

Ivie von Rittevond was a slave.

Not in name, of course. That would have been too controversial; she was noble born and an anointed knight. Officially, she was only her lady's bondwoman, a kind of combined apprentice and hostage. But in her service, she was a slave. In her treatment, she was a slave. And in her heart, she was a slave.

She was no ordinary slave; no woman sold in retribution for a crime, or in payment of a debt. She was a slave of conscience. A woman who was taken as prisoner, and found her soul enslaved to the feeling of submission to a stronger will. To Lady Yara Janssir.

The Rittevonds were longtime enemies of the Janssir family, the latter regarding the former as upjumped peasants and rebellious vassals; the opposition view was that the Janssir family was comprised primarily of savages and tyrants who never had any business being in the lowlands to begin with. Combine that ancestral enmity with the fact that their countries, the Kingdoms of Riva and Orland, had just come out of a ten-year war with an uneasy peace, and a proud, blonde daughter of Riva submitting to her ancestral enemy without so much as a struggle seemed very unlikely indeed. But unlikely or not, it was the reality of it. Ivie von Rittevond had given herself up as a slave to a foe without love or mercy.

Lady Yara, on the other hand, evoked no surprise from her peers or countrymen with the arrangement. The fire which burned in her hair matched the one that burned in her soul. She was all will and determination. She would devour anything that offered itself to her that she found pleasing. And if a Rivan knight proved herself an amusing diversion, she would cage it without a second thought. And cage it she did. She chained it, whipped it, made it whimper. And when she was through with it... it wanted more.

That intrigued her.

Yara took note of her captive. Ivie had come to her with a roughspun attractiveness when they first met, covered in dirt and clothed in the raiments of a knight, but she looked quite beautiful and feminine in the flowing white and gold dress Yara had put her in for their first meeting with the rest of the Rittevonds. White and gold were the heraldic colors of the royal family... of Orland. It was a small offense, but one that her family would not fail to notice – and only one of many patiently planned out by Yara.

Yara touched Ivie's back, making her flinch reflexively, more alert than pained. In her mind's eye, Yara could see the criss-crossing welts her whip had torn from her back, the raised, red skin, could still hear her whimpering, her pleading...

Her pleading...

That was something that Yara didn't quite understand. Sometimes, it would be mewling, plaintive, begging for mercy; and yet the moment she stopped, there was nothing in her voice but hoarse, needy servility, begging to be made to comply once more, even more desperate than before. She would sing Yara's praises to high heaven and debase herself lower than a peasant just to feel the crack of the whip against her back, or Yara's hands firmly around her neck, her breasts, exploring the sweetness of her sex with all the subtlety and finesse of a hammer...

Ivie had long since ceased worrying about such matters. Her confusion was cast aside as the relic of a delusioned past. Ivie no longer had to think. She had someone to think for her. The burden of command... of control. How generous was Yara to take that burden from her? The burden of thought, of consideration, all subsumed in obedience to Ivie's better. Her lady. Her mistress.

To hurt her, Yara couldn't let loose an unyielding torrent of abuse on her body and soul. No, she had to give her time to mend her wounds. To recover. To almost, almost grasp the tatters of her former life and cling them to her breast... only for a single glance and a single sentence to force her to rip it up herself, in the name of her new overlord. And when she crawled back to Yara's feet, thanking her for destroying her again, begging for forgiveness for reaching out for those tatters... Yara would give it to her. Yara would smile and coo and quietly take those tatters and sew them back together. For no other purpose than to start the cycle again. And Ivie would adore her for it.

Ivie took note of her mistress' attentions with concern. "Did I do something wrong, my lady?" she whispered anxiously.

Yara looked her up and down approvingly. "Not yet." Yara said.

It had been a month since the von Rittevond family had demanded their scion back, a month since Ivie had found her place in the depths of Yara's dungeons, and they were furious that they had not received her. In order to keep the peace, Yara had been forced to the meeting at a border fortress to mediate the dispute between... mistress and family.

They expected to recieve their scion, but Yara calculated every little detail of the meeting to maximize offense, to prick and prod the Rivans, to make them infuriated, appalled, but unable to respond – until their own daughter joined the chorus of their enemies.

Oh, their pain would be delicious.

To reopen the wounds of war would be the least wise course of action. Yara decided that such wounds would be reopened in private, where Yara was in complete control, not in public. On that note, she resolved to avoid the issue of the bellicose national relations of Orland and Riva entirely. There was no sense in endangering the spoils she had so justly acquired in the form of one increasingly meek, obedient Rivan.

She glanced over at Ivie. How far could she push her in front of her family? That was a delicate question. One requiring finesse and precision, like a surgeon's scalpel. Yara was up to the task.

Yara noticed her arm lingered low on Ivie's waist. As delightfully decadent as it would have been to take her in full view of her own family... perhaps not the best impression to give in public. Normally she wouldn't care, but if she had to be an actress to keep her toys, she would put all the world's troupes to shame with her performance.

The arrival of the von Rittevonds was a slow procession of servants, guards, and finally, the family itself. Ivie's sisters, her parents, her aunts and uncles, all there to plead a case for a woman who wanted to lose.

Yara nodded at her king's seneschal, his emissary to mediate the proceedings, to start. With steady insistence, he rounded up all the relevant parties and seated them a safe distance across from one another. "We have gathered here," he said, with dull monotone, "to review the position of Ivie von Rittevond, whom the von Rittevond family contends is being held contrary to the peace agreement of His Majesty. Lord Von Rittevond, you may begin."

"Ivie, it's so good to see you again." He smiled gently, relieved. "You can come home now. No one's stopping you."

"No. No one's stopping me." she agreed.

It took a few moments for her father to register the smooth, serene tone she said that in. "So this mediation is adjourned, and Ivie will be free to come home?" he said, cautious and slightly bemused.

"No. She doesn't want to leave my service."

"Your... your service?"

              Yara steepled her hands and smiled with malicious amusement as she leaned over the table. "She's become bondwoman to me."

"A-!" Lord Von Rittevond nearly choked. "A slave!"

"No." she lied. "A... charge in my care." Yara wondered how long it would take for the stories of Ivie being pulled along like an unruly bitch would make their way back to her father's ears. Not long, knowing the propensity of servants for gossip. But she only needed to deny it, and perhaps, deny it only momentarily.

"Don't try to twist words around to suit your sick desires! You're keeping her as a toy, a trinket, not an apprentice, not an equal!" He looked over at his daughter in desperation. "Ivie, say something!"

"She's learning the culture that you tried to wipe out."

"A culture of brutes and tyrants." he snarled.

Yara just smiled with mocking sweetness, as if silently saying 'And yet your daughter likes it more than your's.' She didn't say that, of course. Silence is sometimes louder than words.

"These are the people that killed your brother! Please, think about what you're doing!" Her father said.

"Think about the family's honor!" her mother cried out.

He held out his hand. "Please... come home with us, Ivie."

"No." she said serenely.

On some level, there were still objections in her soul. She didn't want to want what she wanted. But she wanted it anyway. She needed it. All her life she had spent burdened with command and control; commanding her surroundings and herself, inside and out; but she finally had a chance to be freed of that burden. To have all independence and autonomy stripped from her soul. She let it in a little at a time, and it felt so good... it was all she wanted. She realized it was all she had ever wanted.

It made her happy. It was more than not being upset, more than all the comforts in the world she had ever received. Being owned made her happy. It made her feel weak; but all her life she had been forced to be strong. It bore down hardships on her; but all her life she had been shielded from hardship. What was softness to a soul if softness is all it ever knew?

Lady Yara was strong. Ivie loved that. Not admired it, that would imply some form of personal desire for that virtue; awed by it. Adoring of it. She was a tool, a puppet (Ivie smiled with idle giddiness at that thought) for her Lady's use and pleasure. She was a vessel for Lady Yara's will. At no time did she feel so complete as she did when her only actions were those demanded of her. And all the invective and lamentations in the world, even from her own family, could not take that from her.


In the end, a compromise was reached. Ivie would be brought to the fortress every three months under royal armed guard, for so long as she was Yara's charge, to prevent either party from holding her against her will. If she wished to leave from there, she would be free to leave – if she wished to go with one or the other, that would be her choice.

Oh, how delicious that was. They thought it was a chance to win her back, but all it was in reality was a chance for Yara to twist the knife ever-more with each meeting, having Ivie reject her family time and time again, just so she could taste obedience on the tip of her tongue with every refusal. It was almost too perfect; they chained themselves on the rack with more brutal efficiency that Yara could have had she had their full cooperation.

              But Ivie's family was not what was on her mind at that moment. There was a more primal feeling that consumed her. The look in Ivie's eyes, so empty, so broken, so content, like a dumb animal waiting on its master... she almost had considered taking her in full view of the entire room.

But Yara controlled herself. At least long enough for the von Rittevonds to depart.

In their room, spartan and threadbare as befitted a guest room in a fortress, Yara stood behind Ivie, contemplating her, her prize, her pet, her willing captive. She had allowed her to keep up her exercises with bow and blade, though never in her presence, and accordingly Ivie had retained the firm, warrior's physique that she had when Yara first met her.

What else had she retained, Yara wondered?

Yara touched her shoulder, and Ivie nearly melted. Whether her hand was, for a moment, gentle and comforting, or hard and punishing was irrelevant. Ivie craved her touch. With her typical abruptness, Yara ripped the beautiful dress she was wearing down the back and off her shoulders, leaving its beautiful silk form in tatters and on the floor. "It didn't suit you." Yara growled.

"As you say, my Lady." Ivie said obediently, all pretenses of modesty gone from her soul. Her body was her Lady's. Above her wrists, the only markings on her snow-white skin were the ones Yara inflicted. Ivie had been so proud of her unblemishedness before she had become Yara's prisoner, proud that she had emerged battle after battle unscathed, duel after duel. But Ivie became proud of the marks, conspicuous and raised along her otherwise smooth skin, proud of the markings of ownership and servitude she bore. No, not proud. Happy. Happy to be owned.

Yara retrieved the latched metal collar that Ivie normally wore from her belongings and slid a cold, soft hand down her shoulder as she passed. She stopped just short of clicking the collar around her neck. "Tell me who you are."

"Ivie von Rittevond." she said firmly. "A knight of Riva. A woman of strength. A free soul."

Yara snapped the metal collar around her neck. "Now tell me who you are."

"... whoever you want me to be." she whispered. It made her feel so weak, so helpless, so controlled. That fear, no, that awe... that was what drove her more than anything else. How her Lady had so completely taken her over...

At first Ivie thought she herself had surrendered. The first few days of being dragged around Yara's castle, being tormented, touched, tantalized. She thought she had just given up against a woman infinitely more powerful than her. But as time went on she realized how untrue that was. It was never her choice to make.

Yara took her in her arms, not like a lover, but like an owner, jealously guarding her possession, and said, "I love you."

That threw Ivie off. Her heart skipped a beat. She was sure she couldn't have heard right.  "You what?"

Yara laughed harshly at Ivie's surprise. The hint of hope in her voice. Yara was eager to crush it. "I already told you I don't care about you except insofar as I can hurt your family through you. I told you before, I don't care if you flutter away like a leaf in the wind, or crunch beneath my heel." she said, "I love you because through you, I can hurt your family more than any number of blades or bows at my command." She paused, and then she said, "How does that make you feel, little girl? Every time I strip away another patch of flesh from that beautiful, pure-white back of your's, your family can feel the shame and pain you bring on them. How does that make you feel?"

"Base. Pathetic. Low." Ivie's lip quivered. "Like the wretched creature I am."

She almost – almost – praised her for that. Instead, she wrapped her arm around her waist and bit her ear before whispering, "Let's see how much lower you can go." She drew back a little and studied her with narrowed eyes. After a few moments of silence, she said, "For a servant, you've served me precious little." Her voice took on a dangerous edge. "Tell me, Rivan, is it the custom in your country for masters to wait on their slaves?"

"No, my Lady."

"Then why have you let me do all the work, and you recieve the rewards?"

"I'm sorry, my lady."

"Apologies mean nothing, little girl." She scoffed. "Show me."

"Yes, my Lady." Hesitantly, Ivie leaned in and kissed Yara's neck in a submissive imitation of how Yara had kissed her so many times. Yara had already unlaced her own clothes and let the slide off of her with all the grace of a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. Whatever state she was in, whatever she was doing, she always owned it, always seemed almost natural to it no matter how foreign it might have been to her. Confidence. Ivie had no such attitude. Not confidence, just eagerness. Eagerness to listen, to follow, to obey.

Yara was happy to lead her. She guided Ivie's hand between her legs. Some time away from hardship had softened Ivie's hands, but only a little. They were rough, worker's hands; the hands of a woman with a sword in one hand and a shovel in the other. Because of them, Ivie's inexperience quickly became evident. "Watch what you're doing!" Yara snapped. Forcibly, she pushed Ivie's hand to a more... comfortable position. "Better." Ivie had an idea of what to do. Yara had done it to her countless times, after all. "Better." Her voice caught in her throat, and she croaked out, "There!"

That... that was the first time Ivie saw her mistress caught in any kind of weakness. Caught in the throes of lust, and by Ivie's hand (literally). Some small, rebellious part of her, buried deep, savored not that lust, but that weakness. A vengeance of sorts. Obedience and independence mixed like a dangerous concoction, driving Ivie to please her Lady as much as she could. Because she was a slave, and she was obedient; and yet because she was made a slave, and she still remembered what it was to be free.

Ivie looked at Yara as she vigorously rubbed

There was a fire in her eyes... a fire Yara didn't like. Yara put a hand on her cheek and caressed it with unusual gentleness, while with her other hand, Yara grabbed Ivie's arm, hips still wiggling in tandem with the strokes of her slave, and leaned close to the pale Rivan in her grasp. "What are you doing?"

Breathlessly, she said, with mischief in her eyes, "Pleasing you... my Lady."

              "Do you think because I let you play knight for a little bit that's who you are again? Laughable." Yara sneered. "Go ahead. Bring her out again. I want to talk to that little rebellious spark in you." Yara flipped the latch on her servant's collar and let it fall to the ground with a heavy clang. Ivie drew back in shock and touched her neck gingerly. Over the past months she'd only taken the collar off to wash and (unless instructed otherwise), to sleep. The morning ritual of waiting in her room for her mistress to come and latch it around her neck had become so rote, so routine, that the collar felt almost as natural as her own skin. Spending the day speaking to her family without it was strange enough. Yet here she was, with her mistress, 'free', or as free as a woman like her could ever be.

Yara's caress slid down her jaw and ended as a hand on her throat – a primal display of power rather than any attempt to harm her. "Let loose that proud knight I know is still hiding in there." "Tell me... what does she think of me?" Yara traced the reddened skin where her collar usually was, drawing attention to how... naked she was without it. "What do you think of me, knight of Riva?"

"You..." Ivie took a moment to revive that sense of self so subtly buried in her subconscious. She lifted her chin and hissed, "You're a tyrant."

There she was. "You will kneel when you address me."

Ivie's eyes narrowed. "I thought you said you wanted to talk to a knight."

Yara laughed. "Even if you were a knight..." she said, "... even knights kneel before their lady." Yara cocked her head and leaned in close, meeting Ivie's resolute gaze with confident amusement. "What makes you think a pretender like you can do any better?"

"I'm no pretender." Ivie said defiantly, her lips almost brushing up against Yara's as she... asserted herself.

"Is that what you tell yourself? Hold onto that ember, little knight. I enjoy watching it struggle and gutter." Yara's hand dove between Ivie's legs and found her servant's eagerness expressed in the honey of her sex. Ivie gasped, partially out of surprise, and straightened her back, too distracted to focus on Yara's pleasure as Yara pleasured her with steady speed and firmness. Her fingers, long and slender, reached and pressed against all those places that needed to be filled, that Yara knew needed to be filled. Her silly little moment of defiance, even in obedience, was slaughtered by her servility. Yara already knew every inch of Ivie's body better than she herself did. She knew her mind just as well. There was no fighting her.

"You tell yourself you serve now because you want to serve. But in the end..." Yara kissed Ivie's neck. "You serve."

"You tell yourself you serve now because I am stronger than you. But in the end..." Yara's tongue swirled around a nipple, firm and rigid, savoring Ivie's weak little cries as she teased with every wet, slapping motion with her tongue. "You serve."

Yara stopped and planted a kiss on Ivie's lips, enjoying her quivering body and wavering voice. "I tell you that you serve because you are weak. But it doesn't matter. In the end..." Yara carefully let her voice trail off.

"I serve." Ivie whimpered quietly. Even as a knight, even as a 'free' woman, she couldn't help herself. She was a servant. Yara was her master. There was no escaping the simple, unbreakable bonds of the willful over the obedient; the leaders over followers. Ivie's strongest flame was weak and unremarkable; Yara's flame burned as bright as her hair, consuming all in its path. Ivie could not help who she was. Yara could not help but remind her of it.

"There we go." Yara said, with some satisfaction. "Make up for your rude distraction, little leaf. Crushing you is tedious work." That was a lie, of course. She was thoroughly amused (and aroused) by their little interaction. "Amuse me with your suffering." Yara's touch was tantalizing, drawing near but never near enough for Ivie.

Ivie's high pitched murmurs were devoid of content or control. Ivie was lost. She had always been lost. And she craved... direction. Ivie stopped entirely. "I'm feeling generous." she whispered in her ear, "I'll let you taste me." she said, putting a hand on Ivie's head and gently pushing her down. "Lower." When Ivie's slow, hesitant descent was not swift enough for her tastes, she hissed again, "Lower!"

Ivie couldn't think straight. It was all so overwhelming. The sickly sweet smell of sex, the feeling of Yara's thighs wrapped around her head, her legs cascading down her back, the engorged little nub that stared her right in the face... she felt like her senses were overburdened. And yet she was about to add yet another to the mix.

Eyes dazed and unfocused, Ivie stuck out her tongue, and did what came naturally. Her tongue flicked out around Yara's clit, explored her folds, lapped up her juices... it was a kind of madness, or blindness, an instinctual pressure to please, to pleasure. And every sound that Yara made redoubled that madness.

"Go ahead..." Yara crooned, her voice loose and unfocused. "You can touch yourself now..."

Ivie feebly pawed at her own underclothes, her need too immediate to bother with the niceties of stripping. The feel of her fingers pushing and bunching the smooth silk against her sex was all she needed, all she could bear. Like pressing her fingers against a bubble ready to burst.

And when she heard Yara's low, throaty moan... she felt an irresistible wave of ecstasy flow over her.

It tasted so sweet to serve.
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