearing down on the monster, she offered croaks of effort as she tried with all her might to excrete it. The creature seemed to pause in consideration for a moment and then tentacles circled her upper thighs, took firm hold, and it started to pull itself free.


    Theresa’s hindquarters launched into the air and she howled as the body of the pliant wet beast stretched her. It had grown to horrible dimensions since the antidote had been stopped and it was hell to pass it from her canals. Her sphincter reached a ghastly zenith of anguish and her squeal became a disgusted gurgle as the opening rode the escaping flesh and finally closed. Her infant hit the ground with a wet clap and Theresa’s bottom landed behind it a moment later.


    Seeing spots from straining so hard, Theresa hauled in air and shook against her bonds as the throbbing horror of her much-stretched rear continued to remain with her.


    There was the sound of moist movement and slimy tendrils touched her face. The tips prodded and then became more focused in intent when they found her lips.


    “Oh no! Stop it! Please!” roared Theresa and threw her head aside. Tentacles rolled around her head and their strength was impossibly acute. A brutal grip forced open her jaws and her eyes bulged as she choked and gagged when tentacles started to slither down her throat.


    “Silly child. It’s all confused,” commented Pelakh.


    A brief session of electrical mayhem spilled through the cage and its occupants. The creature jumped back and Theresa retched as the tentacles slithered free of her throat. The aberration seemed to check its surroundings and options for a moment, but another brief blast made Theresa scream and also caused the beast to convulse before it sprang and struck Khara's rear. The woman hollered in fear and then wailed in pain as the tentacles started to fight their way into her bottom.


    Pelakh laughed aloud with absolute joy.


    “Take it! Take it all the way, you dumb slut! It wants in and in it will go!”


    “By the Goddess!” bellowed a male voice and it was followed by the bright crack of an energy weapon.


    The creature seemed to burst apart, showering the vicinity in purple slime and chunks of pulsating meat. The extremities collapsed to the interior of the cell as an inert pile of tubes.


    Pelakh’s shriek of disappointment was cut off with another crackling blast that struck her and threw her from the bench. She collapsed on the ground, paralysed and rendered unconscious by the less lethal issue of the Dregakk energy weapons.


    “What is transpiring here!” announced the warrior with absolute shock.


    Theresa looked aside and saw an armoured form in the doorway. His entrance had been concealed by the Theocrat’s screams and Pelakh’s insane cackling laughter.


    “Untie me you fool!”


    The knight rushed forward and flicked the blade up from the armour on his forearm. The keen weapon deftly cut the bonds and the Theocrat collapsed aside from the bench. The blue fluid was still spread all around her face and she spat the excess from her lips.


    “How did you get in here!” she snarled.


    “We have been trying to reach you for some time, but were not getting an answer. I was sent in to investigate and activated the emergency protocols to gain admittance.”


    “Speak,” she ordered while pulling herself back upright and wiping her mouth on her arm.


    “Warmaster Thaine’s regiment has accepted the forbidden arts and have successfully engaged and defeated the enemy. However, enemy forces are closing on this colony and it is not known whether he can get here in time.”


    “Help me up, dolt.”


    The templar took her hands and the Theocrat shakily regained her feet.


    “Who is that? And why did she have you bound like a slave?” he asked, and indicated the unconscious form of Pelakh.


    “She is the daughter of Thaine. I invited her hear to discuss her future in the Holy Order. She attacked me and caught me by surprise. I was bound. Forced to commit humiliating acts with slaves and with her. She intended blackmail and was trying to solidify her hold with that alien. She smuggled it in here via this human slave.”


    “Such treachery!”


    “Indeed. And it will be paid for in full. You have done well, but you are not to speak of this to anyone. It would sully both the Order and Thaine’s name. A man who has given so much for the Theocracy cannot be tarnished by his daughter’s villainy.”


    “Of course.”


    Khara straightened into her former demur pose and despite her nakedness, the slime, and the rosy welts caused by abuse and straps, she turned and continued to behave as a ruler.


    “How are the experiments progressing?”


    “Because of Thaine’s victories we are ceasing t—’


    “I gave no such order. I want work to continue, and if the secret of reworking flesh is not in my possession within the week, you will execute everyone involved in the project!”


    “Of course,” he replied, obviously a little confused as to the vehemence with which she sought this technology. “I assume I can practice killing Dregakk with Pelakh?”


    “No. I will take care of this situation. Bring her.”


    As the two of them left, Theresa closed her eyes and tried to relax. Everything had changed again. She needed some stability, some sense of order. She couldn’t handle having her entire future transmogrify every few days. Her heart was fluttering, her mind racing, her body aching, her openings throbbing from abuse. What was going to befall her next?


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Sixteen


    


    


    Warmaster Ferrek hauled himself to his feet. The side of his face had been singed by the proximity of an explosion but otherwise he was unharmed.


    The alien breed had taken his ship without warning as it orbited near the Dregakk homeworld. They had boarded them after nullifying all exterior defences with their accursed assault and since they first breached the hull, he and his crew had been fighting a losing battle all the way.


    With every engagement they gave ground as they were assailed from all directions by skirmishing octopi and rampaging guardian beasts. Their masters then followed behind the devastation to harvest his incapacitated crew.


    Ferrek regained his stance and staggered over to a command console to see if he could still check the tactical situation. The interior systems were out. Main power had been compromised and computer functions were lost. He was blind as to the situation and with the comm system destroyed, he had no way to co-ordinate their futile fight.


    For each one of the foe they killed, the enemy simply recycled the dead form and turned every other Dregakk or slave they found it into a new warrior for their cause. How could they defeat such resourcefulness? This was a race that simply created new armies from their own slain as well as from their defeated adversaries.


    Ferrek lifted his assault cannon, primed the weapon, and readied for the final charge of the alien creatures. Only three crewmen stood with him. The others had been killed or captured, and it was clear that this last paltry bastion of resistance would not last long.


    Huddled together, they crouched in cover behind primary stanchions with an assortment of energy rifles and small arms. The air was a hazy fog of acrid smoke, and it was tainted with the sickly stink of ozone and scorched silicon. The swirling folds veiled the corridor that the enemy was about to pour down. It made little difference because the only chance of killing one of the behemoths was at point-blank range anyway.


    “Remember—go for the throat,” he hissed, but this weak spot had been countered by their ever-evolving foe and was now as impregnable as the rest of them. Nevertheless, it was a ray of hope for his men and it would help them face death with fanatic Dregakk fervour.


    A flurry of movement flowed through the sounds of chaos and a monstrous guardian beast leapt out and charged them. More could be seen emerging from the fog behind it.


    “For the Goddess!” Ferrek yelled.


    The troops opened fire and spat streams of rapid bolts that bounced upon the armoured shell of the aberration. Having sustained no injury or even damage to its impetus, it continued its advance.


    The creature unexpectedly stopped and turned its back to them after having failed to notice their ineffective shots. Without warning a burning tunnel smashed through its chest. The monster shuddered, as though surprised that it had been so easily slain and then slammed to the deck plates. The impact sent a shudder through the area.


    The trio marching behind the monster whirled and tried to retreat into a side passage and escape the anonymous force that had outflanked them. The creatures ignored the sudden renewed deluge of blasts which Ferrek and his comrades unleashed because even the cannon simply generated small coughs of angry sparks on their thorny shells. However, the barrage of dark streaks that came from the fog was not so ineffective and ripped threw them with ease. Before they could escape, each was jerked back by projected energy that devastated their forms and threw the remaining torn refuse to the ground.


    “Cease fire,” yelled Ferrek in befuddlement, unable to comprehend what was going on.


    He crouched in cover with his assault cannon trained on the entrance. The tip was smoking from the fanatical blizzard of useless fire he had poured onto the aggressors.


    “Who’s there?” he roared.


    Stern footfalls resounded and from the smog there emerged a sight that filled him with indoctrinated fear. The form was comprised of dark metal and the elaborate mechanical apparition was possessed of a chillingly organic quality. The huge exoskeleton and festooned lines of cables granted it a bestial nightmare visage and its heavy torso was borne by hircine legs. Clawed articulated feet kept it stable and each step clanged loudly when it struck the deck.


    Two massive arms unfurled from its shoulders with banks of secondary limbs located beneath or curled on its back in readiness. Ferrek could see a plethora of tools and devices arrayed on its hide that served myriad purposes, rendering this creation capable of performing almost any task.


    The worst aspect of the creation was its head. The features of this stark cyborg had a vague hint of Dregakk physiology, but the living face had been burdened with ever increasing levels of implants and additions until it had been so buried that no hint of mortal origin remained, only a vague impression of the lost organic foundation.


    Ferrek knew that within this unholy mechanical shell was the heart and soul of a Phed Dregakk, one who had given themselves over to the forbidden arts.


    How could they have allowed Eldral and his men to do this? To rob themselves of sensation, of feeling, to leave them as unthinking puppets to the unified will, the individuals lost, sacrificed to assist and perform the purposes of the whole. They had no passion, no feeling, no desires—they were the complete antithesis of all that the Dregakk believed in. How could they worship and revere the use and abuse of flesh when they had none themselves save the innards lost within their mechanical torsos?


    When their race was still in its infancy, the obsession with technology and its incorporation had led to the ascendance of this breed. Their sect was devoted to the merging of Dregakk and machine to create a new “perfect’ hybrid.


    The philosophy of the Dregakk religion was one devoted to pleasure so when they had finally destroyed all the exponents and examples of these walking machines, they had shunned any reliance on the ever since. Instead they had used slaves to perform and serve the most meagre function, so that never again would they become reliant on or tempted into the arms of these cradles of engineered might.


    The reformed warrior stomped past to pursue the other alien forces as three more followed behind it. Each was slightly different after having been constructed in the lost vaults of the forbidden arts that dwelt deep beneath the cities, in the very places where their ancestors had been spawned all those thousands of years ago.


    Another demonic machine sauntered over with precise grace. It whirred softly with mechanical strain as a pair of similar creations followed behind it.


    “Analysing prospective recruits,” it stated. Ferrek found the synthesised voice chillingly familiar.


    A mauve beam of light flowed onto the Warmaster, scanning him and his mortified troops.


    “Eldral?” he whispered in disbelief.


    “Subject is compatible for reformation. Prepare a Birthing Chamber for immediate reconstruction,” it stated without inflection.


    “Wait, what are you doing?” he spat as he saw the creature unravel a crooked arm with a tip that was armed with a barbed syringe.


    “Replacements are required for forces lost in battle. We are to augment the unity and expand our consciousness.”


    “You cannot do this! I have not volunteered for it. The Grand Theocrat herself only allowed you to process those of your regiment who volunteered after they were fully briefed on the consequences!”


    “That decision was based on a flawed concept. We will incorporate all into our ranks to ensure the protection of the Theocracy,” he replied. All trace of feeling had been stripped from these barren words.


    “You are to surrender once this is over! You swore!”


    “To give up such an advance for our people is not rationale. This is the next stage of our evolution. To deny it is to stagnate and succumb to decadence, decay, and eventual extinction. The recent war has shown us that we must move forward.”


    “Eldral! No, for the love of the Goddess!” he roared.


    Ferrek winced as the arm shot out with a speed that he could barely follow. There was a sting in his arm and it instantly went numb.


    The other soldiers opened fire when the attack on their leader snapped them from their own horrified trance. Their weapons hurled streams of impotent energy into the towering mechanical beasts and were swiftly cut down by stunning beams of force from Eldral’s companions.


    “We still serve the Goddess, Ferrek. The pleasures of the flesh are nothing compared to the glory of our rebirth. Pleasure is the goal of the Goddess, and when you are reformed, you will know that pleasure more fully than ever before,” he testified blankly.


    Ferrek slumped onto his side, his body growing weak, his thoughts dulling as the nerve agent robbed him of awareness.


    “You’re all mad,” he uttered softly, his eyelids flickering shut.


    “No, Ferrek. We are the Goddess incarnate.”


    


    * * * *


    


    Theresa just lay where she was and sought to recuperate from her recent trials. There was a lot to think about, but at present she was just too exhausted. Long periods of deep and restful slumber gave her some energy and she wondered what would happen now that the leash on her in the format of the alien embryo was gone.


    Would the Theocrat install a new one, or had she experienced enough of being a slave and was now reassured about her dominance?


    The High Theocrat appeared in the doorway. She was naked save for her cuffs and her control collar. A command bracelet opened the cage and the restraints and let Theresa crawl out. She stiffly clambered back onto her feet and the woman sank down onto her knees and offered up the bracelet.


    The alien within her was gone. It had been the catalyst to make her revel in Pelakh’s ownership and had made her question her status as a dominant. The High Theocrat was now her slave again, and had submitted without the application of other inducements. She was now truly a ruler here, and by letting her servant tend her duties, she could keep her under control for the rest of her life. Pelakh had overplayed her hand. She had indulged too deeply and selfishly. Theresa had lesser goals and by not succumbing to greed, she could more easily attain and hold them.


    Her old will to abuse, torture, and subjugate wafted through her soul like a calming wind and there were no hints of dissent. In a split second she had gone from abused masochistic slave to proud and arrogant Mistress.


    “Follow me, slave. On hands and knees.”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” uttered the woman and obediently scudded behind as she sauntered regally from the room.


    Theresa strode into the bath chamber where she was showered, cleansed, and dried by the human captives. All the while Khara knelt demurely and watched her owner with ravenous lust.


    “What to wear,” she uttered lightly and decided to be a little more provocative than usual.


    A waspie belt joined a strapless vinyl bra and matching slender thong, the garment releasing suspenders to snatch her fine denier seamed stockings. A pair of patent ankle boots and a set of shimmering gauntlet gloves completed the outfit and her usual cruel shades and fierce cosmetics were applied before she collected a black riding crop and emerged to continue the tuition of her possession. She paused suddenly and looked around before regarding the woman that was crawling behind her.


    “Where is that little cow?”


    “Activate the control that I have left up for you, Mistress Theresa,” she said, and indicated both her command bracelet and the remote for her punishment collar. Both of them were already set out on a table.


    Theresa collected the items and activated them. She pressed the poised symbol and watched as a hatch in the wall opened and a bizarre contorted form tottered out. Theresa laughed aloud as she saw Pelakh condemned to the very uniform that she had so painstakingly arranged for Theresa.


    While she was a slave, she had been aching to see what it would be, and if she were still a slave, she would have done anything to be trapped in such a monstrously hideous bondage costume. But now she was dominant again, and it gave her a wonderful thrill and sense of lex talionis to see her abuser transferred into her own creation.


    Pelakh was clearly not enjoying herself one bit, not that you could see her face because it had been lost within a ferocious latex hood that crushed her head within dark impermeable folds. A pair of spry canine ears jumped from the sides. Her jaws were craned absurdly wide by a monstrous gag, which then swelled her cheeks out against the hood. Only vents for her nose existed and her crippled wheezes slithered through them.


    A rigid posture collar made her hoist her chin into the air and formed an anchor to which her wrists were attached. Her arms had been curled up behind her and trapped within an unbelievably ferocious triangular sleeve that made sure her forearms were kept side by side, from elbow to wrist. Each hand had been squashed into a featureless stem by a mitten whose shackle at the wrist kept them in place and pinned to the back of her neck.


    Each breast had been wrung by a harness that crushed them and made them swell with engorged pride. A band about the base kept them erect, and two more gouged into the flesh in the middle and near the tip. A hint of silver on the interior revealed the spines that were digging into her skin to make every wobble and bob a ghastly event.


    About her loins was a brutal steel chastity belt and from the front came a soft hum of vibratory movement. The flex and pulse of her flesh also revealed the blasts of stimulation that were making her quiver and thereby shake the tail that jutted up from the rear of the belt.


    For a moment, Theresa thought that the girl had been seriously altered and her shins and feet removed. Then she saw that her legs had been folded and trapped within a flesh crushing sheath of such power that they were little more than featureless stalks with a paw-like pad at the knee upon which she stumbled.


    Theresa watched her take hesitant steps and then shudder as she succumbed to the potency of the teasing chastity belt.


    “What’s going on, slave?”


    “Her own idea. Massive automated dildos are thrusting into her bottom and pussy. They also vibrate and a clitoral pad is sending rhythmic jolts to enhance her response to the stimulation.”


    “That’s it?” she muttered, finding such a consideration for pleasure very out of place for the spiteful girl.


    “Please, Mistress Theresa, just watch. I don’t think you’ll be disappointed.”


    Theresa gave an irritated huff and folded her arms across her chest. The minutes continued to trail past and the girl started to sway and jerk as she irrevocably drawn toward orgasm. With such influences it was odd that it was taking so long, in fact, Theresa wondered if the girl were fighting to repress her responses as though she were actually afraid of orgasm.


    Her breathing deepened and she started to arch over and twitch. Desperate mews managed to seep through her awesome gag and then she reached the moment prior to orgasm. The chastity belt suddenly stopped and left her livid with need. She jolted and whirled, thrusting her loins forward against the belt to try and gain the last rubs that would allow her relief. Her efforts became more frenzied and started to have an effect, one that was countered when she screamed against her gag as both dildos poured a long and brutal dose of pain into her that kicked orgasm from her clutches. She dropped back against the wall and continued to spasm wildly as bursts made her loins and rear clench agonisingly to the toys. Once she had been fully cured of climax, she was left to enjoy her uniform for a time before the stimulation recommenced with the movement of the toys.


    It started very slowly and was almost imperceptible. Over the minutes it started to gain new effort and then added vibration. A time later came the jolts of stimulation as she was again drawn up through an undeniable process of arousal so she could be denied and then punished.


    If she was a slave, Theresa would have given anything to trade places with her, but now she just laughed and mocked her old enemy.


    “Like your new life, pet? No? Well, tough. This is how you’ll spend the rest of your miserable existence. Not one more orgasm. Not one more, ever again. How wonderful. Does that make you happy, pet? To know that frustration, pain, humiliation, and excruciating bondage is now your lot. And guess what? You designed it, and you more than earned it. So enjoy.”


    Theresa opened a cabinet, snatched a thin and wicked cane and started to cast it round and across the juddering peaks of Pelakh’s rear. Muted hollers fought the gag and she stumbled recklessly forward.


    “What’s the matter, you little bitch. You don’t like that? How about this?”


    Another stroke laid itself to the exact same region and Pelakh dropped forward onto her front.


    “Pathetic pup!”


    Theresa hooked a toe under the girl’s flank and flipped her over. She floundered on her back and tried to right herself. Theresa laid her foot to the quaking stomach and pushed down to keep her subdued.


    “Maybe this will get through to you!” she hissed and started to apply the weapon to the bound and suffering breasts. The efforts to get out from under her boot became maniacal and the keening howls that seeped from the hood were most refreshing.


    Once she had given the assets a good measure of misery, Theresa dropped the cane and hauled the sobbing captive back onto her knees.


    “Fall over and I’ll cane your tits again! Understand, bitch!” she snarled, and slapped Pelakh’s cheeks to make sure she had her attention. When she let go, the abused girl swayed but managed to stay upright.


    “Good, now off you go,” she stated.


    Theresa slapped her rear to send her tottering forward to learn of her new environment by touch.


    A soft ping came from her command bracelet and when she checked she found that a cage was being sent to this chamber. Intrigued, she permitted entry and found it empty save for a collection of data crystals.


    “What are these, slave?”


    “N…nothing, Mistress Theresa. Just some things that need to be destroyed,” she stammered. Khara grabbed the collection and started to skip toward the vaporiser unit.


    “I’ll take care of it right now.”


    “Stop right there!” growled Theresa, and froze the woman in her tracks. “Get here, slave.”


    The woman reluctantly returned and sank down.


    “Hold them up.”


    Theresa looked across the collection as they were offered up in cupped hands. She picked one and looked at the slender gem. Turning her attention to her bracelet, she activated one of the data players and slipped the crystal into the appropriate slot. A swell of light appeared above it and started to gather into a three dimensional image of the torture chamber.


    Theresa switched it off immediately when she saw Pelakh torturing them. She was about to order their destruction when she realised that there were a lot more crystals than was necessary to record their time with the girl or even Theresa’s time here. She ran through them, seeing herself in almost every one until finally she reached a time before her transfer here.


    “Home videos?” she asked and chuckled when she saw the Theocrat’s cheeks redden with shame.


    “Bring me that armchair and come kneel beside me.”


    The living seat trundled over and was set before the image so that Theresa could lounge back and rest a hand on her slave’s head. The image of the chamber seemed frozen until the door open and the Theocrat walked in. She shed her regal robes and started to ready for self-bondage. Theresa grinned as she watched her slave set automated shackles with a timer and then slide herself into a pair of latex briefs that would easily keep a pair of probes in her body. Stimulation cycles were set and she quickly applied a gag to herself and then surrendered to the shackles that left her spread-eagled on the floor.


    Theresa turned up the sound and listened to her slave scream and cry as the toys shocked her. She thrashed against her bonds but until the timer ran out she was trapped.


    “How very interesting,” said Theresa and looked over to Khara as she kept her gaze lowered in shame. It was interesting to see what could be done here, and if she ever felt the need to indulge her masochistic side, it was nice to know just how easily it could be accomplished.


    “You don’t like your performance, slave?”


    “I…I didn’t think th—’


    “Look at the screen and you may play with yourself, slave.”


    Khara winced. She wanted the pleasure but was reluctant to perform before the sight of her own debasement.


    “Why so embarrassed? I assume you’ve masturbated to these images before, so why so bashful now? Come on,” she said, and brought her forward.


    Khara was now kneeling before her. Theresa reached over her shoulders, took hold of her jawline, and hoisted her chin up. She then laid her palms to Khara’s shoulders and leaned in to whisper in her ear.


    “Do it, slave. I want to see you come while watching you torture yourself, because now, I’ll be doing it for you, and there won’t be a timer to let you know when and how it well end.”


    The words made Khara tremble with excitement and her hands dropped into position.


    “Good, slave.”


    Fingers went to work and as she stroked and swirled her digits, she shuddered and moaned licentiously.


    “Why are you so intent on finding out how these bio weapons work?” asked Theresa.


    “For the Theocracy, Mistress Theresa,” rasped Khara.


    Theresa sighed and reached round to pinch her nipples.


    “Lie again and you’ll join Pelakh in a matching pet outfit.”


    “Oh, no! I…it’s just…’


    “Tell, me, slave. Tell your Mistress’, said Theresa and rolled the holds to additionally punish the teats.


    Her masturbation and the image of her lonely self-abuses were a distraction that allowed Theresa to ask anything and gain an almost unconscious answer. The woman was now starting to pay attention to her bliss, the havoc in her nipples, and the satisfaction that she would never have to resort to self-bondage and torture again.


    “If I have that secret I can be a slave,” she gasped.


    “And what are you now?”


    “I want to abandon myself to slavery, Mistress Theresa. I want to be a ponygirl, a piece of furniture, a whipping slave. I want to see and experience all the things that you have.”


    “That’s an awful lot, slave. It would take decades,” said Theresa, and turned her head to regard Pelakh as she jerked and squalled against her gag from enduring another process of orgasm banishment.


    “I know, Mistress Theresa, but if I have the secret I can fully alter my entire structure. I can become a human, an immortal one with the power of complete regeneration. I can place myself in slavery and if you wish it, alter you so you appear Dregakk, that you appear like me. I can then let you take my position and I can return to yours.”


    “Maybe I don’t want your position, slave. Maybe I want something else.”


    “I can hand my post to another. Whatever you want, Mistress Theresa. It’s yours.”


    “Then listen carefully, and you may not come until I have finished telling you what I want.”


    “Yes, Mistress Theresa,” huffed the woman as she continued to paw at her sex and listen to Theresa’s plan unfold.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Seventeen


    


    


    The red rays of the dying sun slithered through the solar system. They caressed the gas giants and tickled the sporadic planets and moons that dwelt in this region of space.


    The glowing craft of the ancient alien race loitered in close orbit around the places in which they had been hibernating. A Phed Dregakk warship had roused them from their long slumber and they had found an abundance of life in what had once been barren stretches of space.


    They needed fresh organic material to repair themselves and create new vessels and servants. However, their careless appetites quickly squandered this resource and they faced extinction after their harvesters had gobbled up every ripe world within reach.


    The lack of material from which to build had caused them to retreat into stasis until such time as life recovered, evolved, and spread, giving them the fuel they needed. Life was now flourishing on countless planets and they were reaching forward to encompass them and restore their race to its former total command of the galaxy.


    A pulse of rainbow light flared at the edge of the system and without warning an ugly metallic moon appeared. The jagged black orb seemed to waver while the dimensional eddies steadied and the wormhole that been carved to carry it here closed. Space and time healed from the grievous violation and a moment later the mutated orb started to cruise methodically toward the sun.


    The glowing saucers instantly streaked forth to intercept it. Their radiance reached blinding levels as they gathered their full might and this swarm of suns unleashed their devastating primary blasts at the intruder.


    The beams that had shattered the warships of the Dregakk struck the black hull of the planetoid and diluted upon it without causing damage. The pale effulgence started to grow darker as it seeped away from the point of impact. It developed into purple/blue swirls of opaque light that began to weave along channels in the ragged surface and reach toward a single collecting point. A single crooked mountain on the pole devoured the rivers of corrupted energy and for a brief second, all light across the craft vanished.


    A split second later, the midnight cloak was torn away when the mountain flashed with radiance, detached, and hurled itself from the moon.


    The peak started to accelerate toward the sun while the place of its birth began to quickly retreat.


    The alien ships sensed the danger and gave chase as they again began to ready a fresh barrage.


    The blinding orbs of light flung their accumulated energy at the speeding spire and again, the attacks had no immediate effect. However, as the columns of light lapped at the black shard they were suddenly transformed and this reversal of colour rushed back along the energy stream. The dazzling columns were turned into bleak rivers and when the cancerous energy reached the source, the ships were suddenly deprived of all radiance.


    The saucers started to tilt and tumble as they were stripped of the power to manoeuvre and continued to drift on their momentum. Unfazed, the shard continued toward the crimson sun and slowly vanished into the weak corona.


    As the moon once again began to tear open a rift through which to take flight, the sun suddenly trembled and went black. The foreign object that had plunged into it overwhelmed the remaining material of the sun, ageing it millions of years in seconds, and bringing it to its final catastrophic end.


    The nomadic moon vanished into its escape route just as the black hole was born. All material in the system was hauled in and as it cleared the event horizon, was cast into the crushing core of this galactic gravestone. In a split second the homeworlds of the race were annihilated.


    As the artificial moon shrieked down the wormhole to escape this terrible consuming pit in space, the countless Dregakk on board analysed the effect of their new weapon and sought improvements and refinements. Thousands of joined minds formed theory and carried forth new advancements based on the accumulated data.


    With their intelligence gathered and magnified millions of times, it had taken mere days to create their new mother ship. The capacity to end a sun had been so obvious that moments were all that were needed to develop and build the complex devices to accomplish it.


    Safe from the disaster, power was diverted back to the cloning chambers where thousands more Dregakk were being created. They were already merged with the technology of the ship and every second that past added more minds to the hive. However, these new minds were simple and there was a need to add more fully-grown forms and psyches to ensure sterling growth.


    With a single unified purpose, the gargantuan craft started to head toward the Dregakk homeworld.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Eighteen


    


    


    Theresa remained calm in her restraints and merely looked at the ceiling as she heard the surgeons moving around and getting ready. A lubricated tool slid between her legs and made her moan softly as it started to explore within her. She had undergone much worse in her time as the property of the Dregakk and so managed to endure the probing in relative silence.


    “I have found it,” announced the surgeon.


    “Then proceed,” stated the High Theocrat and laid a reassuring hand to Theresa’s brow. Theresa looked up at her and closed her eyes as she readied for the extraction.


    There was a soft “snick’ and agony rushed through Theresa’s body. She lurched against the straps that were pinning her to the table and screamed aloud. The pain of the implant sliding from her body saturated her form.


    The horror of the process gradually dwindled and she felt the fell internal implement slip from her. She settled and gasped for breath as tears trickled from her eyes. She was finally free of it. Finally free of the last impediment to her freedom. Now she could look forward to revenge without anything marring it.


    The Theocrat smiled and started to unfasten the straps that trussed her to the table. Theresa arose stiffly and dropped to her feet. Turning around to lean back against the slab, she looked down and grinned at the terror being displayed on Pelakh’s face.


    The adjoining table bore a series of identical straps that hauled the girl’s nude physique down onto the surface. She had been sternly gagged and muted cries were rushing against the plate that was fastened to her features by several straps.


    “Proceed with the transfer,” ordered the Theocrat.


    Pelakh’s cries grew in volume and she stared up with imploring at Theresa as the surgeon brought the implant over and started to insert it. She shuddered and shrieked against her gag, her muscles flexing and fighting the bonds before the process could be finished.


    With a single flesh muffled snap, the item was installed. Just as Theresa had done when it was first applied, Pelakh jerked to attention and wailed when the item was set to a nerve cluster where it would pump absolute pain or unprecedented joy into her nervous system.


    “Leave us,” ordered the Theocrat.


    The surgeon scuttled quickly from the room.


    “There, Theresa. She’s all yours now,” said the Theocrat with a smirk, and she handed Theresa a control pad with the ever-familiar white and black buttons.


    “Care to test her and make sure the implant is functioning?”


    “Oh yes.”


    Theresa looked from the control to the struggling captive girl. She had been at the mercy of these implants since her capture and now she was finally liberated from the cause of so much subjugation. In a delicious twist, that exact same nightmarish tool of oppression had been applied to her most hated adversary. The loss of this final example of her slavery made Theresa surge with a feeling of power.


    “So, Pelakh. Here we are. Our roles finally reversed. What button I wonder? Black? White? The choices are small but the results are most definitely not.”


    Tears welled in the girl’s eyes as she looked to Theresa and whimpered in her apathy.


    “I tell you what. I’m going to give you a chance to earn a reprieve.”


    The Theocrat snapped her gaze to Theresa. Previously she had been gloating over Pelakh, but the thought that the girl who had demeaned her would be shown mercy made her concerned.


    “My tongue has been at your service for far too long. I think it’s time you reciprocated. So, I’m going to straddle your face and you’ll please me while I test your pleasure setting. If you fail, I’ll have your mouth for screams instead.”


    Theresa started to unfasten the straps that held the gag plate in place and then dragged the bloated orb from Pelakh’s lips.


    “Theresa, please. Wouldn’t you rather be my pet? I’d be kind to you. You’d like the things I’d do to you and make you do,” burbled Pelakh, but the slave in Theresa was gone. With the loss of the implant, Theresa’s dominant side was free and totally unfettered.


    Theresa slapped her across the face and watched the girl shrivel and whimper. Her heart swelled to see such terror and defeat expressed upon the nubile young physique.


    “Don’t you dare speak without permission.”


    When the girl just quailed, Theresa climbed up onto the table and lowered her pussy onto the captive’s features. She recoiled and fought to get free.


    “I have just the encouragement to quell those doubts,” she crooned and activated the pleasure setting. Pelakh was torn apart with bliss and her resonant groan rushed against Theresa’s inner thighs a moment before she lowered into position. Possessed by the bliss, her tongue shot up and drilled into Theresa.


    The feeling of this stolen act was intoxicating and Theresa squealed with joy as Pelakh’s organ raged within her and surged against her clit. The girl’s body jolted and slithered within its bonds as Theresa drank of the attention. Sucking kisses hounded her clitoris. The flat of her tongue poured against her and the tip tickled as she tasted deep and swirled within Theresa’s loins.


    The arousal from subjugating this vixen was enough to have her climaxing after only a few minutes of attention. After she had screamed with elation from this most satisfying of orgasms she climbed from Pelakh’s face and readied to switch her to pain mode.


    “No! Oh please, mercy!” she cried as she saw Theresa stroke the black button.


    “Why?” she purred, and stood close to tower over the imprisoned form.


    “I’ll do anything you want. Anything. Just don’t torture me. I couldn’t bear it.”


    “But you so freely abused me, Pelakh. Now that the tables have been turned, why can’t I reciprocate?”


    “Please, just keep me bound. I’ll service you all day. Just keep me between your thighs. I’ll be good. I won’t complain. Just don’t use that thing on me.”


    “You apologise?”


    “Oh yes! Yes! Without reservation. I’m so sorry for what I did to you. It was wrong. I was wrong. Society makes us do it. We have to fit in. I couldn’t resist.”


    “Too weak to resist the herd then?”


    “Yes. Yes. I’m weak. Please don’t switch it on. It’ll kill me.”


    “What a sorry and pitiful bimbo you are.”


    “Yes. I’m sorry. I am.”


    “Say it then. I want to hear you say it.”


    “I…I’m a bimbo.”


    “And a stupid one at that.”


    “Yes….I…I’m a stupid bimbo.”


    “And that’s what you want to be called from now on, is that not so?”


    “Yes, of course. It’s most apt.”


    “And you’ll be obedient?”


    “Always.”


    “Then tell me who and what you are.”


    “I am stupid bimbo and I’m your slave.”


    “Slave? Who elevated you to such a rank. Useless pet slut is overrating your usefulness to me, but we’ll see if you can hold that rank for now.”


    “Thank you.”


    “Now say it all. I want to hear it all.”


    “I am stupid bimbo, and I’m your pet slut.”


    Theresa and the Theocrat both laughed heartily as they saw the dolour in Pelakh’s eyes as she was forced to demean herself.


    “Now let’s test your implant in full.”


    “Wait! N—’


    “Screaming time, stupid bimbo,” advised Theresa.


    Pelakh was thrown to full attention as a soul torn squall raged from her throat and filled the room like a living presence. Theresa looked to the Theocrat and just smiled.


    Khara moved closer and they embraced and kissed while Pelakh was made to squeal. Their hands wandered upon each other and their tongues curled and lapped as their lips strolled along neck and jaw.


    The arousing sounds ceased as Pelakh fainted, but her body still trembled as the shock continued to harass her system.


    “Not bad, Theresa. Not bad at all.”


    “Now what happens?” she asked.


    “I’ve made the arrangements. You’ll be taken from here to a deep space scout cruiser. I’ve had it stocked for your journey and relocation, and it will automatically return you and the bimbo to Terra. Then, you’re free.”


    “You’ll be okay?”


    “Reports suggest that Thaine is winning. The Theocracy will no doubt grow stronger from this fight, and when my scientists crack the technology, I can become the human slave I’ve always wanted to be,” Khara answered honestly.


    “Your won’t believe how much suffering awaits you,” crooned Theresa.


    “I know,” Khara replied with excitement.


    “You’ll be screaming in bondage and acquire no mercy.”


    “None,” hissed the woman.


    “Violated. Degraded. Tortured,” hummed Theresa.


    Snarled by the licentious tone and alluring words, the woman slowly sank down onto her knees and once again Theresa allowed a Dregakk tongue to deliver her into rhapsody. Everything was going according to both their plans. Their dreams were coming true.


    Just as Theresa needed to be free of all constraint to enjoy her dominance, so too Khara required being completely immersed and total commitment if she were to fully relish her subjugation. Neither of them could endure a conjured scenario, it had to be all or nothing. If there was one thing Dregakk society had impressed upon them both, was a lack of tolerance for fraud and half measures.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Chapter Nineteen


    


    


    The Grand Theocrat remained in her throne and tried to calm her racing heart. Ranks of templars stood before her in ordered lines, all of them aiming toward the main doors that were already glowing from the energy barrage being ladled into their structure.


    “No mercy for the traitors!” she announced.


    The armoured forms clenched as their desire to remain stalwart was bolstered by the words. The Theocrat knew however that there was virtually no hope of survival.


    Determined to remain a leader and icon to the end, she abruptly stood up and with her cloak flowing behind her, she marched down the stairs. The troops parted like a metal wave as she stomped through them and once she was exposed at their forefront they reformed behind her. With their ruler present at their head, they would fight even more fiercely and accept no defeat.


    The doors exploded inward under the punishing assault and a cloud of dust particles and hot smoke billowed out. The Theocrat squinted as the material washed over her but merely stood with hands on hips. If she could present a powerful enough façade, perhaps she could reach the loyalty inside the converts and win them back to the cause of the Theocracy.


    Mechanical whines sounded in the fog and then there came the deep potent clang of massive metallic feet taking their first steps into the sacred hall.


    All communication with the rest of the Theocracy had been cut. As far as every colony was aware, Thaine had turned the tide and they were safe from the threat.


    The enemy was indeed defeated, but now their saviours had become a far graver menace than the one the Theocracy had failed to counter. The only solution to this calamity had been implemented, but it would not do her, or the valiant templars, any good.


    The Grand Theocrat knew that she had to stay behind and sacrifice herself. It was clear that the traitors were coming for her, so she ensured that she was a distraction to preserve at least some sense of hope from this debacle.


    The cloud of smoke started to clear and the massive shapes of the transformed started to appear. They had giant misshapen torsos that bristled with technological apparatus and ranks of additional limbs. They moved upon a pair of multiple jointed legs with great three-toed feet. What frightened her most was the complete lack of a visage. No eyes, no face, nothing but blank automated surfaces.


    The templars opened fire as one and cascades of energy bolts pounded the stomping forms. The blasts spread upon their artificial skins and soaked into the material, vanishing into the creations without effect.


    The metal constructs marched in and ignored the lethal barrages as they formed into a single unit just within the doors. The Theocrat watched small sensors extend and look across the scene. The reformed Dregakk analysed the material with their usual dispassionate skill and then retracted their devices.


    “Why aren’t they fighting back!” yelled a commander.


    As if in answer to this question, the whole room gave a sudden drastic lurch. The templars fell or staggered as another jolt punished the structure and caused dust to seep down from the ceiling.


    Another brutal impact caused the section of wall to the left to quaver. Cracks rushed out from a central area and the web of splits grew with another strike before a significant section tumbled in and collapsed. Uneven boulders bounced from the intruder without damaging it, and the monstrous form pushed on through the breach.


    Like a massive metallic slug, the creation had clusters of glowing circular lens at its summit and segmented armoured panels down its back. The underbelly rippled with movement and light as countless eerie mechanisms ran at a fever pitch.


    The templars turned their fire on the trespasser but again their attempts just melted into the beast. The glow emanating from within the creature brightened and it reared up before suddenly stalling all movement.


    The energetic attack of the troops continued and then the beast erupted with motion. Dozens of tentacles rushed from the underbelly, each one pouring out and summarily encircling a target. The tendril then clenched and retracted to haul the warrior into the air and back toward the source.


    A trio of hatches sprang open and revealed tunnels that led down the huge length of the beast. The moment the soldiers were tossed in, automated internal arms grabbed them and started to process them. As though digesting them, it threw the warriors into these eldritch maws and they were fed down the construction line. There they were steadily transformed so that when they were ejected from the rear of the machine, they would no longer be Dregakk and would be one with Thaine and his forces.


    The Theocrat staggered back as those next to her were grabbed and dragged screaming into the machine. Some tried to turn their weapons on themselves before the machine took them. It spied these attempts and its tentacles always diverted from an intended captive to make sure they entwined and stole away this suicidal recruit.


    In minutes the hall was empty and silent save for the background chatter of machinery.


    The Theocrat straightened after finding that she had sunk to her knees and curled over in terror. She looked up at the multiple artificial eyes and waited for her turn.


    The hatches closed as the last soldiers vanished into the depths and the massive machine began to slither back out of the room. She turned around when one of the individual units began to walk slowly toward her.


    “Primary target acquired.”


    The words were highly synthesised but she could tell whose they were.


    “This villainy will not go unanswered, Eldral,” she snarled.


    “Threats will not stop us. Nothing will stop us,” he coolly replied.


    Four large arms unfurled from around the front of his huge trunk-like torso. The limbs stretched and flexed and the hatch they had shielded suddenly snapped open. The Theocrat shuddered as she saw the yawning chamber that would be the place of her reformation.


    “Not all of the words at the last meeting went unheeded,” she announced. “Ships have left our space. They will find a new home, they will grow strong, they will find your flaw, and when they return, they will take back the Theocracy and send you back into the dust where you belong.”


    The creature stepped forward. This made the Theocrat flinch and take a step back. Her heel struck something solid and she risked a brief glance down whereupon she saw a deserted weapon. The machine paused and a series of internal whirring noises sounded before it spoke again.


    “You will divulge this location when you are one of us.”


    “Then it is fortunate that I made sure that only the captains of the ships knew the destination,” she replied.


    The Theocrat readied to dive down, grab the weapon, and end her life before the abomination could grab her.


    “We will find them eventually.”


    “Doubtful, Eldral. They’ll find your weakness and then you’ll die.”


    “Then you will be amongst us when it happens.”


    The creature advanced and its arms reached out toward her. The Theocrat dropped down and her hands closed about the barrel and the pistol grip. She hauled the muzzle up toward her chin and squeezed. The weapon sent a blast up into the air because tentacles had emerged from around the open hatch and grabbed her. They moved with such speed and skill that they entwined her and yanked the weapon away before she managed to slay herself.


    Screaming, she was drawn in toward the booth and cried out for mercy when she felt the internal limbs grab her exterminates. She slid within and was suddenly wrenched outward into an acute spread-eagle that made her joints course with misery.


    The hatch slowly closed as the internal machines powered up and started to gather life and draw their intense scrutiny across her anatomy. As Eldral turned around and started to march out, the Theocrat wailed from within his artificial body and felt the first additions being made to her flesh.


    


    
      

    

  


  
    
      

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Epilogue


    


    


    A Dregakk ship entered the atmosphere of an isolated planet and descended down toward a large continent. The vessel passed over the shattered remnants of cities, the cracked ruins of suburbs, and cruised out into the wide expanses of land beyond them.


    The signs of strip mining were evident across the surface of the world, but only in a preliminary facet. Much of the mining material remained and was being devoured by nature. Several warships lay idle, deserted, covered in ivy and moss. Elsewhere, great automated machines lay silent and still with raw materials laying untouched on conveyor belt and power siphon.


    The ship slowed to a halt amongst some rolling lush hills and extended massive landing claws. The vessel lowered and sank gently onto them amidst puffs of steam and waves of displaced air that flattened the grass all about it. The craft powered down and a portal hissed open on the side as a platform extended beneath it.


    Theresa stepped out onto the lift and took a deep breath. She shielded her eyes as she surveyed the land because her eyesight was now greatly accustomed to the dull twilight of the Dregakk colony world where she had been kept prisoner.


    She was now dressed in leather trousers that were tucked under knee high boots. A leather bra embraced her upper body, and a utility belt bore several pouches, a holstered weapon, and a curled bullwhip. She reached into a pouch and removed some goggles to help her adjust to the light.


    As she pulled them into place, she chuckled as she heard a pained mew from behind her. Pelakh had just been cruelly deprived of climax again.


    Theresa had subjected the girl to countless vile indignities on their long journey, the Theocrat having stocked the ship with an admirable array of devices and implements.


    When the computer systems announced their imminent arrival and the image of her homeworld started to appear on the main view screen, she had forced the girl back into her pup uniform. She had struggled and fought the process, but the implant was always there to disable her, just as it had been used to subdue Theresa and make her compliant to the worst atrocities of Dregakk sadism.


    As she looked across the calm landscape, she found that it seemed almost supernatural. There were no people, no planes, no cars, no bustle or activity. The last time she had been here, the world was engaged in war with the aliens who defeated them at every juncture and harvested people and resources with equal alacrity.


    She had feared that she could no longer handle survival here, but just as she jumped from dominant to submissive depending on the circumstance, as soon as she saw the wilds before her, all her old skills and knowledge flashed back into her mind. Theresa felt like the perfect chameleon, able to adapt and reform her psyche to whatever circumstances demanded.


    “Come, stupid bimbo,” she announced, and dropped a hand to the small device on the back of her belt. The flick of anguish through the implant made the girl amble forward and bump into the back of Theresa’s legs. The lift immediately started to lower them down to the ground.


    As a precaution, Theresa drew the energy weapon and primed it. The device gave a meek hum as it charged and she stepped from the platform with her pet in tow. She wondered if there were any other survivors and what else she might find here. There was no fear in her anymore. She had been abducted, enslaved, trained, tortured, used, manipulated, and been forced to do things she had never thought possible. Sometimes she had craved them and relished them while others had almost destroyed her. She had faced death countless times and even yearned for it on occasion but now Theresa was home. It was time to relax and enjoy both herself and Pelakh’s misery. All the things that had been done to her, every indignity, every torment, they were all going to be applied in vengeance to the hapless Thaine daughter.


    Theresa walked out onto the planet of her birth. She was home, and finally, she was free.
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