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PROLOGUE
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Sophia

“Mesdames et messieurs…”

The auctioneer’s voice, silky and dripping with a malice cloaked in elegance, echoed through the grand opera house.

“La prochaine lot est une jeune putain ravissante nommée Sophia.”

I had won the school prize for French at my high school. It had made me well-suited for this mission, but just now, I wished I couldn’t understand the auctioneer so well.

The next lot is a ravishing young whore by name of Sophia.

I couldn’t help but find the irony bitterly amusing, given how I had begged Malleus to take my virginity not more then thirty-six hours ago, only for him to refuse me with ruthless finality. My thoughts swirled like a tempest within me as the spotlight found my cage, casting a harsh, unforgiving light upon my bare skin. I fought to calm myself, to quell the rising tide of panic and humiliation.

Appear innocent at all times.

Malleus’ stern command whispered from the recesses of my memory. My heart pounded, each beat resonating with the weight of the expectations of the Pretorian Guard. I took a deep breath, striving to project a façade of naïveté and purity, despite the degrading circumstances. I definitely didn’t have to feign the blush on my cheeks, at least. To stand naked in a cage, on the stage of an opera house, with a crowd of well-dressed people watching in the audience would have mortified me even if I had been the experienced prostitute the auctioneer had mentioned.

“We’ll begin the bids at five million euros,” the auctioneer announced, my mind absorbing the French so perfectly, I didn’t need to translate it for myself. I heard the murmur of the crowd shift into an eager hum.

“Look at that lovely mouth, capable of giving so much pleasure,” he crooned, his tone somehow both lewd and reverential. “Her little breasts, firm and perfect.” Each remark felt like a knife twisting in my gut.

“I have five million,” the auctioneer said. “May I have five million, five hundred thousand?”

For a moment, I steeled myself, instinctively trying not to let my composure crack. I did everything I could to push away the mixture of revulsion and strange, shameful vanity at the attention being lavished upon my body, my most intimate parts dissected verbally before this assembly of depraved elites.

Then I remembered that high above my head, over the proscenium arch, a huge screen showed every inch of me. I felt my eyes go upward, my head turning to see. Despite the terrible viewing angle, I could see the image of my face, my neck craning and my head twisted. I saw the blush on my cheek, and I remembered that I had to play a role, that I had to show how innocent a fuck toy I would be, for the man who must buy me—if I were to save the world, anyway.

“Look at us, you little slut,” called a voice from the audience, the words in beautifully accented French. “Not at yourself!”

“Ah,” said the auctioneer, whose back was to me. He turned around and looked at me, his long face stern. He spoke in heavily accented English. “Little whores must not look up like zat, girl. Shall I zummon ze man with ze cane?”

My hands balled into fists as I fought to keep myself from covering my breasts and my smooth, bare pussy. Before the auction, all of the girls on stage, each in her own separate cage, had been instructed by the auctioneer not to do that on pain of whipping. He had left out the part about not looking up.

I had a real fear of the cane, that terrifying implement I had never felt across my backside. Malleus had used a very firm hand with me during my training, but the cane had always remained on the rack. I gave myself over to the fear, intentionally: I bit my lip and felt my forehead crease hard, and I shook my head anxiously to show the auctioneer I would try to obey—just the way a young woman who had been abducted for sale at the secret auction of Legeria City, but not trained as a honeypot by the Pretorian Guard, might.

The auctioneer gave me a final glare, and then he turned around. “Well, ladies and gentlemen, I suspect whoever purchases her will have the great pleasure of whipping her frequently. Let’s recommence at five million, five hundred thousand. Who’ll give me that, for the privilege of giving young Sophia the discipline she needs, in whatever way you see fit?”

That sum was bid, and the bids rose rapidly from there, punctuated by the auctioneer’s explicit commentary.

“Her tight little cunt, such a hidden treasure,” he continued, making me wish I had never learned the naughty French words that slid like poison into my ears. “And that anus, so ready to be explored.”

I clenched my fists, nails digging into my palms as I struggled to suppress the turmoil inside me. How could I feel anything other than disgust? And yet, as the numbers climbed higher—five million, six million—I couldn’t deny a flicker of perverse pride that such a value was being placed on me. It was a grotesque validation, one that made my stomach churn with self-loathing.

“Seven million,” came a voice from the crowd.

I thought of that huge image of my own face, projected on the enormous screen above. I wondered about the man who had seen my wide eyes staring into the audience and decided to offer that much money. Was it Delacroix? Had he bid yet? Would he? Malleus and his colleagues had felt certain Delacroix would have eyes only for my auburn hair, my little breasts, my slim hips, and the tender cleft between my thighs.

“Seven million two hundred thousand,” the auctioneer declared, his voice triumphant. The bidding war raged on, each number further cementing my fate. A part of me wished desperately to be anywhere else, while another, darker part reveled in the attention as well as the magnitude of the stakes involved.

“She’s magnificent, isn’t she?” the auctioneer purred. “She’s worth every centime for her unexplored potential. Think of opening that virgin flower on your cock, gentlemen. She comes with a certification that only her mouth has been used by the penis. May I have seven million five hundred thousand?”

A pause followed, and I wondered whether my fate had been decided. Had Delacroix placed that last bid? Malleus had said that in the event anyone else purchased me, the Guard would extract me quickly. I would go back to headquarters, probably to work as an analyst—and Malleus would take me as his nupta. I wouldn’t save the world, but I also wouldn’t have to risk my life, or give my body up for a villainous magnate’s depraved, degrading sexual pleasure. A spark of hope mingled with the terror of the unknown.

“Ah,” the auctioneer said suddenly. “Monsieur Delacroix. I had a feeling you would not remain silent. Seven million five hundred thousand. Thank you.”

Another pause.

“Going once,” the auctioneer said, the flat tone of his voice suggesting that he didn’t expect another bid. “Going twice.”

I swallowed hard. I peered out into the audience, not having to feign my panicked wish to make out Delacroix’s face. Malleus had refused to let me see a picture, even.

“Sophia,” he had said in his gravelly voice, “we must do everything we can to make your reactions authentic.”

The auctioneer spoke again, the word that made my tummy flip. “Sold to Monsieur Anton Delacroix. I hope you enjoy breaking in this lovely young whore, monsieur.”

A round of appreciative applause rippled through the audience. Heat rose into my scalp at the thought of all of them imagining a rich man deflowering me, ripping through the virgin barrier of my pussy as I cried out under his hard, thrusting manhood.

I knew I should focus on the specifics of the mission, on the minute training Malleus had drilled into me. But it seemed impossible not to feel the gravity of my situation, not to fear that the duality of my existence might be laid bare for all to witness. As the spotlight shifted away and the auctioneer moved on to the next girl, I exhaled slowly, trying to regain some semblance of control over my roiling emotions.

The room grew quieter, the hum of anticipation settling as the next lot was introduced. I remained in my cage, waiting for the inevitable, my mind a storm of conflicted thoughts, my body still trembling from the intensity of the experience.

Five minutes after the last girl was sold—for a mere six million euros, I noted—the cage door swung open with a grating creak, startling me. I had fixed my attention on the left wing, from which other successful bidders had emerged to claim their new human property. The man who had opened the cage door, though, must have come from the right.

I instinctively drew back, my heart pounding in my chest, sure it must be Delacroix. It wasn’t, though: I had never seen Delacroix, but I recognized the man who greeted my gaze. The towering figure who loomed before me was miles Marcus Blackthorne. The unexpectedness of his presence sent a jolt through me, mingling surprise with a thrill of something else, perhaps the interest I had felt about Marcus. Malleus had told me to look out for him, the Guard field agent who had been in deep cover in Delacroix’s chateau for more than a year.

“Come,” he commanded in English, his voice a low rumble that resonated through my very bones.

Struggling to maintain composure, I stepped forward hesitantly, feeling the weight of his piercing blue eyes upon me. His image had been etched into my memory, a constant reminder of the web of intrigue that surrounded us.

“Remember, Sophia,” Malleus had cautioned, his tone both stern and protective, “Marcus is our man inside. Trust him, but never forget your mission. And remember that you will both be under constant surveillance. You cannot tell him who you really are.”

“Step outside,” Marcus instructed, breaking through my reverie. His words carried an undeniable authority, yet there was a subtle softness in his tone that belied the harshness of our surroundings.

I obeyed, feeling the cool air flow over my bare skin as I exited the cage. My senses seemed heightened, every sound and scent registering with vivid intensity. The auctioneer’s lewd commentary still echoed faintly in the background of my mind, a grotesque reminder of the world I now inhabited.

“Monsieur Delacroix will be expecting you at his chateau,” Marcus continued, his gaze unwavering. “As his head of security, it’s my duty to oversee the preparation of all new acquisitions.”

“Preparation?” I repeated, struggling to keep my voice steady. The implications of his words sent a shiver down my spine.

“Discipline and readiness for your master’s bed,” Marcus elaborated, his eyes darkening with intent. “Your obedience will be tested; your submission, refined. It falls upon me to ensure you are adequately prepared for your owner’s desires.”

Despite my training, despite the ironclad control I had honed under Malleus’ tutelage, I felt a surge of conflicting emotions—fear, anticipation, and an undeniable attraction to the man standing before me. His presence was magnetic, drawing me in even as I fought to maintain my equilibrium.

“Understand this, Sophia,” Marcus said, stepping closer until his breath mingled with mine. “You must submit entirely to Delacroix’s will. In every way imaginable. Your… success depends on it.”

My eyes went wide, just as a true innocent’s would have. I felt certain Marcus had almost said life rather than success.

“Oui, Monsieur,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper. The proximity of his body, the intensity of his gaze, stirred something deep within me—a tumultuous blend of desire and dread.

“Good girl,” he murmured, a flicker of approval in his eyes. I watched with unfeigned trepidation, eyes wide, as he reached into the inside breast pocket of his black suit coat. He pulled his hand out, and I heard a soft clinking just before I saw that he held a black leather collar and a matching leash. The metal fixtures glinted slightly in the low remaining light on the stage—gilt, at least, or perhaps even solid gold.

As he reached the collar towards me, I shied away—this time intentionally, as an attempt to hide my strong reaction to Marcus’ physical presence with play-acted innocence.

“A bit skittish, are we?” Marcus asked, his voice ironic but also stern. “Come here, you naughty little slut. If you have trouble with your collar, you’re going to need a good deal of preparation for the night Monsieur fucks your ass for the first time.”

That shocked me, for real. I felt tears prick at the corners of my eyes, and I felt the color mount to the roots of my hair. With my knees wobbling under me, I took a step forward, into range of Marcus’ long, muscular arms.

“Turn around,” Marcus commanded, and I did, with a deep shudder. “Chin up.”

He had the collar in his left hand. I saw it at the bottom of my vision just before he settled it into place at the front of my neck. Then his right hand brushed against my cheek, a fleeting touch that left my skin tingling with electricity. I couldn’t tell whether he had done it on purpose, and the uncertainty brought another surge of heat to my face. An instant later, I felt him fasten the clasp on my neck, and then I heard the click of the golden lock. The trembling in my limbs, to know how completely I belonged to Anton Delacroix, came from the true depths of my mind and heart.

“Turn around,” Marcus said again.

Feeling like I had left my body, I complied.

He had the leash, now, and he clipped it to the ring at the front of the collar.

“Follow me,” he commanded, turning abruptly, as if I could do anything else. I trailed behind him, my eyes downcast, fixed on the leash to make certain the slack in it remained, so that the collar wouldn’t jerk painfully at my neck. I was terribly conscious of my nakedness as we began to pass through the crowd of gorgeously clad men, whose gazes I felt certain all lingered obscenely on my exposed body.

All the while, my mind raced. Malleus clearly hadn’t known how high his miles had risen in Delacroix’s ranks. I had my own mission, different from Marcus’, more urgent though not more important. How could I possibly navigate this situation, without giving a trained Guard agent any suspicion that I wasn’t the innocent, virginal fucking piece Delacroix thought he had just purchased for his bed?


CHAPTER 1
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Six weeks earlier

Sophia

I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the flickering screen of my outdated laptop. A mixture of excitement and desperation surged through me at what I had just noticed to the side of my social media feed. It was just a few weeks before my nineteenth birthday, and the bleak reality of my future loomed large. With no money for college and the prospect of selling my soul to a megacorp like Selecta hanging over my head, I felt trapped. That’s when I saw it—the ad that seemed almost too good to be true, so good that it practically shimmered on my screen.

Join the Ostia Modeling Agency, it beckoned, and experience a life of high-powered glamour, travel, and luxury.

My friends had always told me I should be a model, but I had dismissed the idea as superficial and beneath me. Yet the lure of high-class travel and an escape from my mundane existence proved irresistible. I clicked on the ad and filled out the application with trembling fingers. To my astonishment, I received a response almost immediately, instructing me to come to New York for an interview.

I spent the next few days preparing meticulously, selecting my best clothes for the occasion—a pink silk blouse that clung to my curves in all the right places, and a black maxi skirt that flowed elegantly with each step. Matching pumps completed the ensemble, their modest heels giving me a slight boost in confidence. As I stood before the mirror, admiring my reflection, I couldn’t help but feel a thrill of anticipation. This could be my ticket out.

The journey to New York seemed a blur of anxious excitement. When I arrived at the address provided, I found myself standing before an imposing skyscraper, its sleek lines and mirrored surface reflecting the bustling city around it.

On the 48th floor, the elevator doors slid open to reveal a lobby that looked like a purposefully awe-inspiring display of modern opulence—polished marble floors, leather-covered couches, and a sea of impeccably dressed women moving about with purpose.

“Welcome to Ostia,” a receptionist greeted me with a warm smile when I emerged from the elevator, my eyes wide as I looked around the stunning space. She too was stunning, her attire a masterpiece of haute couture. Behind her head, in an elegant black script on the white wall, the words Ostia Modeling confirmed that I’d gotten off on the correct floor. “Sophia Larkwood?”

I blinked at her, taken aback that she had recognized me. I’d sent a selfie with my application, true, but how had it made its way to the receptionist’s desk?

“Yes,” I said, not liking the hesitation in my voice. “Yes, I’m Sophia.”

She rose from the long desk. “I’m Gail,” she said. “Please follow me.”

Two other equally beautiful women, in equally gorgeous dresses, sat further down, so the lobby wouldn’t lack for supervision. I felt as if I had entered a different world, with its own rules that applied only to people like Gail and her colleagues.

I trailed behind her, my heart pounding as we navigated the labyrinthine corridors of the agency. Every woman I passed seemed more beautiful than the last, their outfits rivaling those seen on the runways of Milan and Paris—as known to me through hours of time wasted on fashion news online. The air held the subtle scent of expensive perfume and carried a faint hum of whispered conversations and the tap of clicking heels.

“Right this way,” Gail the receptionist said, opening a door to a small, windowless room. “Your interviewer will be with you shortly. I’ll take your purse. It’ll be at the receptionists’ desk when you’re done.”

“Oh, but…” I said. “I can keep my phone, right?”

Gail shook her head. “I’m afraid not. You may be given some proprietary information, and we need to be careful.”

I frowned and considered for a moment, then handed over my little clutch. Gail bestowed a reassuring smile on me.

I stepped inside the little room, the door closing softly behind me. The room was stark in its simplicity—a single table and two chairs, illuminated by the harsh glare of a fluorescent light. I took a seat, smoothing my skirt nervously as I waited.

Minutes stretched into what felt like hours, my mind racing with thoughts of what lay ahead. I tried to go through the answers I had prepared in my head: No, no experience, but I’m a quick learner. Well, frankly, I’m interested in security, but a little luxury wouldn’t hurt. No, I know it’s a hard job, but I like to think I’m artistic, and I can see myself moving up in the industry once I know the ropes. Yes, I’m willing to work hard.

Just as I began to lose hope that they even remembered I was here, the door swung open. To my surprise, a tall man entered. He had on a charcoal gray business suit, his red tie making for a striking contrast against the muted tones. His broad-shouldered presence seemed to command the room. To my confusion, my breath caught in my throat at the sight of him.

Relax. They probably kept you waiting this long just to mess with you, so they could get an idea of what you’re really like. Or something like that.

“My name is Malleus,” he announced, his voice deep and authoritative. He gave no sign of knowing how strange that sounded, as an introduction. “You will call me miles. It’s a title, not a name, and it means I will be your trainer. You are from this moment a columba of the Order of Ostia, under my supervision.”

I stared at him, my mind reeling. Trainer? Columba? What did any of this mean?

“Go ahead and take off your clothes,” he instructed, his tone leaving no room for argument.

A wave of shock, fear, and something else—something darker—washed over me. My body tensed, my heart hammering in my chest as I grappled mentally with the command. The room seemed to close in around me, the air growing thick with an oppressive, sudden sense of the gravity of the moment. I had the frightening but irresistible thought that my life had just changed a good deal more than I had thought I wanted it to.

“Take off your clothes,” he repeated, his eyes boring into mine. “Or I’ll take them off for you.”

I sat frozen in the simple task chair at the simple interview table, my mind a chaotic storm of conflicting emotions. Shock and fear kept coursing through me, icy tendrils wrapping around my heart. That something else, though, it remained present, too. Unwillingly, I identified it as arousal, rising unbidden in response to this man’s—Malleus? Is that what he said?—command.

“Wh-what?” I stammered, my voice barely above a whisper. My hands trembled as I clutched the hem of my blouse, torn between compliance and resistance. A part of me, to my utter horror, considered obeying him, the thought of undressing under his stern gaze sending a shiver down my spine.

“No,” I said finally, mustering what little courage I had left. “I won’t do it. I want to leave.”

Malleus’ expression remained impassive, his gaze never wavering. “You’ve been identified as a prime candidate for sexual service through data mining of your online activity,” he stated matter-of-factly. “The Order of Ostia has recruited you, and you have no choice in the matter. Your family will be told you have been selected for a prestigious but secret corporate program.”

“The… the Order of… of what?” I said. A spark of hope ignited in my chest. “But… oh, wait… I thought… I think the receptionist… Gail? Was that her name? I think she… I’m supposed to be interviewing…”

Malleus let me go on that far, and then he interrupted.

“For the Ostia Modeling Agency,” he said. “Which is the front for the Order of Ostia. You’re in the right place. Take off your clothes.”

“That’s insane!” I protested, pushing my chair back and rising from it. “You can’t do this! Let me go!”

“Strip,” he commanded again, his tone brooking no argument. “Or I’ll take your clothes off for you.”

My pulse quickened, panic flooding my senses. I knew rationally that I had no chance of escape. The room was small, windowless, and the door behind him seemed an insurmountable barrier. Yet, the thought of submitting to his authority, of baring myself before him, filled me with a desperate need to get out of there at all costs.

Without another word, I lunged for the door, my heart pounding in my chest. I knew it was futile, but I couldn’t help the primal urge to flee. My pumps clicked frantically against the polished floor as I reached for the handle, my fingers brushing the cold metal.

In an instant, Malleus was upon me, his strong hand gripping my wrist with effortless precision. He pulled me back, spinning me around to face him. His piercing blue eyes held a mixture of irritation and amusement.

“You’re trying my patience, columba,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “And I don’t mind imposing consequences for misbehavior on lovely young virgins like yourself.”

A wave of helplessness washed over me, mingling with the shame and arousal that his touch evoked. His grip was unyielding, his presence overwhelming. Despite my struggles, I couldn’t deny the traitorous heat seeping between my legs, a mortifying testament to his dominance.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling with a blend of fear and helpless, forbidden desire. “Why are you doing this?”

“Don’t ask useless questions, columba,” Malleus replied, his tone devoid of mercy. “You belong to the Order now, and you will learn to submit.”

Tears welled in my eyes, a mixture of frustration, fear, and the unbearable shame of my own body’s betrayal. My resolve wavered, teetering on the edge of submission. The battle within me raged on, each passing second a tortured eternity.

Malleus’ grip on my wrist tightened as he pushed me back against the cold, unforgiving wall of the interview room. My heart pounded in my chest, a wild drumbeat that seemed to echo in the confined space. His eyes, those piercing blue orbs, locked onto mine with an intensity that made it impossible to look away.

“Since you insist on making this difficult,” he murmured, his voice soft but laced with iron, “I’ll do it for you.”

Before I could react, his hands were on me, moving with a swift, practiced precision. He started with my pumps, stooping to slide them off my feet and tossing them aside with a casual flick. The loss of my shoes left me feeling even more vulnerable, exposed. I tried to kick at him, but he caught my ankle effortlessly, his grip bruising.

“Stop struggling, Sophia,” he commanded, his tone brooking no argument. “You’re only prolonging the inevitable.”

My breath hitched as his fingers found the buttons of my blouse. Each one slipped free with a soft pop, the sound almost obscene in the tense silence of the room. As the fabric parted, I felt the cool air brush against my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. My blouse fell away, revealing the sensible beige bra beneath. It seemed a stark contrast to the high-end fashion of Ostia’s office, a reminder of my ordinary, unremarkable life.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Don’t do this.”

He ignored my plea, his focus unwavering. His hands moved to my skirt next, unzipping it and letting it drop around my ankles. I stood before him in nothing but my undergarments, my cheeks burning with humiliation. Despite my fear, the treacherous heat coiled low in my belly, an arousal I couldn’t control.

“Such a lovely girl,” Malleus murmured, almost to himself, as he reached behind me to unclasp my bra. The straps slid down my shoulders, and I crossed my arms over my chest instinctively, trying to preserve some shred of dignity. He clearly had no intention of allowing me that shred of modesty. His hands gripped my wrists, pulling them away and pinning them to my sides.

“Look at you,” he said, his voice a dark caress. “So defiant, yet your body betrays you. Those pretty little nipples are as stiff as my cock.”

His gaze raked over me, taking in the sight of my naked breasts, the tiny nubs hardened to aching peaks. My mortification deepened, knowing he could see how my body responded to his touch.

His hands moved to the waistband of my panties. I struggled again, a futile effort, but he was relentless. With a swift motion, he ripped the legs of my panties, the tearing sound loud in the stillness. The ruined fabric joined the rest of my discarded clothing on the floor.

I stood before him, completely exposed, my body trembling with a mix of fear and unwanted desire. My shame grew as I felt a slick wetness gathering between my thighs.

To my utter horror, Malleus suddenly grabbed my arm and spun me around, then marched me the two steps to the table. He bent me over it, where I had expected to sit for a normal interview. The cold surface pressed against my bare skin, seeming to amplify my vulnerability.

“You’re exactly what we need,” he murmured.

I felt his hand on my bare backside, his fingers probing, parting my folds with ease. I whimpered, trying to twist away, but his other hand, on the small of my back, held me firmly in place. His touch was skilled, exploring me gently but insistently, sending jolts of reluctant pleasure through me.

“That’s what I thought,” he said, his voice smug. “We hardly need the doctor to verify beyond the shadow of a doubt that you’re the kind of girl we’re looking for, columba.” He paused, his fingers curling inside me, eliciting a gasp from my lips. “But your medical exam is important: we need to get precise numbers on you. And the nurse will wax your pussy for me, anyway. Once you’re bare down here, your new life will gain a certain immediacy for you.”

At his words, my pussy clenched involuntarily around his fingers, a reaction that filled me with a fresh wave of shame. How could my body respond this way? How could I find any semblance of arousal in such a degrading situation?

“You’re going to make a fine nupta, Sophia Larkwood, once your virginity is nothing but a memory,” Malleus chuckled, his voice rich with anticipation.

“Wait here,” he commanded, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine as he collected the remnants of my dignity—my clothes—and turned to leave. “I’ll be back shortly.”

I watched, heart pounding in my chest, as the door clicked shut behind him, sealing me in this small, windowless room that now felt like a cage. The silence was deafening, oppressively emphasizing the rapid thump of my heartbeat.

For a moment, I remained frozen, my mind racing with the implications of what had just happened. My skin still tingled where his hands had roamed, and shame mingled with an unwelcome flicker of arousal deep within me. How could I have responded so traitorously to his touch? My body’s betrayal stoked the fires of my resolve; I had to get out of here.

Testing the door handle cautiously, I found it unlocked. A glimmer of hope sparked inside me. Slowly, I cracked the door open, peering out into the deserted hallway. The sleek, modern opulence of the Ostia offices now seemed stark and menacing, each shadow a potential threat.

I took a deep breath, pushing aside the memory of Malleus’ degrading words and the skilled way his fingers had claimed my body. There was no time to dwell on that now. I had noticed earlier, when walking to this room, that the stairs were only a few feet away. If I could reach them, maybe—just maybe—I could make it to the lobby and call for help.

Steeling myself, I opened the door a little further and slipped out, my bare feet whispering against the cold, polished floor. The air felt cooler against my exposed skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and legs. Each step was a calculated risk, my senses heightened by the fear of being caught.

My rational mind knew the odds were slim. They had undoubtedly designed this place to keep people like me contained. But desperation lent wings to my feet and courage to my heart. As I neared the stairwell door, I felt a fleeting sense of triumph.

But before I could reach it, a voice—deep and authoritative—pierced the silence, freezing me in my tracks.

“The door was unlocked to test you, columba,” Malleus said, his tone laced with grim satisfaction. “And you passed, though I’m afraid you won’t like your reward.”


CHAPTER 2
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Sophia

I spun around to see that Malleus had come up right behind me in the mere few seconds since his voice had stopped my flight. I shied away from him, but his right hand darted out with a speed that belied the apparent casualness of the movement, as if he had grown so accustomed to manhandling naked young women that he could do it effortlessly.

His grip on my upper arm was like a vice, though. His fingers dug into my flesh with an intensity that bordered on painful. As he marched me back to the interview room, each step he took reverberated through my body. The carpet absorbed the sound, but the movement felt somehow loud inside me, echoing in my limbs and amplifying the terror coiling in my stomach.

The brightly lit little room loomed ahead, its stark, clinical light glaring through the narrow window of the heavy door. With a final, decisive shove, Malleus pushed the door open and propelled me inside. The door clicked shut behind us, the sound slicing through the air with a sense of ominous finality that made my heart pound even harder.

He guided me to the nearest chair positioned in the center of the room. Still holding my arm, he sat down. His sheer physical strength communicated itself to me in every movement. I felt like a fragile, mishandled doll that he might easily break by using just a little too much force as he positioned me.

His eyes, piercing blue and unrelenting, locked onto mine for a moment as he started to pull me down, upending me and guiding me roughly over his knee. I lost sight of his face and the room became a blur for a moment, my balance completely gone as the floor seemed to rush up at me.

I struggled, my arms flailing and my hands curled into fists to try to hit out at him. I kicked. The resistance, however, seemed not only useless but completely irrelevant. My hands made contact with the fabric of his suit, and underneath it I felt muscles upon muscles, so hard that I wondered if Malleus could even feel my attempts at bodily defiance.

My limbs tensed involuntarily when the hard surface of his knee made contact with my abdomen, then my naked lap. I felt the texture of his suit trousers beneath me, my mortifying nudity here in this corporate setting a reminder of his control and my vulnerability.

Malleus hadn’t said anything, after telling me I would receive a “reward” for my “passing” his “test” and trying to escape. Somehow, despite a concerted effort to tell myself that I had no idea what he would do, I had known. I had known even as he marched me back down the hall, long before he had wordlessly made the matter completely clear by putting me over his knee this way.

I knew, deep down and in spite of absolutely not wanting to know, what happened at the Ostia Modeling Agency to naked girls who tried to run away. I let out a little sob as I felt his left hand seize my hip and his right hand take hold of my backside to reposition me slightly, raise my bottom, and lower my head. My mind raced, wondering what my first spanking would feel like, the uncertainty of the impending pain mingling with an unwelcome curiosity that I couldn’t quite suppress.

“Wait!” I tried. “I… I… won’t… I won’t try to run away?”

Malleus’ voice had a grim certitude in it. “After this reward, columba, I’m pretty sure that’s true.”

Again with the columba. What the hell was going on here?

His grip on my waist tightened, holding me firmly in place. His right hand had stayed on my butt, and the fingers rubbed a little circle there, as if to emphasize how enormous Malleus’ hand was and how little my bottom. I let out a whimper of mingled shame and fear. Under his hand I felt my skin prickle with goosebumps, every nerve ending alight with a heightened sensitivity that bordered on unbearable. The vulnerability of my position—the exposure, the helplessness—stripped away any pretense of composure.

The room seemed to shrink around us, the oppressive brightness of the lights focusing my attention solely on the sensations coursing through my body. My breath came in shallow, rapid gasps, my heart hammering against my ribcage as I tried to brace myself for what was to come.

I could almost feel Malleus’ hand hovering above my exposed skin, as if it were a menacing shadow poised to deliver the first punishing strike.

“Consider this your first lesson,” Malleus’ voice broke through the silence, his tone a blend of severity and something almost akin to compassion. “You’re being punished for your defiance—refusing to undress as commanded, and for your futile attempt to escape.”

The words hung heavy in the air, each one driving home the strangeness and the humiliation of my terrifying situation. Before I could fully process them, his palm descended with a sharp, resounding smack. Before my body could fully absorb the sensation, he had raised his hand and brought it down a second time, and then a third. A fiery sting spread across my bottom, drawing a gasp from my lips.

“Ahh!” The sound escaped involuntarily, a mix of shock and pain, reverberating around the sterile brightness of the room.

“That’s only the beginning, columba,” he said, his grip on my waist unyielding. “You will learn to obey, and you will learn it thoroughly.”

Another spank followed, then another, each one methodical and firm, leaving a searing imprint on my skin. The pain quickly became intense, a relentless barrage that set my senses aflame. Each swat echoed through the room, ringing off the walls despite the deadening effect of wall-to-wall carpet and acoustic tiles.

“Do you understand why you’re being punished?” Malleus’ voice was steady, unwavering, a stark contrast to the chaotic flurry of emotions within me.

“Yes,” I managed to choke out between gasps, my voice trembling.

“Say it,” he demanded, punctuating his command with another stinging slap.

“Because I didn’t take off my clothes… and I tried to escape,” I replied, my words shaky yet earnest, desperation creeping into my tone.

“Good girl,” he acknowledged, though there was no warmth in his words. “I’m going to spank you thoroughly enough today that you won’t sit comfortably tomorrow. I need a columba who remembers the price of disobedience.”

His strikes did not relent, each one harder than the last, driving home the lesson he sought to impart. The rhythm of the spanking became a cruel melody, each note a reminder of my transgressions and the price of disobedience. Tears welled in my eyes. I bit my lip to try to keep myself from crying out, but I failed completely. My whimpers only grew louder.

My legs kicked out reflexively, desperate to escape the fiery punishment, but Malleus was prepared. With a swift movement, he shifted his weight, trapping my legs beneath his own. The sensation of his hard, muscular thigh pinning mine down sent another wave of helplessness crashing over me. Unable to move, I felt utterly exposed, each spank now landing on the sensitive skin of my upper thighs, magnifying the torment.

“Feel each strike, Sophia,” he continued, his voice remaining calm, measured. “Let it remind you of your place, of the importance of submission. Your role is crucial in the battle we’re fighting.”

My sobs echoed through the room, each one an involuntary response to the aching fire ignited in my bottom. My mind raced, attempting to grapple with the chaos of thoughts and sensations. The room seemed to shift, the stark white light filtered through the tears streaming down my face, casting everything in a surreal half-light.

Malleus’ strange words lingered in my mind. What did he mean? “We” were fighting a battle?

But the spanking continued, unrelenting in its intensity, driving home the severity of the lesson Malleus clearly meant to convey. Every word he spoke, every spank he delivered, melded together into a whirlwind of sensations and realizations. The pain was excruciating, but beneath it lay an undeniable truth—a part of me had grown curious, and I clung to the strange ideas he seemed to reveal as a sort of guidance through the agony.

My teeth clenched tighter, but the whimpers and sobs escaped despite my efforts. His left hand pressed firmly between my shoulder blades, its weight an unyielding reminder of my submission, while his right continued its assault on my reddening bottom.

“Stop… please…” I gasped, my voice trembling, though deep down, I knew my pleas would go unanswered.

“Do you think the Groupe Synergistique will show you any mercy?” Malleus’ words cut through the haze of pain. “They’d use you and discard you without a second thought.”

The… the… what? Then, It’s French, my brain said. You’re great at French. Groupe Synergistique. The… Synergistic Organization? The enemy?

The spanking went on and on, but Malleus had slowed his terrible rhythm. He punctuated each spank with an explanation.

“You, columba, belong to the Order of Ostia. I am a miles of the Pretorian Guard. Together, we fight to restore order—to protect civilization from falling into chaos at the hands of the GS. You must understand the stakes, columba.”

Despite the overwhelming pain, I forced myself to focus on his words. Each revelation seemed like a key turning in a lock, opening a door to a world I hadn’t fully grasped. The Order of Ostia, the Pretorian Guard. They sounded mythical, but Malleus’ firm hand on my aching bottom seemed to prove they were real—and somehow it seemed their battle with GS—the Groupe Synergistique now involved me.

“As a columba, your role is crucial,” Malleus emphasized, his voice unwavering as he delivered another stinging blow. “The Order’s columbae serve on the front lines of this battle.”

He paused, his right hand resting on my bottom. Then I cried out, not with the pain of another spank, but with the sharp, unexpected pleasure of the gentle squeeze his fingers gave, the rub that followed.

“Shh, columba,” Malleus said. “Try to quiet yourself. Your ability to self-calm is something we must develop together. Above all, we must develop it when you are as needy as you are now.”

“Wh-what?” I choked out. “I’m not…”

Malleus raised his hand and brought it down hard on my bottom once, twice, three times. I screamed in pain at the renewal of the punishment. Then, instantly, the hand returned, gently rubbing a circle in the very center.

I moaned: despite everything I tried to keep it back, the humiliating noise came out. Malleus’ middle two fingers pushed further, between my thighs, entering me just a millimeter or two.

“Oh… oh, no,” I whimpered, my hips trying to jerk backward, trying to impale myself on those teasing digits. “No… please…”

“Call me miles,” Malleus said, sternly, taking his hand away.

“Oh, God,” I whispered, my mind whirling and my body crying out for attention. “Miles, please… please…”

“It’s very difficult, isn’t it?” Malleus asked, putting his hand back on my bottom, but not his fingers in my pussy. I couldn’t help it: I tried to move my hips again, wriggling as if I were impatient for his degrading attentions.

“No, columba. You’re not going to come right now. You’re going to learn to calm yourself as you listen to me.”

My lower lip between my teeth, I let out another mortifying whimper. My bottom wanted to push up into his hand, but somehow, though I still had no idea what Malleus was talking about, the idea of self-restraint seemed appealing in its own right. I managed to keep myself from making the embarrassing movement.

“Well done, columba,” Malleus said, as if he could read my mind.

A surge of crazy pride rose into my chest. What the hell was wrong with me that it would make me happy for this apparently insane man to praise me?

“You have a great deal to learn and only a short time to learn it before you, too, go into the field. All I wish you to understand today, though, is that you are here because we—the Pretorian Guard—have determined with extreme precision that you belong with us, as an initiate in the Order of Ostia whose members serve the Guard as sexual servants and as elite field operatives and analysts in our battle to save civilization from the forces of greed and disorder. The Groupe Synergistique is, right now, the most important of those forces.”

His hands on my body, on my back and on my bottom, seemed at the same time to weigh me down with their restraint and to impart a kind of warmth. You belong with us.

“As I told you, we don’t need your consent. That’s not because we intend to force you to do anything, or undergo anything, against your will. It’s because we know you so well that we’re certain we can uncover your own need to play your part in this struggle.”

Short breaths came and went in rough pants between my open lips. Arousal, fear, defiance, and—yes, I couldn’t deny it—fascination waged its own war inside my mind.

“How?” I whispered. Heat blossomed in my face as I felt Malleus’ huge hand give my bottom a warning squeeze. “How, miles? How do you know that?”

Malleus started to help me rise from his lap.

“Don’t ask useless questions,” he told me, emphasizing each word as if the command represented a sort of proverb.

I blinked, stung by the refusal, and felt tears trickle out of the corners of my eyes as I regained my feet, my gaze fixed on his enormous hands as he laid them in his lap.

Malleus spoke again. “I’ll let the doctor tell you more about why you belong here. Let’s get you to your exam.”

He had answered my question, but the chastening command not to pose it, or any other “useless” question, lingered in my mind. The idea that I must wait for my miles to tell me those things he wanted me to know, and I must remain silent otherwise, rankled. I knew myself to be a very intelligent young woman. At the same time, though… I bit my lip at the little jolt of need it had called forth between my thighs.


CHAPTER 3
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Sophia

Malleus’ hand gripped my upper arm firmly once again as he guided me down the subtly lit, red-carpeted hallway. My feet felt cushioned by the pile beneath them, but each step amplified the sting of my glowing hot bottom. I chewed the inside of my cheek so that I wouldn’t whimper with every wincing footfall.

My shame felt like a living thing, a creature writhing within me, clawing at my composure. Each movement of air against my bare skin sent shivers through my body, mingling humiliation with an unwelcome arousal that flared below my belly.

“Keep up, Sophia,” Malleus’ voice rumbled, a command wrapped in gravel and steel. His tone left no room for hesitation, and I quickened my pace despite the soreness of my backside.

We reached a door marked with an impersonal Exam Room sign. Malleus swung it open to reveal a gynecologist’s domain. The room looked like a temple of gleaming steel and immaculate white surfaces, a place where flesh met cold precision. My heart started to pound, the way it always did at my checkups, as my eyes took in the array of medical instruments laid out on the tray that sat on a cart next to the exam chair: a headlamp, a speculum, and two devices whose purpose I could only guess at, though the shape of one of them brought an instant, hot blush to my cheeks.

“Get in the chair, columba,” Malleus commanded, his grip never faltering. He led me to the center of the room where the examination chair loomed—a frightening slab of steel and leather that seemed designed to amplify my vulnerability. It stood high off the ground, wide enough to make me feel diminutive and exposed. Its metal knee-stirrups made my tummy flip.

“Please…” I whispered, my voice trembling with fear, of the chair, of the doctor, of my own helpless reaction to all of it. But Malleus offered no reprieve, no softening of his stern demeanor.

“Up,” he repeated, lifting me as if I weighed nothing. I found myself laid out, my back pressed against the cool leather, my legs dangling over the edges. I cried out as my punished bottom-cheeks came into contact with the lightly padded surface, but Malleus ignored my anguish. He moved with practiced efficiency, securing my knees into the stirrups first.

At that point I noticed something about the chair that had escaped me at first glance. It had a sort of attachment I had never seen before—at least in a doctor’s office: stout, black webbing restraints with velcro fastenings. Turning my head in surprise and trepidation, I saw them on the knee-stirrups, on the sides, and—out of the corner of my eye—behind my head, a collar positioned to go around my neck.

As I tried to understand, I felt Malleus fasten the strap across my right knee. Out of sheer panicked instinct, I tried to get my left knee out of that stirrup, but Malleus didn’t allow it. His left hand held my knee in place with casual strength while with his other hand he secured the knee there with the velcro strap. A new flare of heat rose in my face at how wide he had spread my legs, rendering any attempt at modesty futile.

“Wh-why?” I stammered, my eyes wide as I looked at his face, which seemed hard as stone. His attention remained on the task of securing me to the chair, but he spared me a cold glance.

“Don’t ask useless questions, columba,” he told me.

I bit my lip. It had quickly become my least favorite sentence in the world—not least because of the effect, not diminishing but instead apparently growing each time Malleus spoke, it had on me between my thighs. I shot him an angry look, a jolt of fear and excitement going to the pit of my stomach at the thought he might punish me for it. Malleus paid my face no attention at all, though. Nor did he answer my “useless” question, as he had done the last time he had issued the odious, arousing command.

Instead, “You’re doing well,” he murmured, to my astonishment, almost too softly to hear. His words had an edge of approval that sent a strange thrill through me.

The belt around my waist made that thrill more intense and more ambiguous. I wriggled instinctively, biting my lips as I felt the hot, lingering soreness from his enormous hand on my backside. Malleus wasn’t having any of that, either: he pulled the velcro tight to keep me immobile. It dug into my skin, as if my new miles meant to deliver a sharp reminder of my complete lack of control. My wrists were cuffed next, fastened securely to the sides of the table. Each restraint felt like a chain linking me irrevocably to the insanity of this place.

“Last one,” Malleus said, looking into my eyes for the first time in what felt like long moments. “Lay your head back, columba.”

I blinked, because for the first time I realized what columba meant. Like French colombe: dove. The helpless, peaceful, white bird. Innocent and…

Easily tamed. Easily broken. Lovely, pure, fragile.

Malleus’ eyes bored into mine, daring me to resist. But I had no fight left in me. I lay my head back against the slightly cushioned headrest, feeling my brow crease deeply. I saw Malleus’ huge hands approach, lower than my face. I whimpered as I felt him fasten the collar around my neck, unyielding webbing against my throat. I felt a wave of some different feeling wash over me: not pleasure, exactly, but a feeling of emotional comfort.

Submission. My breath caught in my throat. Oh, no. The idea that the insane things Malleus had told me—with the prospect of yet more lunacy to come—that those things were actually true about me… I pushed it down. I wasn’t submissive. Submission didn’t feel good. I thought for myself. I did things for myself. I…

“Bene, columba,” he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork. I lay there, fully restrained, my breathing shallow and erratic. The cold air prickled my skin, making me acutely aware of every inch of my naked, exposed body.

Bene, columba. Like, bien, colombe. Well done. Good girl, in whatever-the-hell brand of Latin the Order of Ostia uses.

The door to the exam room swung open with a soft creak, and first a doctor and then a nurse entered. I gave a little cry of surprise at the lack of a knock before the opening of the door that revealed my naked, spread state to the hallway, but no one paid my distress any attention.

Dr. Demetriou, Malleus had said. Her white-coated presence immediately dominated the sterile space. Her eyes, cold and piercing, scanned over me with an almost clinical detachment. She moved with a precision that sent shivers down my spine, each step echoing in the oppressive silence of the room.

By contrast, her nurse seemed meek. She kept her eyes downcast, and I swallowed hard as I noted that the young woman had a leather collar around her neck. I wondered suddenly and involuntarily whether she had any underwear on under her scrubs.

“Good afternoon, Sophia,” the doctor said, her voice monotone and devoid of warmth. “I see you are prepared. Your miles disciplined you?”

I couldn’t respond, my throat constricted by fear and shame. My gaze flickered to Malleus, who stood off to the side with an arrogantly satisfied smile curling his lips. His eyes met mine, and I felt a strange mixture of dread and arousal wash over me.

“That’s right,” Malleus said. “A little extra for her reluctance to take her clothes off, as well as the escape attempt.”

The nurse pulled a stool out from under the counter and positioned it in front of me. Then she stepped back, and Dr. Demetriou sat on the stool and turned to the array of gleaming instruments laid out on the tray. She picked up the speculum, holding it up for me to see. The cold metal glinted under the harsh fluorescent lights, and my heart pounded in my chest.

“This is a speculum,” she said condescendingly, her tone as if speaking to a child. “In case you haven’t seen one before. I’m going to verify your virginity, and then check your responsiveness.”

She put the speculum down and picked up the headlamp. With it on, she looked like an alien or a robot, either of which categories seemed to fit her demeanor better than human did.

The doctor rolled herself a little closer and picked up the speculum again, each of her movements methodical. I trembled all over as I lost sight of what her hands were doing. I tried to raise my head to see more and whimpered at the feeling of complete restraint from the collar.

I felt Dr. Demetriou insert the speculum, and my whimper became a cry of discomfort. The intrusion felt both foreign and uncomfortable. I bit my lip to stifle my embarrassing noises, acutely aware of Malleus’ watchful eyes. The cold metal stretched me, the sensation painful and humiliating.

“Relax, columba,” the icy voice of the doctor instructed, her voice utterly devoid of sympathy. “This exam is an essential part of your training.”

Her words served as a stark reminder of my predicament. I tried to comply, but my body betrayed my anxiety. My eyes darted back to Malleus, seeking some form of reassurance, but all I found was his patient satisfaction.

“Hymen is intact,” the doctor said, clearly addressing the nurse, who I saw had fetched out a handheld from her scrubs. I felt something push, inside, down there. I cried out at the sudden pain. The doctor continued as if she hadn’t heard me. “Permeability a little on the stiff side. Call it an eight.”

She turned to look at Malleus. “She’s going to experience a good deal of discomfort during first coitus.”

“Noted,” Malleus responded.

“I…” I said, as the hot shame coursed through my body.

“Hush, columba,” Malleus told me. “We’ll discuss your defloration when the time comes.”

I felt my face pucker into an almost childish pout of woe. Tears welled up at the corners of my eyes as I looked from him to the doctor, finding no compassion at all. Dr. Demetriou didn’t even look at me.

I felt the doctor’s fingers, to my horror, brush against my breasts. The touch seemed cold and clinical, yet it ignited a dismaying spark of unwanted arousal within me. As she began to stimulate my nipples, shame burned through me, but so did a burgeoning heat. My breaths came quicker, my body reacting despite my mortification.

“Seven,” Dr. Demetriou murmured, to the nurse, observing my responses. “Rising to nine. The body is highly responsive to stimulation. Accelerated training is definitely warranted.”

Each humiliating comment chipped away at my resolve, exposing the depths of my conflicted emotions. I wanted to resist, to fight against the degrading examination, but my body betrayed me, responding eagerly to her touch. I understood, to my distress, why Malleus had restrained me: that feeling of submission served as its own form of persuasion.

I can’t move. I have no choice. My body responds as it must. It’s biology.

“Your online activity has been under surveillance for months,” Dr. Demetriou said, her tone matter-of-fact. “A nanobot installed a perineal sensor on your perineum while you were sleeping. This exam is merely to help you begin to accept your submissive sexual needs so that Malleus can train you effectively.”

Her bizarre revelations felt crushing, each one stripping away another layer of my autonomy. Yet, despite the humiliation, my eyes kept drifting to Malleus, seeking out his reaction. His smile remained, a constant reminder of his dominance over me.

The doctor picked up one of the two white silicone devices from the tray. It was small and oval shaped. “This is my stimulator,” she told me, holding it close to my face for me to see. “Its vibrations are engineered to stimulate your clitoris and measure your arousal levels. It is designed to test and enhance your sexual responsiveness, and thus to begin teaching you how to give pleasure to the penis.”

I heard a little beep, and then the stimulator began to emit a soft hum. A little red light went on at one end of it. My lips parted and my breath grew ragged as I watched the doctor lower the device out of my field of vision.

“W-wait…” I said, because I couldn’t think of anything else that might prevent what to my horror I felt sure was about to happen, the moment the stimulator touched me down there.

But she placed the vibrator against my most sensitive spot, its hum immediately sending jolts of electric pleasure through my body. I cried out, my hips trying to rise against the restraint of the belt, desperately seeking the satisfaction Malleus had denied me after the spanking.

My heart skipped a beat when I saw Dr. Demetriou pick up the other white thing, the one that had made me blush so deeply when I had first laid eyes on it. She displayed it before my wide eyes.

“This,” she said, “is my girl trainer. I’m going to use it today to ensure your readiness for anal penetration.”

The “girl trainer” was made out of white plastic, but it had the unmistakable, forbidden, mortifying shape of a man’s rigid member. I had never seen one in person, let alone up close, but other girls in high school had giggled over pictures, and I hadn’t been able to resist taking a peek, though the merest sight turned my face bright red.

I gasped as I felt the cool, smooth head press against my tight entrance, the sensation alien yet undeniably arousing. Dr. Demetriou’s methodical precision left no room for modesty or resistance—my body was laid bare, vulnerable, and exposed to her ministrations.

“Relax, columba,” she commanded, her voice steady. “It will be easier if you do.”

With deliberate care, she began to push the latex dildo into me, the stretch both painful and pleasurable. My breath hitched, a moan escaping my lips despite my attempts to stifle it. The simultaneous stimulation of my clitoris and anus was overwhelming, a potent mixture of sensations that threatened to drown me.

“Numbers?” she asked the nurse, her hands never faltering. Then, to Malleus, “She certainly presents well.”

“Ten,” the nurse said, glancing at her handheld. “Pre-orgasm.”

I could hear them, but I could hardly understand them. The intensity built, my mind a haze of conflicting emotions. Shame battled with need, each wave of pleasure a reminder of my helplessness. I could feel the vibration of the stimulator increasing, its rhythm designed to push me to the brink. In my bottom, the sheer presence of something so big and so shameful seemed to turn pain into submissive pleasure.

“Does she have permission to orgasm?” the doctor asked Malleus.

“Oh, God… oh… please… miles,” I found myself crying out.

“She does,” Malleus said, drawing an immediate sob from my chest. “Show us what you look like when you come, columba.”

My eyes sought his face again, his expression one of superiority, but also of approval. The knowledge that he was watching, assessing every reaction, only heightened my arousal. My breaths became even more ragged, my body trembling uncontrollably.

With a final, overwhelming surge of pleasure, I shattered. My climax ripped through me, my cries echoing in the sterile room. My body convulsed, every nerve ending alight with ecstasy. The betrayal of my desires seemed mortifyingly complete, my submissive nature laid bare for all to see.

The doctor pulled her tormenting devices away and put them on the tray. I couldn’t bear to look at them, the embarrassment even at the thought bringing new heat to my face.

The doctor turned to Malleus, her eyes meeting his. “The columba gets high marks for responsiveness. She will be an asset to the Order, and a delight for the men who will use her orally, vaginally, and anally.”

Humiliation washed over me anew, my cheeks burning with shame. Yet, despite myself, I glanced at Malleus, desperate to see his reaction. His smile broadened, a predator’s grin, and I knew he was pleased.

“Very good,” he said, his voice a low rumble of satisfaction. He turned to the nurse, “Nupta, would you wax her for me, please? I’ll be back to take her downstairs in fifteen minutes.”


CHAPTER 4
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Marcus

The faint flicker of candlelight cast elongated shadows on the somber walls of Anton Delacroix’s study. The scent of beeswax mingled with the musk of aged leather and rich mahogany, creating a heavy atmosphere that almost seemed to weigh palpably upon my shoulders. I stood at near-attention by the fireplace, the way I always did with Delacroix. The embers offered scant warmth against the chill clinging to the grand room.

“Marcus,” Delacroix began, his voice a low rumble that demanded attention, “I think it’s time to acquire another fucking piece. The secret auction is only a few weeks away.”

His gray eyes gleamed with a predatory hunger as he leaned back in his chair, fingers steepled beneath his chin. I could see the excitement twisting through his features, a cruel anticipation that made my skin crawl.

“A new concubine?” I asked, maintaining my composed façade. “You can spare the cash?”

Not what I need right now, I thought to myself, a little sourly. Delacroix’s head of security—me—had responsibility for supervising the submissive young women he kept in the West wing of the chateau. If I had been simply the dominant, brutal thug that had represented my cover for the last eighteen months, I probably would have enjoyed the duty greatly.

Traditionally, Delacroix’s heads of security had enjoyed the privilege not just of disciplining the girls but also of fucking them whenever they liked. As an elite agent of the Pretorian Guard, a miles sworn to protect submissive young women as well as to dominate them, my feelings were a good deal more complicated.

“Oh, indeed,” Delacroix replied, a thin smile curling his lips. “The arrangement with Legerian National Power just refilled my coffers admirably. An innocent from the secret auction is exactly how I think I should celebrate.” He looked pointedly at me. “How we should celebrate. I’ll share her with you, obviously, after I’ve had all her maidenheads.”

I set my face hard, the kind of performance I’d developed to what felt like high art, to reflect Delacroix’s coarseness back at him.

“An innocent, you say,” I mused, my tone carefully neutral. “You’re hoping for a tight ride, I take it.”

Delacroix smiled broadly, pleased as usual with my ability to goad him subtly onward.

“Precisely,” he said. “The cunt won’t be quite as tight when you get to fuck her, but I know you won’t mind too much.”

“An innocent concubine requires delicate handling of course,” I said, choosing my words with precision. “Her innocence, while appealing, may also mean she lacks the understanding necessary to meet your… expectations.”

“Ha,” Delacroix said, slapping his knee in the affected way he had when trying to project amusement. “You’re angling to have more time to… train her, I suppose.”

“Training her to our standards will take time and effort,” I continued. “There is always the risk that her naiveté could lead to resistance or misunderstandings. Such challenges could disrupt the harmony you’ve so meticulously cultivated here.”

“Resistance?” Delacroix scoffed, his tone laced with condescension. “I trust you are more than capable of quelling any such defiance.”

“Of course, Monsieur Delacroix,” I assured him, my voice unwavering. “My concern lies not in my ability but in the additional time required. It’s crucial that she… let’s say… transitions smoothly into her role, without causing undue disturbance.”

Delacroix stared at me, his cold eyes searching for any hint of weakness. I met his gaze steadily, aware of the tightrope I walked. My loyalty to the Pretorian Guard demanded I remain vigilant, yet my position required absolute fealty to this man who reveled in the degradation of others.

“Very well,” Delacroix said finally, his tone begrudgingly approving. “Your caution is noted, and I will allow you extra time before you bring her to my bed for her first fucking. But remember, Marcus, I expect nothing less than perfection.”

“Understood,” I replied, inclining my head slightly. “I will ensure she is properly trained and disciplined.”

Near silence fell on the study, the low crackle of the fire the only sound. I hoped for a moment that he would dismiss me, but Anton Delacroix loved to dwell on such matters, and he began again a short time later.

“Your concerns are noted, Marcus,” he murmured, his voice a low, almost purring sound as he shifted in his high-backed chair. The candlelight cast flickering shadows over his sharp features, making his platinum hair gleam like tarnished silver. “But I have every confidence in your abilities. You have never disappointed me before. Three concubines you have trained for my bed, each more obedient than the last. Perfectly smooth cunts, tight little bottoms, mouths that close on the cock like velvet roses. Your methods, Marcus, are… effective.”

“Your trust is an honor, Mr. Delacroix,” I said, forcing a semblance of gratitude into my tone. Each word was a careful calculation, designed to maintain the balance between subservience and the hidden strength I wielded. “I won’t disappoint you.”

“Go and get Delphine,” he told me. I had to force back a smile, because I had known this order would come sooner or later. “Bring her to my bed in her red lingerie. Tell her to clean her anus and present it properly this time.”

“As you wish, monsieur,” I told him. I felt a good deal of pride in Delphine, the third of the young women I had trained for Anton Delacroix. I had taught her how to do everything her master wanted without surrendering herself to the degradation. Delphine’s pain-slut submissive sexuality helped, of course.

In fact, her happiness as Delacroix’s favorite represented the heart of the reason the news of his wish to acquire a new fuck toy at the secret auction was unwelcome. I had thought the magnate would hold on to her for a year at least, simplifying my own job in the chateau and giving me more leeway to fulfill my mission.

As I moved through the silent hallways of Delacroix’s chateau, my thoughts flickered back to the conversation. Delacroix’s confidence in my abilities was both a weapon and a chain. It bound me to my role, yet provided the leverage I needed to steer the dynamics in my favor. Each step echoed softly on the marble floors like a reminder of the delicate balance I must maintain.

Reaching the end of the corridor, I stopped by a tall window, its glass cool against my fingertips. The moon hung low, casting a silvery sheen over the landscaped gardens below. Shadows danced in the night, mirroring the intricate web of deceit and loyalty I navigated.

My cover as Delacroix’s head of security afforded me access to secrets and strategies, but it also placed me in constant peril. The Pretorian Guard’s mission was paramount, yet my growing entanglement with Delacroix’s world made it increasingly complex.

A new girl, I thought. An innocent to protect. Not the most helpful imaginable thing when you’re trying to save the world.
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Sophia

I woke up in the dim light of the cell to which Malleus had brought me the previous day. My columba’s cell, he had called it. Hewn from the bedrock far below Manhattan, Malleus had said, when we had stepped out of the elevator into what had felt like a completely different, utterly strange, and somehow very ancient, world.

The cold stone beneath me, below the thin foam mattress, served as a stark reminder of my new reality. It came back to me in a rush: the entry of Malleus into the interview room, the mortifying stripping, and the terrible spanking. The horrid medical exam and the humiliating waxing of my pussy by the nameless nupta, who I understood must belong to the Order of Ostia just as I did, and must stand at a higher rank than I.

The long, long elevator trip downward, my stomach lurching at the speed of our descent. The warmth of the subterranean complex Malleus had revealed to me as he took me to my cell, where I had a toilet, a sink, and a little desk, and where he had brought me a tray of absolutely delicious food—salad and steak and the crispiest, most velvety fries I had ever tasted.

Only once had I tried asking a question. I couldn’t even remember, on waking, what it had been. Something about how it could be so warm in a space that seemed so much like a dank dungeon out of a fairytale.

“Don’t ask useless questions, columba,” had of course been Malleus’ answer.

Nor had he said much of anything else. “This is your cell,” I thought I remembered. And, when he had come to take the tray away, “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

My “recruitment” the previous day seemed a haze of discomfort and shame. I shivered as memories of the waxing surged through my mind—the nurse’s firm hands spreading warm wax over my most intimate places. The humiliation had seemed unbearable. It had left me vulnerable, exposed, and worst of all, submissive in ways I couldn’t understand, and didn’t want to try.

My hand drifted between my legs almost unconsciously. My fingers brushed against the smooth, bare skin of my pussy, and a soft whimper escaped my lips. The lingering soreness in my backside from Malleus’ huge, hard hand only heightened the sensation. I had never felt this kind of need before, this desperate craving for something I couldn’t name. I hadn’t ever felt the urge to play with myself before. I had always regarded it, when I did consider it from a purely intellectual point of view, as a waste of time. My touch grew bolder, exploring the sensitive folds, and a wave of arousal washed over me.

“Please…” I whimpered, softly, to no one, as if I needed to ask permission. My fingers moved faster, my breaths coming in ragged gasps. The shameful bareness of my pussy seemed to amplify every sensation, turning my innocent exploration into frantic, lewd masturbation. I was so close—so achingly close—when the cell door creaked open.

“Stop.”

Malleus’ voice cut through the fog of my desire like a blade. My hand froze, and I looked up at him with wide, guilty eyes. His stern expression sent a shiver down my spine.

“Get up,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for disobedience. “You are not permitted to touch your pussy except to keep it clean, columba, unless I command you to do so.”

I scrambled to my feet, my heart pounding in my chest. Malleus stepped into the cell, carrying a leather bag. I watched, my curiosity mingling with trepidation, as he placed the bag on my little bed and began to take out its contents. Short straps of stout black leather, fitted with metal rings, emerged one by one.

“These are your Ostia leathers,” he said, his eyes locking onto mine. “As a columba, you will wear them at all times from now on.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry, as the implications of his words sank in.

Malleus’ gaze never wavered from mine as he approached, two of the leather straps held lightly in his right hand. He knelt before me, a position that paradoxically established both intimacy and control. I had the sudden urge to beg him to rise up again, to loom over me the way something deep in me felt certain he should.

“Spread your legs,” he commanded softly, yet with authority. My heart pounded in my chest as I complied, feeling the chill of the stone floor against my bare feet. I bit my lip as I felt the tension flow through my backside, the bruises from Malleus’ hand reasserting themselves as if to bring back the feeling of helplessness and submission.

The first strap, an ankle cuff, was wrapped around my left leg. The leather felt cold and unforgiving against my skin, its weight both foreign and strangely comforting. Malleus fastened it with practiced precision, ensuring the fit was snug but not constricting. The second followed on my right, mirroring its twin, creating a sense of symmetry that only heightened my awareness of my vulnerability.

“These cuffs will remind you of your place at all times,” Malleus said, his voice a low murmur that seemed to vibrate through me. “They are a symbol of the Guard’s ownership of your body.”

Next came the thigh cuffs. He moved closer, his fingers brushing against the sensitive skin of my inner thighs as he secured each one. I shivered, the touch sending electric tingles up my spine. The cuffs were heavier, their presence more intrusive, forcing me to acknowledge every inch of flesh they encircled.

“Intelligent as you are, columba,” he continued, shifting his attention to my wrists, “you understand the significance of these leathers. They are not merely restraints; they are a declaration.”

He bound my wrists next, the cuffs feeling heavy and impossible to ignore: a sign, every time I looked, of my bondage to the Order and to the Pretorian Guard. The silver rings set into the leather seemed like a promise of domination to come. With each click of the buckles, my breath hitched, a mixture of fear and unwelcome excitement coursing through me.

“Lift your arms,” he instructed.

I obeyed, feeling the cool air against my exposed torso. Malleus put the belt around my waist, cinching it tightly. It felt like a kind of anchor, grounding me even as it trapped me further. Its weight seemed like another reminder of my new reality.

“Finally, your collar,” Malleus said, his voice taking on an almost reverent tone. He lifted the last piece of my Ostia leathers and held it before me, the metal ring glinting ominously. “It is the ultimate symbol of your submission, columba, and of the Guard’s complete control over you.”

He held it in front of my eyes. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding, as I gazed intently at the stout black leather, the rings that would allow Malleus to control me as he liked. When I returned my eyes to his, he continued, his voice low and confiding, but also hard and grave—solemn, really, as if he meant me to understand that in this moment, he intended to change my life forever.

“If you work hard, and you submit as you should, you will someday be allowed to remove your other leathers,” Malleus continued. “But as you rise in the degree of your initiation, your collar will always surround your neck in the presence of your masters. Even the highest matres of the Order take pride in the collars that subjugate them. And their patres may always put them back in their columba’s leathers, to whip and fuck them as they think best.”

As he fastened the collar around my neck, he leaned in close, his breath warm against my ear. “Columba, militiae nostrae nunc es,” he murmured, the Latin words rolling off his tongue with grave finality. Then he translated, “Columba, you now belong to our Guard.”


CHAPTER 5
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Sophia

The collar settled into place, its weight a constant pressure against my throat. I swallowed hard, the sensation both constraining and oddly welcome, as if it could serve as a reminder that I had no choice, that being a columba in the Order of Ostia had nothing to do with anything I wanted.

“Now, we begin your training,” Malleus announced, stepping back to survey his work. “Follow me.”

Naked except for the leathers, I followed him out of the cell and into the labyrinthine halls of what Malleus had called the mithraeum, each step echoing ominously in the dimly lit passageways. We passed through a stone arch that had a carving of a man apparently wrestling a bull above it, into an expansive space filled with what looked to me like gym equipment: treadmills, stationary bicycles, free weights, and weight-machines—even a climbing wall.

A few young women, dressed like me only in leather restraints and occasionally sports bras, and a few breathtakingly muscular men in black shorts, were in the middle of what looked like strenuous workouts. I felt like the presence of other girls who had to display their breasts and waxed pussies just as I did should seem reassuring. Instead, it made me blush hard, because I could tell, simply from the facial expressions I could see in the mirrors that lined two walls of the room, that they knew so much more about what it meant to belong to the Order. When I saw one of them looking back in the reflection, her face curious, I bit my lip and looked down at the mat-covered stone floor.

“Welcome to the Hall of Physical Training,” Malleus said. “Today, you will push your limits. You will sweat, you will struggle, but you will emerge stronger.”

He put his hand on my bottom as if to remind me of the power over me he had demonstrated so thoroughly over the last—what?—sixteen hours.

Such a short time, I thought, and yet the outside world seems like a dream.

“We’ll get you warmed up on the treadmill, first, columba,” he declared, urging me towards the nearest one with a push and a little squeeze that made me whimper softly as the soreness from my spanking reasserted itself. “You don’t need a sports bra with your little breasts, so don’t ask for one out of modesty.”

I felt my mouth twist to the side in frustration. He had read my mind, or maybe he had seen the glances I sent in the direction of the other Ostia girls going through their workouts. I got up on the treadmill. Malleus pressed the green Go button, and quickly raised the speed to five. My brow furrowing at the discomfort in my backside, I started to run.

I had never considered myself very athletic, though I had run track and field in high school, just barely making varsity my senior year. I wanted to show Malleus that I had retained my fitness, though: I ran a few times a week and even did some resistance training at the gym.

From the treadmill, Malleus took me to an open section of floor and guided me through a series of body-weight exercises, each more grueling than the last. His hands were on me, adjusting my posture from time to time. I chewed my cheek as I caught myself wishing he would touch me less professionally, and I felt my face heat up as I remembered how he had interrupted my naughtiness when he had entered my cell.

My muscles screamed in protest as I went through the sets of burpees and squats Malleus assigned. I felt my leathers getting sweaty. They seemed impossible to ignore, though the other girls in the training hall seemed practiced at it.

The squats were the most embarrassing part because Malleus stood behind me to check my form, and he put his huge, strong hand under my backside to help me get down lower. His fingers held my bare pussy firmly but without providing the friction I desperately longed for. The hot blood surged into my scalp at the casual way he handled my most intimate places. Much worse, I felt certain he could feel me getting wet with my helpless craving for more.

“Good, columba,” he murmured after I completed a particularly deep squat, with his mortifying help. “Bene.” His rare approval spurred me on, igniting a fire within me to keep going, to endure.

Malleus alternated my training between strength and endurance for an hour or so that passed in a haze of physical torment and determination. By the time he called for a break and showed me to the shower, my body was trembling with exhaustion, my breaths coming in ragged gasps. Despite the fatigue, a hard-won sense of accomplishment filled me.

“More cardio this afternoon, columba,” he told me. “Different muscles tomorrow. “We need to bring your fitness to as high a level as we can in the time we’ve got.”

My mind burned with questions, but I already knew what Malleus’ answer would be, if I were foolish enough to ask, for example, what he meant by the time we’ve got.

He took me back to my cell and brought me a protein-heavy breakfast on a tray. Eggs, avocado, yogurt. Delicious, and, I knew, calculated to build my muscle mass.

For what?

Malleus refused to tell me. Or, because I had stopped asking useless questions, I supposed he simply hadn’t decided to tell me. When he took away the breakfast tray, he brought a book—an honest-to-goodness paper book. The Iliad.

He didn’t tell me to read it, but it represented the only possible way to pass time in my cell during the hours I spent locked in there. I read it until he came to fetch me for my next activity. That first day, the next activity, and the only other activity, was the long cardio workout Malleus had told me about. I read almost the whole epic.

Falling asleep that night, after a day that seemed like a dream, I thought about Chryseis and Briseis, and Helen of Troy, the young women who seemed—I had never known this, I realized—to have caused all the problems at Troy, because men needed to fuck them so very badly. Fuck toys, all of them—even the royal Helen. But Chryseis and Briseis were prizes: concubines. Fuck toys and nothing more, to the warriors who had won them for their beds. Girls like me: valued only for the pleasure men could find in thrusting their hard cocks inside the girls’ innocent bodies.

The whole sad, violent story had happened because Agamemnon took Briseis away from Achilles, the same way Paris had taken Helen from Menelaus. I knew Malleus had given me the book for a reason, and I knew I couldn’t ask what it was. I had a strong suspicion he would tell when, though, when he thought I was ready.

Days bled into one another as I found myself immersed in a labyrinthine world of what I came to realize soon enough was international espionage. The New York mithraeum, a warm but sterile subterranean fortress, became my whole reality. Its walls echoed with the footsteps of those who had come before me, each step a testament to the rigorous path I now trod in a direction I couldn’t ask, and my miles wouldn’t tell me.

“Observation is your first weapon,” Malleus declared, his voice a stern melody that resonated through the dimly lit classroom. I sat alone on a hard wooden bench, my body bare as always, save for the Ostia leathers that marked me as their possession. The leather cuffs encased my wrists and ankles, my thighs, my waist, my neck, a silent reminder of my servitude.

“Your eyes must see everything,” he continued, pacing before a large screen on which he’d just shown me an instructional video featuring a young, beautifully dressed woman, columba Greta, at a cocktail party full of tuxedoed men. She had used her eye-catching beauty to conceal how much intelligence she was gathering all the while. “And yet reveal nothing.”

I had been given a notepad and a pen. In the hours in my cell, I went over the notes I took, and Malleus always tested me thoroughly the next day. For this video, I knew, he might ask for example, “How did columba Greta ask about the high-tension transmission lines?” and I would answer, “By steering the man who had brought her champagne towards the magnate, and listening in at the same time she kept the conversation with the other guy going.”

“Bene, columba,” Malleus would say, I hoped, though the rational part of my mind thought me insane for hoping it.

Each word Malleus spoke seemed like a puzzle piece, fitting into the larger picture of my training. He explained the subtleties of surveillance, the art of blending into the shadows, and the necessity of reading people like open books. His teachings were precise, methodical, and I drank them in eagerly, my mind a sponge absorbing every drop of knowledge.

I lost count of the days. By the time Malleus brought me to the Hall of Sexual Training for the first time, I had almost managed to forget about my nakedness and my leathers. My physical training had progressed to the point where Malleus no longer needed to adjust my posture or support me.

To my distress, though, I dreamt over and over of Malleus punishing me, of standing over me, of unzipping his pants, of showing me his true authority, and making me serve him in the most shameful way. In the morning, fearful of punishment and mindful of my leathers, I jumped out of bed and grabbed the Iliad.

After my first shower that day (I took one after both of my workouts), Malleus silently dried me off and put me back in my leathers as he always did, but instead of bringing me back to my cell, he led me to a new room in the mithraeum. Over the arch was carved an image that made me swallow, and blush: the heroic figure I had come to recognize as Mithra was fucking a kneeling woman, her face bowed low to the ground.

Inside, the mirrored walls, identical to those in the Hall of Physical Training, reflected very different furniture. Benches with rings that clearly matched the ones on my leathers. Racks of straps, canes, and paddles. Cabinets—from one of which Malleus took a length of white silicone that I recognized with a hot blush as Dr. Demetriou’s girl trainer.

“Today, you will learn the art of giving pleasure with your mouth,” Malleus told me, his tone leaving no room for refusal. “This is not merely about technique, but also about control and obedience. This is the one sexual skill with which you will leave here, when you depart for your mission tomorrow. Kneel.”

I felt my eyes go wide and my mind stir with all the questions I knew Malleus wouldn’t answer, but I nodded and swallowed the lump in my throat. Every fiber of my being screamed rebellion, but my body moved of its own accord, kneeling obediently before my miles. Malleus’ presence loomed over me, his hands guiding my head towards the silicone shaft.

“Begin,” he commanded, his voice a velvet whip.

Tentatively, I wrapped my lips around the trainer, my tongue exploring its smooth surface. The thrusts began, gentle at first, then more insistent, coaxing responses from me that I had never known existed. Malleus’ hand rested on the back of my neck, a possessive pressure that both grounded and aroused me.

“More,” he urged, his fingers tightening ever so slightly. “Use your tongue. Savor it.”

Heat woke between my legs, an uncontrollable craving that grew with each passing moment. My movements became bolder, more assured, as I worked the trainer with increasing fervor, trying to please the imaginary master from whose lap it jutted. Malleus’ words guided me, explicit and unrelenting, painting vivid images of what he demanded.

“Faster. Deeper. Make your mouth as pleasurable as your cunt. Let your master use you as he chooses, columba.”

Desperation clawed at my insides as the deep thrusts heightened my arousal, despite the way my gag reflex threatened to kick in, over and over. The soreness in my muscles from my physical training only served to amplify my need, the ache a constant reminder of my submission. I whimpered around the trainer, my hips rocking involuntarily, seeking a release that remained agonizingly out of reach.

“Please,” I gasped, pulling away just long enough to voice my plea. “Please, miles. I need… I need more.”

Malleus removed the trainer from my mouth, his hand moving to cup my chin, lifting my gaze to meet his. His expression was unreadable, a mask of dominance that stirred something primal within me.

“Your needs are irrelevant,” he said coldly. “But your obedience is paramount.”

“Please, sir,” I implored, my voice raw with longing. “Please fuck me. I need it so badly.”

His silence stretched, a tangible force that wrapped around my heart and squeezed. Then, slowly, he shook his head.

“No, columba. Your virginity belongs to the Guard. It will be sold in a few days time, and the man who takes it must believe you are innocent.”

A choked sob escaped my lips, my body quivering with unfulfilled desire. Malleus’ hands returned to my hair, guiding my head back to the trainer.

“Continue,” he ordered, and I obeyed, my mouth once again enveloping the silicone shaft.

“Good, columba,” he murmured, his praise a balm to my wounded pride. “Bene, columba.”

At last he pulled the girl trainer from my mouth and stepped back. I watched him make his way a few steps to a throne-like chair and sit in it.

“Come here,” Malleus commanded. He patted his lap, and I cautiously rose and approached, settling myself as instructed. His hand found its way between my legs, possessively holding my pussy and bottom, reminding me of his control.

“Listen carefully,” he began, his tone serious. “This is your mission briefing. You will be taken to a secret auction in Legeria. There, you will be sold, with the near-certain expectation that Anton Delacroix will buy you. We have chosen you in part because our intelligence indicates your physical type is irresistible to him, and we don’t get that kind of thing wrong.”

“Delacroix?” I echoed, my voice trembling.

“A Legerian magnate affiliated with the Groupe Synergistique. You will obtain a copy of the information on his secure computer. I will tell you more about that tomorrow, but there is something you need to know about Delacroix’s chateau. Marcus Blackthorne will also be present. He is a Pretorian Guard agent embedded within Delacroix’s household. His true identity must remain a secret at all costs.”

“How will I communicate with him?” I asked, my mind racing with questions.

“You won’t,” Malleus replied, his grip tightening slightly. “The surveillance will be constant. You must rely on your training and instincts.”

The enormity of my mission began to sink in, a mixture of fear and determination swirling within me. Malleus’ hand remained steady, grounding me in the moment as I contemplated the path ahead.

Malleus’ grip on my waist tightened as he held me in his lap, the leather of my Ostia restraints pressing into my bare skin. His hand between my legs grew active as he continued the mortifying “briefing.”

I whimpered as his fingers possessively curled around my most intimate parts. I felt my need seep onto my miles’ fingers, and my cheeks blushed fiercely even as the stark dominance of his grip sent a shiver through me, both thrilling and degrading.

“Marcus will be responsible for your discipline,” Malleus said, his voice low and commanding. “He will train you as Delacroix’s new concubine. His fuck toy. Delacroix will take your virginities.”

His thumb began to circle my clit with agonizing slowness, each touch sending sparks of pleasure coursing through my body. I fought to keep my breathing steady, but it came out in ragged gasps.

“You must remain focused and obedient,” he continued, his other hand moving to stroke himself. “Marcus will not be lenient. Delacroix enjoys watching his concubines punished.”

I nodded, my mind a whirlwind of fear and anticipation. The thought of Marcus—this unseen, unknown figure—training me, disciplining me, filled me with a strange mix of dread and longing. What kind of man was he? How would he handle my disobedience?

“Remember, columba, you belong to the Guard now,” Malleus murmured, his fingers delving deeper into my virgin pussy, teasing me mercilessly. “Your loyalty is not just expected; it is required.”

“Yes, miles,” I managed to whisper, my words barely audible in my head over the thudding of my heart.

“Think about the Iliad,” he said, to my surprise.

I felt a shudder go through my body at the unexpected command. I blinked up at Malleus.

“I would be sure you’d read it even if our surveillance didn’t confirm the fact.”

“What, miles?” I asked, my voice thick with the soothing delight his skillful fingers roused between my thighs. “I mean… what about the… I mean…”

I tried not to make it a question, because I knew every question besides How may I serve? was useless in the eyes of the Pretorian Guard, when it came from a columba. I failed, because Malleus’ hand knew its work too well.

“You must be Briseis, Achilles’ prize. You must move the story while appearing to be no more than a bed girl. Think of what Briseis must have seen—what she might have told Agamemnon about Achilles, or vice versa, after Achilles got her back.”

I shuddered, my hips jerking as Malleus emphasized his heady words with earthy movements of his strong fingers. Briseis… I must… I thought I understood, and the idea filled me with pride, and fear. Malleus was telling me how much I could do, while appearing only to submit. How much I could learn without any need to ask useless questions.

“Yes, miles,” I whispered finally.

“Good,” he said, his voice a growl of satisfaction. His fingers moved faster, more insistently, driving me towards the precipice of ecstasy. Every nerve in my body felt like it was on fire, my arousal building to an unbearable peak.

“Now imagine miles Marcus,” Malleus commanded. “Picture him caning you for touching yourself without permission. Imagine his dominance over you.”

The image seared itself into my mind—Marcus, his stern eyes watching me, his strong hands punishing me. The thought alone was enough to push me over the edge. My body convulsed, a scream ripping from my throat as the orgasm tore through me, leaving me breathless and trembling.

As the waves of my climax subsided, a new sensation took hold—a desperate, crazy yearning for the real training that awaited me. The unknown future loomed large, fraught with danger and desire.

Malleus’ fingers finally stilled, his grip tightening once more as he pulled me closer. “Bene, columba,” he murmured in my ear.


CHAPTER 6
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Forty-eight hours later

Sophia

After fifteen minutes of twilit country roads, beautiful and somehow quintessentially European, Marcus spoke for the first time since he had led me from my cage at the secret auction.

“There’s Monsieur Delacroix’s chateau,” he told me. His tone seemed so ominous that he might as well have said, There’s the place where your new owner will brutally deflower you, at a time of his choosing.

The palatial mansion loomed ahead, so large that it almost seemed a mirage of opulence against the darkening sky. Marcus held the leather leash easily in his hand. Its mere presence there, linking my body to his, seemed enough of a reminder of my bondage and my mission.

Most of the limo ride from the secret auction had been suffocating in its silence, the tension between us palpable. I could hear each breath he took, feel every shift of his powerful frame beside me. My own breaths came shallow and quick, my heart drumming a frantic rhythm in my chest.

As we stepped out onto the gravel drive, I bit my lip at the way the little stones dug into my bare feet. The flagstones of the entry began only a meter or so later, though, and I tried to take some comfort in their cool, smooth surface when I reached it, trailing behind Marcus as he led me with the help of the degrading leash.

Up three steps from the portico, the grand foyer welcomed us with an overwhelming display of gilt finishes, mirrors reflecting our forms, and paintings that seemed to watch us with knowing eyes. Each step I took on the marble floor sent a jolt of awareness through my bare feet, heightening the sense of exposure that coursed through my nervous system.

I yearned to lose my self-consciousness as I had in the mithraeum, but I couldn’t forget I was naked but for the collar around my neck. Here in the luxurious castle of my new owner, the collar’s symbolism, of my submission and of the control Marcus wielded on behalf of Delacroix over my nude body, refused to let me push it away.

“Keep your head bowed,” Marcus commanded, turning back to me for a moment, “and your eyes down.” His voice was a low growl that sent shivers down my spine.

The collar felt heavy, a constant reminder of my place. I tried to focus on Malleus’ training, the lessons drilled into me about composure and obedience, yet the urge to reveal my identity as an Ostia columba gnawed at me. Marcus didn’t know; he couldn’t know. But the insane attraction I felt towards him was immediate and undeniable.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, forcing my chin downward. I met his piercing blue eyes for the briefest of moments before dropping them again. He led me through the foyer, the grandeur of the surroundings doing little to quell the turmoil within me.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” A leering voice broke the silence, drawing my attention to two of Delacroix’s henchmen emerging from the shadows. Their eyes roamed over my body with blatant hunger, their expressions twisted with crude delight.

“She’s pretty,” one of them said, his voice almost grudging.

“She is,” the other confirmed. “Little tits, just as Monsieur prefers.”

“Monsieur is going to have a good time in that bare little cunt, putain,” the first said, addressing himself to me and making me very grateful I couldn’t look him in the eye. “Is she a virgin, Marcus?”

“Certified,” Marcus responded, his voice seeming to betray some distaste for his colleagues’ brutality.

“Let’s have a look,” the first man said. “That alright with you, Marcus?”

I wondered if I could detect a hint of resentment in the words—as if a tension existed between Marcus and these men.

“Of course,” Marcus said. “Sophia, you’re going to turn and bend over with your feet spread. Put your hands on your shins and show them where Monsieur is going to fuck you.”

With my face burning as hot as the sun and my heart pounding, I complied. I felt the air moving over my most intimate places as I exposed them to the minions’ leering eyes. The light tug from the leash, as Marcus held it above me as if he were exhibiting me at a dog show, made me bite my lip.

“Look at that tight little asshole,” one of the men sneered. I pictured him licking his lips as if savoring the thought. “Monsieur will like that. And you too, Marcus. You’ll get your fill, won’t you?”

Heat flushed my cheeks, burning with embarrassment and humiliation. I fought to maintain my composure, my hands clenching my naked ankles. The urge to cover myself, to shield my most intimate parts from their ravenous gazes, was nearly overpowering. But I kept my posture, trying to project an air of calm obedience, just as I’d been trained.

“She’s quite the prize,” the second henchman added, stepping closer so that I could see his black shoes on the floor behind me. “Bet she can’t wait to be fucked by both of you. Over and over.”

“She’ll serve her purpose,” Marcus replied coolly, his grip on the leash tightening a bit. There was a note of warning in his voice, a subtle command that silenced the henchmen’s laughter. “And she’s mine to train. Delacroix will have her when I’m done.”

I could almost feel the henchmen exchanging a look. I pictured their amusement dimming slightly under Marcus’ steely gaze. They backed off, but not without one last lingering look at my exposed body as Marcus used the leash to raise me up. My skin crawled under their scrutiny, and I bit down on my lip to keep from whimpering at the mingled shame and fear they had inspired.

“Come,” Marcus ordered, tugging the leash gently.

I followed him, each step a battle against the humiliation that threatened to overwhelm me. As we approached the grand staircase, the echoes of the henchmen’s crude remarks lingered in the air, a haunting reminder of my new reality.

“Careful on the stairs, Sophia,” Marcus warned, his voice a low, velvet murmur that sent shivers down my spine. The leash tugged at my collar, and I stumbled slightly, finding my footing on the first marble step of the grand staircase. The splendor of Delacroix’s chateau enveloped me—gilt finishes gleaming under the dim light, mirrors reflecting our journey upward.

“Your life will be simpler when you accept your role,” he continued, his tone conveying a kind of dark promise. “You have no choice but to serve Delacroix and anyone else he sees fit. If you resist in the slightest, you will be severely punished.”

The words cut through me. My training with Malleus had prepared me for submission, but the harshness of Marcus’ reminder stung deeply. The collar felt tighter around my neck, suddenly.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the pounding of my heart. At least Malleus’ training helped with that part: the automatic answers that could create a facade of compliance. My skin prickled under the weight of his gaze every time I sensed him turning around to check on me.

“Keep your head bowed, Sophia,” Marcus said, a hint of amusement in his voice. “There’s no point in hiding what you are now. You are Monsieur Delacroix’s fucking piece, and you mustn’t try to pretend otherwise.”

In the brutality of his words I thought I could discern the wish to make my life easier. Each phrase seemed calculated to help me embrace my submission, in a way that—unless it was all just wishful thinking—reflected actual care for me.

“Yes, sir,” I repeated, though the humiliation burned through me. We reached the landing, and he led me down a corridor adorned with extravagant tapestries and antique furniture.

“Here is where you’ll sleep,” Marcus announced, pushing open a heavy oak door. The room was small but luxurious, with real cloth wallpaper and a comfortable bed that contrasted starkly with the confines of my situation. “This hallway is the concubines’ quarters. Monsieur’s bedroom is around the corner. When it’s time, I’ll bring you there for your first fucking.”

“Thank you, sir,” I murmured, the words hollow as they left my lips. He didn’t allow me time to dwell on it, pulling me towards another door.

“Now, to the bathroom,” he instructed, his grip firm yet guiding. The bathroom was pristine, every surface gleaming. My reflection in the mirror showed a young woman stripped bare of her former life, now only a vessel of submission.

“Relieve yourself,” he ordered, pointing to the porcelain toilet. His eyes bored into mine, demanding obedience and more. “Pee in front of me.”

“Please,” I began, my voice trembling. My bladder, which had troubled me only slightly on the way from Legeria City, suddenly felt much, much too full. But I couldn’t pee that way, with him watching. Even Malleus hadn’t made me do that.

“Now,” he interrupted, the force of his dominance unmistakable.

Heat flushed through me, not just from embarrassment but from the conflicting emotions roiling within.

With shaky steps, I moved to the toilet, conscious of every inch of my exposed skin. Sitting down, I felt the cold porcelain against my thighs, a stark contrast to the heat burning inside me. My bladder was painfully full, but the mortification of being watched made every muscle tense.

“Look at me,” Marcus commanded, his voice softer yet unyieldingly firm. “Keep your eyes on me.”

I lifted my gaze, locking onto his piercing blue eyes. The intensity of his stare stripped away any remaining façade of dignity. My body trembled, struggling to obey his command, the act of peeing suddenly an insurmountable challenge under his scrutiny.

“Let go, Sophia,” he urged, his tone unexpectedly gentle, yet the demand clear. The pressure built, my body fighting against my mind’s resistance.

“Please, sir,” I whimpered, my voice cracking under the strain.

“Do it,” he insisted, the authority in his voice returning and wrapping around me like a vice. My breath hitched, my muscles quivered. Tears pricked the corners of my eyes.

At last, with a surge of pleasure that I tried to hide from Marcus but could not, the dam within me broke. The sound of my urine hitting the water seemed deafening in the quiet bathroom, each splash echoing my humiliation. My body trembled, a whimper escaping my lips as I maintained eye contact with Marcus. His smile broadened, and in that moment, I knew he understood my conflicted nature all too well.

“Good girl,” he murmured, satisfaction evident in his tone, though it felt more like a verdict than praise. His eyes never left mine, even as the final drops fell, and I used the mercifully soft paper on the roll beside me, my face hot as an oven.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and I obeyed, my legs trembling. The cold air against my exposed skin heightened every sensation, making the moment even more excruciating. He took my leash once more, leading me out of the bathroom and down the dimly lit corridor.

When we reached my little bedroom, Marcus guided me to the corner of the room, pointing to a tiny camera nestled above.

“Delacroix likes to keep an eye on his possessions,” Marcus said, his voice carrying an edge of warning. “He doesn’t want his fucking pieces playing with themselves.” He paused, letting the gravity of his words sink in. “If you’re caught masturbating, you will be caned.”

A shiver ran down my spine, not just from fear but from the forbidden allure of his threat. The weight of my predicament settled heavily upon me, yet the magnetic pull towards Marcus remained undeniable. His stern gaze held me captive, a silent reminder of my role here.

“Understand?” he asked, his tone brooking no argument.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible. The urge to tell him, to whisper that we shared a mission grew very strong, but I stopped the words in my throat at the last second. I realized to my dismay that the attraction I felt for him, coupled with the intensity of my situation, was making it very difficult to think clearly.

“Your training begins tomorrow,” Marcus said, his voice a low growl that sent shivers down my spine. He unclipped the leash from my collar with a practiced ease, and I felt an unsettling mix of relief and longing as the restraint fell away. “In the morning, I will evaluate you as a fuck toy, and then we’ll proceed to teaching you what Monsieur wants you to know before he claims you with his cock.”

His words seemed to hang in the air. My heart pounded in my chest, each beat echoing the conflicting emotions within me—fear, arousal, and the almost unbearable urge to reveal myself as Malleus’ columba.

“Delacroix expects perfection,” Marcus continued, his eyes never leaving mine. “You will learn to serve him and anyone else he deems worthy.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling ever so slightly.

“Good,” he replied, a slight smile playing on his lips. “A dinner cart will arrive shortly with your meal. Eat and rest. You’ll need your strength.”

With that, he turned and walked to the door, his presence filling the room even as he prepared to leave it. The lock clicked with a finality that made my heart sink further.

The luxurious trappings of the room mocked my captivity. The real cloth wallpaper, the comfortable bed—all reminders of a gilded cage. I moved towards the bed, feeling the soft fabric tease my bare skin. Sleep seemed a distant hope, replaced by the gnawing urge to touch myself, exacerbated by Marcus’ warning.

I lay down, my body tense, thoughts swirling in a chaotic dance. The camera’s unblinking eye watched over me, a silent sentinel ensuring my obedience. The desire to defy its gaze, to find some semblance of control in this powerless situation, was overwhelming. Yet, the threat of punishment or, worse, discovery, loomed large.

Malleus had given me the tools—literally and figuratively—to escape my bedroom and the notice of the camera, but using them came with risks. The urge to use them anyway, to do something that made me feel like an active agent, threatened to make me do something foolish.

Wait, I told myself. You have no choice. Just like Malleus told you. Just like Marcus told you. You have no choice.


CHAPTER 7
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Sophia

The sound of the lock woke me. The door to the little bedroom swung open with a suddenness that sent my heart racing. Marcus emerged from the shadows, his presence as commanding as ever, the leash dangling ominously from his long fingers.

The sight of it rekindled a whirlwind of emotions within me from the previous day—fear, resolve… and an undeniable spark of arousal. The surge of conflicting thoughts about him and my mission threatened to get the better of the self-calming training Malleus had bestowed.

“Get up,” Marcus ordered, his voice deep and authoritative in the silence of the room. “Stand in front of me for inspection.”

I fought the urge to cover myself as I pushed back the thin sheets and rose from my bed, my naked body exposed to his penetrating gaze. The collar around my neck felt heavier today, an even more present reminder of my status. I took hesitant steps forward until I stood directly before him, trembling under the weight of his scrutiny.

“Delacroix likes to have his fucking pieces inspected regularly,” Marcus explained, his tone devoid of emotion. “Turn around.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, and I cursed my body’s traitorous response. I complied, pivoting slowly on the balls of my feet until my back faced him. The cool air of the room brushed against my bare skin, heightening my awareness of every inch of my exposed flesh. I felt Marcus’ eyes roving over me, their intensity palpable even without seeing them.

“Go back to your bed and bend over it,” he commanded.

My throat tightened, a mixture of shame and anticipation coursing through my nervous system. My muscles tensed, almost quivering, but I did as he instructed, bending over the edge of the bed with my arms along my sides. The position made me acutely aware of my vulnerability, my most intimate areas on nearly full display.

The memory of Malleus’ degrading treatments flashed through my mind, and I thought angrily that I should have gotten used to such things. To my distress, though, Marcus’ presence somehow added a new layer of shame to my mind’s and my body’s responses—and an unwelcome new level of complexity to my feelings.

“Spread your feet,” he ordered, each word a hammer blow to the inner calm I knew I must strive somehow to keep, despite the matter-of-fact tone Marcus used.

I widened my stance, feeling the strain in my thighs. The humiliation burned hotter inside me, yet it seemed laced with a sexual thrill I couldn’t ignore. The humiliation gnawed at me, yet it also stoked an insidious fire deep within. I knew he was staring at my exposed pussy, and the thought made my heart pound harder.

“Reach back and spread your bottom cheeks,” he instructed in the same dispassionate voice.

My hands trembled as they moved to comply, fingers splaying across my skin. The vulnerability of the position made my breathing ragged. With Malleus, again, I told myself, I had endured similar degradations, but Marcus’ gaze felt different—more intense, more scrutinizing. It seemed as if he were seeing not just my body, but into the very core of my conflicted desires.

“Good little slut,” he murmured, stepping closer. I could sense his presence, even without turning my head. My tummy flipped, the anticipation of what was to come tightening every muscle in my body.

Then I felt his hands between my legs, parting my pussy lips with an almost clinical precision. “Sellers will sometimes try to get away with labeling a girl a virgin when she just looks like one and blushes like one.”

I whimpered as he opened me. The air moved where it should never move. I did everything I could to control my breathing, but then, very glad that Marcus couldn’t see my face, I remembered one of Malleus’ most emphatic warnings: You must appear innocent.

Should I control my breathing? Should I pretend not to control my breathing?

I am innocent… how can I pretend to be innocent?

As if to confirm my problem, Marcus spoke again. I felt his warm breath down there, and it made me whimper again.

“You’re the real thing, though, slut.”

The whimper… It sounded innocent, didn’t it?

Because it was innocent. I felt my breath speeding up as my mind teetered on the edge of a sort of endless loop.

Suddenly Malleus’ soothing voice echoed in my mind, cutting through the fog. Calm yourself.

“Monsieur will be pleased,” Marcus said, letting my inner lips close and shifting his right hand to hold my whole pussy, his thumb between my bottom-cheeks. “You’ve got a sweet little cunt, and you get wet when a man handles you the right way.”

The cruel compliment filled me with a strange mixture of pride and dread. The sensation of his fingers against my intimate flesh sent shivers up my spine.

Marcus continued, his voice still even, almost casual, despite the coarseness of the words. “I can feel your cunt hair coming back, though. You’ll have to be waxed again before your first night with Monsieur Delacroix.”

A gasp escaped my lips as his thumb pressed against my anus, penetrating with deliberate force. The intrusion was sharp, making me cry out, my body instinctively clenching around him.

“Good. Very tight here. I’ll widen you a little, though, so Monsieur doesn’t have too much trouble getting his cock into you,” Marcus stated, his tone dismayingly satisfied.

The pain mingled with an unexpected wave of arousal, leaving me breathless. I wanted to scream at him, to tell him who I truly was, but the mission—the necessity of maintaining both of our covers—kept me silent. Instead, I focused on the sensations flooding my body, trying to reconcile the shame and need that warred within me with the calm I had found a moment before.

His probing hand left me. I wondered for a moment what degradation would come next, but only a second or two later, I felt a tug on my collar and heard the snap of the leash’s clip as Marcus reattached it.

“Stand up,” he ordered, accompanying the words with a peremptory tug at my neck.

I obeyed, shakily rising to my feet, my body still trembling from the invasive inspection.

“Follow me,” Marcus instructed, turning towards the door and enforcing his command with another tug on my leash.

Naked and exposed, I followed him down the cold, echoing halls of the chateau. The bathroom came first, under Marcus’ watchful eyes once again. After that, he led me to a door further down the corridor than I had yet traveled.

“This is the training room,” Marcus said, turning to me. He opened the door to reveal a space that struck me as distressingly familiar, because it so closely resembled the Hall of Sexual Training in the mithraeum. I saw benches fitted with restraints, racks of disciplinary implements, mirrored walls, and even a throne-like armchair that dominated the room. My mind went back instantly to Malleus brutally teaching me how to provide oral pleasure to a man’s rigid penis, and the shattering climax he’d brought me to, in his lap.

“Sit,” he commanded, pointing to the chair.

I looked at him, feeling my brow grow troubled. It literally hadn’t occurred to me that I could sit in the chair so clearly reserved for a dominant man. Marcus lowered his chin, his eyebrows rising slightly as if to indicate how thoroughly he intended to evaluate my conduct.

Innocent, I told myself. An innocent young woman who didn’t fully understand her submissive nature—she wouldn’t hesitate, would she? Briseis the fuck toy who can remain silent and yet observe everything.

I approached the chair, with Marcus trailing slightly behind me. I turned and sat, sinking into the leather seat a little, the cool material pressing against my bare skin. I looked up at him, my nervousness palpable as he reached over my shoulder to tie the leash behind me, to a post on the back of the chair.

“Delacroix likes to deflower a girl who has been naughty,” Marcus announced as he stepped back a meter or so, his eyes boring into mine. “You must learn to masturbate on command.”

I swallowed hard. Innocent.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking in a way that sounded convincing to me. “I can’t…”

“Spread your legs over the arms of the chair and play with your cunt while I watch,” he insisted, his tone leaving no room for argument.

With a shaky resolve, I hooked my right knee over the right arm of the chair, my heart pounding so loudly, I feared he might hear it. But as my fingers moved towards my aching pussy, I froze, the conflicting thoughts and emotions overwhelming me. The need to maintain my cover, the fear of Delacroix, and my growing attraction to Marcus created a storm inside me that I couldn’t navigate.

“Do it, Sophia, or face the consequences,” Marcus warned, his voice hardening.

“Marcus, please,” I pleaded, tears pricking at my eyes. Only when his name had escaped my lips did I realize that I had addressed him that way—the way I would a colleague, a fellow spy.

The distress in my eyes as I looked at him was completely genuine. His anger rose instantly and very visibly, his eyes narrowing as he regarded me from above.

“Sir,” he thundered. “Don’t you dare call me by my first name.”

The words had a force that seemed to me, for an instant, disproportionate. Did Marcus feel the need to overcompensate? Had he felt himself liking my sudden, stupid intimacy?

“Sir,” I said, my voice shaking. “I… I can’t.”

“Enough,” he snapped, untethering the leash from the post. “Stand up.”

He pulled on the leash roughly to make me obey. I cried out in alarm, but Marcus clearly knew his business: the jolt created fear, and submission, without really hurting me.

He’s a miles, just like Malleus, I remembered, biting my lip at the conflict the thought brought to my mind and my body.

He sat in the chair, pulling me to his right, turning me to face the side. I knew precisely what would happen, and part of me welcomed it: I felt the calm Malleus had taught me to find might come more easily afterward.

Marcus moved so swiftly and skillfully that I didn’t even have the chance to betray my familiarity with bare-bottomed discipline. His grip on the leash tightened again, and he guided me into position over his left knee with practiced ease.

With methodical precision, Marcus shifted the leash to his left hand, using his right to secure my legs under his thigh, locking me firmly in place.

“Good girl,” he murmured almost tenderly, but I knew better than to mistake his tone for leniency. “Reach down and take hold of the legs of the chair. Keep your hands there.”

I bit my lip as I obeyed, swallowing hard at the feel of the stout, unyielding wood.

The first spank landed with a sudden, sharp crack, sending a jolt of pain through my body. I gasped, the sensation a too-familiar, still bewildering mix of agony and arousal. Another strike followed, deliberate and firm, eliciting a cry from my lips.

He spanked me hard and fast, alternating between my left and right cheeks, moving his hand up and down to ensure that my entire backside glowed hot and all the need vanished from my pussy.

My cries and sobs echoed through the big room as the punishment seemed to go on and on. The leather of the chair creaked beneath him as I couldn’t help struggling despite his absolute control over my body, and my little movements made him shift his weight slightly.

I watched my tears form a little pool beneath my face. The scent of leather filled my nostrils, mixed with a hint I knew, with a surge of heat in my face, as my own need—a potent mixture that only added to my confusion and distress.

I chewed the inside of my cheek, trying to hold back the desperate moans that threatened to slip past my lips. Every strike sent a searing wave of pain through my lower back and down my thighs. I held on to the chair’s legs with a white-knuckled grip.

He kept spanking, and the pain became so much that I started to scream, and to struggle more fiercely, out of sheer reflex. I let go of the chair and threw my right hand back in a desperate attempt to cover my backside.

Marcus stopped the punishment for a moment so he could grab my hand and pin it behind my back.

“There we go,” he said, his satisfaction audible. “That’s the first step. Now we keep going until you’re really ready to obey me and show me how naughty you really are.”


CHAPTER 8
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Marcus

I kept spanking Sophia. The sharp, stinging slaps of my hand against her bare bottom echoed through the training room, each strike more forceful than the last. Her cries of pain had lost any hint of pleasure, morphing into pure, raw anguish that reverberated in the mirrored salon. Her body trembled over my knee, each convulsion a testament to the torment she endured.

My Guard training had prepared me for this moment. I trusted in the ideas and methods drilled into me—above all an unwavering belief in the power of dominance to awaken submission. Delacroix needed Sophia thoroughly broken in; her role as his sexual servant demanded no less. My confidence in taking her this far didn’t represent mere arrogance; it sprang from true necessity. Each punishing swat would carve out space within her, making room for the submissive sexuality she would need if she were to find some degree of fulfillment in her servitude.

“Sir,” she whimpered, her voice barely more than a breathless plea.

“Quiet,” I commanded, tightening my grip on her wrist, under the looped leather of her leash’s end. My strikes continued, relentless, until I saw the fiery red glow spread across her bottom. The heat radiated from her skin, palpable against my palm. Her resistance waned with each blow, and finally, she went limp over my knee, her breath coming in ragged gasps. The spanking stopped, but I watched with satisfaction as her arousal surged immediately and unmistakably, her rising need evident in the way her hips subtly pressed against my thigh.

“Breathe deeply now, Sophia,” I instructed, mixing both command and a hint of encouragement in my tone. Her compliance came swiftly, though her breaths remained labored, each inhale trembling with residual pain and burgeoning desire.

Her body seemed like a paradox of soreness and readiness. I could practically feel her arousal in my own nervous system, a magnetic pull that threatened to disrupt my focus. The sight of her nakedness over my knee, accentuated by the collar around her neck, was almost too much. My cock strained against my trousers, an iron bar of need that I ruthlessly suppressed. Falling for her, allowing myself to succumb to this attraction, would only complicate my mission.

“Good girl,” I whispered, my voice softening involuntarily. The words slipped out before I could stop them, a betrayal of the steely resolve I needed to maintain.

“Please,” she murmured, her tone laden with confusion and longing. She didn’t understand the depths of her own desire, not yet.

I delivered the final swats, each one deliberate, exacting. Her cries turned into sobs, her body completely pliant under my control. When I finally stopped, her bottom glowed a deep crimson, the heat a clear indicator of the thorough punishment she’d received.

Knowing fully how dangerous it would be to my resolve, I began to caress Sophia’s thoroughly spanked bottom, my hand moving in slow, deliberate circles over the heated, crimson skin. Her body shivered at my touch, a delicate tremor that spoke of the tumultuous emotions warring within her.

Arousing her this way, in her position over my knee—degrading, but also cared for—represented the most effective way to awaken her fully. If the girl were to find pleasure in her owner’s bed, I had to coax her submissive sexuality to the surface, where it could flourish under Monsieur’s command. Every stroke of my fingers not only soothed the sting of her punishment but also banked the smoldering embers of her arousal.

“You’re doing well, Sophia,” I murmured, my voice low and controlled. “Feel the heat, embrace it.”

The danger in this moment was palpable. Every fiber of my being cried out against the helpless attraction I felt for her. My cock throbbed persistently against my thigh, a steely hardness that threatened to betray my carefully maintained façade. I tightened my grip on her leash, forcing myself to remember that falling for her would complicate everything—jeopardize my mission and potentially cost countless lives.

I forced my thoughts back to the task at hand. As much as I wanted to lose myself in the sensation of Sophia’s soft curves beneath my touch, I had to remain vigilant, maintain control.

Remember your training, I told myself, hearing in my head how I had echoed the words of pater Robert Bennett from our final briefing before I went into the field. The memory of that day came rushing back, unbidden—a stark reminder of the stakes involved.

“Marcus,” Bennett said, his eyes hard and unyielding, “you need to be prepared for deep cover. Two years, at least. Dead drops every six months. Minimal contact with HQ. Your position with Delacroix is paramount. When the time comes, you must be ready to step in and foil the Groupe Synergistique’s plans, whatever they are.”

I nodded. My pater continued, lowering his chin and his voice at once as he imparted startling new information I hadn’t previously received.

“Latest intelligence says they’re going to try to take over the entire Western European power grid.”

My eyebrows shot up, but, “Understood, Pater,” I replied like a loyal miles, my mind already whirring with the complexities of the mission ahead.

“Prioritize your position,” Bennett reiterated. “Everything else is secondary. I hardly need to add, do not let personal feelings cloud your judgment. Remember your training.”

As I caressed Sophia’s tender flesh, my pater’s words sounded even more ominous in my mind than they had at the time, a stark reminder of the razor’s edge upon which I balanced. The heat radiating from the girl’s gorgeous little bottom felt like a siren’s call, luring me towards dangerous waters. I had to stay focused, maintain my resolve.

Yet, I had to make sure I trained this fucking piece properly, as much as it might cost me. Both my mission and Sophia’s life, potentially, depended on it. Delacroix had had previous concubines killed, I knew, for resisting his commands. More frequently, he had had them whipped so hard and long that they ended up traumatized.

“Spread your legs wider,” I instructed, relaxing my right leg’s hold over the backs of Sophia’s knees, my tone leaving no room for hesitation. “Show me you can obey.”

Sophia complied with a desperate little sob, her movements tentative yet undeniably aroused—and arousing, as I saw her lovely little pussy peep out from between her thighs, the lips clearly engorged with her need. The slickness between her thighs was unmistakable, a testament to the potent mix of pain, embarrassment, and desire swirling within her. As she positioned herself, I felt the pull of her allure stronger than ever, threatening to consume my every thought.

Stay focused, I reminded myself again. Your mission is too important.

“You look ready to masturbate, slut,” I said, keeping my voice neutral and even cold. “Are you ready?”

Sophia let out an adorable little whine, and then she whispered, “Yes, sir.”

I let go of her delicate wrist and put my left hand, with the leash’s handle still in it, beneath her chest. I took a frank, firm hold of her delicious little right breast. My right hand seized her pussy and bottom with a commanding, possessive grip. Sophia cried out, her body tensing hard against me as I raised her from my knee.

Her gorgeous nakedness was again laid bare before me as she stood, each curve of her meticulously sculpted body a testament to the purchasing power of a magnate at the secret auction. The collar around her neck, stark against her pale skin, served as a breathtaking reminder of her purpose as Delacroix’ innocent new fucking piece.

I stood myself and used the leash to guide Sophia slowly back to the chair, making sure every little step was deliberate and measured. The sight of her so vulnerable, so exquisitely formed, made my cock jump against my thigh, straining against the fabric of my trousers. Her auburn hair fell in disheveled waves around her face, her green eyes wide and filled with a mix of emotions that I could read as clearly as if they were my own.

“Sit,” I commanded, my voice a low growl that left no room for disobedience.

She complied, her legs trembling as she lowered herself into the chair. I could see how sensitive I had rendered her body with the hard spanking: each movement elicited a wince of pain that I watched quickly morph into a shiver of arousal.

I observed her closely, noting how her thighs quivered, betraying her inner turmoil. The slickness between her legs glistened, and I could tell just from the way she moved that the obviousness of her need generated a potent mix of embarrassment and desire in her mind and her body. Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, mortification mingling with the undeniable evidence of her arousal.

“Put your legs over the arms of the chair,” I instructed, my tone brooking no argument. “Bring yourself to orgasm.”

Sophia hesitated for a moment, her gaze darting to mine, searching for any sign of leniency. Finding none, she slowly obeyed, her movements both tentative and tantalizing. As she positioned herself, her breath came in ragged gasps, the anticipation and humiliation heightening her arousal.

“Now,” I said, my voice a whip crack in the stillness of the room.

Her fingers moved to her slick folds. The mere sight of her touching her sweet virgin pussy, her naughtiness so exposed, so available, sending a jolt of desire through me. I could see the struggle in her eyes, the battle between her innocence and her natural submissiveness. Each stroke of her fingers, each gasp of pleasure, brought her closer to the edge, and I stood there, watching, knowing that this was just the beginning of her awakening.

“Don’t stop,” I murmured, my voice thick with restraint as I fought to maintain my composure. “Show me how much you want it. Show me how naughty a little slut you are.”
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Sophia

My splayed legs felt like jelly. I couldn’t stop looking at them there, over the arms of the chair. Every time I saw my spread knees and remembered how I had, at Marcus’ command, put them there, opening my pussy and my punished bottom so wide, I felt a wild surge of shame, and a helpless pulse of need there where my fingers worked frantically to bring release. When I looked up into Marcus’ much-too-handsome face and saw that he had fixed his attention on my pussy, I sobbed and looked down at my naughtiness. My virgin sheath clenched so hard at what I saw that my hips lifted lewdly from the leather seat, thrusting upward as if to beg for a man’s hardness inside me.

Every breath I took seemed to stoke the fire within me, an inferno ignited by the man who stood so calmly before me, holding my leash as though it were the simplest thing in the world to control another human being. Marcus’ presence felt overwhelming. His tall, muscular frame loomed over me, encased in a dark suit that only accentuated the power he wielded over me. His blue eyes, piercing and cold, watched me with an intensity that made my heart race even faster.

“That’s it, Sophia,” he murmured, his voice a dark caress that settled over my skin like a velvet shroud. “Keep going, you naughty little slut. Show me how you like it.”

My fingers moved faster, driven by the dominance in his gaze. The slick heat of my pussy clung to every touch, my wetness betraying the depth of my arousal much too accurately. I circled my clit with trembling fingers, each brush sending jolts of pleasure through my body. The scent of my need filled the air, mingling with the rich, masculine smell of Marcus himself.

“Look at you,” he continued, his tone both mocking and admiring. “So eager to please, so desperate to obey.”

A whimper escaped my lips as I slid a finger shallowly into my virgin pussy, feeling the tightness that had never known a man’s touch. The memory of Marcus’ thumb invading my anus during his inspection flashed through my mind, and I helplessly put my free hand under and around, teasing the sensitive skin around my punished bottom.

“That’s it, Sophia,” Marcus said. “Think about your little hole. Think about what Monsieur will do there.”

His words sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through me, and I moaned loudly as my fingers delved deeper, seeking the release that danced just out of reach. The thought of my master taking me, of finally surrendering completely to a man I had never seen, was almost too much to bear. My body trembled with the force of my need, my movements growing frenzied as I chased the climax that hovered tantalizingly close.

“Faster, Sophia,” Marcus commanded, winding more of the leash onto his hand so that it tugged at my collar a little. “I want to see you come.”

My fingers obeyed without hesitation, moving at a feverish pace that left me breathless. I could feel the tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter within me, ready to snap at any moment. My punished bottom throbbed with every touch, amplifying the sensations that coursed through me. I touched my tiny flower, pushed where Marcus’ thumb had pushed.

“No,” I whispered, to myself, shaking my head. “No, please… please, don’t…”

I couldn’t look at him. I couldn’t look at my own body, because I was being so terribly naughty. I cried out as I pushed the tip of my middle finger into the forbidden opening.

With a final, desperate press against my clit, the ecstasy within me exploded, and I screamed as my orgasm tore through me. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me, leaving me shaking and spent in the chair, the fingers of my right hand still moving lasciviously in my pussy as the even naughtier finger on my other hand probed more gently in my anus.

I barely had time to catch my breath before Marcus gave a sharp tug on the leash, pulling me to my feet. My legs wobbled beneath me, still weak from the intensity of my release. He turned me around and bent me over the chair, positioning me with practiced ease, his big right hand pressing firmly on my back as his left maintained the tension in the leash. The leather, warm from my lewd display, pressed against my elbows, but it wasn’t as warm as the fire that still coursed through my veins.

“Push your ass out,” he ordered, enforcing the command with his hands to make me arch my back. I could do nothing but comply, my body trembling with a mixture of fear and anticipation.

I cried out as he ran something firm and cool between my pussy lips, the sensation both startling and arousing. He moved it shallowly in and out of my still-virgin vagina, pressing it to the place where it made me gasp.

“You’re so wet that I don’t need lube,” Marcus told me with mocking satisfaction.

Then I cried out as he moved the thing and parted my bottom cheeks with it, pushing against the place where my finger had so naughtily traveled, where he had so dominantly put his thumb when inspecting me in my bedroom. My cry turned into a long moan of humiliation and helpless pleasure that seemed to fill the room as Marcus inserted the thing into my anus. It stretched me, filled me too full with a terrible mix of discomfort and pleasure.

“Stay there,” Marcus said. I felt him tying the leash to the back of the chair again, as if I might try to escape. A new wave of shame filled my face with heat.

I heard him move across the room, but I couldn’t see where he had gone. The plug in my bottom felt so thick. I felt myself starting to try to push it out. Then Marcus had come back, a sort of jingling sound accompanying his footsteps on the parquet floor. I whimpered as he pressed on the base of the awful thing, re-securing it.

Then I felt him start to put something around my waist. Startled, I began to rise, but Marcus put his left hand on my back and delivered a sharp spank with his right so that I cried out.

“Down,” he said, sharply and simply.

I obeyed. Briseis. Innocent. Obedient.

He buckled the belt around my waist—so much like the one I had worn at the mithraeum that I felt disoriented. I heard the unmistakable click of a little lock, securing the buckle. The urge to tell him, to reveal myself so that he would help me figure out how to complete my mission and his, rose in me. I pushed it down as I felt Marcus putting more straps on me, unfamiliar ones: three of them, that attached the horrid plug to the belt. Each of them had a little lock as well.

I swallowed hard, my eyes widening, as I understood.

“This harness will keep your plug in, Sophia,” Marcus told me. “You’ll wear it at all times, except when I take it out so you can use the bathroom. The locks are electronic. Only Monsieur or I can take the harness off. You’ll wear it until I decide your anus is ready for your master. As you can tell, Monsieur will be able to use your mouth and your cunt as he pleases, even if he wants to leave your plug in while he fucks you.”

To my dismay, the sensation of the plug inside me had re-intensified my arousal. As he stood me up again, I felt how the harness claimed me. The discomfort itself seemed to make me terribly needy despite the orgasm Marcus had just allowed me. I had to clench my fists at my side, suddenly, to help me resist the urge to touch myself, if only to soothe my arousal a little.

I heard Marcus’ phone ring in his pocket. He answered it, his voice calm and controlled.

“Monsieur?… Yes, right away. I just put her in a training harness to widen her asshole… Oh, definitely. She looks quite lovely. I’ll bring her to your study.”


CHAPTER 9
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Sophia

Marcus led me from the training room into the corridor. Every step felt like a new humiliation. The dreadful, unforgettable fullness in my spanked bottom made my feet falter and my eyes water.

The leash tugged at my collar as we moved through the grand halls of the chateau. My bare feet whispered against the marble floors, and I focused on the intricate patterns in the wallpaper to distract myself from the discomfort emanating from the butt plug and the tugging of the horrid training harness that kept it so firmly placed in my bruised backside. Each movement sent a fresh wave of sensation through my body, a reminder of my vulnerability and the cruel apparatus that held me much too open.

“Keep up,” Marcus commanded, his voice low but firm. His grip on the leash tightened, forcing me to quicken my pace despite the protests of my aching flesh. I could feel his eyes on me, assessing every flinch, every shiver, ensuring my compliance.

As we entered the East Wing, the opulence of the decor became almost suffocating. Gilt mirrors reflected my naked form back at me from countless angles, amplifying my shame. The erotic art lining the walls depicted scenes of dominance and submission: mythic heroes punishing unwilling maidens, gods taking what they desired without mercy. It seemed a constant, visual reminder of my place here.

Two guards stood at attention as we approached, their eyes lighting up with eager interest as they took in the sight of me. Their gazes roved over my exposed skin, lingering to my dismay on the leather straps of the harness that secured the butt plug deep within me.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” Marcus greeted them with a nod, his tone cordial yet commanding.

“Morning, Monsieur Blackthorne,” one of the guards replied, his eyes never leaving my body. The other guard smirked, clearly enjoying the spectacle of my degradation.

“Show them,” Marcus ordered, directing his words at me. “Turn around and bend over. Hands on your knees.”

My heart pounded in my chest and my face felt like a furnace as I obeyed, turning my back to the guards and bending at the waist, my fingers and palms finding the bare, taut skin that covered my kneecaps. The position accentuated the fullness in my bottom terribly, and I fought to maintain my balance, my face burning with humiliation.

“Take a good look,” Marcus said, his voice carrying an edge of authority that demonstrated his status as their boss. “But remember—no touching. She is reserved for Monsieur Delacroix.”

“Understood,” the first guard said, his voice tinged with amusement. I could feel them both leaning in closer, examining the angry red bruises and the harness with undisguised fascination.

“She refused to play with herself when commanded,” Marcus explained, his tone matter-of-fact. “So I had to discipline her. The training harness ensures she will be properly prepared for Monsieur Delacroix’s cock when the time comes for her to lose her final virginity.”

The guards chuckled, the sound sending a shiver of mortification through me. My humiliation felt complete, and yet I could not afford to allow it to overwhelm me. I had to remember my mission, to stay focused despite the degrading situation I found myself in.

Innocent. Briseis.

“Have you learned your lesson, girl?” one of the guards asked in a mocking voice from behind me. “When it’s my turn to use you, will you wank that little cunt until it’s ready for me?”

I bit my lip, my forehead working with mortification.

“Answer him, Sophia,” Marcus said sharply, giving the leash a tug. “You need to learn your place. I don’t want to have to whip you every day.”

I let out a little cry of surprise and alarm at the pull on my collar, and then a little whimper of utter degradation that I knew would at least emphasize my innocence and my absolutely real feeling of powerlessness.

“Yes, sir,” I murmured.

“Good girl,” the guard said, his smug satisfaction terribly audible.

“You may stand up, slut,” Marcus instructed, tugging on the leash again, though with less force, to compel me to rise. I did so with as much grace as I could muster, fighting the urge to collapse at his feet and beg for mercy. Instead, I made myself meet his gaze, hoping to convey my desperation without words.

“See you later, gentleman,” he said, giving a final nod to the guards before leading me further down the corridor. As we walked, I struggled to maintain my composure, every fiber of my being urging me to fall to my knees and plead with Marcus to save me, to take me back to the Order and the Guard.

But I knew better. Revealing my true identity, confessing my mission—it would only lead to greater danger. So I kept silent, focusing instead on the rhythm of my steps and the measured pull of the leash, determined to endure whatever lay ahead.

The rhythmic sway of my hips accentuated the dreadful fullness in my spanked bottom, a perpetual reminder of my submission. The corridor’s opulent decor blurred into a haze of rich tapestries and gilded frames, their grandeur mocking my naked vulnerability.

“Keep your pace,” Marcus murmured, his voice a blend of command and unspoken concern.

I obeyed, focusing on the sound of our footsteps echoing off the marble floor. As we approached the door that must lead to Delacroix’s study, the weight of anticipation settled heavily in my chest. The double doors loomed before us, a portal to yet another trial I had to endure.

“Enter,” Marcus commanded, pushing open the door with a flourish.

Delacroix’s study exuded an air of calculated luxury. The roaring fire cast flickering shadows across the room, illuminating the dark wood paneling and the sumptuous leather armchairs arranged strategically around the hearth. A large mahogany desk dominated one side of the room, its surface cluttered with documents and an assortment of fine writing instruments.

“Ah, Marcus, right on time,” Delacroix’s voice dripped with satisfaction as he spoke from his chair by the fire without rising. His cold gray eyes fixed on me, a predatory glint dancing within them. “And Sophia, my dear, you look just as exquisite as you did at the auction.”

He motioned for Marcus to bring me closer, his gaze never wavering from my exposed form. Marcus complied, leading me to stand directly in front of Delacroix. The proximity made my skin prickle with a mix of fear and, much worse, unwanted arousal. I swallowed hard, remembering how Malleus had revealed my submissive nature simply by demonstrating his power and my weakness.

It’s just my body. I can hate him, and I can steal his data, even if my pussy clenches at the idea of him owning me—even of him fucking me.

“Let’s have a look at you,” Delacroix said, his tone deceptively gentle. He reached out, his fingers trailing down my neck and over my collarbone, making me shiver involuntarily. “The training harness suits you well, don’t you think?”

I bit my lip, striving to remain silent as his hands roamed further, caressing the curve of my breasts and the plane of my abdomen. His touch was clinical yet possessive, each stroke reinforcing my degradation.

“Turn around,” he ordered, and I complied, presenting my red, bruised bottom for his inspection. “She didn’t want to touch herself, I gather?”

My face burned with a new wave of embarrassment as I heard him address the question to Marcus. It only got hotter when he continued speaking, turning his attention to me.

“I’m sure Marcus told you I like a fucking piece to show how naughty she is. I imagine it seems like a contradiction to you, knowing that you’ll be severely whipped for masturbating without permission. I prefer to think of it as a paradox. The sort of paradox it takes an innocent virgin some time to understand.”

I felt his hands move gently, almost tenderly over the little cheeks. I tried to suppress a whimper, then let it out, realizing it would contribute to Delacroix’s shameful paradox.

“Magnificent,” Delacroix murmured, his voice thick with approval. His hand moved lower, idly playing with the base of the butt plug secured by the harness. The sensation sent a jolt through me, a blend of discomfort and reluctant pleasure.

“Do you know why you’re wearing this?” Delacroix asked, his fingers toying with the plug, increasing my torment.

“To prepare me, Monsieur,” I managed to whisper, my voice trembling despite my best efforts to remain composed.

“Indeed,” he confirmed, a cruel smile tugging at his lips. “To ensure you open properly when I fuck you here. You will be mine in every way.”

His words cut through me like a blade, the reality of my situation sinking deeper into my consciousness. Yet, I fought to maintain my facade, to cling to the innocent submissiveness Malleus had drilled into me.

“Marcus,” Delacroix addressed my handler without lifting his gaze from me. “I need to leave town for a few days. Negotiations for the power plant near Amsterdam require my personal attention.”

“Understood, Monsieur Delacroix,” Marcus replied, his tone neutral.

“While I’m gone,” Delacroix continued, his other hand slipping between my legs to probe my shamefully wet pussy, “make sure she understands her place. When I return, I want her ready for a memorable defloration.”

I gasped at the intrusion, my body betraying me as arousal mingled with shame. Delacroix’s fingers explored me with a casual intimacy that heightened my sense of powerlessness. Yet, I could not afford to lose myself in the moment; I had to remain vigilant, to remember my mission.

“Yes, Monsieur,” Marcus affirmed, his grip on the leash tightening ever so slightly, a subtle reminder of his control.

“Good,” Delacroix said, withdrawing his hand and wiping it on a silk handkerchief. “You may go now.”

“Come,” Marcus commanded, turning me away from Delacroix and guiding me back towards the door. As we exited the study, I struggled to process the conflicting emotions swirling within me. The humiliation, the arousal, the fear—all were tangled together in a web of confusion.

But I couldn’t afford to dwell on them. My mission required clarity, focus, and above all, patience.

Briseis. Innocence. Observe, and act when the time comes. Did the seeds of my ultimate triumph lie within my degradation?

“Delacroix should return to the chateau by the weekend. Three days from today, is my guess,” Marcus told me as we returned to the West Wing. The cold marble floor of the corridor sent shivers up my bare legs as we retraced our steps.

“You’re fortunate,” he continued, his voice low and authoritative. “Delacroix can’t fuck you for a few days. It means you’ll have more time to get used to your place here. You did well when you answered him about your harness. I don’t want you failing to answer your betters, ever, though—even my men. You are a fucking piece, and Monsieur will likely give you to them at some point. I want you to get that through your head as soon as possible. You belong to Monsieur, but he likes to share.”

His words were coarse, brutal, yet they stabbed at something deeper within me—a conflict I couldn’t ignore. Each step was a reminder of the dreadful fullness in my bottom, the harness pinching at my tender flesh. Yet, amidst the discomfort, a flicker of hope stirred. Did Marcus feel a conflict between his mission and caring for me? Could there be some part of him that wanted to protect me, not just as fuck toy for Delacroix, but as a person?

“Monsieur,” I whispered, trying to convey something—anything—that would hint at my true identity without breaking Malleus’ strict warnings. “I… I’m trying to understand this, to adapt.”

He glanced down at me, his piercing blue eyes unreadable. “Good. You’ll need to.” He offered no further solace, no indication that he understood the hidden message in my words. The emotional walls between us felt impenetrable.

We arrived at my cell, a small bedroom down the corridor from Delacroix’s vast chambers. The door creaked as Marcus opened it, the sound echoing in the otherwise silent hall.

“Get inside,” he ordered, pushing me gently but firmly into the room. As I stepped over the threshold, the clash of humiliation and arousal flooded my senses once again. Was he merely doing his job, or was there a part of Marcus that struggled with the degradation he imposed upon me?

“Rest,” he said, locking the door behind me with a finality that seemed to seal off any chance of escape or redemption. “You’ll need your strength. I’ll train you further tomorrow. I’ll bring the cart with dinner when the time comes, and I’ll let you shower and use the toilet then.”

Alone, I stood motionless for a moment, hyper-conscious of the camera surveilling my every move. The training from Malleus whispered through my mind, urging me to stay focused. I had only a few moments before anything I did could raise suspicion.

Taking a deep breath, I relied on sheer reflex. My wrist moved in the carefully practiced sequence: two flicks to the left, one to the right, three to the left. The rising beep in my ear confirmed the system concealed within my body had activated. Relief washed over me as I realized I’d successfully spoofed the camera feed. Those watching would see nothing but a generated image of me resting.

With renewed resolve, I approached the door, laying my palm flat against the lock. The magnets embedded in my hand engaged, turning the mechanism with a soft click. The bolt slid back, the only sensation a faint tug in my palm.

I took a deep breath and pulled my palm away. I put it back and felt the opposite tug as the lock re-engaged. I had no more tricks, except the one that would let me copy Delacroix’s files into the tiny memory chip in my skull, but at least I knew I would have a chance to fulfill the mission when the right time came.

I had no idea when that would be, though. Not now… but, if I did it soon, was there a chance that I could get away before my first night with Delacroix? I didn’t want to hope for that… but I couldn’t help it.


CHAPTER 10
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Sophia

My heart pounded like a war drum as I slipped out of my room. The oppressive silence of the chateau’s halls seemed to amplify every hesitant step. The shadows enveloped me, my naked body moving with practiced grace despite the constant reminder of the training harness and the lingering sting from Marcus’ spanking.

Each step I took sent a jolt through the silicone plug lodged firmly within me, a cruel distraction that I fought to ignore. The relief of having Marcus take the harness off so I could shower had made it feel even more uncomfortable and humiliating to receive it again afterward. At least this time, Marcus had used a lube that felt more slippery and less likely to chafe.

I had tried my cybernetics on the locks of the harness, but the Guard had clearly designed them for door locks, and I had had no luck. My anus would remain full, open, in training, for as long as Marcus thought necessary. Trying to make my way silently through the chateau, I found it terribly difficult to think of anything but what felt like the central facts of my new life: I was naked, except for a harness meant to subjugate me utterly.

Malleus had taught me well, though. I thanked him, mentally, as a reflexive smile tugged at the side of my mouth. All the physical training had often struck me as beside the point, back in the mithraeum—why did an agent whose only purpose was to be fucked until she could steal the data need to be able to do thirty burpees?

I hadn’t, of course, ventured to ask him, because he would merely have called the question useless. Malleus had said, over and over, though, that the muscular coordination involved would serve me well.

You were right, miles, I thought as I reached the upstairs landing.

I stopped there for a long time, invisible in a corner I had noted earlier that day as Marcus had taken me to Delacroix’s study. Below me, two guards made rounds on the ground floor, passing from East Wing to West Wing and back every ten minutes or so. I could see them as they moved through the foyer. Their faces were unfamiliar, which meant that I’d now seen six different henchmen. My pulse quickened a little at the realization that Marcus must have at least six guards on his security team. As far as I could tell, my fate involved being shared with all of them.

More importantly, the voice of Malleus said in my mind, those are at least six armed men you may have to deal with.

Gathering my courage, I began my descent down the grand staircase. Each marble step required careful navigation, the butt plug an ever-present torment threatening to break my concentration. I kept my steps light and deliberate, my senses hyper-aware of every sound and shadow. The opulent surroundings, the walls with their gilt molding and erotic art, seemed to mock my clandestine mission, as if the heroes and gods regarded me as no more than another nymph in need of a sound whipping and a hard fucking.

At last, I reached Delacroix’s study, the door yielding to my tentative push. Instantly I moved my wrist in the pattern that activated my cybernetics, and I heard the tone indicating success. If Dr. Demetriou could be believed, the camera spoofing would reach back to cover even my entrance into the study.

The room exuded power and decadence just as it had that morning, the polished surfaces reflecting the moonlight seeping through the heavy drapes. I moved with methodical precision, my fingers tracing over the antique desk, the bookshelves, the hidden compartments I knew had to exist. The room had struck me that morning as entirely without technology other than the glint of the camera lens in the crown molding, but I had felt certain that as my hands moved across the desk’s polished surface, I would hear another tone—the one that meant I’d found a computer processor with a storage device attached.

I had hardly dared hope that I might get yet another tone, as well: the special beep that would mean I’d found the correct storage device. That, Malleus had told me, would take a few seconds, as the processor installed at the base of my skull matched certain tell-tale pieces of data. And, he had said, it might not come at all, if Delacroix had changed certain things about his data strategy: when I found a storage device of any kind, I was to initiate the download whether or not I’d verified that it held the data the Guard needed.

But I heard nothing at all.

Come on… where are you? I demanded silently of the thing, the crucial air-gapped computer. My frustration mounted as my search yielded nothing but dust and disappointment. Every second spent here increased the risk of discovery, yet I felt desperate not to leave with nothing gained but the idea that maybe the obvious place to put my objective didn’t hold it after all.

Despite the discomfort gnawing at my resolve, I pressed on, examining every inch of the study with meticulous care. My eyes darted across the room, scanning for any sign of the thing. The urgency of my mission thrummed through my veins, pushing me to dig deeper, search harder.

Think, Sophia, I urged myself, recalling the lessons drilled into me by Malleus. Stay calm, stay focused. Observe.

But no matter how thoroughly I combed through the study, trying to see everything, the computer remained hidden, a phantom just out of reach. Desperation clawed at my insides, mingling with the physical discomfort to send me into a reason-destroying cycle of agony and renewed determination.

I stopped and closed my eyes for a moment. I breathed in and out, calming myself as Malleus had taught me.

I can’t fail. Not now. Not when so much is at stake.

But it wasn’t, was it? I had three days before Delacroix came back. I felt my brow furrow as I sorted out my thoughts and feelings, and I realized where much of my desperation came from.

Marcus. His effect on me, and the danger it posed. Part of me felt in terrible, terrible need, though of what didn’t seem entirely clear. Just that it had to do with him: I needed his approval. I needed him.

That meant I needed above all to finish this mission and to get the hell away.

Please, let it be here, I thought as I opened my eyes and looked around the study again. But the books on their shelves offered no answers, only the glitter of embossed, unreadable titles in the cold glow of the moon.

With a final, frustrated sweep of the room, I knew I had to return. My time was running out, and the risk of being caught grew with every passing moment. Reluctantly, I turned to leave, my mind already racing with plans for my next move.

I retreated from Delacroix’s study towards the staircase. With the unsuccessful search weighing heavily on my mind, I slipped back into the shadows of the chateau, moving silently but as swiftly as I could.

The harness between my legs rubbed uncomfortably with each step, a constant reminder of my submission, my vulnerability. I paused in a pool of shadow at the foot of the stairs, straining to hear any telltale signs of approaching footsteps. Silence. Taking a deep breath, I began my ascent up the marble steps.

The moonlight filtering through the tall windows painted the hallways with a ghostly glow, casting long, eerie shadows. My destination now was Delacroix’s bedroom, a place I had not yet dared to enter. Reaching the door, I hesitated for the briefest moment before pushing it open just enough to slip inside.

The room was vast, dominated by an enormous bed draped in luxurious fabrics. A large mirror hung on the wall opposite, glittering with a cold, impersonal gleam. My breath caught in my throat as I imagined what would transpire here when Delacroix returned. His innocent new bed girl—his fucking piece—would be thoroughly deflowered atop this bed, every brutal thrust mirrored for his pleasure.

The vision sent a shiver down my spine, mingling dread with an involuntary surge of arousal. I remembered the way he had fondled me, the feeling of utter abasement under the touch of the billionaire who had purchased me for his pleasure.

I shook off the troubling vision. I scanned the room quickly, noting with suddenly wide-eyes that what looked like a small office space—an alcove, really—opened out from the main area, through a small arch. I could see a desk, atop which something rose half a meter or so, and on that something a red light softly blinked.

That had to be it. If the air-gapped computer was anywhere, it would be there—and that red light seemed like it might represent the end of my search.

I started to move towards the alcove, my pulse quickening with renewed urgency. Just as I reached the bed, the sound of footsteps echoed up the staircase outside. Panic surged through me, sending a jolt of adrenaline coursing through my veins.

“Shit,” I muttered under my breath. There was no time to waste.

Abandoning my search, I dashed out of the office and back into the hallway, my footsteps light but hurried. The discomfort of the harness became secondary to the need for survival as I made my way back to my own bedroom. Heart hammering in my chest, I slipped inside, closing the door softly behind me. I relocked it with my cybernetics and quickly deactivated the camera-spoofing protocol.

I had barely settled back into my bed and pulled the comforter up, the lingering discomfort of the harness pressing into my flesh, when I heard the slight creak of the door opening. My heart skipped a beat, and I forced my breathing to remain slow and steady, feigning sleep.

Marcus entered the room with unsettling quietness, his presence a mix of comfort and dread. The mattress dipped as he sat beside me, and through slitted eyes, I observed his face. His expression made my tummy flip: his face seemed a complex tapestry of desire, calculation, and an unexpected care that sent a confusing rush through me.

I felt his hands pulling the comforter away. I fought the urge to hold onto it, to keep myself covered—not because I didn’t want him to see me, or even to touch me, but because I wanted those things too much. He drew the covers all the way down, and I fought to keep my breathing deep and even.

He leaned closer, and I felt his fingers brush against my exposed skin, sending shivers of both fear and arousal rippling through me. His touch traced along my collarbone, down the valley between my breasts. He moved the gentle pressure around the curve of my waist, tracing the edge of the belt that helped secure the humiliating training plug in my anus.

He ran his fingertips over my bottom cheeks, finding the raised places where his enormous hand had left the marks of discipline. He pressed softly on the base of the plug, as if he wanted to remind me, even in my sleep, of how I was being widened for Monsieur’s thrusting hardness.

My body betrayed me, responding to his touch with a heated flush that spread from my cheeks to my pussy. The mission, the danger, and the urgency all seemed to blur under the haze of arousal. His fingers found the sensitive flesh of my inner thigh, and I tried to keep my breaths even, though each caress ignited a fire within me.

Marcus’ hands commanded me silently… gently and tenderly, but at the same time also firmly and dominantly. I let out a helpless little moan, doing everything in my power to make it seem like I was just coming out of sleep.

His hand moved more boldly and frankly, down between my thighs, to cup my pussy possessively. I let out a tiny cry and allowed my eyelids to flutter open, feigning confusion and surprise.

“Marcus? What are you doing here?” I asked, my voice trembling with a mix of genuine fear and the act I put on for him.

“Lie still,” he ordered, his tone brooking no argument. “You need to learn to respond properly to a man’s touch whenever he chooses to dominate you. Raise this knee.”

“Please, Marcus… I don’t understand,” I lied as I felt him enforce the command with his hand, attempting to sound innocent and frightened.

“Don’t resist, Sophia,” he said, his fingers now parting my labia. “This is for your training.”

His skilled hands began to move with more purpose, stroking, teasing, and coaxing reactions from my body that I couldn’t control. I rode his hand with little thrusts of my hips, desperate to come. Each touch seemed to pull me deeper into a vortex of pleasure and submission. My thoughts of the mission grew hazy, my resolve weakening with every passing second.

“Marcus…” I moaned softly, unable to suppress the sounds escaping my lips. His touch was relentless, each stroke bringing me closer to the edge.

“Good little slut,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Feel how your body responds.”

“Yes… oh, God,” I gasped, my hips arching even harder towards his hand. The need inside me was becoming unbearable, a desperate ache that clouded my mind.

“Remember, Sophia, you belong to your master now,” he said, his fingers moving faster, more insistently. “Your cunt is for his enjoyment.”

“Yes, sir,” I whimpered, my body trembling with the intensity of my arousal.

The mission felt like a distant memory, overshadowed by the primal need consuming me.

“Please… please… I need to have you inside me, sir,” I begged, my voice shaking with desperation as the utterly unplanned, unforeseen words came from my lips. “Please… may I suck your big, beautiful cock?”


CHAPTER 11
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Sophia

I couldn’t believe I’d just said it… that I’d just begged to suck a man’s cock—let alone the rigid penis of the miles undercover with Delacroix, the man whose cover I must not blow—and who must not learn my real identity. The words hung in the air between us, tangible in their audacity.

My heart pounded as Marcus continued to stroke the slick folds of my achingly virgin pussy. His fingers were unyielding, deliberate. The friction stoked the desperate fire within me, each touch fanning the flames of the dark need that despite Malleus’ training still frightened and shamed me.

“Have you sucked a man’s cock before?” Marcus’ voice broke the silence, calm yet probing.

I turned my face to the side, so I could see him sitting there on the side of my bed, gazing down at me. His eyes bored into mine, seeming to seek out every hidden truth.

I hesitated, caught between the throbbing ache of arousal and the shame that threatened to overwhelm me. “Yes,” I whispered, clinging to the backstory Malleus had drilled into me. “The concubine broker who kidnapped me… he trained me with a dildo.”

Marcus’ eyebrows rose, his curiosity obviously sparked. His hand never faltered in its rhythmic torment. “Did you find the training difficult?”

Images flooded my mind—Malleus thrusting the girl trainer in and out of my mouth, his gaze cold and calculating. My cheeks burned crimson, the memory as vivid as the present humiliation. “Terribly embarrassing,” I admitted in a whisper, my voice barely audible over the rush of my own pulse.

“Was it arousing, too?” His questions cut through my shame, leaving me feeling raw and exposed.

“Yes,” I breathed. The confession seemed to tumble from my lips like a secret that I was desperate to unveil. The acknowledgement intensified the heat rising in my core, a forbidden thrill mingling with the mortification.

Marcus’ grip tightened, his authority palpable. In that moment, the weight of my mission collided with the undeniable pull of my submissive nature. I felt torn, a puppet on strings pulled taut by conflicting desires. He continued his relentless exploration of my body, each pressure of his fingertips on my clit, each gentle thrust of the two digits, up to my intact hymen, a reminder of the power he wielded over me.

“Then I think you should show me,” he commanded softly, his voice a velvet caress against the frayed edges of my resolve.

My breath hitched, my body trembling with anticipation and dread. The line between duty and desire blurred, leaving me adrift in a sea of sensations.

“For your owner’s sake.” Marcus’ eyes darkened with an evident hunger that seemed to consume the very air between us. His left hand remained firmly on my pussy from behind for a second, as if he’d hesitated, and then abruptly withdrew. I gasped at the sudden loss of his touch, but my breath caught once more as he stood, moving to stand next to my face, towering over me in all his dark dominance.

“Go ahead,” he commanded, voice low and edged with desire. His fingers deftly worked at the buttons of his fly, revealing the hard length of his cock, jutting from the fabric of his trousers. “Perform the act you begged for. I’ll use your service as an opportunity to further train you for Delacroix’s bed.”

My heart pounded in my chest, each beat like a hammer driving me deeper into my submission. The enormity of what I’d asked for settled over me, heavy and intoxicating. He resumed his ministrations, fingers delving back into the slick heat of my pussy, maintaining a rhythm that left my reason teetering on the edge of complete incoherence.

My hands, along my flanks, clenched into little fists as I moved my upper body towards the enormous, rigid manhood I could just make out in the dim moonlight from the little shuttered window. The act seemed to me both a surrender and an assertion of my unspoken needs. My mouth opened, hesitantly at first, the head of his cock brushing against my lips. A shudder ran through me, the mixture of shame and arousal clouding my thoughts as my mind tried to get traction over the terrible complexities of the moment.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, his voice a velvet chain binding me closer. “Show me how well you’ve been trained.”

I took him into my mouth, the taste of him foreign, a little salty and a little bitter, yet undeniably arousing. I tried to make each movement deliberate, the same way he worked my pussy to train me in the irresistibility of my submissive pleasure. My tongue explored the thrilling contours of his hardness. The weight of his approval seemed to hang in the balance, a tantalizing prize that drove me to push past my own hesitation.

My efforts were met with a guttural groan from Marcus, his hand finding the back of my head, guiding me with a firm but gentle pressure. The sensation of his cock filling my mouth, the taste and texture overwhelming my senses, sent waves of conflicting emotions surging through me. Shame warred with arousal, each thrust into my mouth deepening my need for his approval, even as it stripped away layers of my dignity.

“Good girl,” he muttered, his grip tightening as he began to thrust harder, forcing me to take him deeper. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, from discomfort—but also from the sheer intensity of the moment. My own arousal spiked, the humiliating act paradoxically feeding the fire within me.

Each thrust was a claim, a reminder of the power he wielded over me. My body responded instinctively, hips arching into his persistent touch, seeking more of his mastery. The sounds of my own muffled moans filled the room, a testament to my helpless arousal.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled, his voice rough with desire. “Take it all.”

His words acted as a catalyst, pushing me beyond the boundaries of my own self-control. I sucked him with renewed fervor, desperate to please, desperate for his acknowledgment. The physical act became a conduit for my submissive needs, each thrust an affirmation of my place beneath him.

“Such a good little fuck toy,” he praised, his tone a mix of lust and authority. The words seemed to sear into my mind, to brand me. I felt myself longing to fall into his control, not as a columba undercover on a mission, but as a captive innocent, prepared for his pleasure, and his alone.

The tension in his body grew palpable, each movement more urgent, more demanding. My own arousal mirrored his, the lines between shame and pain, and pain and pleasure blurring until they seemed indistinguishable. With a final, forceful thrust, he buried himself deep in my mouth, the sensation sending a shudder through my entire being.

He held himself there for just a moment. I thought he would climax—despite the shame of it, I wanted him to come in my mouth. He didn’t. I had closed my eyes to concentrate on my task, on the sensations in both of our bodies. Now, I opened them to look up at Marcus and saw him on the verge of deciding something.

Suddenly, he reached into his inside breast pocket and pulled out a small device. He pressed a button, and I heard a faint beep.

“Now they won’t see us,” he said, his voice tinged with an intimacy that made my heart pound even faster. A private moment, a chance to speak freely—but what could I say? How could I navigate the treacherous waters of my mission and my growing feelings for him?

He pulled his hardness from between my lips. I hesitated, and then I spoke.

“Marcus, I…”

But Marcus had grabbed a washcloth from the little nightstand. Deftly he gagged me with it, forcing the fabric between my lips before I could utter another syllable.

“Kneel on the bed,” he ordered, his tone brooking no disobedience. “Then bend over, face in the covers.”

I complied, as much to gain time to think as out of submission or fear. My body trembled as I positioned myself on the bed, the softness of the sheet cool against my heated skin. My heart raced, my thoughts a tumult of fear, excitement, and the hope that I might find a way to reach him, to communicate with him and to gain his help.

Marcus’ fingers found the clasps of my training harness. I felt him manipulate the locks in a complicated way, and I heard them click open. The leather straps had dug into my skin, a constant reminder of my submission, but as they fell away, a new kind of vulnerability washed over me. I gave a muffled cry around the gag as he pulled the awful plug from my bottom.

“You’re going to lose your anal virginity tonight,” he announced in a low growl. His voice sounded darkly authoritative, laced with an undercurrent of desire that made my heart race.

I couldn’t see him, my face still buried in the covers, but I heard the soft rustle of fabric as he reached into his pocket and pulled something out. The subtle scent of the lubricant filled the air, mingling with the musk of our arousal.

“Relax,” he commanded, his breath hot against my ear as his fingers trailed down to the sensitive ring of muscle, where I felt very strange after the removal of my butt plug. The first touch was gentle, exploratory, but firm enough to leave no doubt about what was coming.

A moan escaped my lips as his lubricated finger breached me, sliding inside with a slow, deliberate motion. He worked carefully, stretching and relaxing me, his expertise evident in every movement. My body responded instinctively, hips arching towards him even as my mind wrestled with the implications of my submission.

“Unfortunately for you, Sophia, I’m afraid Delacroix will not be this gentle,” Marcus murmured, his words a cruel promise that sent a shiver down my spine.

Another finger joined the first, scissoring inside me to prepare me further. The sensation was a blend of discomfort and burgeoning pleasure, each stretch both a challenge and an invitation. His thumb found my clit, circling it with maddening precision, heightening my arousal until I was trembling beneath him.

“You’re ready,” he said, more to himself than to me, and I felt the absence of his fingers as he withdrew them, only to replace them with the blunt head of his cock.

“Stay still,” he ordered, his hands gripping my hips.

I could do nothing but comply, my breath coming in gasps as he began to press forward. The initial resistance gave way to a slow, relentless invasion. Inch by inch, he claimed me, each thrust pushing me further into a realm of exquisite pain and pleasure.

“God, you’re tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. “But your harness is helping, and you’ll learn how to open better. You’ll become exactly what Monsieur needs you to be.”

His dominance overwhelmed me, every thrust sending shockwaves through my body. He moved with a rhythm that was both punishing and tender, detaching my mind from my body as he pushed deeper, forcing me to confront the heat and darkness of my own desires.

“Look at you,” he panted, one hand tangling in my hair to pull my head back. “So desperate, so eager to be taken.”

My response was a strangled cry around the gag, my body betraying me with its willing submission. Each time he drove into me, the pain melded with the pleasure, creating a sensation that was almost too much to bear.

Abruptly Marcus reached under me, between my thighs, and seized me there. His skillful fingers made my hips buck as a climax began to build steadily, an unstoppable force gathering momentum with every thrust.

“Come for me,” Marcus demanded, his grip tightening as he slammed into me with renewed fervor. “Show me how much you need this.”

With a final, brutal thrust, he sent me spiraling into orgasm, my muscles contracting around him as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me. He didn’t stop, riding out my climax with relentless determination, his own release following moments later with a guttural growl.

As the aftershocks subsided, he stayed buried deep inside me, his breath ragged in my ear. He straightened, slowly, and I felt him soften inside me and then slip out. I collapsed onto the bed, hardly noticing as Marcus refastened the harness around my waist. The awful plug, re-lubed, slipped much more easily into my anus.

The sensation seemed so forbidden and yet so intimate that I made up my mind in an instant: I would tell him, whatever Malleus would think. I readied myself to speak, as soon as Marcus took the gag from my mouth.

Then, through the haze of my pleasure and my discomfort, I heard the same beep I had heard before. He had reactivated the camera. My heart sank; the chance to reveal my true identity to him slipped away like sand through my fingers.

Still, I seemed to float somewhere far away, where it didn’t matter. He pulled the gag from my mouth and replaced it on the nightstand. I hardly noticed as he touched my shoulder.

“You may sleep late tomorrow like a good little slut,” he told me. His voice sounded troubled: my heart went out to him without compunction, despite the brutal fucking he had just given my virgin anus. I knew his dilemma, but he didn’t know mine. It helped me to feel I had an ally in the chateau even if I couldn’t communicate with him, but Marcus had no such support.

I looked over my shoulder as he turned and exited the bedroom, the heavy door closing behind him with a resounding thud. The lock clicked into place, sealing me in my private prison of conflicting emotions and desires.

I lay there, my body still humming with the aftershocks of the intense encounter. The sensation of the butt plug remained, both uncomfortable and arousing, a constant reminder of my submissive state. My mind whirled, replaying every moment, every touch, every word.

I couldn’t resist. I flicked my wrist, spoofing the camera, creating a brief, desperate window of privacy. The tiny act of rebellion sent a thrill through me. I turned onto my side and with a hot blush, I carefully placed the gag back in my mouth, ensuring that any sounds I made wouldn’t be overheard.

My fingers found their way to my pussy, already slick with arousal. I began to stroke myself, my other hand moving to the butt plug, gently teasing it in and out. The sensations built rapidly, my body responding eagerly to my touch. Each movement brought me closer to the edge, my thoughts consumed by the memories of Marcus’ dominant presence.

As I neared climax, I remembered the way he had taken me, the loss of my innocence under his skilled hands. The mix of pleasure and pain had pushed me to new heights, revealing parts of myself I hadn’t known. The thought that I must continue to pretend to be an innocent virgin made my heart beat faster, made me feel much naughtier under my own lascivious touch. Even as I explored these dark, submissive desires, and tried to manipulate Marcus for my mission, I must do my best to seem modest and pure.

Briseis. Passive but essential. Observing.

The wave of my orgasm crashed over me, my muscles tightening around my fingers and the plug, my body trembling with release. My mind spun with thoughts of the bed girl in the Iliad, the ultimate observer, the fuck toy who wielded real power in her own way. I wondered if she had played with herself, finished herself off after her mighty warrior’s cock had left her with too much need between her legs.

I removed the gag. I unspoofed the camera. I settled down at last, exhaustion overtaking me. As I drifted off, with the satisfaction in my pussy and the corresponding languor in my limbs overcoming all my anxiety and even the discomfort of the harness, my thoughts grew jumbled.

They all went together, it seemed like, to combine into something larger. Greater even. But I couldn’t seem to put them into proper order, and consciousness fled as I was still trying to line the ideas up into something meaningful.

Briseis… observer… fuck toy… real power… Marcus… Marcus… Marcus.


CHAPTER 12
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Marcus

Delacroix arrived back at the chateau late Friday night. Already in my sleeping sweats and just about to turn in, I got a text-alert from the chauffeur half an hour before his limo pulled into the portico. I struggled into my suit and tried to make my appearance presentable before hurrying to the foyer. As my evil magnate boss emerged from the limo door, I blinked back my exhaustion.

“Good evening, Monsieur,” I greeted him with a slight bow, doing my best to mask any hint of weariness in my voice. “I trust your trip met with success.”

“Ah, Marcus,” he replied, stepping onto the gleaming marble floor of the foyer. “Indeed. Amsterdam is ours for the taking, it would appear.” His cold gray eyes appraised me with their usual calculating intensity, and I wondered—as I often did—whether I could see any suspicion there.

Delacroix’s mouth quirked up very slightly into a smile that, like all his smiles, didn’t touch his eyes. “More importantly, though, how has my innocent little whore been faring?”

“Remarkably well,” I said, forcing a smile. “Sophia has shown exceptional eagerness and unprecedented naughtiness. I’ve been doing the same edging exercises I used on your last piece with her, and they seem to have been quite effective. Making her play with herself twice a day in front of me seems to have rendered her pussy very needy, if her blushes are any sign to go by.”

“Excellent,” Delacroix purred, his tone gratifyingly full of approval. “I trust you’ve kept her properly disciplined?”

“Of course,” I affirmed. My mind involuntarily drifted to memories of Sophia’s submissive eyes, her face flushed with arousal as she lay on her bed before me, her lips wrapped around my cock. I remembered fucking her face, driving deep into her throat until she gagged, tears streaming down her cheeks. And later, taking her ass—her muffled cries through the gag mingling with my own soft grunts of pleasure as I claimed her fully.

Part of me wanted to regret those moments, but my dominant instincts wouldn’t allow it. I knew I had done the right thing for Sophia, guiding her through her submission, showing her the depths of her own desire. I knew it would help her tomorrow night to remember her connection to a real, caring dominant—nor did I have any false modesty on that score. I was a Guardsman, trained to master a young woman for both our pleasure. Delacroix… Delacroix fell just shy, I thought, of being a monster.

“Her training harness has made her anus quite ready for you,” I continued, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me. The memory of my overwhelming orgasm inside her bottom lingered, a potent reminder of the control I wielded over her.

“Perfect,” Delacroix said, a cruel smile spreading across his face. “I look forward to deflowering her tomorrow night. Dress her in something that highlights her fuckability but still allows easy access to all her holes.”

“Understood,” I said, pushing down the uneasy feeling that rose within me. “Her pussy was waxed this morning.”

“Very good,” Delacroix nodded. “I know you will prepare her suitably. You always do, with my fucking pieces.”

“Should I do my usual security sweep of your bedroom before you retire, Monsieur?” I asked, needing to shift the focus away from the unsettling task ahead.

“Yes, please do,” Delacroix agreed, waving a dismissive hand. “I’ll pour myself a whisky in the study before I head upstairs.”

“Very well,” I said, turning towards the grand staircase. Each step up felt heavier than the last, weighed down by the conflicting emotions swirling within me. Reaching the top, I moved down the corridor, the ornate decorations blurring together as my thoughts remained fixed on Sophia.

I opened the door to Delacroix’s bedroom and stepped inside.

As I began my sweep, I heightened my senses, staying alert for any sign of disturbance. Silence reigned, but suddenly I thought I could feel something off, a movement in the air that shouldn’t be there.

My hand reached for the light switch, flooding the room with brightness. A faint rustle caught my attention, pulling my gaze towards the alcove where the air-gapped computer was located.

There, with her delicate fingers reaching towards the CPU, stood Sophia. Her posture was tense, her eyes wide with a mixture of fear and determination. She wore nothing but her collar and the training harness that left her most vulnerable parts exposed. The sight of her standing there, so brazenly defiant yet exquisitely submissive, sent a jolt through me.

“Sophia,” I breathed, struggling to keep my voice low and steady as I crossed the floor towards her. “What are you doing?”

Her face turned pale, then flushed a deep crimson as she met my gaze. The look in her eyes was one of pure panic, mingled with something else—perhaps shame or regret. I couldn’t be sure.

My mind raced. Could she be an Ostia agent? The thought seemed absurd. In this world, the culture of the Groupe Synergistique and its associated criminal organizations, countless enemies might send a honeypot like her to hack Delacroix’s prized machine. Yet, the memory of her submission, her willingness, her unmistakable arousal under my command, left a lingering question.

“Explain yourself,” I commanded, my voice low and urgent. “Why are you here, and what do you think you’re doing?”

Sophia’s lips trembled, her words seeming stuck somewhere between confession and denial. I stepped closer, needing to hear her answer, needing to understand this betrayal—or perhaps, uncover another layer of her complex nature. The desire to save her from what would happen if Delacroix learned she had somehow gotten out of her bedroom and entered his warred with my absolute need to maintain my cover.

“Marcus, I—” she began, her voice barely a whisper.

“Well, what have we here?” Delacroix’s cold, menacing tone cut through the tension, freezing us both where we stood.
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Sophia

I watched in terror, my eyes going from Marcus, a meter or so away from me, to Delacroix, just inside the doorway, and back again. I had pulled my left hand—my download hand, Dr. Demetriou had taught me to call it—back as soon as the lights had gone on, and now I held both hands balled in fists in front of my naked hips.

Had Marcus seen me reaching towards the computer? I felt sure he had, though whether he had understood represented a different question. As I replayed the last few moments in my mind, though, I felt certain at least that Monsieur Delacroix hadn’t arrived until after I had changed my posture.

“Put your hands on your head, slut,” Marcus commanded in a voice so cold, it sent ice down my spine.

With my forehead working in fear and shame, I complied. I tried to see any hint of mercy or fellow-feeling in his eyes, and failed.

“And don’t look me in the eye, you misbehaving cunt. Eyes down.”

Oh, God. The reaction between my thighs to his brutal words, as if something in me could tell that he meant it all somehow affectionately, made my cheeks burn. I found his feet with my eyes, and I saw them advance towards me.

I sensed the movement as Marcus’ hand moved with calculated precision into his inside pocket and retrieved the leash. Then I felt his hand at my neck, and the soft, metallic click of the clip resonated in the silence of Delacroix’s opulent bedroom. I felt the weight of it immediately, the stout leather a tangible symbol of my captivity.

“On your knees,” Marcus commanded. “This instant.”

I obeyed without hesitation, lowering myself onto the plush carpet. Immediately Marcus tugged hard on the leash. I cried out in surprise and discomfort. My upper body fell, and I had to support myself on my hands as I followed him, desperately, on all fours. He led me, like a disobedient dog, whimpering at each pull on my collar, to where Monsieur Delacroix’s shiny shoes stood on the carpet, his dark-trousered legs ascending far above where I might look.

My mind raced, the events of the past few moments replaying yet again with haunting clarity. Had Marcus seen me reaching? His eyes had seemed to bore into me just as I pulled my hand back.

Yes. I was sure he had seen, but equally sure that I had managed to withdraw my hand before Delacroix entered the room. The uncertainty gnawed at me, though, each second elongating into an eternity of dread.

“Kneel up,” Marcus told me in the same icy voice.

I obeyed, chewing on the inside of my cheek, terrified of what would come next.

“Hands behind you. Offer your little whore’s body to your master.”

With my eyes still down, I complied, clasping my hands behind my bottom and remembering to my dismay how Marcus had fucked me there two nights ago, deflowered me and claimed me—as far as I was concerned, anyway. I felt the way my little breasts heaved towards Monsieur Delacroix, and I imagined his eyes roving over me, deciding my fate.

“Look at me, cunt,” Monsieur Delacroix commanded. If had thought Marcus’ voice sounded cold, Delacroix’s seemed like the deepest winter.

My face blazing, I complied. My owner’s eyes seemed even more deeply frozen than his voice.

“Marcus,” Delacroix said, his voice a frosted blend of curiosity and menace. He didn’t take his gray eyes from mine as he addressed his head of security. He swirled the amber liquid in his glass as he spoke. “What do you make of my innocent little whore’s presence here?”

“She was near the restricted area,” Marcus replied evenly, though I detected a hint of something else—something softer beneath his usual control. What did he mean to do, incriminating me that way? Of course Delacroix would have seen where I was, so Marcus hadn’t given him any new information.

“Is that so?” Delacroix’s lips curled into a cruel smile. “She obviously needs to be made an example of. Take her to the basement and kill her.”

My heart pounded violently against my ribs. Delacroix’s reputation for brutality was not merely legend—it was a living, breathing monster that fed off the fear of those around him. The thought of his sadistic pleasure sent waves of icy terror through me, yet, shamefully, my body responded with a traitorous heat between my legs.

“Please…” I began, my voice trembling, but Delacroix cut me off with a glance.

“Silence,” he hissed. “You are nothing but a fucking piece, girl. Your only value is in how you can serve me.”

“Monsieur,” Marcus interjected, stepping forward slightly. His eyes flickered to mine, a brief connection that sent a thrill through my whole body. “If I may suggest another form of punishment?”

Delacroix arched an eyebrow, apparently intrigued. “Go on.”

“Rather than killing her,” Marcus proposed, his voice steady, “why not take pleasure in using her very harshly? We could close her pussy, ensuring she remains untouched there. Then, tomorrow night, you could have the satisfaction of deflowering both her mouth and anus.”

“Close her pussy?” Delacroix repeated, a sadistic gleam lighting up his eyes. “Interesting. You told me about that a few months ago, with Irene. It seemed a little excessive for her offense, but perhaps it suits Sophia’s here. I think you said it was harmless, but it makes a cunt very tight?”

“And it makes it very difficult for her to climax,” Marcus said, nodding.

I couldn’t help it: I had taken my eyes off Delacroix so I could see Marcus’ face, too. I couldn’t read his expression. Panic awoke in my belly as I tried to understand.

The room seemed to shrink around me as the true horror of Marcus’ plan sank in. Was he trying to protect me by keeping me alive, or was this merely a more convenient way of getting rid of me? My terror mingled, to my dismay, with insane, unwanted arousal, the sharp edge of need cutting through my thoughts.

“Very well,” Delacroix said, taking a sip of his whisky. “Let’s proceed with your plan. But know this, Marcus—if she disappoints me again, death will be a mercy. Also, you’ll whip her tomorrow night before I fuck her face and her ass.”

“Understood, Master,” Marcus responded, his gaze locked onto mine.

As Marcus pulled me upright and led me out of Delacroix’s bedroom, the leash tugging insistently, my mind whirled with conflicting emotions. I had narrowly escaped death, only to face an ordeal that promised untold pain and degradation. Yet, even amid the fear, a part of me couldn’t help but yearn for the touch of Marcus’ hands, whether they would bring punishment or forbidden pleasure.

I shuddered, each step making the leather of my training harness chafe against my skin, my nakedness as always enhancing my never-ceasing sense of vulnerability. The corridor seemed endless, shadows playing tricks on my already frayed nerves. I could almost hear Delacroix’s cruel smile in the silence behind us, a silent promise of the torment to come.

“Marcus,” I whispered, risking his ire. “The door… it was unlocked. I… I didn’t…”

“Was it now?” His voice was cool, unreadable. He glanced back at me, his piercing blue eyes assessing, before turning away. “I’ll make sure it’s secured tonight.”

He appeared to accept my explanation, but the knot in my stomach told me otherwise. As he guided me to my bedroom, the heavy oak door loomed like a sentinel of doom. He opened it and stepped aside, using the leash to usher me inside.

“Tomorrow will be very difficult, Sophia, because of what you’ve done,” he said, his voice softer yet no less stern as he unclipped the leash and put it back in his pocket. “Get some rest.”

Alone in my room, the huge weight of the impending punishment and the terrible prospect of my first night with my evil, sadistic owner pressed down on me. My mind reeled, replaying the events over and over. Marcus’ face, so stoic, yet had his eyes betrayed something deeper? Delacroix’s words, dripping with malice and dark promises. And me, caught in a web of desire and dread, both helpless and aroused by my plight.

The thought of having my pussy closed sent a thrill through me, a twisted anticipation that mingled with my fear. I couldn’t help myself. My fingers found their way between my legs, trembling as they explored the slick heat of my need. I imagined Marcus’ hands, strong and unyielding, sealing my labia shut, making me his in the most intimate, excruciating way.

“Please,” I whispered into the darkness, feeling the wetness spread as my fingers moved rhythmically. “Marcus…”

I blushed furiously, my breath hitching as I pictured him whipping me, teaching me a terrible lesson. The pain, the humiliation, the raw intensity of it all—my body responded with a desperate urgency. My fingers delved deeper inside the place my real master, my miles, would seal, would forbid.

The sensation felt so overwhelming that it sent my other hand behind me, to touch the awful plug, widening me for my owner’s hardness. Would Monsieur fuck my bottom as hard as Marcus had? Harder?

“Yes… oh god, yes…” I moaned, my hips bucking between my two hands, riding my own forbidden touch in desperate search of release. When my climax surged through me at last, it left me panting and spent.

And then it hit me. The camera. I had forgotten to spoof the camera.

“Shit,” I gasped, the realization chilling me to the bone. Whoever was watching the surveillance footage would know. They would see everything.

Panic gripped me as I stared at the unblinking eye of the camera, my body still tingling from the illicit pleasure. What had I done?


CHAPTER 13
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Sophia

Marcus didn’t come to wake me up, the way he’d done every day so far of my… what? stay? service? captivity? mission?… in the chateau. My mind for some reason decided to focus on that question as I waited in my locked bedroom, the hours dragging by like molasses. At least it seemed to keep me from worrying about whether anyone had watched the surveillance footage and seen my offense against my owner’s sole right to my body’s pleasures.

I didn’t have a clock, but it must have been ten in the morning when I woke up. By eleven (or whenever) I had decided on mission as the noun I wanted, freeing my mind unfortunately to become a whirlpool of anxiety and apprehension, each thought more distressing than the last.

Where was Marcus? Had he in fact seen what I’d done last night? Had he or someone else noticed that I had surrendered to my own touch, unable to resist the desperate need for release?

I looked at the unblinking eye of the surveillance camera in the molding. Delacroix’s ever-watchful vision. Marcus’ nameless guards—did they know? My cheeks burned at the thought, humiliation threading through me like an electric current. Every sound outside my door made my heart leap, only for disappointment to crash back down when it wasn’t Marcus.

Eventually, when my bladder had nearly made a yell for help, a guard arrived—a man whose name of course I didn’t know, his expression impassive and cold. He escorted me to the bathroom, his presence a stark reminder of nothing but my captivity—the thought of this as a mission, after what had happened in Delacroix’s bedroom, and the punishment Marcus had promised me, suddenly seemed impossible to recall to my mind.

“Marcus told me to watch you,” he said flatly as I sat on the toilet, my horrid training harness still awkwardly in place so that I had to perch half-off the seat. His eyes never wavered, and my face grew hotter, the mortification nearly unbearable as I relieved myself under his gaze, my eyes finally fixed on his shiny black shoes.

Afterward, the same guard brought in the lunch cart. The food looked as unappetizing as my circumstances. But I forced myself to eat, knowing I needed the strength. Each bite felt like a struggle, my thoughts incessantly returning to the previous night and the fear of discovery.

The sun began to set at last, its red face just visible through my little window if I put my face close to it. The door finally opened to reveal Marcus. He entered my tiny bedroom, his presence filling the space, commanding and intense. His usual dark suit seemed to imbue every inch of his tall, muscular frame with dominance, so that he exuded authority with every step.

“Get up,” he said, the chill in his voice sending ice down my spine even as my face blushed hot. I rose from my bed, desperately studying his face for any hint of compassion—let alone the sign I so longed for that he had figured it out, that he had concluded I was a fellow agent, and from this point on, we would work together to fulfill both of our missions.

“Sir…” I said.

He lowered his chin and regarded me with an even harder expression.

“I… I…” I sought for something, anything to say that might make things easier, or at least less frightening for me. I found nothing.

“You need to make your mind up that you’re going to be severely punished, Sophia,” Marcus said, his voice flat. “Your pussy is going to be closed, and you’re going to be whipped, and then Monsieur is going to fuck your mouth and your ass so hard, your throat will burn and you won’t walk comfortably tomorrow. You will get through it, and you will learn to enjoy it.”

My eyes had gone very wide, and tears trickled down my cheeks. I blinked at him with my jaw hanging open, once again hoping against hope that he would show me a sign of sympathy.

But, “Come,” he said simply and clipped the leash onto my collar, leading me back to the bathroom.

He made me bend over and put my hands on my knees, and he removed my training harness as I whimpered to feel my anus closing at last. The relief was immediate, but it was also short-lived.

Marcus held the harness out to me as I straightened up. I averted my eyes, but he said, “Take it. You’re going to clean it in the sink.”

A little sob escaped my throat as I extended my trembling hands to take the belt from which the black silicone plug hung. I looked only at the white-and-black tiled floor as I brought the thing to the sink.

“Thoroughly,” he commanded, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. I scrubbed the butt plug, my face blazing hot, the shame almost overwhelming. The memory of last night’s illicit pleasure haunted me, making every moment under his scrutiny feel like an eternity.

When I finished, Marcus directed me to the shower. His gaze never left me as far as I could tell: every time I looked through the glass, I saw him looking back, tracking each movement as I washed away the remnants of the night and the morning.

By now I’d gotten used to showering in my collar. The water was warm, but his eyes were scorching, searing into me, making my skin prickle with a mix of discomfort and apprehension. I thought once, when I looked over suddenly in the middle of washing my face, that I saw a softer expression come into his eyes, but he hardened them again as soon as he saw me gazing back at him.

To my astonishment, though, Marcus had a big soft towel ready when I emerged. Without a word, he dried me off with it, his touch gentle yet firm. He hadn’t done that on previous days, instead letting me get my own, smaller and scratchier, towel from the rack. The blend of comfort and dominance disoriented me. My emotions churned into a storm of confusion, gratitude, and an impossible longing. I felt desperate to ask if he knew about my forbidden act, if he had seen me on the surveillance footage, but his inscrutable expression gave nothing away.

“You’re clean now,” he said, his tone devoid of judgment or approval, just a statement of fact. But the way he looked at me, as if seeing straight into my soul, left me trembling inside.

Marcus led me through the halls again, towards the training room. The tension he kept on my leash remained firm, yet he also seemed to take care not to pull too hard. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows, heightening the ominous atmosphere that clung to every corner. My bare feet padded silently on the cold marble floor.

We entered the training room. The mirrors on the walls reflected endless versions of my exposed form, naked but for my collar, my hair still damply clinging as it trailed down my back. In the center stood the chair, which I saw Marcus had reconfigured. He had reclined the back and fitted stirrups into it, to make it an imposing, clinical piece of equipment—one that immediately brought back memories of Dr. Demetriou’s office. Its stirrups gleamed softly in the dim light, promising further terror and humiliation.

“Sit,” Marcus instructed, guiding me into the chair and fastening my leash to its familiar post on the chair back. I hesitated only for a moment before complying, the leather straps cool against my skin as he secured my wrists and ankles.

“These restraints,” he explained, tightening the buckles with precision, “will help you understand your lack of control over what is about to happen to your pussy.”

His words sent a wave of shame and arousal coursing through me. I felt the blood rush to my cheeks, my breathing quickening as the reality of my situation finally settled in. My inner monologue was a cacophony of conflicting voices and emotions—humiliation, helplessness, and an undeniable spark of need.

“Marcus,” I started, my voice barely a whisper, “Sir… did you see⁠—”

“Silence,” he interrupted, his tone harsh. His piercing blue eyes locked onto mine, stopping any further protest. Why did the thought of him watching me on the surveillance camera, of him knowing what I had done with my naughty fingers in the dark, make my heart race even faster?

He had made me edge myself in an utterly degrading fashion twice a day for the past two days: how could I possibly have any shame, let alone excitement, about the thought of him witnessing a furtive act of self-pleasure? Fear, yes—but the fear felt, crazily, secondary to my helpless attraction to this miles who should be my ally here and had instead become my torturer.

My torturer, my deflowerer, and the man I can’t help wanting.

He took a small vial of some clear fluid, and a fine brush, from his pocket. His hand moved deliberately and methodically as he shook the vial, as if to activate it somehow.

“This will seal your cunt, little slut,” he said. “It won’t harm you, though when Monsieur decides to open you again, you’ll be so tight that fucking will be uncomfortable for a few days—especially with a cock as thick as Monsieur’s inside you.”

My breath had started to come in ragged little pants. I watched him reach his left hand out, and I whimpered as he deftly used his strong fingers to bring my outer labia together over my clit, over the entrance to my sheath, to form a tight seam.

I watched in mortified fascination, my heart racing, as he brushed the adhesive down the seam, the sensation both strange and intimate. Every stroke felt like a declaration of my submission, binding me not only physically to the whims of my sadistic captor, but also somehow conceptually, as my mind absorbed the degrading meaning of the procedure.

“Feel this, Sophia,” Marcus murmured, his voice low and suddenly almost tender, “Understand your place.”

A tear slipped down my cheek, not from pain but from the sheer intensity of the moment. I felt laid bare, every layer of pride and defiance stripped away, leaving only raw degradation in its wake.

“Good girl,” he said, stepping back to admire his handiwork.

I looked down at the little line of my sealed pussy, hot shame shooting through my whole body as I saw how strange it looked—how… owned. With the angle into which the stirrups had put me, I could even see the wrinkled pink button of my anus, where Marcus had trained me, and used me, with such rigor. The thought that Delacroix would fuck me there tonight sent my tummy into a panicked somersault.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice breaking, “I need to—” My bladder had somehow started to act up again, as if my body wanted to ensure my total humiliation.

“All in due time,” he replied, releasing the restraints with a practiced efficiency. He took my leash and helped me up, my legs shaky and unsteady beneath me.

He led me back towards the bathroom. The journey felt interminable, each step tugging strangely on the terrible seal between my thighs, making me newly conscious of my fate.

“Relieve yourself,” he ordered once we were inside, his eyes never leaving mine. The humiliation felt unbearable as I positioned myself over the toilet, feeling the pee make its way out of the small opening he had left me. Hot tears streamed down my face, mixing with the sense of degradation that flooded my very being.

“Good,” Marcus said softly, his gaze still fixed on me. “Remember this moment, Sophia. Remember to whom you belong.”

After I had washed my hands, he took a long, flat cardboard box from his pocket, and opened it. Inside I saw white lace. He removed a bra, and then a tiny pair of thong panties.

“Put these on,” Marcus said, his voice steady and commanding as he presented me with the pretty white lingerie. The contrast between the delicate fabric and the harsh reality of my situation was jarring; the revealing panties and the pretty bra felt like both a reinforcement and a mockery of my current predicament. A bride would wear these things, and wasn’t I a perverse, degraded kind of bride tonight?

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice trembling as I took the lingerie from his outstretched hand. My mind raced with conflicting thoughts. How could something so innocent-looking, so bridal be part of this nightmare? The white lace felt soft against my fingers, yet its purpose was anything but gentle.

I hesitated for a moment, glancing up at Marcus. His eyes seemed unwavering, expectant. There was no room for defiance here, only submission. I slipped the thong up my legs, the fabric clinging to my skin in a way that made me acutely aware of my own vulnerability. When I felt the gusset come up against my sealed pussy, I bit my lip and whimpered softly. The bra followed, its delicate straps digging into my shoulders as I fastened it behind my back.

“Good,” he murmured, his gaze never leaving me. “Now, let’s go.”

He led me at last back to Delacroix’s bedroom. My heart pounded in my chest as we approached the ornate door that loomed ahead like a portal to my utter abasement.

As we stepped inside, the opulence of the room overwhelmed me in a way it hadn’t before. The rich fabrics that draped the bed, the scent of expensive cologne that hung in the air… all of it seemed to strike me more forcefully because I knew what would happen here, and that I couldn’t avoid it. I would be whipped. I would be used in the most degrading ways. I had no choice.

Marcus guided me to the headboard, his grip firm but not cruel. He produced a set of leather cuffs from a cabinet in the corner, and I swallowed hard, knowing what was coming next.

“Hands,” he ordered, and I raised them obediently. “No,” Marcus said. “Behind you.”

I looked at him with knitted brows, my tummy crawling.

“Don’t make this worse for yourself,” he said calmly. “Turn around and put your hands behind you.”

I bit my lip, feeling my little breasts heave in the lacy bra with my panicked breaths. I turned and put my hands back, offering them to Marcus.

The warm leather encircled my wrists. He buckled them into place with a finality that sent a shiver down my spine. Then, as I tried to control the shaking in my limbs, he unclipped the leash from my collar and I felt him clip it to the cuffs. I turned halfway around to see him tying the end of the leash to a post on the headboard, a fixture clearly intended for the purpose just like the post on the chair in the training room.

“You’re ready now,” he said in his gentle voice, as if his words could ease the fear gnawing at my insides. “Delacroix will enjoy you greatly. All you need to do is accept your place and try to obey him.”

My cheeks burned with humiliation, but I forced myself to maintain eye contact with him. Marcus leaned in closer, his breath warm against my ear.

“There’s something else,” he continued, his tone shifting to one of disquieting calmness. “I’ve seen the security footage from last night.”

A wave of dread washed over me. He knew. They all knew. My moment of weakness, my desperate need for release—it had been captured and scrutinized. My mind grappled with the implications, shame flooding every corner of my being.

“Your little indiscretion will make you more attractive to Delacroix,” Marcus added, his words cutting through my haze of mortification. “It might even save your life.”

“Thank you,” I managed to choke out, though the gratitude felt hollow and bitter on my tongue.

“But,” he said, his voice hardening, “there are consequences. You broke the rule. I’ll have to cane you with extra severity.”

His declaration hung in the air like a dark promise, and my heart seized with a mixture of fear and resignation. The anticipation of pain, the humiliation of my exposure—it all felt like too much to bear, let alone to try to resist.

“Yes, sir,” I replied, my voice barely above a whisper, my fate sealed as surely as the cuffs around my wrists.

As surely, I thought with a scalding blush, as my naughty cunt.


CHAPTER 14
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Sophia

I stared at my reflection in the ornate gold-framed mirror across from Delacroix’s massive four-poster bed, unable to look away from the sight of my nearly-naked body. My wrists, bound behind my back to the intricately carved mahogany headboard, the soft leather cuffs a stark contrast to the delicate white lace of my bra and thong. The thong’s sheer mesh panel did nothing to conceal my bare, sealed pussy—a constant reminder of my status as Delacroix’s property.

My cheeks burned with shame, but I couldn’t tear my eyes from the mirror. Was that really me? This trembling, humiliated creature with fear and desperate arousal warring in her wide eyes? I barely recognized myself.

Innocent. Like Briseis, taken by Agamemnon.

I focused as hard as I could on my mission. I had come here—they had sent me, taken me against my will—to save civilization, to save the lives of those Delacroix and the Groupe Synergistique thought they could play with.

What I saw in the mirror represented my cover, an act. the feigned innocence Malleus had taught me. I didn’t want it: I would only endure it. Marcus’ words about learning to enjoy my submission to Delacroix… they didn’t mean anything.

Marcus. The sudden, insane thought that I loved Marcus rose into my mind. That I loved him because of the terrible things he had done—things not really terrible, because I… I needed them.

I closed my eyes for a moment and then reopened them, to look at the girl in the mirror. Me. Not me.

An act. My cover.

But also… me.

I saw no sign in the mirror of the confident young woman who’d entered the offices of the Ostia Agency, thinking of a life of adventure as a luxury model. The girl in the mirror was a concubine. A fuck toy with her pussy sealed as punishment and as preparation. A piece of property to be used however my master saw fit.

It’s. An. Act. Malleus taught me well. Yes, I have submissive desires. Yes, I begged Malleus to fuck me. Yes, when Marcus deflowered my ass I… well, I needed it. But it’s still only my cover. I don’t need… this. I could never enjoy what’s going to happen here… what I can’t stop from happening here in this evil magnate’s gorgeous bedroom.

And yet… as much as I strove to deny it, to cling to some shred of my former self, I couldn’t ignore the wetness gathering behind my tightly sealed labia. My traitorous body thrummed with anticipation, nipples hardening to stiff peaks beneath the flimsy lace. I squeezed my thighs together, seeking some bit of friction, some small relief from the aching need building inside me.

I jumped as the door swung open with a soft creak. I jerked my head around to see Delacroix enter, resplendent in a burgundy silk dressing gown that clung to his stocky but muscular frame.

My breath caught in my throat as Marcus followed close behind, his dark suit a stark contrast to Delacroix’s casual attire, and I saw what he had in his hand: one of the canes from the training room—the ones I had always tried to look away from, whenever I noticed them. Long and thin and flexible… and absolutely terrifying.

Delacroix’s cold eyes raked over my body, a cruel smile playing at his lips. “On your knees, whore,” he commanded, his voice like silk over steel, the brutal words delivered in so refined a tone that a shiver of unwelcome arousal traveled over my skin, and worse, I felt myself clench behind the humiliating seal Marcus had made between my thighs.

I hesitated for a fraction of a second, my mind screaming in protest even as my body yearned to obey and the sense of my mission sternly told me to do everything I could to win my evil owner’s trust. With trembling limbs, I slid to my knees on the plush carpet, my bound wrists forcing me to arch my back obscenely.

“Good girl,” Delacroix purred, stepping closer. He untied his robe, letting it fall open to reveal his impressive erection. “Now, show your master how grateful you are for his attention, and how eager you are to beg his forgiveness for your naughty little exploration. I know I should have Marcus whip you first, but you look so sweet and innocent, I can’t resist trying that pretty mouth.”

Swallowing hard, I leaned forward, parting my lips to take him into my mouth. The taste of his cock, like Marcus’ but also not, saltier maybe, made me feel lightheaded as I tried to work my tongue under the shaft, bobbing my head in hope of giving my master a pleasant friction.

“That’s it,” he groaned, tangling his fingers in my hair and pulling my mouth away from his hardness. “Now lick my balls, slut. Get a good taste before I start to fuck your face properly.”

I obeyed, lowering my head to lap at Delacroix’s heavy sack, my cheeks burning with humiliation. The musky scent and flavor of him filled my nostrils as I dragged my tongue over the wrinkled skin, tasting salt and sweat. I fought to suppress a gag as he pushed his cock back into my mouth, thrusting roughly.

“Sir,” Marcus’ deep voice cut through the room, causing me to freeze. “I’m afraid I must report that this little whore decided to be quite naughty last night, after I had locked her in.”

What? He… waited to tell Delacroix?! Delacroix didn’t know?!

Panic twisted my guts as I tried to keep pleasing my master’s rigid, thrusting penis, but instantly—logically or not—I discovered a reason why Marcus must have done it to help me: he knew Delacroix would hear about it anyway, and he wanted to use the fact of my helpless naughtiness to increase the magnate’s attachment to me.

Saving my life. He’s trying to save my life.

Delacroix’s fingers tightened painfully in my hair as he kept my mouth in place for his surging cock. “Is that so?” he asked, his tone deceptively calm. “Do tell, Marcus.”

“Jacques observed her on the surveillance feed, sir, and called my attention to it,” Marcus continued, his words sending icy tendrils of dread through my body. “She touched her little cunt in bed, like a bitch in heat. She even played with the plug in her ass to make herself feel sexy.”

I understood Marcus’ strategy, or I thought I did, but I still felt the desperate instinct to protest, to deny it, the way any modest young woman would. My cover, I told myself: an innocent virgin would certainly deny it, especially if she knew how severely her owner would punish her.

At any rate, I couldn’t speak around the thick cock stretching my lips. And… it was true. Marcus had made me so desperately needy after the two days of edging that I’d succumbed to temptation. My cheeks burned as I remembered how I had moved the plug in my anus, how it had reminded me of Marcus’ using me there.

How I had come, pushing my bottom out, taking the plug even deeper, as deep as I had taken my miles.

Thinking of him. My miles—the man keeping me alive. My true master and my true owner.

I had thought of Malleus as my miles, but what I had felt about Malleus didn’t seem to me to bear comparison to how I felt about Marcus.

Delacroix’s cock twitched in my mouth, swelling even larger as he evidently processed Marcus’ words and found them arousing. I braced myself for his anger, but to my surprise, he chuckled darkly.

“Such a naughty little whore,” he purred, his hips never ceasing their relentless rhythm as he fucked my face. “But, Marcus, her mouth feels so sweet, I can’t bear to stop using it just yet. I think you’re going to have to punish her while she serves me.”

I sensed him, far above me, turning his head slightly, addressing Marcus more directly—without removing his cock from between my stretched lips or slowing his punishing thrusts. “Cane her while I fuck her face. I’m sure the pain will teach her to use that clever tongue of hers even more enthusiastically.”

My eyes widened in terror, a muffled whimper escaping around Delacroix’s thick shaft. I couldn’t see Marcus, but I sensed him moving behind me, the soft whisper of his expensive suit barely audible over the wet, obscene sounds of my master using my mouth.

Marcus made no audible reply. I felt suddenly desperate to see his face. I knew, in my distantly still functional brain, that my miles was too good at his job to betray himself with a tender look.

But I wanted that softer expression—the one I had seen while he watched me in the shower—so very badly that I might have screamed for it, if Delacroix’s manhood weren’t so forcefully occupying my mouth. My heart raced, torn between fear of the impending pain and a perverse gratitude that Marcus would be the one administering it.

Delacroix’s fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place as he increased his pace. The head of his cock hit the back of my throat with each thrust, making me gag and struggle for breath. Tears welled in my eyes as I fought to relax my throat, to take him deeper as I knew he wanted.

Suddenly, a sharp whistle cut through the air, followed by an explosion of pain across my bottom cheeks. I screamed around Delacroix’s cock, my body jerking forward instinctively. The cane had left a line of fire in its wake, and I knew my ordeal had only just begun.

“Count them, whore,” Delacroix growled, pulling back just enough to allow me to speak. “And thank your master for each one.”

I gasped for air, my voice hoarse as I managed to choke out, “One, thank you, Master.”

Marcus… I’m thanking you. For… for… My mind struggled: I could trust that Marcus cared for me, on the shreds of evidence I had for his feelings, or I could treat him as an opposing force, an enemy even, despite knowing we were truly on the same side.

For saving my life. For fucking my mouth and my ass first, before this monster had the chance.

Before I could fully process the cane’s first strike, I heard it whistle through the air again, its rattan length landing just below the first welt. I cried out around my owner’s penis, tears streaming down my face as I struggled to form words.

He ripped my mouth away again.

“Count, whore,” he commanded.

“T-two, thank you, Master,” I whimpered, my body trembling.

Delacroix thrust his cock back into my mouth, cutting off any further sounds. I gagged and sputtered, fighting to breathe through my nose as he used me ruthlessly. I heard a grunt of pleasure from deep in his chest, and I felt a crazy glow of pride.

The cane struck again, and my whole body jerked. I sobbed around the hot, mobile shaft between my lips, but Delacroix didn’t stop moving in and out, his fingers in my hair only increasing their pressure.

“You…” he said in a thick voice that seemed like a grunt to reflect how skillful I had gotten in this shameful, degrading service. “You’re such a little whore… you can forget about the counting. This little mouth is too sweet to have my pleasure interrupted by your punishment.”

He let out another grunt of enjoyment, this one prolonged almost into a groan. Again the idiotic warmth of pride rose in me.

“Go on, Marcus,” my owner said. “Make sure she learns her lesson.”

Marcus began to whip me more quickly. He struck again and again, each stroke sending shockwaves of agony through my body, each one drawing a louder cry around Delacroix’s massive manhood.

Despite the pain, though, to my shame and confusion, I felt my arousal building with each lash. My sealed pussy throbbed and clenched, desperate for stimulation it couldn’t receive. I ached there, inside, where I suddenly felt I needed something hard, something like the thick cock inside my mouth.

Marcus or Delacroix, I realized with a flash of heat in my cheeks—it didn’t matter. If I had to choose, of course, I would choose my miles, but to my horror, I suddenly clenched at the thought of how tight I would be when Marcus opened me, and how hard Delacroix would have to thrust… how loudly I would scream… the way I screamed now as Delacroix pulled his hardness from between my lips at last and bent me over, my arms painfully stretched behind me, my face pressed into the carpet and my bottom raised, so that I could receive my whipping more submissively.

“She’s the most delicious little whore I’ve ever owned,” Delacroix said, his voice growing calmer as I kept screaming under Marcus’ relentless caning, as if it soothed him to watch me disciplined with the utmost severity. “Closing her cunt was a marvelous idea, Marcus. That’s enough. I need to fuck that poor little backside right away.”


CHAPTER 15
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Sophia

I felt Delacroix’s hand on the back of my head release me, and then Marcus’ hand on my upper arm, straightening me back to a kneeling position. I let out a sob of relief as the tension of the leash on my wrists lessened. The agony in my bottom and upper thighs had dulled a bit since the horrible cane had stopped lashing me, but every movement of my limbs sent a gout of flame traveling through my backside and drew a pitiful whimper from my lips.

Marcus’ strong hands grasped my upper arms, lifting me to my feet. My legs trembled, weak from kneeling and the ordeal of my punishment. As I swayed precariously, Marcus’ firm grip steadied me. When he had made sure I could balance on my feet, his hands left my arms, and I felt them behind me, unclipping the leash from my cuffs and then the cuffs themselves from one another.

“Hands in front,” he commanded brusquely.

I complied, bringing my wrists before me. Another tiny sob rose from my throat at how even that small movement awakened the pain in my bottom. The metal clinked as Marcus reattached the cuffs in front of my tummy. His fingers brushed my skin, sending an electric tingle through me despite—or because of—the agony his cane had meted out.

“Monsieur,” Marcus addressed Delacroix, his voice measured and professional. “Shall I position the bolster on the bed to raise the ass for fucking?”

My breath caught in my throat at his words. I kept my gaze lowered, not daring to look at either man.

“Yes, of course,” Delacroix replied, his tone thick with anticipation.

As Marcus moved to arrange the bed, I sensed Delacroix’s approach behind me. My owner’s hand came to rest on my bottom, cupping both of my cheeks. I whimpered, flinching at the contact. Delacroix’s touch felt paradoxically gentle as he caressed my welted flesh.

“Such a pretty shade of red, these marks,” he murmured, fingers trailing over the raised marks left by the cane. “You didn’t take your punishment well, but then I didn’t want you to.”

I cried out as he changed his manner suddenly, grasping my cheeks much more firmly, kneading them roughly. The pain flared, and I tried reflexively to jump away from my owner’s hand, only to come up against the edge of the huge bed.

Delacroix trapped me there, bending with my cuffed hands before me on the coverlet, and continued to fondle me. His touch changed again, back to a softness that to my distress instantly brought a helpless clench between my legs, in my lacy panties, behind the shameful sealing of my pussy. I felt my need, confined by my closed outer lips, begin to trickle from the little aperture Marcus had left me, and that mortifying feeling drew a new sob from deep in my chest.

All the while, on the other side of the bed, Marcus had seen to the bolster: a big, oblong cushion covered in ancient-looking dark leather. Marcus had fetched it from a splendid lacquered cabinet, and the very sight of it, as Delacroix occupied himself with his dismayingly skillful treatment of my whipped backside, made my heart race. It looked like the sort of thing that had seen use in this nearly royal bed over a span of decades—centuries, even. I wondered, swallowing hard, how many punished bottoms of naughty concubines the baronial masters of this castle had raised with this bolster’s help.

Marcus laid it in the middle of the bed. Delacroix’s hand on my bottom changed its pressure again, urging me forward, and upward.

My face burning with shame, I clambered awkwardly onto the bed. The softness of the luxurious coverlet soothed my knees almost mockingly—especially when I looked at the dark leather of the bolster. My heart pounded so forcefully, I feared it might burst from my chest. Each movement sent fresh waves of agony through my punished flesh, eliciting tiny gasps and whimpers I couldn’t suppress.

“Lie over the bolster, whore,” Marcus instructed, his voice firm, the casual slur brutal. “Stretch your arms out in front of you and spread your knees.”

I hesitated for a moment, my breath coming in quick, shallow pants. The posture rose in my mind’s eye, the picture of myself that way, so exposed, so degraded.

I have no choice. Innocent… Briseis…

Swallowing hard, I lowered myself onto the bolster, feeling it press against my belly and hips. I felt my welted bottom, clad in the lacy thong that only rendered it more alluring for my owner, rise high. I felt my most intimate places presented at once shamelessly and shamefully for whatever use my owner desired. The cool air of the room whispered across my heated skin, and I shivered at its touch.

As I extended my arms, I felt a surge of conflicting emotions wash over me. Fear coiled in my stomach, a cold, heavy weight. What new torments awaited me? The shame of my position—bottom raised, thighs spread, my most intimate parts on display—was nearly overwhelming. Yet beneath it all, to my horror and alarm, I felt an insistent throbbing between my legs. My treacherous body responded to my helplessness, my submission, with a new surge of arousal behind the seal of my smooth labia.

I felt Delacroix’s eyes on me, as if he had trailed his fingers down my spine. Even the imaginary touch sent a shudder through my body. I saw him, in my mind’s eye, his gaze pausing at the small of my back, just above where the lacy waistband of the thong nestled against my skin.

Then, as if I had somehow gained clairvoyance, I felt his hand exactly there, but—worse—moving lower, cupping my bottom once more. I tensed, expecting pain, but his touch remained gentle and teasing, almost reverent.

“Look, Marcus,” Delacroix said, his voice thick with satisfaction. “My little whore enjoyed her punishment more than she’d like to admit.”

His fingers dipped between my thighs, and I felt a jolt of mortification as he brushed against the dampness there. I squeezed my eyes shut, wishing I could disappear into the luxurious bedding.

“It seems the closure has left just enough of an opening for her arousal to escape,” Delacroix continued, chuckling. “How delightful.”

I heard Marcus clear his throat before he, too, gave a low laugh. But there was something off about the sound—a hesitation, perhaps, or a hint of reluctance. My heart leapt at the possibility, even as I chided myself for hoping. Marcus had caned me with such savagery. In the end, even if I couldn’t help thinking of him as my miles, he had to play his part in Delacroix’s cruel game. Didn’t he?

He had fucked me because he needed to train me, I told myself. He had deactivated the camera before fucking me because he knew Delacroix wanted to deflower me himself, obviously—that meant Marcus liked to fuck submissive, innocent young bed girls. Not that he felt anything for me.

“Turn your face to the mirror, whore,” Delacroix commanded suddenly. “I want you to see yourself.”

A sob caught in my throat as I slowly obeyed.

I turned my head, my eyes blinking open to meet my reflection in the ornate mirror. I told myself that I obeyed because I couldn’t stand any more punishment, but part of me knew that as a falsehood. The sight that greeted me made my tummy flip.

I saw my hair disheveled, my face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. The still-pristine white lingerie looked terribly provocative against my reddened skin. What drew my gaze inescapably, though, was the obscene arch of my back, bottom raised high on the bolster, the lacy thong doing nothing to hide the angry welts crisscrossing my flesh.

“Look how pretty your backside is with the marks of your little lesson,” Delacroix purred, his hand ghosting over the raised lines. “Such a naughty girl, to need such strict correction.”

I whimpered, unable to look away from my reflection. The girl in the mirror looked wanton, desperate—the innocent virgin made shameless by her master’s discipline and his lewd touch. As if reading my thoughts, Delacroix’s fingers dipped between my thighs again, brushing against the damp gusset of my panties.

“Your body betrays you, little whore,” he murmured. “So wet, so needy, even with your pussy sealed tight.”

Delacroix straightened, his gaze meeting Marcus’ in the mirror. “You may go now, Marcus. Thank you. I’ll keep her here all night and you can come release her in the morning.”

I felt a stab to my heart at the words. Where would Marcus go? How did he feel about Delacroix fucking my ass?

I watched in the mirror as Marcus nodded curtly and turned to leave. Our eyes met for the briefest moment, and I thought I saw a flicker of… something. Regret? Desire? Before I could decipher it, he had gone, the heavy door closing behind him with a soft thud that seemed to echo through my very bones.

Delacroix wasted no time. He climbed onto the bed, straddling my thighs. His weight pressed me further into the bolster, and I felt the wiry hair of his thighs and the silky fabric of his sumptuous dressing gown against my sensitive skin. His hands roamed my body, alternating between gentle caresses and rough gropes that made me gasp and squirm.

“Such a pretty little fuck toy,” he murmured, his fingers running the length of my curved spine. “So naughty, so needy.” His hand came to rest on my bottom again, kneading the tender flesh. “I love taking my fucking pieces this way, you know. There’s something so deliciously degrading about it, don’t you think?”

I whimpered, unable to form words. My mind reeled at the casual cruelty of his statement, at being referred to as a “fucking piece.” Yet my traitorous body responded, a fresh wave of arousal dampening my already-soaked panties.

“Your caned bottom looks so sweet,” Delacroix continued, his voice thick with lust. “And this sealed cunt… oh, it makes me so hard, you little whore.”

Delacroix’s words sent a shudder through me. I felt it, his hardness, pressing against my thigh, confirming the truth of his statement. His hands continued their relentless exploration of my body, lingering on the welts that crisscrossed my bottom.

“I’m so pleased it will hurt even more when I finally deflower this tight little cunt,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the edges of my sealed labia through the damp lace of my panties. “But for now, your ass will have to do.”

I whimpered, squeezing my eyes shut against the sight of myself in the mirror. But Delacroix wasn’t having it.

“Eyes open, whore,” he commanded sharply. “I want you to watch yourself as I use you.”

Reluctantly, I obeyed, forcing my gaze back to the mirror.

Delacroix’s hands moved again to my panties, pulling the thin strip of lace aside to expose my most intimate places. I felt the cool air on my heated flesh and shuddered. His fingers probed at my anus, and I tensed involuntarily.

“Relax,” he ordered, his voice stern. “Your widening has come along nicely, but I’ll still need to prepare you properly.”

I felt Delacroix’s fingers probing the tiny opening, slick with lubricant. He worked methodically, stretching and preparing me for what was to come, as I bit my lip, suppressing my whimpers of discomfort. Despite my shame and fear, I couldn’t help but respond to his touch. In the mirror, I saw my hips shifting minutely, pressing back against his fingers, and a hot blush flooded my face.

“Such a greedy little whore,” Delacroix chuckled. “So eager for your master’s cock in your ass. I’m going to enjoy using such a naughty girl’s caned bottom.”

His crude words sent a jolt of mortification through me, but also a helpless thrill of need. I bit my lip, trying to stifle a moan as he slid another finger inside me. The stretch burned, a mix of pleasure and discomfort that left me breathless and made me close my eyes.

“No. Look at yourself,” Delacroix commanded. “See how wanton you look, spread out and begging for it with your body.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting my reflection once more. The girl in the mirror suddenly looked shameless—flushed cheeks, parted lips, eyes heavy with reluctant desire. I watched, my heart pounding, as Delacroix positioned himself behind me, his massive cock jutting proudly.

“Here it comes, little whore,” he growled. “You’re going to take it all.”

I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my entrance. Despite the preparation, the initial penetration was intense. I gasped, my fingers clutching at the hard oak of the headboard as he pushed hard from the start—much harder than Marcus had when he had deflowered me there.

I cried out as Delacroix entered me fully, his hips flush against my welted bottom. The burning stretch made me feel impaled, split open on his massive length. My eyes watered as I struggled to accommodate him.

“Oh yes,” Delacroix groaned, “such a tight little ass. Such a pretty whore.”

He began to move, withdrawing almost completely before thrusting back in hard. Each stroke sent shockwaves of sensation through my body—pain and pleasure intertwined in a way that left me gasping and trembling.

“Look at yourself,” he commanded again. “See how well you take it. See how your sweet body was made to take a man’s cock.”

With a sob I turned my eyes back to the mirror. Now the sight that greeted me was simply, darkly obscene. My face had contorted itself in a mix of agony and ecstasy. Each brutal thrust of Delacroix’s thick, rigid penis rocked my body. Despite my shame, I couldn’t look away now.

“That’s right,” Delacroix panted. “Watch yourself get fucked in the ass like a common whore. Your cunt sealed up tight, forced to take cock this way.”

His words cut through me, degrading and arousing in equal measure. I felt utterly debased, used solely for his pleasure. Yet to my dismay, I could feel my arousal building, my sealed pussy clenching desperately around nothing.

Delacroix reached beneath me, his fingers finding my closed pussy, pressing hard precisely where my clit lay hidden behind my bare outer lips.

I gasped as Delacroix’s touch found my most sensitive spot, even through the closure of my labia. The dual sensations—his massive cock plunging into my ass and his fingers teasing my sealed pussy—sent shockwaves of pleasure through me. I writhed beneath him, ashamed of my body’s response, yet unable to stop it.

“Such a needy little whore,” Delacroix growled, increasing the pace of his thrusts. “Your cunt may be sealed, but your ass takes cock so well. You were made for this, weren’t you?”

I whimpered, unable to form words. My gaze remained fixed on the mirror, watching as Delacroix used my body for his pleasure. My pretty white lingerie yanked aside… my bottom raised high and marked with welts… Delacroix’s powerful form looming over me as he fucked my ass with brutal efficiency and obvious relish… the heartstoppingly lewd glimpse of his rigid manhood connecting us as it surged in and out of my most private place.

To my horror, I felt my orgasm building. The relentless assault on my most intimate places, combined with the degradation of Delacroix’s words and my own reflection, had begun to push me towards a climax I didn’t want to reach. I tried to fight it, to hold back, but Delacroix seemed to sense my struggle.

“That’s it, whore,” he hissed. “Come for me. Come from having your ass fucked like the dirty little slut you are.”

His words pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing as the orgasm crashed over me. Waves of shameful pleasure radiated from my core, intensified by the continued thrusting of Delacroix’s cock in my anus. My sealed pussy clenched and released rhythmically, desperate for penetration it couldn’t receive.

“Good girl,” Delacroix panted, his pace increasing. “Good little whore.”

As my climax subsided, leaving me trembling and gasping, Delacroix’s movements became more erratic. With a guttural groan, he slammed into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he filled me with his seed. The heat of it made me whimper, a fresh wave of mortification washing over me.

Delacroix remained inside me for a long moment, his hands gripping my hips tightly. When he finally pulled out, I felt utterly used, my abused hole clenching around emptiness.

My mind drifted unbidden to the memory of Marcus. The contrast between the two experiences seemed so stark, and I found myself longing for Marcus’ touch, even as shame washed over me at the thought.

Marcus had seemed almost considerate, attentive to my reactions, despite the fervor with which he had used me. He had eased into me slowly, giving me time to adjust to the unfamiliar sensation. I recalled the fullness, the slight burn that had gradually given way to pleasure as Marcus moved within me.

In my memory, Marcus’ strokes had been measured, deliberate, each one sending shivers of unexpected pleasure through my body. I had gasped, surprised by the intensity of the sensations, and Marcus had paused, his hand stroking my back soothingly.

“Are you alright?” he had asked, his voice tight with concern and restrained desire.

I had nodded, unable to form words, and he had continued, his movements gradually becoming more forceful as my body relaxed and welcomed him.

I felt Delacroix’s hands parting my punished bottom cheeks to expose the little hole where he had come, the intimate opening where I could feel his seed seeping out. In the mirror, I saw him gazing down at my spread backside with a leering smile, holding me open as if to ensure I felt as much shame as possible at the way my owner had used my whipped bottom, at how thoroughly he had fucked my most private place.

In my mind, though, I defied my evil owner. With my thoughts, I claimed my body for Marcus.

Marcus. My miles. My master. My love.


CHAPTER 16
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Marcus

Delacroix had fitted every corner of his chateau for video and audio surveillance, with the sole exception of his bedroom. I had once suggested to him that the lack of coverage there could pose a serious problem if an enemy decided to infiltrate the chateau through the window. Delacroix had scoffed.

“The window is alarmed, Marcus,” he had said with his usual air of condescension, of always knowing more than everyone else. “And I have no intention of letting anyone gather kompromat on me. What happens in my bedroom stays there.”

I had almost kept at it, because of course it would have helped me greatly to have precisely that kind of blackmail-ready footage to send to the Guard. The need to keep my cover intact had overruled the thought, and I had merely said, “Very wise, Monsieur.”

As I opened the door to Delacroix’s bedroom, I couldn’t decide whether I would have wanted to watch the evil magnate’s night with his new fucking piece or not. On the one hand, it might have given me important insights into Delacroix’s psyche, ways to use the precise nature of his clearly strong attraction to Sophia in pursuit of my own ends. On the other, it would have probably made my private emotional torment all that much worse.

But, I told myself, if Delacroix were to go too far… Yes, I wanted to see: if only to make sure I could save Sophia if things went the way they had gone from time to time in Delacroix’s bedroom, at least as I had heard about it from his previous head of security.

I stepped through the doorway, the Persian carpet muffling my footsteps. The air was heavy with the mingled scents of sex, expensive cologne, and what I thought might be the faintest trace of fear-sweat. My eyes swept the room for threats, automatically, before I turned them to the bed.

Sophia lay atop the bolster, her sweet, lithe form a study in degradation. Her wrists were still bound to the headboard by her leash, her honey-gold hair fanned out across the mattress. In sleep, her face held an innocence that belied the debauchery she had endured. My chest tightened at the sight.

The en suite door opened, releasing a billow of steam. Delacroix emerged, a towel slung low on his hips, water droplets glistening on his toned physique. His lips curled into a satisfied smirk as he saw me.

“Ah, Marcus,” he purred, running a hand through his damp hair. “Excellent timing. I must commend you on your training of this new fucking piece. The naughty girl received her master exquisitely.”

He sauntered closer, his eyes gleaming with predatory satisfaction. “I came in that tight little anus three times, you know. She took it beautifully—whimpering and begging so sweetly.” He chuckled, a sound devoid of warmth. “You’ve outdone yourself this time.”

I forced my face to remain impassive as my mind processed Delacroix’s words. I let my hands clench at my sides for a moment, just to actualize my alpha-rage through my fists, give it a bit of ventilation safely hidden from Delacroix’s view.

“I’m pleased you found her satisfactory, Monsieur,” I replied, my voice steady despite the turmoil within.

Delacroix’s eyes glinted with cruel amusement. “Oh, more than satisfactory, Marcus. I think I’ll keep this one for quite some time.” He turned towards the bed, his towel slipping dangerously low on his hips. “Let’s see what my little whore has to say, shall we?”

He reached out, trailing his fingers along Sophia’s bare shoulder. She stirred, her eyelids fluttering. Delacroix’s touch became firmer, shaking her gently.

“Wake up, my sweet little fuck toy,” he crooned, his voice a mockery of tenderness.

Sophia’s eyes opened slowly, confusion clouding her features for a moment before awareness dawned. She tensed, tugging instinctively at her bound wrists. Her gaze darted around the room, landing on me with a jolt of recognition. In that fleeting instant, I saw a maelstrom of emotions in those cerulean depths—fear, shame, and something else I couldn’t quite decipher.

Delacroix’s hand cupped her chin, forcing her to look at him. “There’s a good girl,” he purred.

The magnate’s fingers traced Sophia’s jawline in a delicate, possessive caress. “Tell me, naughty whore,” he murmured, his voice dripping with false sympathy, “did you enjoy your first bottom-fucking?”

Sophia’s cheeks flushed a deep crimson, the blush spreading down her neck to her exposed breasts, so deliciously set off by the lacy white bra it seemed Delacroix hadn’t chosen to remove. He had taken her panties down at some point, I noticed. My cock jumped a bit despite my best effort to stay dispassionate when I saw that the little thong had come to rest around her left ankle.

Sophia’s eyes darted to me for the briefest moment before returning to Delacroix’s face. She swallowed hard, her throat working visibly.

“Y-yes, Monsieur,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “I… I enjoyed it very much.”

I watched her closely, years of training allowing me to notice the subtle tells in her body language. There was a slight tremor in her hands, a tightness around her eyes that spoke of more than just embarrassment. Something about her response rang false, but I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.

Was she simply trying to avoid punishment, parroting what she thought Delacroix wanted to hear? Or had I heard something more calculated in her response, some deeper game she was playing? I cursed inwardly, wishing I knew her better, could read her more easily.

Delacroix, however, seemed satisfied with her answer. He smiled, a predatory gleam in his eyes. “Of course you did, you little slut,” he said, patting her cheek condescendingly. “Your tight little hole was made for your master’s cock.”

Sophia’s eyes flicked to me again. My heart skipped a beat, though I knew a moment later I had over-interpreted the glance. I simply wanted it too much for it to be real: I wanted to be this girl’s master, rather than the monster who had bought her for his dominant pleasure.

The next five days passed in a haze of conflicting emotions and mounting tension. Each morning, I would enter Delacroix’s bedroom to retrieve Sophia, my heart clenching at the sight of her degraded form. Sometimes she would be asleep, her face peaceful despite the disarray of whatever lingerie Delacroix had chosen for the previous night, and the signs of his use on her body.

The dried evidence of her need on her thighs, where her arousal had trickled from her closed pussy. The stains of his seed on her little bottom, where the marks of the caning I had had to administer faded a little further each day.

Other times, she would be awake, her eyes haunted and distant as I gently unbound her wrists and helped her to her feet.

I’d lead her back to her own room, limping a little and sometimes whimpering at every step. I leashed her for this walk, but I had her go in front of me. My hand hovered near the small of her back but never quite touched her. The silence between us seemed thick with unspoken words and suppressed thoughts and emotions.

As I closed her door each morning, I’d linger for a moment in a corner of the doorway where I knew the video surveillance didn’t reach. I’d press my forehead against the cool wood, wrestling with the urge to go back inside—to comfort her, or to claim her: I couldn’t decide which.

Every evening, after Delacroix had finished his dinner and brandy, I’d escort Sophia back to his chambers. She would walk with her head lowered as I’d taught her, her steps measured and graceful despite the fear I could sense radiating from her and the lingering discomfort of the previous night’s use of her mouth and her anus. I’d watch as Delacroix’s eyes raked over her form, his lips curling into a satisfied smirk as he beckoned her closer.

“Come here, my little whore,” he’d purr, patting his lap. “Show your master how much you’ve missed his cock.”

As the days passed, I found myself increasingly torn between my duty and my growing feelings for Sophia. Each night, as I escorted her to Delacroix’s chambers, I couldn’t help feeling a piece of my soul chip away. I told myself not to overdramatize, but the sound of her muffled cries and Delacroix’s grunts of pleasure literally haunted my dreams, mingling with visions of her innocent face contorted in mingled ecstasy and agony.

On the fifth day, Thursday, Delacroix summoned me to his study. The room reeked of Cuban cigars and expensive brandy, a testament to the magnate’s indulgences. He sat behind his mahogany desk, a predatory gleam in his eyes as he gestured for me to take a seat.

“Marcus, my friend,” he began, his voice dripping with false camaraderie. “I’ve received some excellent news that I’m afraid will mean a bit of extra work for you. The Amsterdam deal is progressing even more smoothly than anticipated.”

I leaned forward, not needing to feign interest while my mind raced. The information I’d been waiting for, of the progress of the Groupe Synergistique’s plans, seemed about to arrive.

“That’s wonderful to hear, Monsieur.” I bit back the urge to ask for more, hoping Delacroix’s vanity would provide him all the motivation he needed to share the details with me.

Delacroix’s lips curled into a self-satisfied smirk. “Wonderful, yes. We’ll sign the papers in two weeks, here at the chateau. I need you and your team to provide security for my associates and our new partners. Some very powerful people will attend. The scope of this deal, Marcus… it’s beyond anything we’ve achieved before.”

“My team is ready,” I told him. “You’ll give me the list of attendees?”

Delacroix waved a hand. “Of course, my friend. I’ll make sure I send it before I fuck Sophia tonight.”

I kept my face impassive. “Thank you, Monsieur.”

What Delacroix said next made it difficult to retain my carefully presented composure.

“I really have to compliment you on how well you trained the little whore, and in such a short time, Marcus. And the notion of closing her poor little cunt—my cock stiffens every time I look between her thighs. I think I’ll present her at the signing and let the guests play with her. Perhaps we’ll open her cunt then, too. I can deflower her to celebrate the deal.”
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Sophia

Every morning, as Marcus walked me back to my own bedroom from Monsieur Delacroix’s, I decided that that night I would have to do it—or suffer the terrible consequences of discovery. The Briseis act could only take me so far: at some point the innocent-seeming observer had to become the powerful force who could change everything.

Walking gingerly in front of Marcus, my body ached with the exquisite reminders of the night’s debaucheries. Each step sent shockwaves of soreness through my most intimate places, igniting embers of arousal even as I winced. The shamefully pleasurable burn in my rear spoke of Delacroix’s relentless conquests, his thick member stretching me beyond my limits as I lay helplessly bound. My jaw still felt the phantom presence of his girth, the memory of his forceful thrusts making my throat constrict reflexively.

I couldn’t help but recall how I had knelt before him the previous night, my lips stretched wide around his rigid cock as he used my mouth for his pleasure. The way he had gripped my hair, controlling my movements as he plunged deeper and deeper, brought a flush to my cheeks. Even in the morning I thought I could taste the salt of his essence on my tongue.

I felt the subtle tug of the closure of my pussy-lips, too, at each step, a constant reminder of my captive state. The sealing of my outer labia, meant to heighten my need and tighten me for Delacroix’s use, had become a source of perpetual arousal. The slightest friction sent jolts of aching lust through my core, leaving me in a state of simmering desire.

I needed to do something. By the third morning, after spending the entire night so close to the object of my mission and yet utterly unable to do anything about it, I had started to feel as if I were in a dream. By the fifth day I had begun to wonder whether Anton Delacroix really represented the existential threat to civilization Malleus had told me he did. After all, Marcus seemed to serve the “evil” magnate faithfully, as far as I could tell. What kind of world-ending data could those blinking lights in the alcove actually conceal? They looked so harmless.

But I definitely had to do something, or I would never be able to tell Marcus who I really was. I needed to tell him, because that meant that after I escaped, and his mission had ended, we would see each other again and… I didn’t know—have a shot at happiness, maybe? Walking down the hall in front of him, sensing him almost touching me, I knew I would lose myself completely, or go crazy, if I didn’t do something.

That night—the fifth one, if I had counted correctly, though I had no way of knowing, here in the chateau where I had no access to any means of recording the passage of time, and there seemed no sign anywhere of a calendar—I saw Delacroix use the air-gapped computer for the first time. When Marcus led me in, clad in the black corset and stockings my owner had evidently chosen for his fucking piece that evening, Delacroix stood next to the computer, looking at the monitor. He seemed to be copying information from the screen onto his handheld, tapping the surface and glancing back and forth between the two devices.

“Ah, good evening, whore,” he said, genially, looking in our direction for a moment before returning his attention to his handheld.

I felt my cheeks redden, as they always did at the magnate’s casual degradation, and I demanded of my body—as I had done so many times before—why it couldn’t seem to get used to it. The simple answer that always came back from the dark recesses of my mind, Because you are a whore, Sophia Larkwood, only ever made my blush fiercer.

“Marcus, go ahead and tie her to the bed, would you? I’m just finishing up my mail to you with the list of attendees. Face up, if you would. I’ll fuck her face that way before I turn her over.”

I blinked, and I felt my jaw go slack as I tried to absorb all the many impulses Delacroix’s words had awakened in my brain and my body.

List of attendees.

Face up… I’ll fuck her face that way. My owner hadn’t done that before.

List of attendees.

Would he reach back, as he straddled me and drove his cock into my mouth? Would he run his fingers up and down the closed seam of my pussy the way he liked to do, as if to remind me that my virgin vagina belonged to him, and he would decide when I took his hardness there?

List of attendees.

“Yes, Monsieur,” Marcus said. “Get on the bed, Sophia. On your back with your hands over your head.”

I tried to keep an eye on Delacroix as I obeyed. I hoped as I always did that the note of resignation I heard in my miles’ voice wasn’t only a figment of my imagination—that Marcus found it as wrenching as I did that he had no choice but to position me not for his own pleasure, but for the brutal use of another, crueler man.

Delacroix had finished copying the information on the computer screen. He stood watching as Marcus secured my wrists to the headboard. He had opened his silk dressing gown to reveal the thick manhood I had already spent so much time serving, and he stroked himself with his left hand, his eyes narrowing as he approached the bed, and his bound, supine bed girl.

On the other side of the bed, Marcus stepped away to let my owner mount atop the mattress, shedding his gown to the floor as he did. The sight of Delacroix’s naked body always made my heart race: powerful, slightly stocky, covered in white-blond fur, his penis huge and jutting.

I suddenly wished Marcus had already left the room, because I felt myself begin to dampen behind the private lips my miles had closed. The idea of my owner’s selfish pleasure, of the way even when he brought me to climax he did it as a symbol of his power over me, never failed to make my pussy flow shamefully with my frustrated need.

I whimpered as Delacroix made his way, on all fours, across the meter of coverlet between us.

“Hush, you naughty little slut,” he growled. His hand reached out and slapped my face, hard. I cried out in surprise and pain, and to my horror I clenched down below my belly, my hips jerking and my bottom squirming over the covers. I wondered for a moment if I had heard Marcus make some sort of involuntary little noise, a sound of protest.

My owner swung his knee over my chest and grabbed my head. I looked up at him with wide, frightened eyes as he moved forward and brought his cock to my lips. His pale eyes gazed down into mine with terrible intensity, as if fascinated by my response to his utter physical domination.

“Open wider, whore,” he commanded dispassionately.

With a sob, I obeyed, and he drove his hardness deep into my mouth and held himself there.

A little grunt of pleasure emerged from his chest before he seemed to remember Marcus still standing there, behind him.

“Thank you, Marcus,” he said. “You may go. Please remember how crucial this deal is. In two weeks, we secure our future.”


CHAPTER 17
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Sophia

I got through that night with my owner somehow. At least Monsieur Delacroix didn’t seem to care when I merely lay still and received what he chose to bestow with his grasping hands and his thrusting manhood. All the while, as if I had transcended my body even further than on my previous nights of lewd service to the man who had purchased me, my mind turned over what I had heard.

Secure our future. In two weeks.

In two weeks, we secure our future.

As I drifted off to sleep, something that had become in some ways distressingly easy while tied to Delacroix’s bed, I made up my mind that the Pretorian Guard must learn of the meeting, somehow, even if Marcus’ cover didn’t allow him to make contact. The actual information Malleus had sent me to steal from Delacroix’s computer took on a material reality: the list of names Delacroix had sent to Marcus would, I felt certain, have incalculable value for the Guard.

The next morning as my true miles guided me along the opulent hallway, my mind raced with possibilities. My heart pounded as I realized I had to act tonight, simply so that I didn’t risk the situation changing, my losing the tantalizing access to the computer I had every night while Delacroix felt such a need to use me every night. The fate of the mission—the future of civilization—hinged on my ability to engineer some way to get within a meter of the computer and stay there for thirty seconds or so.

“You seem tense this morning, Sophia,” Marcus murmured, putting his hand lightly on the small of my back. He had never done that before. The warmth of his touch sent a shiver through me and distracted me from my desperate planning. Before I had come to this crucial moment, I would have given anything for that hand on my back. Knowing I couldn’t communicate with the only person who might have helped me complete the mission—the only man I really wanted to touch me—made the contact almost maddening.

I forced a demure smile as I turned to look at him. “Just tired, sir. Monsieur was… demanding last night.”

I blinked as I thought I saw Marcus’ jaw tighten, just a little. Did I see a flicker of jealousy in his eyes as well? I swallowed hard, trying to keep the glow in my chest at bay.

Don’t be stupid, columba. I told myself. I pictured Malleus, but his face had turned into Marcus’. I felt myself frown deeply in confusion, and I turned away from Marcus to keep my expression concealed.

As we approached my bedroom, I began to formulate a plan. It would be risky, potentially catastrophic if I failed. But the alternative—allowing the Groupe Synergistique to close their deal and tighten their grip on power without even the knowledge of the Guard—seemed unthinkable.

“Rest well,” Marcus said as he opened my door and ushered me in. “I’ll see you later.”

But unlike every day for the past five days, Marcus didn’t return that evening. The dinner cart, which usually arrived in the late afternoon, so that I had finished eating before my miles led me to my owner’s bed, instead came at the time Marcus usually arrived.

With a growing sense of anxiety, I considered asking the guard—Jacques, one of the two whose names I’d learned—whether I should expect Marcus to come. I didn’t want to give Jacques an opportunity to comment on Monsieur’s pleasure with me, though, let alone raise his suspicions in some way.

Briseis. Observe. Then act.

I waited. Marcus didn’t come.

As the hours ticked by, my anxiety grew. Had something happened to Marcus? Had my own cover been blown? I paced my mildly gilded cage, the plush carpet muffling my footsteps as I tried to calm my whirling thoughts.

Wait, Malleus said in my head. Watch. And when the time comes, don’t let fear paralyze you.

Night fell, and moonlight filtered into my little window from a waning crescent. Doing everything in my power to keep my breathing calm and even, I activated my cybernetics to spoof the camera. Then I stood by the door, listening.

At least, I reflected, this time I didn’t have the horrid training harness on. I could move much more easily than the last time I had ventured out.

I heard, faintly, sounds I felt certain came from the first floor, re-echoed by the marble of the foyer and the stairs. Unoccupied with fucking me, I felt certain, Delacroix was out of the chateau, or perhaps working in his study. If I waited too long, he would pour his brandy and bring it upstairs to bed.

Taking a deep breath, I unlocked the door with the magnets in my hand. I cracked it open and peered into the dimly lit hallway. I caught a glimpse of one of Marcus’ guards down at the bottom of the stairway, but I knew myself to be completely invisible as I slipped along the corridor towards Delacroix’s bedroom.

My heart pounded in my chest as I touched the heavy oak door. Pressing my ear against it, I listened for any sound within. Nothing.

Slowly, carefully, I turned the ornate handle and eased the door open.

“Well, well. Sophia, my little whore, I was starting to think we wouldn’t see you tonight.”

I froze, ice flooding my veins. Delacroix’s cold voice had come from the shadows near his desk. As my eyes adjusted, I saw him lounging in an armchair, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid in his hand. Beside him stood Marcus, his face an inscrutable mask.

“I… I’m sorry, Monsieur,” I stammered, falling to my knees. “I… I thought… I mean, I was worried when no one came to bring me to you…”

It sounded idiotic, but I couldn’t imagine that anything would have seemed the slightest bit persuasive, given that I’d just made it very clear that I could break out of my bedroom whenever I wanted. The notion that one of the guards had carelessly left the door unlocked had—barely—worked the last time; I felt certain no such excuse would strike Delacroix’s ear as truthful tonight.

“You may as well shut up, whore,” Marcus said coldly. “Until we begin to apply the necessary pressure, I’m sure nothing you say will provide us with a single accurate fact.”

We. Us. The words seemed to slice through my soul. I knew Marcus had to use them. I knew he probably thought I came from some other international crime organization, and I had come to the chateau undercover to kill Delacroix or steal from him. But the stark indication that Marcus and I didn’t go together, that we didn’t represent one side of the fight Malleus had made so vivid for me… I had to stifle a sob that wanted to burst from my chest.

My heart raced as Delacroix rose from his chair, his eyes glittering with a cruel light. “I’m going to enjoy this, whore,” he purred, his voice dripping with malice. “I’ve known for days that you were more than just a pretty fuck toy. But I wanted to savor the anticipation of breaking you completely.”

He turned to Marcus. “Restrain her in the chair. Her face to the back and her arms around it. I want her spread wide and helpless, with her ass and her cunt fully available.”

I shied back as Marcus approached, and then I struggled when he grabbed me, but his strong hands gripped my arms firmly. As he pulled me towards the ornate armchair, I caught a fleeting glimpse of anguish in his eyes. It vanished so quickly, I wondered if I’d imagined it.

“Please,” I whimpered nonsensically as Marcus hoisted me easily off the ground and turned me around to set me on the seat cushion. “I can explain…”

Delacroix backhanded me hard across the face, making my head snap to the side. “I told you to shut up, whore. You’ll speak when I allow it, and not before.”

Marcus didn’t reply. He didn’t even tell me how to position myself on the chair: he just placed my limbs where he wanted them and restrained them with expertly tied rope that Delacroix handed him from the lacquered cabinet. Marcus bound my wrists around the back of the gorgeous antique chair; he tied my thighs to its heavy, carved, oaken arms, with my bare feet just off the back of the seat. Even with everything I had experienced from Malleus, from Delacroix, from him… I had never felt so vulnerable and exposed.

My owner turned to Marcus. “Get the solvent. It’s time we finally opened up this little cunt properly.”

My eyes widened in panic. It seemed silly, to the rational part of my mind, but I realized I had thought of the labial seal as my last line of defense, preserving my virginity even as Delacroix used my mouth and ass for his pleasure. I had harbored the stupid fantasy, I saw, that Marcus would somehow be the one to deflower me the old-fashioned way. Now that final barrier would be stripped away, and my owner would be the one to claim my womb.

I watched helplessly as Marcus pulled a small vial from his inside breast pocket. My tummy clipped as he approached, his face an impassive mask, and I turned my head as far as I could to follow him around to my back—the front of the chair.

I felt a sudden puff of air against my bottom. I realized what was happening at the same moment I felt Delacroix’s open hand make contact, and I heard the spank ring off the walls of his gilded bedroom. I cried out, my body jerking at the pain.

My owner’s left hand seized my right hip, and he kept spanking me, methodically and very, very hard.

As I cried out at each heavy stroke, he spoke, grimly and very calmly.

“I… don’t… usually… spank… my own… fucking… pieces,” he said. “But… for you… Sophia… I’ll make… an exception.”

He let go of my waist and stepped back.

“Keep your eyes forward, whore,” Delacroix commanded. “Though I don’t feel the need to have any excuse for punishing you, frankly. I may as well tell you that after you tell us who you’re working for, and I fuck you as hard as you’ve deserved to be fucked, I’m going to kill you.”

My whole body tensed. I could hardly have called the brutal announcement unexpected, but it provoked a physical reaction nonetheless. I twisted my body around reflexively, authentic tears springing from my eyes as if I were actually an innocent captive virgin, rather than an agent of an international espionage organization.

“No… Monsieur,” I begged. “Please… please…”

But Delacroix took hold of my waist again and spanked me three more times. The reawakening of the pain from his first swats made me scream and writhe over the chair.

“Turn around, you naughty slut,” he told me. “You can make this a good deal easier on yourself if you follow my instructions. Now, Marcus, let’s get the cunt open so I can enjoy myself a little before the real unpleasantness begins.”

He stepped back again. A moment later, I felt the little brush against my smooth pussy. With what felt to me like clinical detachment, Marcus applied the cold liquid between my legs. I felt a tingling sensation as the seal began to dissolve.

“Excellent,” Delacroix pronounced, in a voice like ice. “Before I claim that sweet cunt, we need to punish her further, I think, Marcus. Spank that newly exposed pussy until it’s red and swollen. I want to make certain this doesn’t feel the slightest bit pleasurable for her.”

Did Marcus hesitate, just for a fraction of a second? I imagined his face, and the eyes of hopeful imagination put a flicker of reluctance in his eyes. I felt my face crumple as my reason concluded that my miles would never show such doubt.

“Of course, sir,” I heard him reply smoothly, and then I felt him move to take Delacroix’s place behind me and to my left.

I tried to brace myself, my heart racing. The first stinging slap made me gasp. Marcus’ large hand connected squarely with my most sensitive flesh, sending shockwaves of pain through my core. He struck again, and again, building a steady rhythm.

I screamed from the very beginning, knowing it represented what they wanted and unable to hold it in. With every spank, my hips jerked paradoxically backwards, as if inviting another one. Sobs burst from my chest, mingling with my cries. I hung my head over the back of the chair, my eyes closed, my self feeling a million miles away.

I told myself I would come back and think after this part had ended. I didn’t have any belief that I could find a way out, but at least I would have a chance to reflect, say my goodbyes to the world, maybe find a way to tell Marcus I loved him before the end.

Then, through the haze of sensation, I heard a tone in my ear. I opened my eyes, during a brief pause in Marcus’ punishment, to see that the force of Delacroix’s and Marcus’ spanks had pushed the chair a few inches closer to the desk, and my hand was now near enough to the computer that I could make the download.

Marcus’ hand crashed against my newly exposed pussy again. I let out a scream, and at the same time, I managed to twist my left wrist in the proper sequence. I heard the tone that meant the download had begun.

Well, I told myself, maybe my dead body will keep the information… maybe the Guard will hear what happened from Marcus and they can recover the drive… maybe…


CHAPTER 18
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Sophia

Marcus’ huge, strong hand just kept spanking me there, where he had closed me and opened me. Where, in my mind, he simply owned me, no matter how much money Monsieur Delacroix had paid for the title to my most intimate places.

Delacroix had used my mouth and my bottom more times than I could count—but Marcus had had them first. Now, the idea that Delacroix’s manhood would be the first to enter my pussy… the only one, because of the death he had promised me… the first and only cock to open me that way, to make a woman of me as the antique saying went… I couldn’t bear it.

Made for Marcus, I thought in my near delirium of pain and fear. I was made for Marcus, there… for Marcus’ hard cock… for Marcus’ firm hand…

I feared suddenly that if Delacroix offered to let my miles deflower me, rather than Delacroix himself, I would tell the evil magnate everything.

Something happened in my ear. A noise… a tone. It took me a long moment to remember what it meant. Before I understood the thing in my ear, I had let out another scream, as Marcus’ punishing hand found my pussy again. My body struggled reflexively against the ropes that bound me to my owner’s chair. I almost forgot about the tone in the haze of pain that swirled around me, and then somehow, I connected it to the thing I had done with my wrist some endless-feeling time before.

The download finished. I completed the mission.

It didn’t seem to mean anything to me. Everything else, above all the fiery agony between my thighs… the sensation’s connection to the man I loved… the way he was punishing me because he had no choice… that all meant so much more.

Plus, you know, the thing about how Delacroix is going to rape you and then kill you.

“Enough,” Delacroix’s voice cut through the mind-destroying torment. “Enough for now, at least, Marcus, I think.”

Marcus’ hand stilled instantly, leaving my abused flesh throbbing. I whimpered, my body trembling with residual pain and fear.

“I must confess,” Delacroix continued, his cultured tones dripping with cruel amusement, “I find myself most intrigued by this naughty little fuck toy. While I’m certainly eager to hear what secrets she’ll spill when introduced to real pain, I find myself rather, shall we say… bewitched.”

He paused, and I could feel his icy gaze raking over my bound form. “Yes, I’ve been bewitched by my exquisite fucking piece, despite her obviously malignant intentions. Something in me would like to see her feel the whorish sort of pleasure I’ve given her here in my boudoir so many times. Indeed I’m curious to see what her sheer need for cock might accomplish.”

My heart raced. Pleasure? After the torture I’d just endured, the very idea seemed absurd. And yet, to my horror, a traitorous flutter of arousal stirred deep within me.

“Marcus,” Delacroix commanded, “let’s begin by seeing how quickly you can get my naughty fucking piece wet after her cunt spanking. I have a notion that even knowing she’s going to die tonight won’t keep that little quim dry.”

I heard Marcus inhale sharply, and as always, I wondered—did the breath indicate mere feigned appreciation of his brutal boss’ whim, or did my miles have to control himself so as not to show that he cared for my safety—or for who truly owned me, body and soul?

“Yes, Monsieur,” he replied, his voice sounding carefully neutral.

His touch, when it came, was shockingly gentle. Strong fingers ghosted over my inflamed labia, barely making contact. I gasped, my hips jerking involuntarily.

“Shh,” Marcus soothed.

Marcus’ gentle touch sent tremors through my body, such a stark contrast to the punishing spanks he had delivered moments ago that I felt my consciousness begin to drift away. His fingers traced delicate patterns along my swollen folds. I felt myself respond, though part of me wanted to resist, as if Delacroix’s brutal words had represented a challenge to keep my naughty pussy dry. My helpless body, conditioned by Malleus’ hand, by Marcus’ own hand and rigid cock… even by the monstrous man who thought himself my owner… awoke almost instantly under his skilled ministrations.

“Please,” I whimpered, unsure if I was begging him to stop or continue. The conflicting sensations of lingering pain and budding arousal left me dizzy and confused.

“As I expected. Look how quickly she responds,” Delacroix observed, the ice in his voice lost to sadistic glee. “Such a wanton little whore.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, shame and desire, fear and pain, warring within me. Marcus’ fingers dipped lower, circling my entrance with maddening slowness. A small moan escaped my lips before I could stifle it.

“Open your eyes,” Delacroix commanded. “I want to see the moment you break, Sophia. Maybe I won’t kill you, if you open your eyes. Maybe I’ll even let you come.”

I let out a sob and I obeyed, because there seemed no point in not complying, despite the utter emptiness of his horrible teasing promises and threats. I met Delacroix’s cold gaze. His eyes glittered with cruel anticipation as he watched me struggle against the pleasure building within me.

Without warning, Marcus slipped two fingers inside me, curling them expertly to stroke that spot that made me see stars. As he had promised his employer, the closure of my pussy had rendered the passage much narrower: I cried out in mingled discomfort and need, the arousal seemingly made exponentially greater by the feeling that my true master had just forced his way into my aching sheath.

“Oh God,” I gasped, my hips bucking reflexively.

“Tell me, my dear,” Delacroix purred, leaning in close. “Who sent you?”

My mind reeled as Marcus’ skilled fingers worked their awful magic inside me. I couldn’t think straight, couldn’t form a coherent thought beyond the overwhelming sensations coursing through my body. Delacroix’s question barely registered.

“Please,” I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for anymore. “Please, I… I can’t…”

“Can’t what, my dear?” Delacroix’s voice dripped with false concern. “Can’t resist the pleasure? Or can’t keep your secrets?”

Marcus’ thumb found my clit, circling it with exquisite pressure. I cried out, my back arching as far as my bonds would allow.

“Please,” I gasped again. “I n-need… I…”

A sudden, irrational thought seized me. If I had something in my mouth—a cock, specifically—I wouldn’t be able to talk. I wouldn’t be able to betray my mission, betray Marcus, betray everything.

“Please,” I begged, fixing my gaze on Delacroix. “Please let me suck your cock, Monsieur. I need it in my mouth. Please.”

Delacroix’s eyebrows shot up, a cruel smile playing at his lips. “My, my. What an eager little cocksucker you are. But I’m afraid that won’t do, my pet. I want answers, not your talented mouth. Though I’m sure we’ll put it to good use later.”

His words sent a shiver of fear through me, even as Marcus’ fingers continued their relentless assault on my senses. I whimpered, torn between the mounting pleasure and the terror of what might come next.

“Now, whore,” Delacroix continued, his voice deceptively gentle. “Who sent you? Tell me, and perhaps I’ll allow you the release you so desperately crave. Maybe you’ll come so beautifully that I’ll keep you for my guests’ enjoyment.”

I shook my head frantically, biting my lip to keep from crying out as Marcus curled his fingers inside me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I gasped. “I was kidnapped off the street and brought to the auction. I swear, I don’t know anything!”

Delacroix’s eyes hardened. “Very well. If pleasure won’t loosen your tongue, perhaps we should return to pain.” He nodded to Marcus. “Resume the spanking. And this time, don’t stop until she breaks.”

Marcus’ fingers withdrew, leaving me aching and empty. I had only a moment to mourn their loss before his hand came down hard on my tender flesh. I screamed, the pain infinitely worse now that my nerves were already on fire with arousal.

“No, please!” I sobbed as the blows rained down. “I don’t know anything! Please stop!”

But the spanking continued, each strike sending shockwaves of agony through my body. And yet, to my horror and shame, I could feel my arousal still building with each stinging slap. I felt Marcus’ hand come away wet. I couldn’t… I just…

If I tell Marcus, somehow… if he understands, maybe he’ll save me…

Then my mind went sideways. It seemed to me that Marcus was punishing me because I hadn’t been faithful to him… because I had come so hard and so often for Delacroix, and my miles didn’t deserve to have a columba like that. If I could tell Marcus that I had undergone it all for him… for the Guard, and for Malleus, but for Marcus most of all…

I screamed it in English, some part of my mind apparently having decided that Delacroix—whose English, I knew, was perfect—might not understand this desperate, secret message to Marcus.

“Malleus sent me!”

I sensed the slight delay—less than a second, I felt certain, but definitely an interruption in the cadence—before Marcus next brought his hand up against my tormented pussy lips. I knew he had understood it all, in a moment. Panic twisted my insides, and I recognized in that split-second the incredible danger I had just put us both in, the reason Malleus had told me I must never tell Marcus about my true identity. Because Delacroix did notice: of course he noticed.

“Marcus,” he said, “does that name mean anything to you?”

The hand on my waist, giving my miles the traction he needed to spank my pussy properly, tightened. He spanked me again, and I screamed so loud I hurt my own ears, not just pain but regret and shame coming out in the sound.

“I think so,” he said smoothly. “I think that’s a codename for Tartikoff.”

It sounded like a lie to me, I told myself desperately, because of course it was a lie. Delacroix didn’t know it was a lie, and so—I tried to persuade myself—it would sound plausible, wouldn’t it?

“You know,” my so-called owner said, “it sounds rather like the kind of name the cunts from the Pretorian Guard give each other.”

Oh… no. No, no, no…

“The what, Monsieur?” Marcus asked, so smoothly that I believed for a moment I had been entirely wrong—that he actually wasn’t a miles after all, and Malleus had told me false information for some reason. It made literally no sense at all, but the overwhelming mixture of thoughts, emotions, and sensations had started to make rationality impossible.

“Ah,” Delacroix said. “Well, Marcus, I suppose you’ve been with me long enough that I can let you in on the more… existential side of our struggle. Remind me to do that after I’ve killed Sophia here.”

“Of course, Monsieur,” Marcus said.

But… my brain protested. But I told you… You can’t let him… you… Marcus… miles… master…

“Please?” I whispered.

“Did you hear that?” Delacroix asked. “She needs it very badly, doesn’t she? And I have to confess that all this has made me need to deflower that sweet, tight, little cunt quite badly myself.”

My heart pounded as I heard Delacroix’s words, the full horror of my situation crashing over me. I had failed utterly—failed my mission, failed Marcus, failed myself. And now Delacroix was going to rape me and kill me, while the man I loved stood by helplessly.

“No,” I whimpered, tugging uselessly at my bonds. “Please, no.”

“Shh,” Delacroix soothed mockingly. “You’ll enjoy it, I promise. And who knows? Perhaps if you’re an especially good fuck and your cunt is as tight as I’m hoping, I’ll keep you alive for a day or two so I can keep fucking it for a while.”

I heard the rustle of fabric as he began to undress. Panic clawed at my throat. This couldn’t be happening. Where was Marcus? Why wasn’t he doing anything?

I sensed Delacroix standing there, menacingly, behind me. I had seen his cruel grin often enough, as he took my mouth, to picture it with gut-wrenching vividness. I felt my owner’s right hand on my shoulder, squeezing so hard I cried out.

I felt the head of his cock, there where, despite the mind-robbing fear, I couldn’t help my body’s submission.

I squeezed my eyes shut, bracing myself for the inevitable violation. But before Delacroix could thrust himself inside me, I heard a sudden commotion behind me. There was a grunt, the sound of a brief struggle, and then a sickening crack.

My eyes flew open in shock. I twisted my head around as far as I could, straining to see what had happened.

Marcus stood there, his face a mask of cold fury. At his feet lay Delacroix’s crumpled form, his head twisted at an unnatural angle.

“Marcus?” I whispered, hardly daring to believe what I was seeing.

His eyes met mine, softening slightly. “It’s over, Sophia,” he said quietly. “You’re safe now.”

Relief crashed over me like a wave, leaving me weak and trembling. “You… you killed him,” I managed to say.

Marcus nodded grimly. “I had no choice. He knew too much.” He moved swiftly to untie me, his touch gentle as he freed my abraded wrists and ankles.

As the ropes fell away, I collapsed against him, overwhelmed by the sudden release of tension. His strong arms encircled me, holding me steady.

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed into his chest. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to… I couldn’t…”

“Shh,” he soothed, stroking my hair. “It’s alright. You did well, Sophia. Bene, columba.”


CHAPTER 19
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Sophia

I clung to Marcus, my body still trembling from the shock of what had just transpired. His strong arms held me close, grounding me as my mind reeled.

“We need to move quickly,” Marcus murmured, his lips brushing my ear. “Delacroix’s guards will be suspicious if they don’t hear from him soon.”

I nodded weakly against his chest, trying to gather my wits. “What… what do we do?”

Marcus gently pulled back, his hands on my shoulders as he looked into my eyes. “I’ve already signaled the Guard with my emergency beacon, but it will take them hours to get here. We need a distraction to keep the guards from realizing something’s wrong.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to focus. “How long do we have?”

“Not long,” Marcus replied grimly. “Delacroix told them he was leaving early in the morning for a meeting in Legeria City. If we don’t come up with something soon, they’ll start asking questions.”

My mind raced, considering and discarding options. “Could we… could we pretend to be Delacroix? Send the guards a message?”

Marcus shook his head. “Too risky. Jacques, my second in command, would almost certainly want to confirm any change of plans with Delacroix himself. Monsieur has been playing him and me against each other for months.”

I bit my lip, an idea forming. It was dangerous, terribly humiliating, but… “What if… what if you told them Delacroix had given me to them for the night?”

Marcus’ eyes widened slightly. “Sophia…”

“No, listen,” I pressed on, my voice gaining strength. “You could tell them I’ve been naughty, that Delacroix is punishing me by letting the guards… use me.” The words tasted bitter in my mouth, but I forced myself to continue. “You could say he wants them to be rough with me, to teach me a lesson. That would keep them distracted until the Guard arrives.”

Marcus’ jaw clenched, his eyes stormy. “I don’t like it. It’s too dangerous. If they hurt you…”

“It’s our best option,” I insisted. “And… and you’ll be there. You can go first, to set the tone. Make sure they don’t get too carried away. And…”

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding in my chest. Marcus frowned and waited for me to continue.

“And I… I need it,” I whispered. “I need you, inside me, miles.” My face felt like the surface of the sun, but I had said it.

He stared at me for a long moment, conflict clear on his face. Finally, he nodded tersely. “Alright. But if there’s any sign of real trouble, I’m calling it off, consequences be damned—even if it means Jacques goes to find Delacroix and we have to run and hope we make it.”

I nodded, relief and trepidation warring within me. “Okay. How do we do this?”

Marcus took a deep breath, visibly steeling himself. “I’ll lead you to the guard room on your leash. Just remember you’re terrified: you’ve been punished already, and now your owner wants to discipline you even more harshly.”

I looked into his eyes, on the verge of making it into a joke—how could I not be terrified, after all? The care for me I saw there actually made me feel, to my astonishment, like terrified didn’t in fact describe me. With Marcus to protect me, I might in fact fail to appear sufficiently frightened to the guards. I nodded quickly to acknowledge my miles’ instructions.

My miles.

My heart leapt as I began to understand that I really did belong to Marcus. Maybe it would last only a few minutes or a few hours. Maybe we would both be dead at the end of it. At least it had happened, though.

Marcus clipped the leash to the collar around my neck. His fingers, brushing against my skin, sent the usual shiver down my spine—but this time the sensation brought hope rather than despair. He gave the leash a gentle tug.

“Remember,” he murmured, his voice low and intense. “You’re playing the role of a disobedient fuck toy being punished. No matter what happens, don’t break character. I won’t be able to care for you the way I want… I won’t be able even to look at you the way I want to look at you.”

I nodded, swallowing hard against the lump in my throat. “I understand, miles.”

He led me out of Delacroix’s opulent bedroom and down the hall towards the stairs, then down the stairs towards the guard room that opened off the foyer. My heart pounded so loudly, I was sure anyone nearby could hear it. As we approached the door, I could hear the low murmur of male voices and coarse laughter.

Marcus paused, his hand on the doorknob. He looked at me, his eyes filled with a mixture of concern and something darker, more primal. “Are you ready?”

I took a deep breath, steeling myself. “Yes, miles.”

He pushed open the door, and suddenly we faced six pairs of eyes. The guards lounged around the room, some playing cards, others cleaning weapons. All conversation stopped as they took in the sight of me, naked and leashed.

“Gentlemen,” Marcus announced, his voice carrying an authoritative edge I’d never heard before. “Monsieur Delacroix has decided to grant you a special privilege tonight.”

Marcus’ words hung in the air for a moment as the guards exchanged glances, their eyes raking over my naked form. I trembled, partly from fear but also from a perverse excitement I couldn’t quite suppress.

“What kind of privilege?” Jacques asked, his eyes narrowing suspiciously.

Marcus yanked my leash, forcing me to stumble forward. “This little whore has been very naughty,” he growled. “Monsieur is so angry, he’s decided she doesn’t deserve the honor of his cock. Instead, he’s giving her to you for the night.”

A low murmur of appreciation rippled through the room. I kept my eyes lowered, my cheeks burning with unfeigned shame.

“There’s more,” Marcus continued. “Monsieur wants you to be very hard on her. She needs to learn her place.” He paused, letting the words sink in. “Oh, and one other thing. This cunt is still a virgin. Monsieur wants her to lose that inconvenience in the most humiliating way possible.”

Marcel, a burly guard with a thick mustache, let out a low whistle. “A virgin, eh? Well, isn’t that something special?”

Marcus nodded grimly. “Indeed. But there’s something else you should know.” He paused, his grip tightening on my leash. “Monsieur had me close her cunt as punishment for her disobedience.”

A chorus of surprised murmurs filled the room. Jacques leaned forward, his eyes gleaming with cruel curiosity. “Closed? How do you mean?”

“It’s a special procedure,” Marcus explained, his voice clinical and detached. “The outer labia are sealed together, leaving only a small opening. It makes the girl impossibly tight.” His hand came to rest on the small of my back, the heat of his palm searing my skin. “Monsieur has been using her mouth and ass regularly, but her pussy has remained untouched.”

Marcel’s thick eyebrows shot up. “Putain,” he breathed. “So she’s still got her cherry, but she’s tighter than a virgin?”

Marcus nodded. “Exactly. And because of the closure, it’s going to hurt her. A lot.” His fingers dug into my flesh, and I couldn’t suppress a small whimper. “But Monsieur says she’s such a little whore, she’ll come anyway.”

The guards exchanged looks of mingled excitement and apprehension. A younger guard—I didn’t know his name—spoke up hesitantly. “Won’t that, uh, damage her? If she’s that tight?”

Marcus fixed the young man with a steady gaze.

“I’ll fuck her first,” Marcus announced. “To show you how it’s done without harming Monsieur’s property. And to make sure this little slut is properly humiliated.”

He pulled me towards a low bench in the center of the room. “Put her on her back and hold her legs open,” he ordered. “Marcel, and…” He jerked his chin to the young guard who had shown a surprising and rather touching regard for my health. “You, Charles, so that you can see how I fuck a virgin cunt.”

As the guards advanced towards me, I cast my eyes down to the floor, my whole body burning with mortification. Marcel and Charles picked me up and turned me, then roughly laid me on the leather-upholstered bench. The world whirled around me as they came back into view, standing over me on either side.

I cried out in real fear as they moved to grasp my knees, raising them, spreading me wide, bending me so that when I raised my head and looked down my body, I had an obscene view of my spread pussy. The shameful sight brought a sob to my lips, and I lowered my head as Marcus came into my field of vision. The cool air on my exposed sex made me shiver, and I bit my lip to stifle a whimper as I looked up at my miles.

Marcus’ words echoed in my mind—little whore, slut, cunt. The crude language sent conflicting waves of shame and arousal coursing through me. I knew it was an act, that he was playing a role to keep us both alive. And yet… some primal part of me responded to his dominance, to being treated as nothing more than a fuck toy to be used, much more urgently than my submissive sexuality had responded to Delacroix.

I felt utterly exposed, spread open before these leering men. Their hungry gazes raked over my body, lingering on my breasts, my pussy. Part of me felt desperate to curl up and hide, to protect myself from their lustful stares. But another part of me—the part Malleus had awakened and trained, for Marcus as it seemed to me now—positively reveled in the attention, in being a spectacle for their entertainment.

My nipples hardened into aching points, and I could feel wetness gathering between my thighs. I burned with shame at my body’s betrayal, at how easily I slipped into the role of wanton whore. But I couldn’t deny the need building within me, the desperate ache to be filled.

Marcus positioned himself between my spread legs. I gave an honest, authentic whimper as he lowered his fly and freed his massive cock, his heavy balls.

In the dark of my bedroom, when he had taken my mouth and my anus with his rigid penis before Delacroix could, I hadn’t gotten such a clear, obscene view of it. The sight of my true master’s long, hard manhood, brandished arrogantly in his left hand, made me tremble with a potent mixture of fear and desire.

“Look at how wet the little slut is already,” Marcel sneered, his thick fingers digging into my thigh. “Barely touched her and she’s dripping.”

I flushed hotly, knowing it was true. Despite my fear and shame—no, as embarrassing as it was, because of them—my pussy had gotten slick with arousal.

Marcus ran the head of his cock up and down my slit, coating it in my juices. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my hips jerking involuntarily at the teasing contact.

“Beg for it, whore,” Marcus growled, his voice rough with barely contained lust. “Beg for my cock in your tight little cunt.”

I swallowed hard, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “Please,” I whispered, my voice trembling. “Please, I need your cock. Please fuck me.”

A chorus of lewd comments and laughter erupted from the other guards. Charles, the young one, looked almost uncomfortable, but his eyes remained fixed on where Marcus’ cock rested against my pussy.

I bit my lip, my breath coming through my nose with little whining, mewling noises as I felt my miles lower the head of his manhood a little, press it gently into the place where I needed him so very badly. I looked up into his eyes, and I saw dominance, brutality.

I remembered him telling me, back in Delacroix’s bedroom, that he wouldn’t be able to look at me the way he wanted. I let out a sob at the sheer hardness of his expression. I had no need to feign the terror and humiliation I felt at the way I would lose my final virginity.

Then I felt Marcus rub his thumb along the inside of my thigh, so subtly it might have represented only a random movement. But I knew what it meant, because somehow, despite the cruelty he had plastered on his face, I saw his true intentions, his real emotion, deep in the pools of his eyes.

I love you.


CHAPTER 20
[image: ]


Marcus

I gripped Sophia’s hips tightly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh. With a growl, I thrust forward brutally, sheathing myself to the hilt in one savage motion. The sensation of her impossibly tight, virgin cunt gripping my cock nearly overwhelmed me.

Sophia screamed, her back arching off the bench. Her cry was a mixture of pain and shocked pleasure that sent a primal thrill through me. I felt her inner walls clench around me, rippling with aftershocks.

“That’s it, scream for me, whore,” I snarled, my voice rough. I pulled back and slammed into her again, tearing another cry from her throat.

The guards erupted in cheers and obscenities.

“Fuck yeah, show that little slut what she’s good for,” Marcel grunted.

“Damn, listen to her squeal,” another guard laughed. “Like a stuck pig.”

“Bet she loves it though,” Jacques added with a leer. “Look how wet she is.”

Their crude remarks grated on my nerves, stoking the fury I felt at having to share this moment with them. This should have been private, tender. Instead, I was forced to brutalize the woman I loved for the entertainment of these animals.

And yet… a dark part of me reveled in it. In claiming Sophia so completely, marking her as mine in the most primal way possible. My dominance surged, telling me this all represented the right thing for her, for me, for the dangerous situation—for the good of civilization, even.

I gritted my teeth, channeling my conflicted emotions into the punishing rhythm of my thrusts. Sophia’s cries had softened to whimpers and gasps, her body yielding to me despite the brutal pace. Her eyes were squeezed shut, tears leaking from the corners.

“Open your eyes,” I growled. “Look at me while I fuck you.”

She obeyed instantly, her lashes fluttering open. The sight of her wide, tear-filled eyes gazing up at me with such raw vulnerability nearly undid me. I saw fear there, yes, but also trust. And something else… a desperate need that matched my own.

“That’s it,” I panted. “Naughty girl. Such a naughty little whore for anyone who uses your holes.”

Her pussy clenched around me at the brutal praise, drawing a groan from my throat. I could feel her getting wetter, her arousal coating my cock despite the pain I knew she must be feeling.

“See how she takes it?” I grunted to the other guards. “Told you she was made for this. Nothing but an eager little fuck toy.”

Marcel laughed crudely. “Damn right. Look at those tits bounce. Can’t wait to get my hands on ‘em.”

The reminder of what was to come—that I would have to share Sophia with these men—sent a surge of possessive rage through me. I fucked into her harder, deeper, wanting to imprint myself on her very soul.

I pounded into Sophia relentlessly, my hips snapping against hers with bruising force. Her cries had taken on a desperate, keening quality that sent shivers down my spine. I could feel her getting close, her inner walls fluttering around me.

“Look at how she’s taking it,” I growled to the other guards. “Such a greedy little cunt. I bet she’s going to come soon, aren’t you, whore?”

Sophia whimpered, her hips rocking up to meet my thrusts. “Please,” she gasped. “Please, I need…”

“What do you need?” I demanded, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust. “Say it.”

“I need to come!” she cried out. “Please let me come, sir!”

A chorus of lewd encouragement erupted from the guards.

“Make her beg for it,” Jacques urged. “Make the little slut work for it.”

I grabbed a fistful of Sophia’s hair, yanking her head back. “You want to come? Then you’re going to have to earn it. Tell these men what a filthy whore you are. Tell them how much you love being fucked like this.”

Shame and arousal warred on Sophia’s face. For a moment, I feared I had pushed too far. But then she spoke, her voice trembling.

“I’m… I’m a filthy whore,” Sophia gasped out, her face flushed with humiliation. “I love being fucked like this. Please, I need it so badly.”

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me, even as I hated forcing her to debase herself this way. I could see the conflict in her eyes—the shame warring with desperate need.

“That’s right,” I growled, maintaining my brutal pace. “Just a cock-hungry slut. But you haven’t earned it yet. Beg these men to use you next. Tell them how much you want their cocks.”

Sophia let out a sob, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes. But she obeyed, turning her gaze to the leering guards.

“Please,” she whimpered. “Please use me. I… I want your cocks. I need them. Use me like the whore I am.”

The guards erupted in cheers and crude comments. I felt sick at their enthusiasm, even as my own arousal grew so urgent I had to chew on the inside of my cheek to keep from exploding inside the columba I loved.

“Naughty girl,” I panted, feeling my own release building. “Now come for me. Come on my cock like the eager little fuck toy you are.”

I reached down to rub her clit roughly. Sophia cried out, her back arching as she shattered. Her pussy clamped down on me like a vise, milking my cock as she trembled and shook.

Sophia’s climax triggered my own. With a guttural groan, I buried myself at full length inside her slick sheath and felt my cock pulse over and over. The primal satisfaction of claiming her, marking her as mine, warred with the guilt and anger I felt at having to share this moment with these brutes.

As I emptied myself into Sophia’s quivering depths, I was overwhelmed by a sudden swell of emotion. My heart ached with pride and love for this remarkable young woman who had shown such incredible bravery and resourcefulness. She had willingly put herself in this awful situation to protect our mission, to keep us both alive long enough for backup to arrive.

I gazed down at her flushed face, her lips parted as she gasped for breath, her eyes hazy with the aftershocks of her climax. Even in this moment of utter debasement, she was breathtakingly beautiful. Her strength shone through, a core of steel beneath the vulnerability.

I wanted nothing more than to gather her in my arms, to whisper words of comfort and praise. To tell her how much I admired her, how deeply I cared for her. But I couldn’t break character, not with the other guards watching so eagerly.

Instead, I gave her thigh another subtle caress, trying to convey my feelings through that small touch. Her eyes met mine, and I saw a flicker of understanding there. She gave me the tiniest of nods, almost imperceptible.

As I pulled out of her, my seed leaking from her well-used pussy, I sent up a silent prayer of thanks to whatever cosmic forces had brought Sophia into my life. The Pretorian Guard had chosen well when they sent her. She was everything a columba should be—intelligent, adaptable, and unwavering in her dedication to the mission.

And, I couldn’t help adding, though it sent a pang stabbing through my chest, I’m pretty sure she loves me as much as I love her.

The aftershocks subsided gradually. I pulled out of Sophia roughly, eliciting a whimper from her. I tucked my cock and balls away and stepped back, allowing the other guards to crowd around her still-trembling form.

“Who’s next?” Marcel leered, already unbuckling his belt.
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Sophia

I felt their hands all over me, groping and pawing at my body. Part of me wanted to scream, to lash out, but another part of me remembered how it had felt when Marcus had made me admit my whorishness. I needed this, as overwhelming as it was, and I needed even more to make my miles proud.

The tears streaming down my face, and my whimpers of pain and humiliation, were real. At the same time, I made the decision to let them flow freely and to give into the impulse to cry out as I submitted. I had the satisfaction at least, in some distant land where my reasoning mind had traveled, of knowing that I could put on a good show for these men who wanted to degrade me utterly. I could arouse them with my suffering and ensure that their attention didn’t wander from their pleasure in brutalizing me.

“Remember, no permanent damage,” I heard Marcus growl from behind the row of guards who stood around me, obscuring my miles from my sight. “Monsieur will want her in good condition tomorrow.”

But the guards barely acknowledged him, too focused on satisfying their own desires. I felt suddenly glad that I couldn’t see him. I didn’t think I could bear to look at him as he stood there watching, forcing himself to witness what they did to me.

Or how it’s turning me on, despite how desperately I try to cling to the memory of Marcus deflowering me… claiming me as his own.

Jacques grabbed my hair roughly, yanking my head back. “Open wide, whore,” he growled, his thick cock already rock hard, its tip glistening. I parted my lips obediently, steeling myself for what was to come.

The guard shoved himself into my mouth without further preamble, the musky taste of him flooding my senses. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, but he paid no heed to my discomfort. His hips pistoned back and forth, using my mouth like nothing more than a warm, wet hole for his pleasure.

“That’s it, take it all,” Jacques grunted, his fingers tightening painfully in my hair. Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to breathe around his punishing thrusts.

Meanwhile, Marcel positioned himself between my spread legs. I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing against my still-sensitive entrance. With a savage thrust, he buried himself inside me.

I cried out around Jacques’ cock, the sound muffled but still audible. The pain of Marcel’s invasion was intense—I was sore and tender from Marcus’ earlier claiming. But my traitorous body responded, a rush of wetness easing his way as he set a brutal pace.

“Fuck, she’s still so tight,” Marcel panted. “Feels even better than I imagined.”

Charles, the youngest guard, approached hesitantly. I felt his light, tentative touch on my breast, his fingers trembling slightly as he cupped the soft flesh. Despite my fear and humiliation, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of sympathy for the young guard. He seemed almost as overwhelmed as I was.

“Go on, boy,” one of the other guards urged, one whose name I didn’t know. “She’s just a fuck toy. Use her however you want.”

Charles swallowed hard, his eyes darting between my face and his hand on my breast. Then, as if making a decision, he lowered his head and took my nipple into his mouth.

I gasped at the sensation, arching into his touch despite myself. The contrast between his almost gentle ministrations and the brutal way Jacques and Marcel were using me was dizzying.

Jacques pulled out of my mouth abruptly, leaving me gasping for air. Before I could catch my breath, he was replaced by another guard, this one even thicker than Jacques. I choked as he shoved himself down my throat, tears streaming anew down my face.

Marcel’s punishing rhythm never faltered. He gripped my hips so tightly, I knew there would be bruises. “That’s it, take it like the whore you are,” he grunted.

I felt myself spiraling, overwhelmed by sensation. The pain, the humiliation, the flickers of unwanted pleasure—it all blurred together.

I felt Marcel pull out, heard him speak to Charles.

“Take her ass, boy—you know you want to.”

They held me open—the other guards, the nameless ones—my knees to my chest, my thighs wide, as they waited. I felt them pressing harder, splaying me further for Charles as I did my best to please the rigid penis in my mouth.

I felt his hands on my thighs, soft but also commanding, as if this experience had begun to awaken him to his dominance. I saw Marcus, just for a moment, between two other guards. My miles’ face seemed unreadable, and then, just as I felt Charles’ cock press into my smallest hole, I saw Marcus wink.

The wink was a lifeline, a brief tether to sanity in the maelstrom of debauchery. The discomfort was immediate, sharp, and consuming, though, as Charles breached my tightest entrance. Despite his hesitance, his body seemed to know exactly how to claim me. His hands gripped my thighs with newfound authority, fingers digging into my flesh as he pushed deeper, stretching me.

My mind fragmented under the relentless assault on my senses. The taste of the cock in my mouth mingled with the saltiness of my tears as it drove ruthlessly into my mouth. Charles’ harsh rhythm was no less punishing as he rammed into my bottom, each thrust eliciting a mix of pain and unwanted pleasure that I couldn’t escape.

Marcus’ wink lingered in my mind like a beacon of hope. Despite the brutality I endured, that small gesture was a reminder that he was still with me, watching over me even when he couldn’t intervene directly.

And it must… it must mean something, right? Distantly, in some far away place where my thoughts took shape, I wondered what.

The huge crash and the new, shouting voices that filled the air a moment later had to have some relation to Marcus’ wink. I knew that, even if none of the rest of the things happening seemed connected to one another at all. Men… lots of men: some pulled away from me, some coming towards me…

Then Marcus, picking me up off the bench, cradling me in his arms.

“You did it, Sophia, my sweet girl,” he murmured into my ear as he carried me out of the room. “My nupta.”


CHAPTER 21
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Sophia

I didn’t learn what it really meant to be a nupta until a few days later, in a ritual chamber deep below Manhattan.

By the time Marcus and I reached the New York mithraeum, I could barely recall the whirlwind of different modes of transportation by which we made our escape from Legeria. At some point over the Atlantic, on a private jet, I became fully aware of my surroundings for the first time since Marcus and I had entered the guard room of Delacroix’s chateau. I realized Marcus was in the seat next to mine and that someone had dressed me in comfy gray sweats. I promptly fell asleep with my head on my miles’ arm.

I awoke in a little room that I instantly identified as my cell in the mithraeum. The sweats had been taken off me, and I wore only a leather collar.

I had an authentic Was it all a dream? moment as my eyes fell on the copy of the Iliad Malleus had given me, what seemed a lifetime ago. As I sat up, though, the soreness all over told me that the memories that flooded back into my head represented my lived reality.

I had done it. Well, I had downloaded the drive and I had made it out, anyway. My cheeks warmed when I thought of what it had cost Marcus, though. I tried to push away the unworthy thought that by blowing his cover, I had forced him to come back to New York—and since he had returned to the mithraeum, he would of course get to take care of me.

Maybe I didn’t try that hard to push the thought away, but I felt bad about it. Or maybe I tried to feel bad about it.

The door opened, and a familiar figure entered.

“Malleus!” I said, jumping up from the little bed and wincing at the discomfort the movement caused. To my surprise and delight, the big miles took me into his arms and hugged me.

“Columba,” he said. “I’m very happy to see you.”

“Ow!” I said, though I had tried to endure it silently. I looked up into his dark eyes as he smiled down at me. “I won’t ask any questions, sir,” I told him, letting a little smile play on my lips. “But I’m sure you can imagine there are a lot of things I want to know.” I felt my mouth twist to the side for a moment as Malleus gazed patiently down at me. “Especially… you know…”

Malleus’ smile broadened. “About miles Marcus.”

I nodded, feeling my face redden a little.

“All is well,” my trainer told me. “And that’s all a columba needs to know about it.”

I frowned at him. “Am I still a columba? I thought…”

Malleus’ smile became the forbidding expression I remembered so well. I didn’t even let him say it: I said it myself.

“Don’t ask useless questions, columba. Fine.” I took a deep breath, remembering the one question that wasn’t useless. For the first time, I realized, I really meant it.

“How may I serve you, miles?” I asked.

“You will learn the answer soon,” Malleus replied, his smile returning. “Today, you rest.”
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“Soon” meant that night, as I realized when, an hour after I had eaten dinner in my cell, two nuptae, dressed like me in nothing but their collars, arrived to take me to a sumptuous bathroom. I knew better than to speak to them, especially in light of the air of ritual solemnity they maintained, using their hands to position me as they wished rather than any words at all.

They bathed me, and dried me, and put my hair into a French braid. They showed me myself, in a floor length mirror, their pretty faces smiling in what seemed sympathetic happiness for me, on the occasion of whatever this all was. I blushed at the sight, as usual. I took it as a given: I had stopped wondering when I would stop feeling that thrill of shame, of violated innocence, when I saw my naked body, my little nipples, the smooth cleft between my thighs—and, always breathtaking, the collar around my neck.

“Bene,” I whispered, and it made the nuptae smile.

The nuptae led me through dimly lit corridors, our bare feet padding softly on the bare stone. Ahead I saw a small door, carved with intricate symbols that seemed to pulse with an ancient energy. My breath caught as one of the nuptae pushed the door open, revealing Marcus standing in the center of the room.

He wore a regal purple robe, belted loosely at the waist, his muscular chest bare beneath it. The fabric clung to his form, teasing the lines of his physique and hinting at the powerful body I knew so well, hidden beneath. A soft gasp escaped my lips as I realized my miles wore nothing under the robe. I thought of Delacroix, and of how much more welcome a sight Marcus seemed to me, clad that way. My cheeks flushed with warmth, love, and arousal intertwining in a heady mix that left me trembling.

“Columba Sophia,” Marcus greeted me, his rich baritone reverberating through the chamber and settling deep within me. His piercing blue eyes locked onto mine, an unspoken command pulling me forward.

I moved towards him, each step feeling like a surrender to an irresistible force. My body hummed with anticipation and a little fear as I approached, my eyes never leaving his face. Marcus’ gaze softened momentarily as he took in my delicate frame, but there was no mistaking the possessiveness that simmered beneath his calm exterior.

As I drew nearer to my miles, the ritual chamber unfolded around me, revealing its hidden splendor and dark purpose. The walls, lined with stone and adorned with frescoes of ancient Roman rituals, seemed to breathe with the weight of history. Each scene depicted acts of submission and dominance, warriors and their consorts engaged in an eternal dance of power. My eyes flitted over the intricate details—fine strokes capturing the agony and ecstasy of those who had come before me.

Candles ensconced in wrought iron holders cast a flickering light that frolicked across the frescoes, casting long shadows that made the figures appear to move and come alive in a whispered dance of fire and stone. The air breathed the scent of sandalwood and myrrh, mingling with something more primal—the unmistakable musk of arousal.

The stone floor beneath my feet had a soft covering of rich Persian rugs that felt luxurious against my bare skin. I saw two wooden posts set into the floor two meters or so from the bed, which lay in an arched niche, its rock surfaces furnished with a mattress and splendid red and gold covers. Marcus’ presence loomed large at the center of it all, a beacon in this temple of power and submission.

“Come stand before me,” Marcus intoned, his voice a velvet command that sent shivers down my spine. As he sat on the bed, I saw, my eyes widening, that my columba’s leathers lay next to him, waiting.

I positioned myself directly before him, my knees threatening to buckle under his intense scrutiny. As I trembled with anticipation, he began to explain what was about to happen. His deep voice washed over me, both soothing and igniting my nerves.

“Columba,” he said, his eyes never leaving mine, “tonight I will consecrate you as my nupta. Do you understand what that means?”

I shook my head slightly, not trusting my voice.

Marcus nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. “A nupta is an Ostia agent who has lost her virginity in service to the Pretorian Guard. Every nupta belongs to a guardsman of the rank of miles or higher.” His hand reached out, fingers ghosting along my collarbone. “Sometimes a nupta is consecrated on her very first night of service, but it’s always more meaningful when a guardsman gets to consecrate a girl who’s been in the field, who understands the stakes.”

His words sent a shiver through me. I thought of all I had endured, all I had learned. Yes, I understood the stakes now in a way I never could have before. Marcus had picked up where Malleus left off: having seen Delacroix’s evil fiefdom, his disregard for anything but his own gain, I knew what the Pretorian Guard and the Order of Ostia represented.

Briseis, who made it all happen, consecrated at last by her own Achilles.

“You’ve proven yourself, Sophia,” Marcus continued. “You’ve shown your worth as a columba. Now it’s time for you to take the next step.” His fingers trailed down to my leather collar. “I’m going to put you back in your columba’s leathers. Then I’m going to ask if you consent to serve me faithfully as my nupta. Do you understand?”

I nodded, my heart pounding. “Yes, miles,” I whispered.

Marcus began to fasten the leather cuffs around my wrists, ankles, and thighs. Each touch of the cool leather against my skin sent a shiver through me. When he buckled the belt around my waist, I felt a surge of pride and belonging, despite the degradation that I had realized would always be an important element of my submission. These leathers marked me as his possession, and as the Pretorian Guard’s—as part of something greater than myself.

Finally, Marcus stood and looked into my eyes. “Sophia,” he said solemnly, “do you consent to serve me faithfully as my nupta? “

“Yes, miles,” I replied without hesitation. “I consent.”

A smile played at the corners of Marcus’ lips. “Bene, columba,” he murmured. He led me to the posts and made me kneel on the carpeted floor. I noticed, my eyes widening, that adjustable leather straps hung from the posts. With these, before I truly understood, Marcus secured my collar to the posts—like a rambunctious filly, I suddenly thought, held in her stall by crossties. He clipped my wrist cuffs to my belt, leaving me helpless.

My miles stepped around in front of me and shrugged off his robe, revealing his enormous, rigid cock. I couldn’t help the small whimper that escaped me at the sight.

“You must be tamed, and civilized,” Marcus told me, his voice low and intense. He offered no further explanation, but I understood: the Pretorian Guard had dedicated itself to saving civilization, beginning with its own warriors and their Ostia consorts. By taming their columbae into nuptae, as Marcus would tame me, the dominant men of the Guard also civilized themselves.

He disappeared from my view for a moment, and panic seized my insides. What he held when he returned did nothing to reassure me: a whip with braided leather tails.

“This is called a mastix,” he explained. “It is the disciplinary implement that symbolizes, above all, a guardsman’s authority.”

He let the words and the sight of the mastix sink in for a moment, holding it out to me. Then he gripped the whip’s leather-covered handle in his right hand and took his jutting manhood in his left.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded, his voice seeming to mix solemnity and lust in its depth and force. “I’m going to begin by consecrating you there, columba.”

As I complied, my heart pounding and my pussy clenching in response to his order, Marcus reached the mastix out and let its braids dangle down my back. At the sheer sensuality of the touch, its implications of mercy and tenderness alongside discipline and pain, a keening sound emerged from my throat and out the lips I held as wide open as I could for my miles’ enjoyment. I stuck my tongue out, curling it over my bottom teeth, and I looked up into Marcus’ gorgeous eyes with an expression that I knew must convey utter desperation and submission: a need for my master’s hardness and my master’s control.

Tame me… civilize me… claim me…

Use me. Use me to make your cock feel good.

Marcus’ eyes darkened with desire as he gazed down at me, his rigid cock mere inches from my waiting mouth. With deliberate slowness, he pressed forward, allowing the head to rest on my tongue. I whimpered, desperate to take him in, but held myself still, waiting for his command.

“Bene, columba,” he murmured, his free hand coming to rest on my head. “So obedient. So eager to please.”

Without warning, he thrust forward, burying himself fully in my mouth. I gagged reflexively, tears springing to my eyes as I struggled to accommodate his enormous girth. Marcus held himself there for a long moment, his fingers tightening in my hair.

“Breathe through your nose,” he instructed, his voice tight with restrained passion. “Relax your throat. That’s it, columba. Take all of me. You will learn.”

I focused on his words, forcing my body to obey. He had said You will learn in a tone so solemn, I knew it must represent part of the ritual. Gradually, the feeling of suffocation eased, and I felt a surge of pride at being able to please him this way.

“Eyes down,” he instructed. “Show your submission.”

I obeyed, cheeks burning, and my whole world became my miles’ powerful naked lap. His wiry curls brushed my nose. I felt utterly degraded and thus completely honored, by my master’s use.

Marcus began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had me struggling for air with each thrust. At the same time, the braids of the mastix left my back, and I sensed Marcus’ arm rising. Then I cried out around his massive cock as I felt the first lash descend, the whipcords stinging against my bottom, curving around the little cheeks to seek out the most sensitive places. The dual sensations—the fullness in my mouth and the punishing lash on my backside—had me trembling with need.

“Look at me,” Marcus commanded. I raised my gaze to meet his.

Marcus’ eyes burned with an intensity that made me dizzy as they locked onto mine. The humiliation of my position, kneeling before him with his cock in my mouth and my hands bound to my sides, sent a thrill through my body. I felt utterly exposed, completely at his mercy. To either side, the straps that secured me to the posts seemed like a terrible reminder of how desperately I needed taming—as long as my miles was the one to teach me these paradoxically wild, but finally civilizing lessons.

“You advance, columba,” he intoned in the voice that meant he spoke words of ritual, a low rumble that vibrated through me. “Though you must learn still more.”

I whimpered around his thick shaft, unable to deny the truth of his words. The mastix cracked against my bottom again, and I jerked forward, taking him even deeper.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled, his tone no longer solemn. “Take it all. Show me how much you want to please your miles. Eyes down again.”

I blinked as I obeyed, experiencing a bit of mental whiplash at my master’s mixture of ritual with sheer masculine dominance. I could hardly imagine anything more in keeping with the Pretorian Guard’s ethos, though, when I thought about it. Marcus knew how to train me in both senses, ancient and modern, theoretical and very, very practical.

His hips began to move faster, his rigid penis fucking my face with increasing urgency. The mastix fell in a steady rhythm, each lash sending shockwaves of pain and pleasure through my body. I lost myself in the sensations, in the taste and feel of him, in the burning sting of the whip.

“Such a good girl,” Marcus murmured. “So eager to serve. So desperate to be civilized.”

Tears streamed down my face, a mixture of physical discomfort and overwhelming emotion. I gazed at Marcus’ muscular abs, my pussy clenching at the simple notion that I mustn’t raise my eyes to see what I pictured: the pride and desire etched on his features—or perhaps the simple savagery there.

Suddenly, he pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air. Before I could catch my breath, he moved behind me. I felt his hands on my leathers, adjusting the straps and cuffs to change my posture. He pressed my face down to the carpet and raised my backside high in the air.

I whimpered as I felt him position himself behind me, his hard cock pressing against the entrance to my desperate vagina. Despite my arousal, I tensed, remembering the pain of my first time with him in Delacroix’s guard room.

“Relax, columba,” Marcus murmured, his hand stroking my back soothingly. “I’ll be gentler this time.” Then his voice went back to the solemn tone. “I consecrate this sheath to my sword’s pleasure.”

I let out a sob, as, true to his word, he began to ease his hardness slowly into me, giving me time to adjust to his size. I moaned at the delicious stretch, my body welcoming him eagerly. When he was fully seated within me, he paused, letting me feel the fullness.

“You were made for this,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “Made to take my cock. Made to serve your miles.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, miles. Please…”

Marcus began to move, setting a steady rhythm that had me whimpering with each thrust. The mastix fell again, its sting a counterpoint to the pleasure building within me.

“You advance, columba,” Marcus growled. “Soon you will be my nupta. Say it.”

“I…” I cried out, my mind not quite allowing me to grasp fully what he wanted. “I… soon… your nupta.”

“When I come here,” he told me, and he put a finger, or maybe his thumb, on my bottom hole, pushing it in until I cried out. “You will be my nupta. It is the final consecration, for it is the act of civilization.”

I let out a sob that mingled understanding, arousal, and humiliation. The act of civilization—because it went against nature, in its own mortifying, special way.

I felt Marcus withdraw from my pussy, leaving me aching and empty. Then I sensed the blunt head of his cock pressing against my tight rear entrance. I whimpered, torn between fear and desperate need.

“Open, columba,” Marcus murmured, his hand stroking my back soothingly. “Let your miles in. I will consecrate you fully, now.”

I tried to obey, focusing on my breathing as he began to push inside. The stretch burned, and I cried out at the intensity of the sensation.

“That’s it,” Marcus breathed, the ritual and the lust braiding themselves together. “Take it all. Show how greatly you desire civilization.”

Inch by agonizing inch, he sank into me. Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to accommodate his size. When he was finally seated fully within me, he paused, allowing me to adjust.

“Bene, columba,” he said, his voice thick with desire. “You take me so well. You will soon truly be my nupta.”

He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm. The burn of the stretch gave way to a pleasure so intense, it bordered on pain. I moaned, overwhelmed by the fullness, by the taboo nature of the act.

The civilizing act.

“Yes,” Marcus growled, formality gone in his evident lust, his need to satisfy himself in me. “Let me hear you, you naughty whore. Show me how much you love being fucked in your tight little ass, Sophia.”

His words sent a jolt of arousal through me. I pushed back against him, taking him deeper.

“Please,” I gasped. “Please… civilize me, miles. Consecrate me.”

Come… please… come there… come soon…

Marcus’ rhythm grew faster, more urgent. His hands gripped my hips tightly as he drove into me with increasing force. The pleasure and discomfort built within me, a coiling tension, braided like the cords of the mastix my miles rested on my back, threatening to snap at any moment.

“You’re mine,” Marcus growled. “My civilized little fuck toy.”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Yours, miles. All yours.”

The mastix cracked against my back, and I cried out as the sharp sting pushed me unexpectedly over the edge of a climax. My orgasm crashed over me in waves, my body clenching around Marcus’ thick shaft buried deep in my ass.

“Sophia,” Marcus groaned, his hips stuttering as he reached his own climax. I felt the hot pulse of his release inside me, marking me as his in the most primal way. “Nupta mihi es.”

For a long moment, we stayed frozen in that position, both of us panting heavily. Then Marcus slowly withdrew, leaving me feeling achingly empty. He unclipped my wrists from my belt and gently helped me to my feet.

“Bene, nupta,” he murmured, pulling me into his arms. “You are now truly mine.”

I melted against him, overwhelmed by the intensity of what we had just shared. Marcus scooped me up and carried me to the bed, laying me down gently on the soft covers. He stretched out beside me, gathering me close.

“Miles,” I whispered, turning my face to try to look at him over my bare shoulder and wriggling my bottom a little so that I could feel his strength against the slight soreness he had left with the mastix. “I want to know so many things, but…”

Marcus chuckled softly. “No useless questions,” he murmured gently, putting his hand between my thighs to give a soft squeeze that seemed to emphasize his ownership.

My hips jerked with reawakened arousal. The feeling of tameness that had overtaken me, after my consecration, gave way to the rekindling of my wildness, my need for further civilization, further training, further belonging to the man I loved.

“How may I serve you, miles?” I breathed.

The End
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