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  queen she holds responsible for the crime. Her rash attack leads to her capture and incarceration by the monarch's forces, and she is taken in chains to the heart of their empire where she encounters experts       of domination, sexual servitude, discipline, and the blackest sorcery. 


A diabolic Master and his beautiful sadistic assistant force  Tanya to endure bondage and sensual abuse while they seek to seduce her into accepting her slavery. Tanya valiantly resists the confession that will end her travail and make her their obedient property, but dark desires begin to rise within her. 


The excruciating pleasure and delightful distress that they impose upon her body brings distant memories into light—memories of her fall from nobility and her subsequent relocation to a perverse brothel. It was there that the cruel owner, Sebastian, trained her to become a submissive plaything for the depraved nobility of the land. Under his expert tutelage Tanya almost embraced her fate, but was freed before the final conversion occurred. 


Now, in the dungeons of the castle, Tanya learns how to revel in her captivity. And when she discovers the incredible secret that lies behind the power of the dark queen, she becomes hopelessly lost to the binding power of erotic slavery. 
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Prologue 




The sunset seemed to occur with greater speed this evening, deliberately eating away what might well be the last remaining hours of the ignorantly doomed. 


The city of Morsthrak sprawled within its walled confines. Its mighty defences  were a negligible consideration against the foe that held sway over the entire region, and there was no safe place, no bit of geography, free of her rule. 


Normally the city rang with activity. A thousand voices rose in booming choruses of sale, protest, chatter, and argument. The cacophony of humanity and all its comings and goings, drifted out over the hills and almost deafened  those within the city walls. However, a pensive quiet had ruled this particular day. The culmination of weeks of uneasy trepidation  was what       had bruised the nominally friendly peace. Everyone knew what was about to happen, but no one wanted to talk about it. Their silence was due in part to superstition, but mainly they kept quiet to  spare the eligible candidates another reminder of their possible and dreadful fate. 


For ten centuries now,  Morsthrak, like every city and town within the Witch Queen's clutches, had suffered this infernal tradition. No one could recall a time when it had not been so. Even legend failed to note a period when the Witch Queen didn't take her annual pick from the youths of the populace. 


Rumours accorded the fate of the chosen to many heinous possibilities— Devouring, sacrifice, torture, possession by the Queen or her demonic cohorts. All manner of twisted notions had been offered—the imagination of the people was fertile indeed, when it came to a mystery. However, one glance at the  Black  Fortress caused instinctive realisation that even the most degenerate rationale for the abductions would be trivial when compared to the truth. 


If the Queen's bastion bore a name, none knew it,  the title it held gained simply through its appearance,  and...it fitted more aptly than any other did. The Black Fortress rose amongst the distant mountain range known as the Hellfurnaces and cast up dagger spires and needle-like turrets seen from miles away. Grim banners fluttered defiantly in the winds and a cloud of crows and other nefarious birds choked the air above  the place as though they were  somehow attracted to its malevolent aura. No living soul had ever faced the fortress, and returned. Although countless brave knights and regiments of troops had attempted to end the Witch Queen's reign of endless terror, eventually their ruined armour was always found at the foot of the path that wound up into the fortress gates. Even Mother Nature spurned the place. The entire zone around the citadel was little more than a sea of blasted rock, with burbling streams of glowing lava and blankets of volcanic ash that gently wafted across this charred landscape. Those who had ventured near the castle told of the dread and fear that entered their very soul the moment they set a foot upon the Witch Queen's sacred soil. Such people told that never again, not for all the gold and riches in the world would they dare provoke fate a second time with such a trespass. 


The last tainted beams of the sun lost their grip upon the clouds and fell away to let the stars cautiously emerge. Families seized their last chance to be with their children. Those who knew that this night might bring a dreaded destiny, sought solace and comfort in prayer or with loved ones. 


There was to be no running away,       every settlement cursed with this rite. There was nowhere to go because no one could cross the fortified borders of the empire. Even the deep  wilderness was no refuge from the diabolic will of their self-appointed deity. 


As the full blackness of the night descended, all of Morsthrak trembled. They knew that time had run out and something unspeakable was to stand amongst them in expectation of a most weighty gift. 










Chapter One 




Resounding notes from the bell tower signalled the  strike of  midnight. The stars began to vanish behind a broiling curtain of clouds. Lightning arcs licked the land and the bell continued its menacing countdown with steady metallic tones. 


When the twelfth stroke echoed across the city, an opaque bolt struck the town  square. With a flash of sickly black light, the strike deposited a robed form that had a trio of armoured figures poised about it. 


The tall form sheathed  itself  in a veil of jet cloth. Crimson eyes glowed within the shadows of its hood, which cast a darkness that resisted all the efforts of the city lights to penetrate. 


The sightless gaze panned across the year's selection as the warriors kept their vigil around their charge. The guards were standard examples of the Witch Queen's forces. They were a black and terrible fighting power that rampaged at her command and enforced her will where she  declined to employ  the mass destruction her sorcery so freely produced. Each was a warrior of equal renown and infamy. Every trooper under the Witch Queen's command was equal to ten of any other mercenary or soldier on the battlefield. The atrocities they perpetrated upon the wounded and captured following a conflict only made the notion of fighting them seem even more absurd. 


The young trembled in angst and mortal dread upon seeing the blank scrutiny of the beast and its guards. Each prayed and wished only  for the Queen's messenger to overlook her wishes and to have someone else chosen in their place. 


The harbinger gave a wink of brighter intensity and somewhere,  a maiden screamed. Sorcerous tendrils had snatched her body and in jerking shuffles,  it moved her  from the  throng. The puppeteer watched as she fought the control, wept freely, and cried out to be spared. 


The guards moved forward to collect the prize and then paused unexpectedly as several citizens were barged aside by a new arrival. The downturned stares of the people flashed to the culprit of this rough passage and then filled with awe as they saw what it was. 


A statue of gleaming metal stepped out into the square. The knight's air of bold defiance shone as gloriously as her silver platemail skin. A white cloak flapped in her wake and the symbol of the  burning heart was set proudly upon her cuirass, declaring her a Paladin of the Order Eternal. 


She was young and had a beautiful face that was momentarily corrupted by an expression of pure fury. Her light blue eyes flashed like ice, and her inviting lips curled back over her teeth. A few strands of her white-blonde hair hung loose at the sides of her face  and  the rest of the neck length mass kept back by a shimmering helm. 


The knight gripped the jewelled hilt of her greatsword and drew forth the blade. The keen edge whispered with dull squeal of protest against the scabbard and then hummed as she twirled it in her grasp to appraise its balance. 


"Hold, abomination. Your foul mistress will have no sacrifice this night. I, Tanya Veress, command you to leave or perish," she roared. 


Her voice was stern and uncompromising. It bore conviction of such force that for a moment, the population saw the dim light of hope flicker about the knight. There was also a shadowy recognition of her noble name. 


The creature halted as though frozen by the words. The guards looked around and with a trio of soft and drawn out screeches, their toothed blades left their sheaths. 


The apparition turned slowly to face this zealous purger of evil and merely cackled. The laugh was a hideous parody of amusement, one  dragged from deep within a torn and withered throat. The fearful sound sent a visible shudder through the crowds, but Tanya was well-versed in facing such corrupted aberrations. The rancour in her heart for this particular breed of beast had also been kindling for years and it allowed no room for fright, only the crucial need to acquire vengeance. 


"Tear free her heart so I may drink from it," uttered the spectre. 


The warriors instantly charged. Their armour rattled with their bounding step as they bellowed their fury. With a growling retort, Tanya slapped her visor down and stormed forward. She cast up her blade and readied for the rending of evil flesh. 


With all the skill, she had garnered during her long seasons of training and practice, she moved with almost supernatural ease. A fake thrust for the lead soldier's face had  him hurl up his weapon in a frantic sweep. He tried to parry the potentially mortal stab,  and his blade  met her weak jab with a scintillating burst, which resulted in her weapon knocked away. 


Tanya immediately  spanned       in a full arc. Grabbing the momentum her opponent had bestowed, she whirled on her heel and dropped into a crouch. 


The blade sang through the air and before her opponent could even detect what was occurring, the keen edge rang against his breastplate. The  weapon ripped through the armour with ease and tore through the skin and muscle  beneath. It seemed as though  the blow suddenly robbed every particle of life from the foe and he simply toppled and sprawled onto the floor. As he rolled to a halt, his comrades veered and turned their blades to the squatting Paladin. 


Both warriors'  swords fell from above with a bloodthirsty velocity. 


Tanya dragged up her left heel and kicked with the right. She rolled aside and out from beneath the incoming assault. Her shoulders carried her over and back into a crouch so that the black blades  connected only with the ground and created tiny geysers of angry sparks. Tanya permitted no time for them to react to her dodge and sprang forward. 


Driving her blood-flecked weapon before her in both hands, she added the force of her rise to a mighty stab and launched it at the nearest guard. The offensive was delivered with such sterling proficiency and fluid grace that the warrior barely saw it coming. His first awareness was when a lance of white heat drilled through his torso as her blade transfixed him. 


A ferocious jolt ran through his frame and his sword seemed to sag in his grasp. Dribbles of crimson slipped from the wound and wandered along Tanya's blade       toward       the hilt. She  immediately wrenched the weapon free with a savage twist,       and  without her support,       he dropped to his knees. The warrior collapsed forward into a ball, lifeless and inert. 


The silvery sword deposited flecks of red in the air as it swept up horizontally and met the overhead chop of her final adversary. The weapons met with a loud chime and it took all of Tanya's brawn to hold him off. His strength was a thing of terrible potency and the fight caused her to realise just why these troops were so feared. 


The combatants dragged their weapons back and the two edges screamed in outrage as they grated against each other. His tip fell free and the warrior thrust with all his vigour. He was seeking to skewer her heart,  but a side-step evaded his attack and caused him to stagger awkwardly forward as he fought to counter his own impetus. 


Tanya's greatsword fell in a smooth arc that opened his backplate. The point rattled down his ribs and gouged open the flesh. The warrior arched upright and his sword fell from his grip as he tottered like a reed in a breeze. 


Drawing up her weapon, Tanya paused in assessment. She watched him sway for a moment and then lashed out in a broad arc. The sword ripped through his armour and removed his head in one clean  movement. A moment later, the severed helm bounced upon the ground with a  dramatic signal. After a pause, the decapitated cadaver struck the floor with a dull thud. 


To the crowds, her act had served as a more effective encouragement to dissent than a decade of impassioned speeches and underground revolt. 


Having dispatched the lackeys, Tanya turned her murderous attention and fury to their superior. 


Tanya cast the accumulated blood from her weapon with a disdainful flick to the side. Knowing that a fight with a sorcerous foe was imminent, she readied her defences, both physical and enchanted. 


"Lords of Light and Law, I ask you to shield your humble servant from the foul touch of your enemies. Grant me the power so I  may gain victory,"       she hissed. She used the command words that would activate the enchantments in the weapon, installed during its creation by the arcane warsmiths of her Order. 


In response to the command, the length of the weapon obediently lit up with a halo of pulsating white. The enchanted radiance made all who saw it automatically gaze into its beauty. Only the Queen's avatar       was not mesmerised and enraptured by the inspiring radiance. 


Tanya levelled the augmented weapon and bolted forward to slaughter the monstrosity. From within the robes, rose a scaled hand whose three  fingers were hooked into a claw-like gesture. Tanya briefly assumed that it was shielding its eyes from the luminous glare of her empowered blade. Then its glowing eyes flashed like twin suns. The ground beneath Tanya exploded upward amidst a jet of belching blue fire that turned it into chunks of scorched debris. When the incendiary fountain cleared, only a blackened, smoking crater remained. 


The crowds gasped in shocked dismay and quickly surveyed the area to see if anything remained of the brave knight that had offered up their first ever glimpse of hope. Tanya now lay a few yards to the side. Her form was slack upon the cobblestones and trails of steam rose from her amour. The metal now dripped in places as the battered enchantments fractured and left it susceptible to the effects of the brutal sorcery. 


Every  portion of Tanya's body throbbed from the force of the eruption. Nevertheless, she would not relent, not while breath remained in her lungs and especially when she was so close to gaining the first shred of long overdue retribution. Tanya curled her gauntletted fingers upon her sword, threw herself to her feet, and stormed forward, casting the blade up over her head and bellowing. While she ran, her armour deposited a path of wispy streaks behind her as strings of smoke wafted from the scorched areas. 


A slash of the clawed hand sent forth a wave of thundering air. The wind slammed into her front, stripped her from her feet, and threw her back. Even the sorcerous panoply could not cope and it buckled or split under the titanic slap. 


Tanya skimmed along the ground with a sharp peel of rattles and finally skidded to a halt. With enfeebled motions, she tried to grab her sword as it lay just a foot from her fingers. 


"Gods of Justice, grant me strength!"       she whispered hoarsely, but the enchantment in her armour that would bolster her vitality had been destroyed. 


Tanya's flesh was numb. Her extremities were barely able to respond to her demands. It felt as though her life had retreated and was seeking refuge in her torso. 


The avatar closed the distance between them at a startling rate. It stared down at her with an eternally vacant glare to savour her weakened condition and gloat at it. She could not forgive this insult because it was a parody too close to the events that had brought her to this moment. 


"If you intend to kill me, do so, but know this— though I may fall, others will persevere and eventually—" 


The creature cast its arms outward and threw open the gnarled and scaly digits. The ground beneath her gave a shudder as if fearful of the 


mystic forces being invoked. 


Tanya's words vanished as she clenched her teeth and screamed in response to the blazing arcs of black lightning that rose about her like serpents. They filled her with agony, licking what remained of her metal hide and the skin beneath, Tanya jolted from the shock and clawed for her blade after finding new life under this assault. Because of her renewed rebellion, the pitch of her pain joined the electrical force as both escalated immeasurably and leapt beyond all capacity for endurance. As consciousness began to flicker and fade, Tanya spied her tormentor through the crackling web of voltage. The shade was throwing open an arcane portal and taking hold of her ankle. 










Chapter Two 




Upon drawing in a deep breath, Tanya found that the scent of scorched hair and ozone was still strong in her nostrils. She realised that she was still alive and her heavy eyelids flitted open to examine her surroundings. Tanya could not help but wonder why her life had been spared after such brazen defiance of the Witch Queen's dominion. 


It took her stunned vision a moment to focus back into clarity and she found herself lying on her belly in a tangled heap. She was sealed within a dark chamber where the walls were lost to a veil of impenetrable night. Only the  circle etched about her provided the scant illumination to reveal anything. The perimeter was a good three paces away in each direction and the crimson line glowed with an inner well of power. The intricate runes that were inscribed around the outer edge were of no configuration she recognised, but she could accurately assume them to be instruments of black sorcery. 


Tanya was completely naked. Even the scorch marks of battle had been cleansed to leave her pristine and vulnerable to whatever desperate fate had been intended for her. The silence leant even greater dread to the nightmare possibilities that her mind was so energetically conjuring. 


After lifting up onto her feet with a grimace of strain and a hiss of maximum effort, she strolled to the circle and tentatively stretched out her hand in examination. Wriggling arcs of force instantly condensed about the probing fingertips. Her body gave a wild spasm  as every muscle clenched simultaneously. Tanya was catapulted back through  the air  to drop and lay languid and twitching. Her hand felt as though it had been stolen because all feeling had vanished under the sheer savagery of the attack. Sprawled upon the floor, Tanya shook in quaking fits and endured the gradual retreat of the pain. 


How could she have been       vanquished so easily? The Order had warned her not to go, that it would require a concerted effort from all the forces of piety to slay the Witch       Queen. Nevertheless, she thought herself  ready. Her arrogance and over-confidence had not proven to be the shield she had hoped for, and so she had brought about her own downfall by the grand presumption that fate would guide her to victory simply because her cause was just. Tanya now  realised just how foolish her attitude had been. Even now, the mere recall of such thinking made her wince with shame and bitter regret. 


From the curtain of darkness came a hint of movement and the sound of a soft leisurely step. It was a sly noise that quickly distracted Tanya from her brooding. 


Tanya stared into the void and watched as a female form moved into the dull red glow of the mystic prison. She was slender and had deathly pale skin. Her face  was a marble carving of exceptional workmanship that was possessed not only of astounding beauty but also utterly devoid of any trace of emotion. Her eyes were rimmed with dark, morose shades. Her lips painted a stark, pure black. A ragged mane of ebony hair fell about her shoulders and trailed down to the small of her back. She moved with a grace never seen in mortal beings and the smooth panes of her body were clad in polished opaque mirrors of leather and doeskin. The darkness of the fabric only emphasised the ivory sheen of her silken flesh. 


A stringent leather corset pressed her breasts together and hauled her delicate curves into a more exaggerated hourglass plunge. The boned shell unleashed small buckled straps that grabbed hold of thigh boots that followed her legs like a second skin and which perched her atop tall  dagger heels. A plain leather thong encased her loins. The slender triangle of fabric rose between her pert buttocks and almost vanished into the pale valley between them. Her long nails were painted jet black and sharpened to talon points that pressed to the coils of a fearsome bullwhip. The weapon lay encircled in one hand and clearly worn at the tip from considerable use. 


Another set of footfalls rang out. They were heavier and had a metallic click to them. Tanya also heard the chime of slim chains and then a new figure emerged from the darkness. 


The man was tall and athletic of build. His skin was not as pale as the woman's, but it was smooth and without blemish. His face was grave and defined, with dark eyes that lurked beneath thick eyebrows. He wore a preened black goatee and his head was shaven to  the scalp. A leather harness drew attention to the shape of his muscular chest and his strong legs were sheathed in tight leather trousers. Heavy boots rode up to his knees and a wide belt of studded leather clasped around his waist. Rings along the bottom of the belt released a swinging line of slender chain that travelled from hoop to hoop. His hands were covered by dense leather gloves and were furled into fists. One hand supported a thick, studded collar and the other held a bullwhip of matching design to the one held by the female. 


The man stopped and with a casual wave, he cast the collar into the circle. The garment passed through the brutal sorcerous barrier without effect and settled a few feet from Tanya. The male then folded his arms across his chest. 


Tanya rose to her knees and tried to cover her naked form as best she could. She was suddenly embarrassed at being so brazenly displayed, more so because she realised just how exposed she felt without her armour. It had been her outer skin for years now and being stripped of the metal skin created a sense of weakness and vulnerability that made her mere timid from capture rise to an oppressive sensation of anxiety. 


"Who are you?"       demanded Tanya, even though she already suspected the truth. She tried to conceal the unsteady tremors in her voice, but it was not easy. 


"Put it on," replied the woman. Her voice was a cold, icy sound, and it was full of malice. 


"You cannot actually expect me to comply?" was Tanya's bitter retort. She intended to deny every request made of her as long as she remained a prisoner. 


The female moved like a perfectly sculpted and animated mannequin. Her grace and precision were beyond equal and exceptionally sultry. 


With a flick, the stern woman set the coils of her whip free. The black leathery serpent slithered  onto the floor and she impassively tightened her hold on the long bone handle. She curled the fingers of her other hand about the root of the woven cord and then began to draw it through the tunnel of digits. 


The woman drew the whip through her grip and left a strange  malevolent glow along the entire length. The end fell free and with an expert hack, the wiry tongue ripped through the air and cracked upon Tanya's flank. 


Tanya flipped aside with a startled wail and clamped a hand to the fiery welt. It was blessed with an unnatural longevity that caused the pain to hound her and not diminish. 


Pounding her spare fist to the floor, she strove to hold out while she kept the other palm pressed to the afflicted skin. The suffering was hideous and relentless. 


When it finally started to dissipate, Tanya risked a glance to see how grievously the woman wounded her. She was astounded to find nothing more than an angry looking contusion. However, the bruise was eerily luminous in nature. The tissues were alive with an internal clot of purple radiance that slowly began to subside as she watched. Eventually, it left behind the expected welt and gradually fading heat that a mordant whip stroke deposited. Tanya was bemused as to the extent of her suffering from such a trivial kiss  of the whip and could see how much the sorcery had enhanced it. 


She had scarcely recovered her breath when another blow struck her shoulder and another, her thigh. The woman was pacing about the circle like some methodical lion tamer. The click of her heels echoed as she laid down a hail of sorcerously enhanced welts. None of them managed to pierce Tanya's skin and it  seemed that the woman's enthusiasm to cause pain was being served by foul magic as opposed to brute strength. 


Every weal lingered with raging agony for as long as the spell endured and it effectively negated any need for the woman to use all her might to attack her prisoner. A light flick was all she had to perform to bring misery. 


While wailing to her uncaring gods for respite, Tanya begged, wept, and squirmed. On three occasions, she was punished by the perimeter of her cell for trying to escape the scourge. She did not wish to acquiesce to their demands,  but the attack was beyond anything she could cope with. 


The pain of the whip was far above what she had predicted or previously encountered, and so when her will finally broke, she ran for the collar. 


A stab of pain plunged into the soft flesh of her thigh before she reached it. The quake of sorrow took her from her feet and  slammed her naked body to the ground. A strobe flash of concussion  announced her landing and threw the air from her lungs. 


Tanya flailed on the stone and tried to gather her senses. She strove to overcome the debilitating effects of her ordeal,  but then a  crack of woven leather struck her shoulder and drew a cry from her trembling mouth. With tears slipping down her cheeks and with her body pulsating beneath a symphony of hellish beats, Tanya found fresh vitality. She propelled herself over upon a flurry of randomly kicking and clawing limbs, snatched up the collar, and began to place the wide leather strip about her throat. Sitting tightly on her knees, her body quivered and laced with a soft sheen of sweat. 


The blizzard of cruel lashes instantly ceased and the woman began to drag back the whip. When she had it curled in her hands, she returned to her position at the side of the male. 


This retreat banished Tanya's pain-induced submission. It allowed her to think properly again and restore her capacity to rebel. 


Tanya's hands trembled for a moment in contemplation and with a swift flash of her arm, turned from buckling the collar and threw it at the evil couple. The item flew true,  but the couple remained unresponsive as it streaked  toward them. The architects of her misery appeared unaware or unperturbed by the projectile. 


At the  very last moment, it winked out of existence, vanishing as though it had never existed. The collar then re-focused into reality right before Tanya's startled gaze. The collar was open wide, like the disembodied jaws of some grim monster. 


It dove forward with haste and its suede interior clamped around her neck. The buckles threaded themselves and tightened of their own accord with a wrenching creak. This choking grip increased in strength to cut off her breath and caused Tanya to fall back. She clawed at the rigid and uncompromising hold, but she was unable to affect it in any way. 


Tanya strained to draw breath and writhed madly as her face burned and her mind screamed in panic from oxygen starvation. She twisted upon the floor and her naked skin was slippery against the stone because of her fevered sweat. Tanya's calamity manifested in a squirming fight to remove the object of her impending execution but the unnatural power that was responsible for creating its life denied her. 


What could have been mistaken for pity was shown and the collar loosened until it merely lay snugly about her neck. The band held her head upright upon its rigid walls and was now the only thing she wore. 


Tanya gulped down great lungfuls of air. The  sensation dispelled the heat of suffocation but fuelled a deep thumping headache as she let her battered throat recover. 


Weak and dazed, she lay upon her side. Her skin was divided between the opposing sensations of the burning welts and the icy chill of the stone floor. 


Through her tear-stained gaze, Tanya watched as the man stepped across the border without incident and began an approach. 


The entry of the leather-clad torturer caused Tanya to become spry with worry. Her brief initiation into this domain had already ingrained a paranoid phobia of these merciless tormentors. 


Despite all her depleted vitality, Tanya started to shuffle back. She pushed randomly with her arms and legs and shoved herself away as the male drew close. The heavy thump of his boots made her tremble, then she heard the steps of the torturess. The woman had stepped in to follow her partner and her heels clicked like a glass heartbeat. 


Their  gazes  regarded Tanya without care or conscience and her instinctive retreat delivered her into the barrier. Searing agony immediately filled Tanya's back as she accidentally tried to breach the arcane wall. The lines of baleful energy lapped at her body and made her spasm forward with a wailing shriek. The coils of power clung to  her as she rolled and danced, and the lines only gave up their hold with extreme reluctance. 


Tanya's scrambled senses began to untangle themselves from the bleary swamp that was the aftermath of the shock. She felt a toe lodge beneath her flank and the man flipped her onto her back. Tanya swayed and flopped like a stranded turtle as dark eyes regarded her with intensity. 


As though examining a newly gathered specimen, the villain started to prod the paralysed knight with his toe. 


at such disdainful treatment, Tanya tried to reply or respond, but could only gurgle and shift her limbs in haphazard sweeps. 


"You have no idea of the danger you are in, foolish knight,"  he stated softly. His voice was resonant, authoritative, and despotic. 


The sole pushed down into Tanya's stomach and dragged aside, leaving a long rosy smudge of irritation. Tanya grimaced and stifled a croaking moan. 


"You are now property. You have been captured. Enslaved. You are now owned. The sooner you face that fact, the sooner we can end this…unpleasantness." 


Having failed to elicit a decent response, the man continued with sterner encouragement and stepped onto a breast. The torturer leant new  weight to the boot and the heel pushed into the area surrounding Tanya's nipple. 


"Look at you. If you were not a mere toy, a plaything for us to use as we wish, could I be doing this? No knight would suffer       such ignominy. Nor would any peasant or serf. So clearly, the creature under my boot is a slave." 


The throbbing ache rose relentlessly, but Tanya refused to show weakness by giving the villain the cry he sought. Instead, she chose to clamp her mouth shut and glare at her abuser with rancour. 


"This is futile. You cannot defy the will of the Witch Queen. No one can. What makes you think you could succeed where entire nations and the mightiest of kings have failed? Accept your fate. Just give in and surrender. Not everything here has to be pain and suffering. There are dark pleasures we could offer you instead of all this despair." 


Tanya continued to remain resolute. Unmoved by this defiance, the male continued and began to twist and turn his foot. The heel hauled against the tender skin and Tanya vibrated in her travail. Trickles of stoic sweat wandered down her abused frame as tears tumbled over her cheeks. 


Eventually, with her features shuddering and her face red with strain, Tanya's stamina could brook no more. Her teeth snapped open to manifest the pain with a holler that rent the 


silence and echoed through the hall. 


With her facade of strength destroyed, Tanya groped at the crushing foot. Her flimsy attempts at a grip slithered upon the gleaming material as she tried to remove the infernal boot from her chest. 


"Ah, there we are. You begin to learn your place like a good slave. Although your worship of my mighty boot is a little too clumsy for my liking," he said jovially. 


Tanya's grip upon the leg increased as  her body neared recovery and this interference finally ended the maltreatment. The man threw a sudden influx of weight to the extremity to disable Tanya with a shock of havoc. Then he stepped back. 


"Fool! You still want to defy me? Well, let us see how you fare against some more training then," he snapped. 


The torturer seemed infuriated by Tanya's refusal to just give in to his wishes and, reaching down to loop his whip about Tanya's collared throat, he employed the weapon as a rein to yank his captive to her feet. 


Tanya hung  within the noose, her toes just barely resting on the stone. The collar was thick enough  that the grip did not even impede her breath and the man's unnatural strength easily kept her aloft as the soft straining creak of the weave accompanied her swaying motions. Tanya  held her breast as the nipple proved itself to be the summit of a well of battered mayhem. 


"The more you fight me, the worse I will have to treat you. You brought this on yourself, slave!" he sneered. 


Strong fingers gripped her hair and with a swinging pull to both the whip and her follicles, she was thrown aside and toward  the barrier. Tanya gasped in alarm and tried to deviate from her hurtling path. Unfortunately, she found her muscles unable to muster the strength and her legs just stumbled beneath her. 


Tanya's front struck the ethereal wall  with immense force. Her dive was suddenly stopped and the chamber was lit up by a screaming mass of crackling arcs. Held within the cocoon of force, Tanya became a blur of quivering seizures. Her entire form seemed to be dissolving amidst excruciating distress. 


When she toppled lifelessly back, she struck the floor as a limp and wheezing wreck. Her breath came in shallow gasps as her body twitched. It felt like her life was hanging onto her body by a mere thread. Thin lines of steam arose from her shocked hide and new trails of sweat trickled  down her naked physique. 


The woman strolled casually over and looked down upon the crippled shell. Cocking her head to one side, she assessed Tanya's suffering and 


remained untroubled by it. 


Tanya wondered if this woman was even a mortal at all because surely no human could display such indifference in the face of such abuse. The female acted as an automaton and perhaps this was her true nature, perhaps she was a creature wrought from magic to help the torturer afflict the mortals presented to him. 


The woman looked into the darkness and a crimson refraction ran across her eyes. A grinding squeal rang out in answer to the illuminated stare and a tall wooden box scraped forward along the floor. The item crossed the circle without incurring its wrath and then stopped near Tanya's exhausted frame. 


The contraption was a little taller than she was and could just about accommodate a standing humanoid body. It  had the dimensions of a spacious, rectangular coffin. 


The door unlocked as sorcerous cilia played with the tumblers. It swung open with slothful menace and exposed an interior that was bedecked with dense arrays of blunt studs. 


The same magical tendrils suddenly grasped Tanya. They squeezed her body so that her flesh rippled under unseen fingers and then began to drag her toward  the foreboding and cramped interior. Clawing at the floor, Tanya tried to find an anchor. When this failed, she tried to fend off  entry by throwing out an arm or leg. It was all to no effect. 


"There is no point resisting. This is what you wanted. You could have done as I wished and spared yourself this entombment, but I guess you have to learn the hard way…slave,"  the male announced. 


With an impact that drove the breath from her body, her limbs were forced to her sides and her body was slammed  harshly into the box. The insertion was jarring and bounced her crown from the wood with dazing intensity. The banks of spines nudged at her skin, causing new discomfort,  but lacking the sharpness to pierce her. 


The door clapped shut and locked once more. The sturdy rattle of the mechanism was an affirmation of how futile the wish for an escape really was. 


The hold upon her flesh fell away and let her sag. Tanya gave a squeak as the weight of her body made the blunt spines press up into her soles. She tried to lift herself from them and ease their effects,  but she found,  to her dismay that there was no easy comfort to be gained in the embrace of the subtle iron maiden. 


The claustrophobic imprisonment was one that allowed her to slip down a little and then held as her knees and rear could extend no further. Tanya  was left with the initial phase of squatting as her only alternative to standing erect. Likewise, her arms had barely enough room to move and could not rise up. Her forearms were simply too long to negotiate the width of the cell, and any movement of her snared body made the studs gnash at her captive form. 


Ignoring the blunt spines, Tanya strained against the confines in the hope of breaking the joints. She applied all of her strength with urgent force because the air was already growing hot. Her breath was quickened with panic at the prospect of premature burial or perpetual confinement, and these pants were stealing from the meagre supply of air allotted her. It was a reservoir barely replenished by a few tiny and near-inadequate holes. 


The churning woe that the studs forged in her flesh as she forced herself to strain against them began to rise above her endurance. With a sobbing cry, Tanya relented and slouched against the distressing barbs. Defeated and aching from her fight, Tanya was ignorant as to whether the damp lines wandering her  body were sweated  from pores or drooled blood from cuts. 


A jolt signalled the lifting of the box and with steady swaying movements, she was borne away by anonymous pallbearers. Every toss and turn of the prison rubbed her harshly against the studs  and made her seek an impossible goal of ease. The thought of pleading to her carriers was ruthlessly crushed. She was not going to show frailty before her foes a second time. 


If the woman who had stood by the torturer was truly the Witch Queen herself, she could not sour the image of her Order with her own inadequacies. As a martyr, she should endure until death, and give those who might follow in her wake a source of inspiration to drive them to victory over the despicable beast. 


Even as these notions of pious glory tried to occupy her frightened thoughts, she could not fully quell the tiny voices whispering at the back of her mind. These were the portions of her psyche  that feared slow death and told her that she was only one person, one that could make no difference and was probably already forgotten. Only by agreeing to whatever was demanded of her could she manage to survive. Such a selfserving destiny was paramount. 


The little murmurs were faint, but abuse and pain were already lending their words greater clarity and weight. 


The signal of a large door being drawn open resounded even within the box. The creak of the hinges gave way to a wash of screams and moans. The  cacophony filled Tanya's ears and it was a sound so ghastly and pitiful that it chilled the  blood in her veins. Tanya gave icy quivers even though she was immersed in the sweltering heat of the dull-toothed coffin. 


The voices were       raised in unison       by horrendous distress, not only from pain, but also from their sorrow and despair. Some wailed and shrieked, their fervent pitch making them sound more like tortured animals. Others wept and sobbed, their situation giving them no hope or alternative to a slow and agonising end. 


Her passage stopped and for a moment, she thought perhaps that she was to be set free, that the imprisonment was a means to facilitate her passage to a new locale. Then the box began to tilt. 


It reversed and dropped Tanya onto her shoulders. Her head was craned forward so that the back of her skull was pushed to a new floor that was just as spitefully fanged as the previous. With her entire body weight pressing the studs deeper, panic set in from this awkward and insufferable posture. 


Fighting afresh to lift herself up or at least alleviate the stress upon her shoulders, she found that it was a vain effort. The struggles only served to heat the cramped interior even more  quickly. The re-breathed air fuelled her malaise and the dull studs dug at her for her efforts. 


A straining pressure began to swell within her head as her inverted confinement brought new  discomfort. Her breathing began to hasten and as she tried to remain calm, the rabid fear of her predicament soon had her yelling for help. Tanya started to battle against the walls about her and was heedless of the bruised trauma her actions were inflicting. 


Tanya declared that she was suffocating and then began employing any deceit she could think of to gain escape from the hellish box. Her cries went unanswered and were no doubt lost amongst the  keening hollers  raised by the wretches without. 


The hours she spent in the sarcophagus were long and trying, where she could only pray for an end to the incarceration and to fill every moment with such wishes. Her body grumbled its antipathy for this contortion with rending cramps and throbbing numbness as its voice. 


She could not sleep properly because of her position and the roars echoing from the tortured multitudes. They were cries that kindled a sense of impotent rage and also impressed on her the savagery and rampant iniquity of this domain. The tunes only permitted her to slip into a light daze where reality and dreams merged to dredge up long-forgotten and bitter memories. 





Chapter Three 




Tanya looked about the scene with puzzlement and regarded the defeated faces of the population. Even her own parents, who had raised her to display, openly, her noble birth in all situations, to show strength and be proud, were now slack and timid this night. The contradiction in lessons and childhood indoctrination left her stunned with confusion. 


The sight of these regal icons that were now broken and degraded,  added fresh anger and fright to her turmoil. Tanya's emotions whirled with lunatic abandon in her heart and mind to throw her through a spectrum of befuddled and contrary reactions. 


Taking hold of her  older sister's hand for comfort against this internal tornado, she continued to watch the scene with a dark sense of foreboding. 


Her view was deliberately poor. Her family had wisely stationed her within their throng and their tall bodies created a wall that sealed the  adolescent away from what was to come. The chimes tolled the midnight hour and echoed across the land. The sky instantly adopted its churning maelstrom visage as it always did to honour the arrival of the avatar. 


Lightning played and fascinated Tanya with its ferocious spectacle, but the       same unholy phenomenon was causing her sister to tremble. Talia knew she was eligible, whereas Tanya had little concept of what was even occurring. 


The blinding strike that set down the beast and its guards made the entire crowd flinch and their eyes to glaze over with the darkest horror. Tanya tried to jump up to look and see what was frightening the adults so, but she could not gain height enough to regard the source of so much dread. 


Suddenly Talia gasped and stiffened. A shimmer of distortion wreathed her and she began to shift forward. Her fingers slipped from Tanya's hand and a momentary clammy chill ran across the skin before they parted. 


Tanya tried to speak to her sister,  but Talia could only mutter and close her eyes. She was busily trying to blot out what was happening and Tanya failed to elicit a response. 


The heavy hand of her father grabbed Tanya's shoulder to stop her from following, but she could not desert her sister. Tanya shuffled off the grip,  ducked forward, and wove through the parting forms so she could catch up. 


Her parents called for her with frightened alarm. They ran forward in pursuit,  but had to fight the density of the crowd as their youngest daughter cleared the front rank. 


Tanya saw the avatar that was drawing Talia to him with his arcane powers and,  without any sense of danger,  she marched toward  the robed form. Tanya was quivering with animus at how this thing had dared to treat a member of her family. The arrogance her parents had imparted as a quintessential chapter of her elite upbringing had failed to be curbed, despite the danger, due to ignorance of the facts surrounding this vile event. By deliberately failing to enlighten her until she was deemed older, her sense of superiority from her elevated caste had extended beyond  mortals to the supernatural. Now Tanya was determined not to show weakness before the avatar. 


"Let my sister go!" she yelled. 


Taking Talia's slack hand, she began pulling backward. 


"Tanya! Go! Get back!" she implored. 


Talia was unable to turn her head and had to look to the teenager as best she could with tears streaming from her  eyes. The salty tracks of misery sparkled in the strobe flashes that were still rocking the heavens. 


"I won't leave you! I'm not afraid, we're of the family, Veress!" stated Tanya. 


A wash of psychokinetic power cast  the intruding youth to the floor. The spell stepped up in levels of gravity and made her cry out as the indifferent avatar ruthlessly crushed her. Her presence in this exclusive play was not required and was being chastised, accordingly. 


"Stop!" yelled Talia. "If you harm her, I swear, I'll kill myself before letting you take me back. Spare her, and I'll come willingly." 


The avatar gave no visual sign of its agreement to the impromptu bargain, or perhaps it just decided  to follow the demand on a mere whim. Whatever the reason, Tanya was shoved back into her parent's awaiting arms with a magical push and Talia continued her walk into its taloned clutches. 


Tanya yelled to her as she fought to wriggle free of her parent's hands. Their clasping digits were locked firmly to her,  which  prevented her from moving forward. Talia reached her destination and amidst a pulse of blackness and congealed shadow. The group vanished without a trace to leave only Tanya's incensed scream on the ozone-scented breeze. 





Chapter Four 




With a shout of outrage, Tanya leapt from the somnolent fog and continued to fight off the incensed grip of her parents. The stern hold changed configuration and she found herself clawing and pounding her  fists against her studded coffin. Hyperventilation was now throwing her into a state of mortal calamity. 


Employing all her self-control, she seized the reins of her respiration and quashed her terror lest it overwhelm her. Slowly, her meditative skills began to calm her enraged mind. 


The residual traces  of such strong emotion remained distinct  in her thoughts. They had polluted her dreams for years after the event and every night she would awaken with a scream, just as she had done a few moments ago. 


Tears  were tracing meandering routes into her hair. They were funding their passage with the beads of sweat that the tight clinch of the cell had cajoled from her skin. She had thought herself free of the baggage that this childhood trauma had  constructed. Now it was back and had brought with it all the subsequent degradation that she had been dragged through. 


She hated her parents for their actions that night. Subconsciously,  she knew that they could not have affected what had transpired in any way. Nevertheless, it was more than that. It was their weak attitude of submission of not even daring to stand up when a foul beast of evil was ferrying away their eldest daughter to some ghastly doom. 





The deep signal of the locks being opened suddenly reverberated within the box. The sound managed to eclipse the background din of unprecedented suffering and then the door swung open. 


Tanya found herself unable to move her stiff and lifeless frame and she just tumbled clumsily out. The heat of her captivity was rapidly stripped away and fresh, cool air entered her lungs. It helped to revive her as her sweat-dampened body cast off the moisture and succumbed to the cold. 


Having spilled onto black obsidian flagstones, Tanya turned her near paralysed neck. Through the damp strands of hair that hung across her vision, she saw stiletto heeled thigh boots. The subtle wrinkles on the shining fabric winked in the light with their wearer's movements. 


In the recesses of her mind, she felt gratitude. 


There was an intense feeling of relief because of her reprieve. It made her want to thank the woman. She had done it before, but had to resist giving into this side of her, again. If the urges got out, she might never be able to suppress them again. However, the pair were going to abuse her, and she knew that this was a secret key to unlock her iniquity, perhaps she should just give in immediately and throw that door open for them, shock them with what this supposedly pious knight was on the inside, a depraved beast that even they would not be able to sate. 


Tanya fought off such absurd notions and closed her eyes with despair at the renewed attentions of these relentless sadists. She tried to remain hateful of the couple and awaited the start of the next session of amercement. She was a knight       of the  Order Eternal, not that lewd masochistic fiend who craved the lash and the luscious cinch of rope and chain. 


It was not a long wait  and with the clatter of chains paying out their length, twin metal jaws lashed from above and snapped onto her wrists. The animated shackles clicked shut and the chain links began to retreat whence they came. 


Jerking her to her feet, they hauled her aside so that her toes dragged against stone before she was lifted into the air. Her arms were drawn wide and the wrench upon her shoulders made her growl  through clenched teeth. The flare of pain in her joints and ligaments almost seemed to bring them to the brink of dislocation,  but then the distress settled to a more distinct and constant level of dull mayhem. 


Tanya was trapped in the cruciform pose and her body swayed upon the chains as her toes dangled a few feet from the ground. It was a tiny measure that might as well have been a million leagues for all her chance of reaching the floor. 


The chamber was still the same grim cathedral of night with its dimensions still hidden amongst ample shadow and a single light source that was now beneath her. Tanya found that she had been dragged over to hang above a sunken brazier. The glowing amber coals were level with the floor and amply illuminated her helpless body. Sudorific waves of heat rose up to encompass her frame and choke her with sooty fumes. 


Tanya's eyes were now starting to accustom themselves  to the gloom. Nebulous oceans still ruled the hall, but the tabernacle of darkness gave way a little when a brazier or torch cast off the deep and impenetrable folds. Like a midnight sheet, it hid much of the horror from view, yet within,  she could spy hints of strange shapes. There were twisted engines and devices that were obviously implements of torture. Tanya assumed that she would become intimately familiar with  them after having so flagrantly opposed the Witch Queen's tyranny. 


Locked within the sparse light,  were figures. Each was held within bondage by a variety of cruel and sinister contraptions. Suspended, contorted, crushed, compressed, inverted, they all strained in their shackles. Where gag or machine of pain did not silence them, they contributed to the chorus of suffering that filled this theatre of wretchedness. 


The scent of fear hung heavy. It was spiced with the smell of sweat that had been coaxed forth by applications of abuse. The level of cruelty being inflicted on such a scale made Tanya's senses reel. She was scarcely able to accept that such barbarism was possible. 


Amongst the scenes of harrowing could be seen the occasional wink of crimson eyes as an avatar wandered and tended the captives. They were no doubt quelling their innate need to make others suffer, and the sights they had so carefully engineered were beguiling them. 


In a way, she had hoped for a swift and public execution. At least,  that way,  she could retain some measure of dignity, or provide inspiration to revolt through brave example. To die by slivers in this pit, reduced to a shrieking wreck by the destruction of her mind and body was a prospect that frightened and disturbed her more than any  other. Tanya knew she might not have the steel to remain stalwart under the attentions of such ancient and malignant beings. However, she also secretly knew that it was more likely that they wanted to render her obedient, to make her pliant, so she might be shown off like a pet. Tanya knew that she had to focus on fearing being tortured to death, because if she even acknowledged that this were to be her fate, she would not be able to resist the succulent allure of being property once more. 


The loathsome female stood before her. Bathed in shadows, she was a seraphic apparition of sultry femininity. She was clad in the same garb as before, save that now she clutched a brazier hilt. A dozen pendulous leather strips spewed from the tip and grazed the floor. 


A few testing tugs upon her shackles increased the ache within her joints and proved that she was secure. The heat of the brazier was drawing out a light glaze of slick sweat and her feet and legs were already smarting from their proximity to the coals. 


The poised figure lifted an ebony nailed hand and trailed it down Tanya's front. The  sharp points then began to wander in her cleavage. 


It was an almost tender act of assessment. The woman was staring across Tanya's form as she hung bound, naked, and utterly helpless. Tanya looked down and saw that her nude form was still  marked with a pattern of welts from the whipping. It seemed that she had not been in the sarcophagus for very long after all. 


"Your time in the box was hard on you. We don't have to continue this,  you know. If you would just give in  and relent, you could rest. You've suffered enough. You've proved your strength. No one in the Order would despise you. They would have faltered long before this." 


The woman's hand circled outward and began to rise to the tips of her breasts. 


Tanya's eyelids fluttered as she felt a soft gentle touch tickle her nipples. The torturess continued to pleasure her and she felt herself giving into the play. The sudden awareness of what she was doing snapped her from the libidinous trance. 


"I won't!" Tanya snarled. 


Tanya tried to throw her assets out of the woman's reach. She  twisted from side to side against the manacles as the woman absently sought to continue her teasing work. 


The torturess ended Tanya's evasion by catching a nipple in a fierce pinch and drawing it out a little so that her prisoner was forced to stay still. 


"Why? You can see the agony all around you. Do you really want to become part of it? There are places beyond these walls where you can be mine. Places where you will learn pleasure such as you  cannot fathom. Why choose this hell when heaven is within your grasp?" she seductively whispered. 


Her touch became  gentle once more. Soft fingers started to soothe Tanya's slick hide and make her quiver. 


"I…I…" she began. 


The comfort was making Tanya question her refusal to comply. The words quickly sidled up her throat and started to form upon her tongue. 


"That's it. Just say it. Say you want to be mine and we can be away from here," said the woman. 


She began to stroke Tanya's cheek as fresh tears were conjured by the stress of this decision. Suddenly, Tanya's pride brushed away the lure of surrender. 


"I can't! I won't!" she snapped. 


"You are stupid to continue this. But if you want to suffer, I suppose I have no option but to oblige you." 


With a wave of her thin fingers, the coffin obeyed and skidded off into the darkness. Simultaneously, a small cast iron pyramid entered from the opposite side. The weight stopped beside Tanya's dangling form. 


The moulded ring at the peak,  bore a trio of slender chains       and the links were each embellished with  jagged blunted thorns. The punishing tentacles gathered life from the tyrant's influence and reached up. They took hold of  Tanya's ankles before she could jolt her feet away and by wringing her joints, the lengths  dragged the weight upward. They tightened their hold and gathered more layers about her legs to make her stiffen and cry out as she was stretched. The dull thorns pushed uncomfortably upon her skin and the weight made her every fibre erupt  with torment. The distress momentarily increased when the pyramid cleared the lip of the burning pit and swung beneath her like a pendulum. 


Striving to bear the abuse  with her eyes screwed shut, Tanya kept her jaw tensed and her teeth bared and chattering. She heard the woman responsible for her sorrow close in and move around her. 


Tanya realised why the weight had been applied. If she still  had her legs available for movement, she would have lashed out at the monster, whereas now she was utterly defenceless to her diabolic ministrations. 


Even through the din of the hall, she heard the steady powerful steps of the male. He emerged from the shadows and walked with purpose toward her. 


Tanya shuddered and gave a mewl as  she beheld his striking face and implacable expression. The torturess blindly handed the whip out to one side as she heard him approach behind her. The man accepted it and without stopping, he  continued around and behind Tanya's defenceless form. 


There was a whistle of air upon speeding straps and a dozen lines of heat touched her back with a loud clap. Despite her most vehement wishes, a cry of anguish poured from her throat. 


The havoc made her cast her head back to the limits of her collar and her mouth to jerk open and unleash the cry in all its piercing volume. Tanya's body tensed with the strike. Her muscles contrived to lift herself and her oppressive burden just a little and the subsequent drop and jerk of the solid impediment increased her       pains considerably. 


"What use is this resistance? Just tell me that you want to be ours and I will stop,"  offered the villain. 


It seemed that the female had made a precursor attempt at seduction, and now they were joining forces again to snare her loyalty or at least acquire her resignation to their will. 


The torturer appeared and the cool metal stave reached up and brushed her nipples. The feel of the chill metal as it touched her hot flesh was a delight that she surged against. With soft pants, she felt the man circle each summit. He teased the sensitive morsels as her body continued to be racked in the air, but still she could not comply. 


"As you wish," he announced. 


Another blow fell to prematurely end Tanya's inhale and transform it into a yelp. Again and again the man lashed at Tanya's back. He applied cross strips from shoulder to opposite hip and others to her sides so that the mordant tongues swung round to lick her belly and breasts. The vibrant illustrations of pain formed a network of flushed streaks that bore their own deep pulse. 


The stress joined the lingering  anguish from her chain-strangled shins, strained wrists, and the bruises garnered from her fight against the smothering affections of the       iron maiden. Together they sorely tempted her into acquiescing to his wishes. 


The sparkling shimmer of moisture started to form into distinct pearls of sweat that trickled down her form. The whip then wiped them away with every stern smack. 


The torturer paused and leaned in closer. Tanya panted for breath and tried to swallow. Her mouth was parched and her throat was raw from crying out. 


"You can achieve nothing by continued resistance. All you do is make yourself needlessly suffer. You'll not outlast this abuse, you'll either surrender, die, or go insane," he said. 


His tone had menace and a great deal  of influence. He was used to giving  orders and having them obeyed. It made it hard for her 


military side to deny him. 


Tanya was used to fanatically complying with orders, not in resisting them. 


"I…I am a Knight…of the…the Order… Eternal," stammered Tanya. 


"You are our slave. If you do not acknowledge that fact, I will have to break you, but I don't want to do that. I want you to willingly accept such a lot and become ours. The consequences won't be as bad as you might think." He smiled. 


Tanya felt something touch her loins. The act instantly brought her from her stupor. 


"What are you doing!"  Tanya  snapped  with alarm. 


"Nothing that need concern you,"  he replied innocently. 


The end of the whip was stroking her pussy. It opened her lips and gently etched small swirls on her clitoris. Tanya fought to bring her legs up, to cross them, to bar entry, yet there was nothing she could do. Heady bliss was pouring out through her body to counter the pain. The exceedingly skilful touch of the villain was melting Tanya with ecstasy. 


"Stop it! Stop! This isn't right!" she barked. 


The embarrassment and shame at being manipulated by another was proving far harder to cope with than the most brutal whipping. 


"Listen to yourself. You loathe pleasure and 





actively seek pain! What a misguided creature you are." accused the torturer. 




The woman, meanwhile, shifted on her heels as she watched the show. Her taloned hands rose along her sides and wandered across her corseted body. Her eyes were fixed to Tanya's body with a ravenous lust. 





"Please! Don't do this! It's wrong!" cried Tanya. Her old phobias were rising and her past was starting to creep up around her like a miasmic cloud. 


"How exactly is it wrong, my deluded possession?" he asked. 


He began to stimulate Tanya's nipples with the lightest brush of his fingers while the  whip continued its glorious dance. 


"It just is! Now stop! I'm begging you!" howled Tanya. 


"But look how wet you are becoming. You like this, so why deny it? Why deny yourself the pleasure," he added. 


Tanya could indeed hear the influence of moisture upon the handle. She could hear the subdued slurp and squelch as her body answered the delight. The sound made Tanya despise her own weakness. The  rod was pushed  forward between  her legs and then started to slither back  and forth against her. The stimulation was unbearably pleasant and impossibly degrading. 


"I don't! I don't! I'm chaste! I'm pure!"  Tanya desperately hollered as she sought to escape this event. 


"So you'd rather be       whipped than be pleasured?" he asked. 


The torturer tickled the tips of Tanya's breasts as the handle of the whip found her lubricated sex a most acceptable target. He stood closer to the edge of the brazier and then leaned in. His long and slender tongue emerged and danced its tip to the stiff points. After a few seconds, his lips opened and embraced the nipple. A glorious suckling began as the tongue continued to spiral about the teats. His tongue was incredibly skilful and Tanya gave a whimper  as she felt  it work upon her. 


"No!" shouted Tanya. "You have to stop! This is wrong!" 


The hot lines adorning her body were still very distinct and she could not bear any more of them, but the entrancing rhapsody was a far  more terrifying sensation to Tanya. She had managed to defeat this demon once, she was not sure she could manage it again. 


"Perhaps if this task were attended a little more…intimately," he said. 


The villain looked over to the woman and a  grin spread upon his lips. He stepped aside and nodded to her. 


She licked her lips with anticipation and sauntered forward to lean in and take his place. 


Tanya felt female hands taking gentle hold of her quaking hips. The woman looked up at her with relish and slowly  started to lower  herself toward       Tanya's belly. Her  full lips kissed a lethargic route as the handle continued to roll against Tanya's pussy. The  woman's tongue emerged and proved that it was just as impressive as that of her male counterpart. The wet organ slithered against Tanya's sweat-soaked skin and suddenly spiralled into her navel before continuing down. 


"No!  No! What are you doing? What's  wrong with you?" she yelled. 


Such deviance was a thing that dredged up all her old and bitter memories. However, this was a woman and not the vicious men that had used her for their depraved whims. That particular mode of beast was standing beside her. 


"You dare ask that of me? Do you want the whip, or that elegant tongue?" he asked. 


The woman extended her agile organ and the torturer presented  the scourge so that Tanya might visibly choose her fate. 


"The whip! The whip! Please!" begged Tanya. 


She was willing to accept the pain because she 


could deal with that. The pleasure was awakening something within her that she had hoped was gone, something that had been crushed under the rigid doctrine of the Order Eternal. 


The woman looked up at her with a frown of disappointment and a measure of irritation. Her hands clenched a little and she pressed  her  nails to Tanya's skin. 


"But you've sampled both ends of the whip. You haven't even felt what she  can offer you. To be fair you have to at least be able to make an informed decision," he said. 


The villain looked to his partner. 


woman gave a wicked smirk and then continued her descent. 


"Noooo—Oh, oh, no!" panted Tanya. 


Her yell of denial devolved into an undulating moan as the point of a wet and warm tongue entered her sex. The woman lifted the organ through her pussy and skipped it from her roused and engorged clit. The sounds of lapping followed as the torturess poured the flat of her tongue against Tanya and on occasion backed out to lick her lips and tickle Tanya with a flicking tip. 


"Ooooh Gods!"  moaned Tanya. "You must stop, you don't know what you're doing!" 


"Oh, but I think that she  does,"  chuckled the male and ran a hand down the back  of the torturess as she continued to hold to Tanya's hips 


and lean in to attend her. 


The ecstasy was slithering through Tanya's body. She could not resist and she could not pull herself away. The woman could play with her in any way that she wished. The pain in her body started to become an aphrodisiac. The stretch of her form, the ache of her contusions and her helplessness  were now feeding her libido and ferrying her quicker toward  orgasm. She could not allow this to happen, not again. She had to remain strong. Fate had delivered her once from this lure and it was not likely to do so again. If she gave in again, she might become lost to that hated side of her. It was a beast without mercy and possessed of a boundless appetite. To set it free would have it devour her whole. 


"Stop! Pleeeease! I'm begging you! No more!" wept Tanya. 


She was aching for climax, but was too mortified to accept it under these circumstances. 


a few more moments the woman continued. Her exceptionally dextrous tongue brought Tanya to the very brink of orgasm. The female was well versed in a body's reactions during those last split seconds before release and she stopped at precisely the right moment. 


Moving back, she straightened and licked  her lips while watching her prisoner's travail. 


Tanya was gasping. Her jaws clenched as she 


bit her tongue to stop herself from begging for the woman to finish the task. The succulent nova of joy was tightening her body and making her nerves tingle as lines of moisture trailed down her thighs. One final lap would ferry her into a storm of unbridled bliss but she had to stop herself, she had to stay pure. 


"As you wish. If you cannot take pleasure in pleasure, perhaps you will take it in pain, as you so desire!" snapped the torturer. 


The woman moved away and turned around. Perched on her heels, she steadied her stance as the male wandered to her side. He lifted the whip and Tanya braced for the pain, but she was left in denial for a moment longer as he simply held the metal stave up. 


The woman curled her lengthy organ around the smooth strut and tasted of Tanya again. She gave a soft hum of pleasure and the torturer deserted her again with an amused chuckle. 


"So here is what you crave. I hope it meets with your approval." 


The eager lengths of leather flashed to her body with new vigour and increased speed. 


Tanya's mind throbbed and boiled under the abuse. She was drowning in the severity of the attack. 


Tanya would have begged for mercy without reservation had she the chance, but the despotic  fiend was barely granting enough time for her to suck in air before prompting her spending of this valuable currency upon new yowls. Lost within this inferno of intense sensation, every second was drawn out as the loitering ecstasy was driven from her. The first few licks of the whip were so shocking as to almost be pleasurable because of her hyper-aroused state. However, the whipping began to eclipse this masochistic thirst and was soon rampaging an agony through her that was beyond her tolerance. 


When the end finally came, Tanya sank upon her bonds. Her body was laced with fervid lines and was glazed with a sparkling sheen of fresh perspiration. The salty cargo made the small scratches that had been opened by the lash sting as though she was sweating alcohol. The droplets spat and sizzled loudly as they were cast from her body by her shivers and fell upon the  coals beneath her. 


The adrenaline and endorphins of her bondage, the cunnilingus, and now the whipping surged up in the aftermath. Her own dark desires that had been suppressed for so long had slipped through her crumbling fortifications. The whip had carved a path to her hidden well of depravity. Suddenly Tanya was flying on a potent cloud of excess. Her body was trembling as though  driven with another sorcerous shock but rather than pain, a  corrupted form of delight was currently ruling her. 


If she had the energy,       she would have grovelled and given thanks to her tormentor for this exquisite gift. Fortunately, for Tanya's pride, she currently lacked that ability. 


"Was that more to your liking? Was that what you sought instead of some sweet pleasure?"  he asked. 


Using the hilt of the whip, he moved Tanya's cheek first one way then another so he might fully scrutinise her unfocused stare and the long streams of her tears. 


Tanya wheezed softly. The unbending wall of her collar was the only thing helping hold her head up and she watched through bleary eyes as the alluring forms moved out into the limits of her vision. The exquisite shapes of her two tormentors were distorted by Tanya's dazzled senses, but she still felt an intense lust rise and fixate on the sublime forms. 


They moved closer together and the hands of the woman rose to stroke the male's chest. She shifted closer toward him and let her hands rise as she stared passionately into his smiling features. One hand stayed on his chest and moved from side to side. Sometimes it performed small circles on his nipples and the other hand lowered and started to massage his crotch. 


Tanya quivered with frustration as she heard the creak of the leather and saw the material start to strain against the efforts of his swelling member. The female started to kiss and nibble on one nipple as she stroked the other and continued to pleasure his groin. The torturer stood to attention, enjoying the attention as he stared down at the woman with a great grin upon his face. 


With a slow grace, the woman lifted her hand from his  chest and beckoned into the night, whereupon a soft tread began to issue over the unholy ruckus of Tanya's fellow victims. 


The steps were hollow and unhurried and they made Tanya wonder as to just how many others were in the zone beyond the light, watching her suffer. Was this whole chamber merely some sort of demented       arena where spectators could witness their deity and her servants operate on the prisoners? Perhaps this woman was not the Witch Queen after all  but  just a favoured agent whom the true Queen was studying from somewhere in the dark auditorium. If she had strength enough to speak, she might have sought answers. Instead, she could only ponder and try to recover. Her throat was rough and parched from a combination of screaming and the desiccating effects of the smoke that sheathed her in its acrid folds. 


A shade emerged into the light. It was a shadow born from the very blackness and only detectable by the refraction of red glints upon its gleaming hide of jet. It had the exaggerated attributes of a young woman. She drew closer while reverently bearing a wooden box in her grasp and it became clear that her lithe body was compressed within a comprehensive suit of black doeskin. The  craftsmanship was of  such a standard that at first the black polished layer appeared to be her actual hide. 


The only apertures in this artificial cage of skin were a pair of acute eye slits and a small circular hole at her mouth. The movements of the slave were stiff as the catsuit constricted her  entire form. A corset hauled her body into an absurdly ferocious hourglass figure and caused her to resemble a caricature of a female form as opposed to a natural being. No laces could be seen anywhere upon this second skin. The few seams were sealed tight to leave the servant with no escape or reprieve from the garment. She was a cocooned wretch sealed within a cell that was smaller than she was. 


The imprisoned captive halted near the woman and bowed with difficulty as she fought the clinch of the strangling fabric. Even hidden behind the layer of leather the servant's utter terror was distinct.  It was like a storm cloud hanging over 


her. 


The servant offered up her charge with pious devotion. It was certain from such a display that she had suffered the attentions of the pair or was at least apprised of what they were capable of. The fact that this veteran of abuse was untroubled at the sight of Tanya's ordeal indicated that those responsible for her plight were capable of acts far worse than what Tanya had thus far experienced. 


After regarding the cowering servile, the torturess extended her hand to the woman. The slave leaned forward and kissed her fingers with meek jubilation. When the gloved hand of the male was offered, she attended it with similar respect. 


"You see how easy it is to be our slave?"  he stated. 


The slave retreated back a little and continued to hold the box out as though she were a living table. The torturess ran her hand over the smooth dome of the slave's head with a token display of fondness. 


The male moved behind the new arrival and his brawny hands started to caress and massage her tight contours. He grabbed her rear and squeezed. The girl released a whimper of rhapsody and rose onto tiptoe. 


"She learned, just as you will, to appreciate our attentions," he said. 


A hand reached over her hip and started to fondle her loins. His fingers pawed at the leather that contained her pussy and the girl trembled as her breathing visibly quickened. 


The torturess moved her hand down from the slave's head and inserted a finger into the mouth hole. The slave seemed to surge with lust as she swallowed the finger and began to suck on it. 


"Mmmm, such a sweet slave. Maybe I'll let you out of your cocoon later and see what else this tongue can do to please me," purred the woman. "Some people appreciate such things." 


The woman slowly started to withdraw the digit and the slave held to it with earnest suction. From the ripples that could be seen across her leather-clad cheeks, she was obviously making her tongue ravish the finger to try to earn this boon. 


The torturess opened the small elaborate chest and her partner reached into its plush velvet interior. 


Dread bloomed in Tanya's heart at the sight of a solid silver clamp in his pinch. He continued to lift it and drew free the attached chain and then the weight at  the end. The gradual exposure caused Tanya's fright to escalate immeasurably. 


The stomp of boots was a steady countdown toward  a return to the pinnacles of suffering in which she resided when the beasts were attending  her. The male stopped before his victim and assessed her with a cold, almost clinical disdain. Prayers absently rose to Tanya's dry lips. 


"Petitions to the Gods? Is that what offends my ears? But there is no one here to help you. All have abandoned you. The only way  to save yourself is to say you wish to be ours and surrender to us," he again encouraged. 


The harshly sprung clamp was lifted to her arm. Behind him, Tanya could see the woman embracing the slave. Her hands were wandering upon the girl's physique as she stared licentiously at Tanya. The slave stood absolutely still. She held tightly to the box and tried not to react to the erotic exploration of her form. 


Tanya closed her eyes and braced herself for the inevitable. Her strained whimper contributed gloriously to the sounds of the chamber as the stern jaws grabbed a large pinch of flesh and held to it. The clamp was an unbearable companion. 


The brute released his grip and caused the weight to drag the skin out into a tiny organic stalactite. The stretched pink hide shivered with Tanya's responses to the imposition. 


The woman seemed to surge with new arousal as Tanya gave a spasm. Her hands  became correspondingly more spry in the groping of her slave. 


Once this terrible instrument was deserted, the  villain went back to the box, took another, and applied it. The clamp kindled a blistering ache in her flesh and it was a heat that continued in the form of a pounding throb. This lowly mayhem followed swiftly in the wake of the initial zenith of attachment and promised to grow with time. 


The weighted clamps ate at her body like a shoal of vicious  nibbling piranha. The  male latched them onto the base of Tanya's breasts, her hips, her buttocks, her thighs, and even her calves. The spots of keen distress were enveloping every portion of her anatomy and creating a cumulative level of misery that she could barely take. Tanya's breath rushed in and out carrying with it startled mewls and whinnies. 


"Such lovely decorations, but I think there are still a few places that could do  with  some embellishment, don't you?" he asked with a cruel grin. 


Tanya's       torturer had obviously decided to finish with the cruellest additions of all—those onto her nipples and then her pudenda. 


To ready her breasts, the villain ran his fingers across the tender buds. He stroked them with the back of his hand and the delicate touches made Tanya shake. 


"I'm sorry about this, I know you hate pleasure and just want to get to the suffering, but you see, I need a better target," he stated. 


Tanya ground her teeth in endurance. The soft pleasure fed on the arctic pound of crushed sensation that was filling her racked and suffering form. The bliss snatched her latent desire and made her surge against her restraints. Her nipples swelled and leapt to attention just as eagerly as they had before. She fought with her mind to stop them, to prevent her flesh answering this innate call, but then he leaned in and took a point in his mouth. 


The black painted lips of the female  sadist opened into a wide O  of delight as she saw the act. The male encompassed the peak  with a nuzzling kiss and his tongue played upon the swallowed mammilla. 


Tanya gasped and stiffened at the act. She tried to remain appalled that such a fiend was attending her in such an intimate manner but as his tongue flitted and sucked at the flesh, despite her most vehement objections, Tanya could not help but shiver and find delectation in the teasing oral caress. 


Without warning, the torturer backed away and snapped a clamp to the turgid point. Tanya jerked to attention and cried out into the sounds of agony that abounded in the hall. The sensitised swollen teat proved the worst point to abide, so far. 


The woman grabbed the breast of her slave and  pinched her submerged nipple. The slave gave a slight quiver,  but still managed to stay still. She had been educated to  endure their spiteful play and was not about to forget such lessons while they were so blatantly being shown on another. The woman stretched her cheek to the slave's and continued to absorb Tanya's ordeal with exaggerated wantonness. 


The male looked to Tanya without pity and started to massage the other nipple. 


Tanya groaned and fought the urge to beg as she could feel her body betraying her. Another licking session of adoration brought the point to a swollen state and instantly she yelled as the other clamp was affixed. The two compressing bites drove out all feeling and kindled a deep pulsating ache that echoed through her  gnawed upon breasts. 


Then another was removed and the male moved in to trace a finger into the furrow of Tanya's pussy. Aghast at such flagrant treatment she tried to clench her legs together and deny him, but the brute was expert at evading such defences and worked himself against Tanya's clitoris with steady shuffling motions. 


Slowly, despite the pain of her position and the anguish of  the myriad clamps, Tanya started to warm to the touch. She closed her eyes to blot out the knowledge of who was doing this to her and  unleashed soft drawn moans. When she heard a creak of leather, she glanced down to see the fiend bending over and putting       his mouth to the yearning region. Tanya's breath quickened in worry and she tried to pull away. He had almost seduced her once with the possibility of oral attention and Tanya was dubious that she could hold out again. Against a woman, she had her indoctrination that such a coupling was an unnatural crime to cling to and fuel her resentment, and even with that she had almost failed. With a man, she was not so armed with anti-lesbian doctrine and was even more vulnerable to temptation. 


His tongue poured out and rolled its broadest area against her clit. The lapping attention made Tanya sob and part her thighs as best she could. She opened herself wantonly to the deed as the unequalled bliss captivated her. 


Shaking, tortured, and pleasured all at once, Tanya  was overwhelmed by the intensity of the varied sensations. Then the cunnilingus ended. 


Tanya looked up and saw the woman grab the crotch of her slave. She sank her nails against the leather and blew Tanya a wicked kiss. 


There was a sudden snap that signalled the installation of the final clamp. This last one made her quake and squeal like no other. The sheer distress that the implement was delivering into  her tender flesh was more than she could imagine, let alone endure. 


"I apologise for that, my slave. I got a little carried away there. I hope that little taste of pleasure didn't spoil your discomfort?" he asked. 


Wiping his lips, he ran his tongue over his bared teeth. It had seemed to take hours for the contents of the box to be exhausted and now, with the worst clamp in place and the contents spent, the lid was closed and the slave was dismissed. 


The stark humble visage bowed down with awkwardness and kissed the points of the woman's polished boots before she repeated the act of obeisance on the footwear of the man. She then vanished back beyond the perimeter of the pit's illumination to leave Tanya thrashing in her confines and trying to come to terms with the silver horrors that were hanging upon her bound body. 


With the terrible straits of the application over with, Tanya finally had opportunity to speak, but she could not cope with the waves of physical madness rolling through her system. In addition, she ached to surrender, to give herself over to the debauched will of the couple, to feel their spry tongues against her pussy. 


The resulting pleas were almost incoherent. The many sentences of imploring request were thrown haphazardly together into a gibberish that  dribbled out over her chattering teeth amidst small lines of frenzied foam. The pain of the clamps had eased from a sharp pinnacle, but now they had settled to a deep internal throb, a beat that made her whole body shudder. 


The couple seemed deaf to the impassioned words and merely continued to work without relent or hesitation. The leather-clad  viper lifted her forefinger and a ripple ran through the air about the tip. It looked as though a heat haze had suddenly manifested about the digit and from this warmth, a disembodied opaque flame was born. 


"You've endured so much already and for nothing," offered the male. "Why do you continue to resist? Just give in to us. Find solace in our ownership. Forget the Order. Forget your worries and pains. Be ours. Be owned." 


His gloved hands began to slide up and down her sides. They wandered between the clamps and offered a soothing and tantalizing caress. 


Tanya could not do as he asked. Again, she bellowed into her thoughts, reminding herself that she could not let that particular part of her psyche loose again. She would never be able to repress it if it got  free. However, there was also another portion to her resistance. There was the need to be broken. There was the yearning desire to have them prove that they had the commitment and skill to break Tanya's defences and truly enslave  her. The beast within had  changed tactics on her and was attempting new and sneaky ways to find its escape route. 


"Then we had best continue, slave,"  he said with a sigh and answered Tanya's uneasy silence with a nod to the poised woman. 


The steady flickering light was no larger than that of a candle, but when it was brushed to her skin, it felt more akin to the full assault of dragon's breath. It left no mark and it did not even burn her skin, but yet  another foul sorcery that brought pain, but no physical damage. 


The searing kiss  made her already punished frame undergo the most energetic paroxysms in a bid to  evade the approaching  digit. Every movement of her racked form caused the many weights to dance and tug at the anchors in her skin and give the pinches fresh life as the woman spitefully teased her. Moving inward, she would make Tanya whirl and elevate her own ordeal before withdrawing. She constantly threatened her with the evil heat and then delayed the application until Tanya had sufficiently exhausted herself from the abortive attempts. When she could offer no resistance to an actual burning prod, only then did it come to her. 


Tanya wished that the despots wanted information, but this was not an interrogation, but rather,  just arbitrary sadism, torture for its own  sake or for pleasure and entertainment. Until the whims motivating its application were sated, she could expect no end to the session. Perhaps her confession to accept them would end it, or maybe they would continue anyway after exposing this last hope as a cruel lie. 


The hovering fingertip repeatedly plagued her with a threatening jab. The intimidation stole away her energy until it could touch her without impediment. 


Tanya squealed and jolted as the woman continually repeated this same crime against her. She never seemed to tire of the spectacle and her eyes glistened with glee at the sight of it, her lips trembled, and her tongue often stretched out to wave at Tanya's shivering anatomy. 


The flame wandered under her skin, making her hide suddenly heat up and be rocked with pain before it fled. Even with its ability to impart pain with only minor damage, it never lingered long enough to cause any significant trauma, only long enough to make her suffer and then it retreated. 


The unnatural flame ebbed and died after untold journeys around Tanya's hapless physique. The captive knight was left dazed by her performance. The world was swimming from the dizziness and exhaustion that now ruled her. Dozens of spots upon her body pulsated with the  aftermath of the singes as others held an abiding throb from the compression of the clamps. 


Once more, her persecutor called forth  the servant. This time,  the servile wretch cradled a small glass pot, an oilskin glove, and a linen cloth. Strangely, as the woman bowed and offered up the items, she kept her eyes down this time, as if seeing Tanya reminded her of her own plight, whereas before she  was not so troubled. The change in attitude was perplexing but Tanya was just too exhausted to dwell on it. 


The male miscreant stepped around and took up the glove. He slipped it over his own hand before sliding the fingers into the viscous sludge that filled the jar.  Fully lubricated, he pointed to the floor. The indication instantly caused the welltrained slave to prostrate herself. 


The torturess stepped onto the upper back of the girl and pushed down. The fabric of her thighboot gave a ripple as her muscles flexed and the stiletto heel caused a dimple to appear on the leather catsuit. 


The slave gave a delicate whimper as she was pinned down and her hands started to claw at the stone floor. 


With his moistened and protected hand raised and kept back, the villain slipped his other fingers into the small opening on the slave's rear. The despicable  male conducted a quick  search and  after ferreting out the location, he started to haul at the find. 


"That's it, slave. Relax and let me have it back," he ordered. "I loaned you  this toy. It was not a gift. To own it, you'll have to do much better next time." 


The slave shuddered and her hands clenched into fists as the oversized plug was gradually towed out. The width began to emerge into view and it was clearly stretching her anus, unbearably. The muscular ring was now accustomed to holding to the slender stalk at the base and had long forgotten the anguish of the massive insertion. 


"Almost there. Just a little more. You can do it, slave." 


The torturess added more weight to her leg. Her hand reached in to start to stroke the front of her thong as she watched her partner work. The servile woman vented a soft and despairing groan that arose quickly in volume as more of the orb emerged. With a brief squeak of travail from its sentient container, the device came free. 


"Good girl," congratulated the male. 


Leaving the previous owner to recuperate from the removal process, the torturer wandered behind Tanya. The woman took her foot from the captive and nudged the toe up into her chest. 


The slave obeyed the command and quickly 


lifted herself onto hands and knees. With her head lowered, she trembled as she continued to process the effects of the theft from her rear. 


The woman strolled before her and then seated herself on the slave. Crossing her long elegant legs, she leaned back and placed a dark-nailed hand on the slave's shoulder and hip to support her. With eager eyes, she glared at Tanya. 


Tanya was too startled and bemused to speak due to the sight she had just witnessed. She could only react when she felt fingers  touching  her buttocks. 


"Now to find it a new home," stated the male. 


The words of protest at this sudden molestation vanished into a shocked gasp as he began to work the lubricating jelly into her rear. Tanya's ability to deny ingress with a clenched orifice was being overcome with brute force. As she gathered the faculties to voice her indignation, the inquisitive fingers were followed up with the tip of the plug. 


A shove began to stretch open her orifice and the tissues were savagely brought to the limits of their elasticity. As she cried out from the sudden intense flare of mayhem in her anus, he began to grind the instrument in. Methodically rocking it back and forth, he made the opening more amiable to the passage of the plug. 


"Come on, you can take this. We just have to get you loosened up, that's all," he commented. 


He ignored Tanya's squeals and degraded jerks at the violation. Once the shrieks ascended to a final keening pitch,  they trailed down into a disgusted murmur as her rear finally swallowed the massive bulb. Her anus rode the dwindling circumference until it was gnawing at the stalk that separated ball from flared base. 


Tanya moaned softly, not from the distress but from the sweet feeling of having her anus distended from within. The ball that was choking her rear was a distinct presence within her and when she clenched, it became even more obvious. The insertion had been hard,  but now she was almost enjoying its presence. It helped distract from the pain of her clamps and the effects of suspension. 


The leather  glove creaked with a brooding severity as he balled his fist. The lubricant squeezed out between the clenched digits with a soft squelch. 


"So you liked  that? Well, I think we  can continue in the same vein. Just as a little treat." 


The fiend then leant over and put his other hand about Tanya's hip. Using it as a handhold, he put the fist to the exposed sex. Brushing aside the chain with his knuckles, he rested the same knuckles upon her orifice and looked up. He drank in Tanya's mortified expression and kept his gaze firmly affixed to the helpless features of 


the knight. 


Mercifully, he opened his hand and squeezed the digits into a hide-covered cone. The threat of the fist had been an act to terrify, one that had definitely succeeded. The beast pushed forward and drove onward with irresistible force. The lubricant let it slither into her and left her muscles unable to deny it. Tanya threw her head back and hollered into the darkness. 


Her abdomen felt as though it was being torn in two by the intruder. Her flesh fiercely resisted the entry, but he was intent on success in the quest and so he rocked and rolled the bunched digits. Such tactics effectively taught the burning skin to accommodate his wishes. 


Jolting and       shrieking, Tanya felt the first millimetres near the knuckles slipping into her tracts. The most crude and brutal of violations punished Tanya to new degrees and all the while, the male just stared at her, savouring the horrendous ordeal that he was imparting with his customary detached intensity. 


The final entry of the full extremity took what seemed to be hours to achieve. When the hand fully entered her, Tanya wailed at the top of her lungs. It was a mixture of elation and anguish. The sensation was so shocking and intense as to frighten but also it felt wonderful to be so acutely penetrated. Her masochistic hunger leapt onto the 


sensations and feasted upon them. 


Suddenly Tanya was squirming and shuddering. Her nervous system was hopelessly overwhelmed  as the clamps, her violation, and her bondage all became the most intense forms of bliss. 


"There! Such an accommodating slave! That's it, girl, ride my hand!" gasped the torturer. 


He was overjoyed to see Tanya react in such a 


way and he began to twist and plunge, to impale his victim upon a rigid hand. The battering ram rode back and forth to bring out the most violent spasms because of the monstrous intrusion. Tanya opened herself to it and clenched  when she wanted to feel more. Her womb was becoming wet with lust as her pleasure in this deed reached a new and incredible level. She could barely handle the ferocity of the ordeal. She wanted it more than anything and yet it was too much to bear. The contradictory desires made it even more powerful and sanity shattering. 


Only once Tanya was barely conscious from this atrocious assault did he haul back and free himself. 


"Suck to show your       gratitude,"       he commanded. 


The male presented the fingers to Tanya's maw and floating in licentious delirium, she accepted them with glee. She locked her lips to the sheaths  and suckled on them with rabid enthusiasm. Possessed by lust, she treated them with the devotion of fellatio as the taste of her own arousal spread across her palette. 


"Good slave," he added. 


Her tormentor removed his hand and with a flick of the glove to his side, he shed the excess moisture. He formed a new fist and panned his gaze up and down Tanya's pitiful form. 


With the intended profanity orchestrated, he took the cloth and began to cleanse his hands. Afterward, he pulled off the glove and knelt down behind the kneeling slavegirl's rear. 


The form of the torturess bounced a little as the slave jiggled beneath her. She smiled with delectation at the impromptu ride and Tanya watched with astonishment as he stuffed the rag into their servant's vacated rear. 


The last of the cloth was pushed in with his thumb and then both sadists stood up. With their slave scuttling on all fours behind them, the couple strode away into the blackness. 


"You see, you are our  slave,"  he broadcast cheerfully. 


"I am your Mistress," hissed the woman. 


"And I am your Master," declared the male and together they chuckled at their victory. 


Their dark shades blended with the shadows like chameleons until they were lost to Tanya's  sight, leaving her with only her misery at having made such a permissive display of herself. 


The pressure of the plug was a gnawing bane that she could not withstand and at first, she thought it would be an easy feat to expel the intruder. She swiftly found out  that despite her most vehement straining, the pain of trying to eject it always welled to intolerable peaks. It caused her will to flag and her muscles to slacken, whereupon her rear gulped in the orb once more. 


Again and again she attempted to throw out this source of torment, and again and again she drew gloriously close to her objective. The pain rose with every millimetre she acquired until she could no longer cope. Her muscles then wilted and gave up and with a weeping howl, her efforts were foiled with       the swallowing of the instrument. What was far worse was that when the orb trailed into  her and swelled her from within, she  could not help but find a sedate enjoyment of the sensation. 


The infernal clamps  were a terrible enough torment, but they were ones she was powerless to eradicate. The anal plug on the other  hand teasingly offered up the possibility of expulsion if she could but endure the increased suffering and because she could not succeed in such a paltry matter, it was all the more infuriating. 


Hanging by her wrists, the chains at her feet  heated under the kiss of the brazier until she felt as though her body were aflame and about to be torn in two by the weight at her ankles. Tanya wept tears of frustration and called out into the darkness, repeatedly begging for  release. Her hollow words and curses found       neither a receptive ear nor any indication that one was even present amidst the anguish-soaked crowds. She began to question whether they were even real. Perhaps they were an illusion, a crafted image to terrify and intimidate the prisoner who was in fact alone in an empty hall. 


Overwhelmed with fatigue, she could have readily ignored the wails and captured the sleep she craved so dearly. However, the constant pain of her bondage denied any chance to acquire it and thus became a further source of mental havoc. Tanya desperately wanted to merely sink into slumber and escape the harrowing encounter, to forget that she was being seduced into depravity. The best she  could achieve was the  same semiconscious state of delirious haze she had experienced in the inverted coffin. 


As her mind flicked through the pages of her life, she could not stop herself from reliving old traumas. The dark recollections were attracted to the forefront of her thoughts by kinship with her current physical anguish. It was an occurrence that was no doubt responsible for the infliction of  these periods of isolation. These were times intended to augment her ordeal, not grant respite from it. 










Chapter Five 




The buildings of Desci leant upon each other in crooked, uneven rows. It looked as though they would surely collapse should their fellow fail to give them the support they so desperately required. Their walls were stained with smoke and discharged filth. Many of their windows were boarded up with the rotten planks that proved a cheaper alternative to replacement glass. Despite the thick layer of refuse filling the streets,  which piled up in occasional mounds, life was evident everywhere amidst this squalor. 


The dense crowds flowed about as a river of impoverished humanity. All of them were dressed roughly in multiple layers to fend off the chill that was resident in the air this autumn. 


Prostitutes skulked in doorways, not from any fear of the largely negligent or corrupt Watch but from a need to step free of the bitter gusts that buffeted the city and made their salacious attire seem as though they were wearing a sheet of ice. Pockets of drunks and gangs milled in the shadows like predatory beasts. They scrutinised  the passers-by as possible targets for their begging or for swift robbery. 


The rank slum seemed so different from Tanya's home city. It was hardly credible that such vile and putrid poverty could exist when scarcely a few streets away,  the nobility of the region lived behind tall walls and rows of guards in the luxury she herself had once known. 


From thinking sourly of home, she could not help but recall the bitterness that she felt. Following the loss of her sister, she had tried to subdue her wrath. After only a week of festering, it had finally boiled over and she launched her bile at the parents she held responsible and in contempt for the abduction. 


They had disowned her because of the virulent exchange of comments. Expelling her from their home and her inheritance, their own sense of loss had made them act just as rashly and without due consideration. 


Before anyone's rigid pride had melted enough to cause a rethink of their actions, Tanya had left the city. However, she saw the punishment as a blessing. The settlement disgusted her with its complacent acceptance of the Witch Queen's cankerous regime. 


Thinking herself capable of existing on her own, she had  moved ever  onward  upon her remaining funds,  significantly drained in order  get her out of the vast region that was the Witch Queen's dominion. The bribes and fares that were required to clear the final border depleted them further, and continuing to live in the manner to which she was accustomed, served to finish them off at a fantastic speed. 


Suddenly without money, or any way to support herself, Tanya was swiftly dropped from a high society maiden into the caste of the wretched and destitute. Without even the funds to attempt a return home, she found herself starving on the streets. The charity of those she would have once called lesser beings proved to be her only means of survival. 


Hunger and cold were powerful guides that caused her quickly to forget her notions of dignity and conceit. They prompted her into scavenging for her very life, and by clawing amongst refuse like a rodent to find the tiniest morsels, she managed to sustain her pathetic existence. 


The skills of her former life were useless. The poor had little use for those talents pertaining to etiquette and the pastimes employed by the haughty elite. As a transient, Tanya migrated from city to city, etching a meagre  routine of searching for food and for shelter. 


She had been in Desci for two days now and was still discerning the best areas in which to scrounge or ferret for her sustenance. Her mind  was numb. Her thoughts had  become almost bestial in that they revolved solely around the acquiring of food and the evading of the hazards posed by thieves and killers. 


The dirty rags that were her clothes hung from her malnourished body in dense layers. Her submerged skin encrusted with muck and sweat, and her hair was a wild mane of knotted locks. 


Tanya was thankful that  a       few windows remained intact in the areas she was now forced to inhabit. They only served to act as crude mirrors which, showed just how low she had sunk because of her stubborn vanity and selfimportance. 


The sun was slinking from the sky and slipping behind the rooftops of the labyrinthine maze of decrepit buildings that blocked any view to the horizon. The nights were always  exceptionally trying because she was too weak to fight for a place by a bonfire. This left Tanya to the chill shadows where exposure was a constant and dogged enemy. 


Slipping into a thin alley whose cramped width aided in keeping out the wind, Tanya scanned for a spot in which to curl up. Her stomach growled angrily to  demand filling, but  she could do nothing to quiet the complaints until morning. 


Selecting a doorway, she nestled in and laid her head against the thick wooden surface. Tanya was  slipping into  sleep in  minutes  as  her breath poured out as great plumes of steam. 


The muffled clank of locks  being set apart stirred her from the light snooze. She flicked open her eyes a moment before the door swung inward. 


Tanya tumbled back onto a coarse rug. The interior lamplight dazzled her gloom,  dependent eyes, and placing a hand across her brow as a shield, she tried to see what was happening. It did not help, so she squinted further to drive away the golden aura that was blinding her. 


A tall man stood over her. He was holding the door open and he had a rough sack of refuse in one hand that was clearly destined for the alley. He seemed surprised at her entry and failed to react because of his shock. 


Acting on instinct, she rolled over and scuttled for freedom. Tanya quickly passed the man and she was mere feet from the belated alley when her collar was snatched. 


The deceptive image of weight brought about by her massive bulk prompted a level of severity, and the stranger employed a viscous yank to stop her. Instead of halting her as he intended, he tore her light frame from her feet and hurled her body backward  until she snapped against the rein he had placed on her coat. 


The impetus applied was more than her worn and fragile garments could handle. With a  rending tear,       the sharp jolt passed and she continued to fall back. Her shell of material came away and left the cascading cloak of tattered remnants in his grasp. 


Tanya was now dressed only in a loose shirt and old leggings.       She       awkwardly struck the carpet and  tumbled until she connected with the opposite wall. She banged the rear of her head and sustained a light concussion. 


Still possessed by the berserk fight for selfpreservation she continued to flail weakly for an escape route. Clawing at the carpet in a bid to rise, the world flowed like water before her panicked and unfocused gaze. 


The door slammed shut and she detected the approach of footsteps through her icy terror. Turning around, she cast her back to the wall and darted her stare about for a possible way out as the man closed in. Tanya's eyes fought to distinguish what was wall and what was opening. Her heart seemed to throw itself against her ribs with every pulse. 


"Wait, I'm not going to hurt you. I'm a friend," he said amiably. 


The figure visibly slowed his movements as though he were approaching a wild animal. 


Unconvinced by a mere paltry declaration of peace, Tanya shuffled slightly aside and found a cabinet in her path. If she were to try to reach the  door, she would have to rush dangerously close to the man who was blocking her route. The vision of the door was still distorted and wavering. Any attempt to rush for it would assuredly fail. 


"You're hurt. At least let me tend that cut and give you something to eat," he announced. 


He stopped and settled into a crouch so as not to disturb her further. He held her clothing in one hand and the crude garment settled into a pile beside him as he lowered. Upon noticing her gaze, he extended it in offering. 


Tanya ducked forward and snatched the flowing robes of grotty fabric. She settled back to the wall in a tight, furtive ball and cuddled the mound of shreds for comfort. She reached up to the dull throb on her crown and brought her fingers back to find red upon them. A trickle from her hairline rolled down  onto her nose and she realised that the impact with the wall had done more than cause a mere bruise. In her unsanitary state, infection was certain and would probably be lethal. 


"Who are you?" he asked softly. 


Tanya's terror was  subsiding rapidly. The warmth of the room was soaking into her exposed body and the prospect of food and attention for her wound was making her considerably more docile and prone to granting a fleeting trust to the man. 


"Tanya," she whispered. 

"Well, Tanya, I'm Sebastian, and if I may offer it, I have just finished dinner and have plenty left over, and a spare cot for the night if  you're interested." 


"Why?"       she  said, wondering what could possibly be prompting such inhuman charity. 


"My business is doing well and I'm feeling generous tonight. Is that sufficient reason for you to accept? If not, I won't stop you heading back out into the night." 


She nodded and would have taken his offer for far less. 


Sebastian arose with a broad smile and showed her out of the room and into a small kitchen where several plates and pots held portions he had declined. He offered her a chair and gathered the remains so he could heap them all into a large bowl before handing the small mountain to her. He stood back as Tanya ignored the knife and fork he had set aside for her use and tore into the feast with gusto. 


When his back was turned, she stuffed a roll or chunk of meat into a pocket, stockpiling in case flight became necessary. Tanya could not help but notice the wry smile touching the corners of his mouth when he turned back, as though he were aware of and amused by such paranoid antics. 


Once  she filled her belly to capacity, he again 


extended the offer of a bed. Satisfied that all was safe, Tanya foolishly accepted. 


The room was in the cellar. It was a diminutive chamber, like that allocated to a servant, but it was pure hedonistic bliss when weighed against the merits of her usual cobblestone mattress. Dropping her rags across the back of a wooden stool, she stroked the soft covers as Sebastian bade her goodnight and closed the door. 


Tanya waited until the sound of footsteps had dwindled into the silence then checked the door to make sure it was  not locked. Her universal distrust was one of the only things that had kept her alive during the early months  of assimilating the lessons in vagrancy. 


The door creaked open a little and testified that she was no prisoner here. With a rhapsodic smile, Tanya slipped into the covers. She was confident that her customary light sleep, sense for danger, and acute ears  would forewarn her of any problems. 


There was also the new and wicked fantasy that she had found a new home. She treated herself to delusions that she could stay here, be adopted, and remain safe from the pressures of nobility. She could be an ordinary person and Sebastian would take care of her and protect her. Lost in such rhapsody, her eyelids had barely closed before she was in a deep, contended rest. 





Chapter Six 




Tanya was stirred from the recollection  by movement in the edge of the glow. Fighting her way back to full awareness,  she shook the droplets of sweat from her eyelashes and took in the sight of the servant. Her curvaceous form still trapped in the leather skin,  she was bearing a small tray with bowls of food arranged upon it. 


The enigmatic slave stopped before Tanya's dangling and abused frame. She gathered up a spoonful of broth and presented it to Tanya's parched lips. 


Tanya had not eaten for possibly days, yet despite the gnawing hunger that had her every fibre crying out for the  nourishment,  she refused to accept her gaoler's will. This was no act of charity on the Witch Queen's behalf. They just wanted to keep her alive so they could abuse her even  more. If what she had thus far undergone was any precedent to follow, she would indeed be broken and seduced by their work. 


She had been without food and water for a long  time and, that much was certain. If she could just hold out, perhaps she would perish before they managed to make her to ingest, or at least prove too weak to survive a force-feeding. 


Opening her mouth, she let the woman enter the food before slipping free the spoon. Gathering up the succulent ball, she mustered all her flagging willpower and spat it out onto the slave. 


The woman calmly wiped away the residue from her polished hide and set down the food tray before grabbing hold of Tanya's burdened ankles. The slave stepped back and began to lift them out with her retreating passage. 


Tanya detected what form the slave's retribution was to take and began to burble her apologies. The words were turned into a piercing shriek when her feet were set loose. 


With a pendulum swing, she swept in long arcs and the weight wrenched at her terribly with the end of each descent. Every clamp was stretched down with the fall and rise of  the individual weights. Growling until the momentum began to subside, Tanya suffered greatly for her paltry act of rebellion. 


Once she was almost still, the slave reached into Tanya's buttocks and grabbed the base of the plug. Tanya whimpered and sobbed for mercy but the slave just started to pull and rotate the intruding device. Dragging her membranes upon  the dry surfaces, she assailed Tanya's anus until the knight was squealing for her to stop. 


The instance of being tormented by another slave was a disturbing arousal that  Tanya frantically suppressed. She almost decided to spit curses at the woman, to earn herself a little more attention, some discipline to distract from the numbing       boredom and steady unwavering discomfort of her position. Tanya refused the plan because it would only seduce her into debauchery even further. 


The slave released the instrument and brought up a tall counterbalanced tripod. She set the tray upon it to present the sumptuous meal to Tanya's eyes and the placement kept it just out of her reach, but close enough to let the smells and sight drive her insane       with temptation. Without another word, the woman returned to the shadows and left Tanya sobbing and straining to reach the food. Her instincts had swiftly overcome her dignity. 


The meal was now on constant offer whereas before there was nothing to tempt her should her vacant belly cause her will to flag. Even the banishing of the sight by knocking it away was denied her because her imprisoned flesh could not even move, let alone strike at the tripod responsible for this most cruel of torments. 


Hanging in chains and torn between them, 


gently roasted by the desiccating fires beneath her, with the assorted clamps and plug tearing at her sanity and skin, it could have been weeks before the ordeal was interrupted. Time grew out of Tanya's capacity to calculate with each second swollen to monstrous new lengths by the suffering that possessed it, and each minute became akin to an hour. 


The duress was so horrific to her soul that when the sadistic couple stepped out,  Tanya could not stop herself from hoarsely begging access to her meal, even though it was cold and probably stale from her long deprivation. 


The female stopped to continue her observation as the male closed in. They  were their usual detached selves,  remained ignorant of the words as he moved closer and nonchalantly began to release the clamps. Tanya wailed from the excruciating acts. The process of removal proved to be far worse than their introduction, and when a clamp came away, the pinched area of skin exploded with a sudden and virulent influx of pain. Sensation galloped back into the crushed nuggets and the restoration of circulation proved to be a hideous reunion. 


She felt as though her mind and body was disintegrating as her frame was purged of the devices. When the ones on her breasts were grabbed, she stared at him and incoherently  begged. The impassioned speech was savoured for its desperation and Tanya knew that she would have to endure the brief agony to be free of the constant pain. 


The torturer looked into her eyes and wallowed in Tanya's dismay before simultaneously opening the implements and stepping back. Tanya flew to attention. Her mouth craned wide as she yowled into the air. Shaking and shuddering, she tried to break her hands free so she might comfort the searing points of her breasts. The distress slowly subsided and then  retreated to the constant background pain that her confinement and contusions had engineered. 


The beast stepped forward and took hold of the evil contrivance at her sex. Holding it in a slack grasp, he showed Tanya what was going to come next and let her fear develop and mature. 


Tanya shuddered and wriggled like a worm on a hook. She was terrified of being released. The throbbing pounding in her clitoris threatened her with a level of pain she had hitherto no concept of. She was sorely tempted to solicit him into leaving it there, so much did she fear its loss. 


The clitoris clamp came away amidst her inhuman squealing. Her tensed and sweat-soaked form bounced on the bonds. Her legs clamped together and her muscles swelled. Her veins and tendons stretched against her skin. When she ran  out of air, she  remained frozen in the stance before finally falling slack upon the bonds. The physical woe evaporated to a tolerable degree and Tanya panted and whimpered in       slow recuperation. 


The leaden weight at her feet was granted life. It lowered and set itself free of her ankles before floating away into the depths. Tanya's body seemed to rise up because it felt so light without the nightmare weight dragging upon her. 


A second sorcerous glance had the lofty chains paying out their stolen length and moving forward. As her feet touched the ground, she crumbled into an inert heap. No particle of vitality remained within her perspiration-glazed body. 


"There, you're finally free,"       soothed the torturer. 


He lowered himself  into a squat to the soft murmur of stretching leather. The tune of heels reached her ears and she saw the woman's boots step before her enervated gaze. 


"Such a brave thing. I'm proud that you took your punishment so well. You'll be the best slave in our stable if you would just give in to us. But for now, you just lay there and recover a little. You need a little rest after such hardships, my precious possession," he said. 


Tanya felt a loving hand stroke her hair and suddenly she felt       herself weeping       with a  wonderful sense of release and purging. Sobbing uncontrollably, she  nuzzled into the petting fingers because she felt so safe and free of strife. 


"Goooood, girl. Now, lick her boots and I shall give you what you need rather than what you truly want," he said. 


Tanya managed to lift her head slightly and saw the woman holding the tray that had for so long occupied her every thought. Tanya's wishes to  keep the facade of pious stoicism instantly vanished like a morning mist. She pushed her face forward to the gleaming boots and lapped at the material with a moisture-free tongue. Running it across the surfaces and along the dagger heel, her heart was not being torn apart from derogation as she prayed it would. Instead, she was luxuriating in the subjugation, in the lost sense of  being owned, of being property without a care in the world because she did not ever have to make a decision again. She would never have to suffer or be rejected for making a mistake. 


"Mmmm, that's a good slave. You look much better grovelling at her boots, kissing them like the obedient slave you are," he commented. 


The woman lifted a foot and placed it onto Tanya's shoulder. She pushed Tanya down into her task to emphasise her defeat and then the torturer's hands reached out and took hold of her hips. Holding them tightly, he straddled her  thighs and started to rub himself against her. The feel of the leather upon her skin made Tanya quiver. Her welts were still very tender, but she could feel the solid presence between his legs. The small hill that stretched the front of his trousers brushed her buttocks, offering the possibility that he might unleash himself and take her. 


"Don't forget to suck those heels, slave,"  he added. 


He slid free of her body to see if she would comply and Tanya shuffled around to do as she was commanded. Her tongue spiralled around the spires and ran up and down them. Tears of licentious happiness ran down her face and onto the polished black skin. With each lick she could taste the salty droplets and could feel herself becoming more their slave. Each tear was another portion of her lost reluctance and each one she shed took more of it away from her. 


The       torturer seemed satisfied that he had wounded Tanya's pride enough and let her true nature free of a few more inhibiting chains. As a reward, he looked to the woman and she lowered the plate. 


Tanya found that her chains had denied the slack necessary for her to touch the floor with her hands. This left her with no choice but to feed like a beast. 


"Ah, not yet, slave," he purred and used a boot  to press into Tanya and drive her back. Observing with dismay, Tanya watched as the woman fixed her with a smug glare and slowly tipped the dish. She spilled the contents on the floor and with a malevolent sneer, she stepped back. Before Tanya could act, the male stepped onto it and ground his boots upon the sustenance. After mashing it to his satisfaction, he then turned around and balanced one boot on its toe to expose the sole. He offered the feast to Tanya's appalled eyes and she watched his muscular leg flex against the leather. The subtle play of light on the hide stoked a fetishistic adoration in the humbled captive. 


"Well, what are you waiting for?" he hissed. 


The villain was obviously anxious to see Tanya humiliate herself further. Untroubled by the spectacle she might present, Tanya moved forward and licked the food from the leather. All the while, she sobbed in purest conflict. She wanted to submit to them so much, but her old training and her sense of duty were still putting up a valiant defence. The same arrogant problem had stripped away  her noble heritage. It had hampered her with Sebastian and now it was proving a burden one final time. 


"Good little slave. You see, eating like a beast agrees with you because you know I am your superior, and owner, and this proves it to you," 


smirked the fiend. 


She dug her meal from the tread and then he balanced expertly on the other toe to offer the next surface to his prisoner. As she ate, the woman moved around behind her. She did not act,  but her presence made Tanya distinctly uneasy. 


Once the boot was cleaned, he moved out from beneath her tongue. A stiletto heel jabbed  lightly into Tanya's buttocks and pushed her forward toward the rest of the spilled fare. The degraded knight gave a jolt and a muffled croak of pain as she was driven closer. The two sadists then stepped away to let their suffering slave feed without interruption. 


Tanya lowered her face into the food and began to gulp it down. Tears poured from her eyes because of the numbing conflict that she felt in her heart. The portions had been fairly frugal so the entire spill was cleared in mere moments. It was undoubtedly a deliberate oversight designed to make her lap the floor clean and it was one that had its desired effect. The scavenging inflicted another deep slash to her humanity and allowed her to acquire another slice of relish from the humbling task. 


Tanya's list of wishes were further fulfilled as a stiletto heel dug into the small of her back and fingers grabbed the plug that was still castigating her distended rear. 


"I think you've had this for long enough, slave. Now prepare yourself," she stated. 


Tanya clenched her teeth and gurgled as the first pulls drew on the orb. The woman slowly dragged it to the limits of what she could easily achieve on her own. As the process continued, the pain escalated considerably and Tanya clawed for the ground. She cried out and tried to endure so she might be free of the bloated intruder. 


The heel that was pressing into her was a sterling sense of  support. The feel of  being controlled and suppressed gave her considerably more strength. Nevertheless, while her heart was ready to submit, her anus was not. The discomfort became too much and lost in a frenzy of suffering, Tanya reached down with both chained hands to stop her from pulling at the plug. The process of ejection was more than she could take and so she pawed at her tormentor's shin to try to stop her. 


"Bad slave, just for that…" she began. 


Tanya's fingers brushed her abuser's arm and the woman gave a spiteful yank. She dragged the orb out and unleashed a terrible tidal wave of torment. Tanya convulsed under the  heel while her rear continued to throb abominably. 


Darkness descended without warning  and plunged them into an impenetrable night as the brazier was extinguished with a sorcerous glance. After a brief moment, a wreath of black candles  ignited and illuminated a fresh scene that lay nearby. Tanya looked over to it as she continued to ride out the last dregs of harrowing. 


The device at the centre of the light was a large chair. The surrounding circle of dancing candle flames gave the inanimate apparition a hint of life as the shadows flicked and made the structure shift with unsettling twitches. 


It was clearly no engine of ease. The furniture was comprised of thick wooden struts and stern rivets. It reclined gradually and the back and seat were vindictively studded with nodules of stiff leather. Leather restraints were set steadfast across every surface where a body part might rest. An inverted V  of wood extended from the seat and lay ready to splay a victim's legs wide and hold them with copious trammels. 


The stiletto in her back came away along with the shackles on her wrists. The chains hauled the cuffs back up into the void of the ceiling and with another stab of a heel into her buttocks, Tanya was goaded toward  this new and lethal seeming machine. 


"Come, slave. You've had your break. It's time to renew your education," announced the male. 


Crawling like an invertebrate, Tanya trekked to the new location. Her entire body was still echoing with stubborn waves of pain and her crawling passage was slow and clumsy. When she  flagged, a heel jabbed her onward and made her lurch forward as the shove crippled her tenuous balance. The abuse that this woman so relentlessly applied was leaving Tanya seething with rancour, fright, and a keen arousal. The churning blend of emotions twisted her thoughts like a whirlpool trapped within the walls of her skull. 


Upon reaching the chair, she was made to place herself in the awaiting arms. Rather than entice abuse merely to make her comply, Tanya simply did what was demanded of her  with a tensed snarl of rage and titillation hiding upon her lips. 


As she lay back and relaxed her physique, the nodules nudged into her skin to make her less comfortable. Those upon the bruises that the clamps and whips had caused proved to be the most heinous. The skin ached with every touch and acting on instinct, she tried to get off. However, her body was sluggish to respond and her tormentors were expecting this. 


"Oh no we don't, my precious pet. Not until you've done as we require,"  warned the torturer and yhen glanced to his partner. 


With a wave of her hand and a sparkle of jet in her eyes, the nefarious woman gave the buckles life and caused the entire ensemble to writhe. The leather serpents started to entwine themselves about her rising form and wrenched her back with brutal fondness. Fastening her down with tight,  immobile clinches, the process of restraint was sung to the tune of clicking buckles, the groaning creak of taut leather, and Tanya's hoarse cries that merged with the perpetual symphony. 


The straps  were not the only things to be granted the semblance of life. Myriad lengths of slender cord wriggled up into view and wrapped about her flesh before drawing tighter. Digging into her skin and compressing with a steadily rising ferocity, they had her burbling in distress after only a few seconds. Her skin bulged between the strangling thongs. The impediment to circulation along with their crushing bite made her hide throb terribly. 


Leather wires that proved more hateful in their crusade chose to furl about her breasts. With a simultaneous squeeze, they drew inward to make them light up with inner mayhem. The cords wrung her assets as the coils moved outward to grasp her nipples. Each breast was transformed into a strangled cone that was forced out by a plexus that had them thumping with a heinous beat of their own. Tanya could not believe that another woman would exploit another of her gender so callously. 


Every strain against her bonds had the leather nodules increase her unease. Powerful jerks against this formidable purgatory did nothing and the added racking effects of her fight only made 


her more insane with calamity. 


The male stepped beside her. She looked up at him as he towered over her vulnerable body. A gloved hand reached out and stole  some of her tears. 


"Ssssh, we haven't even started yet, slave,"  he said. 


Tanya looked to the woman as she extended a hand out into the darkness whereupon something flew into her grasp. Permitting no respite, the torturess pinched the pair of clamps. The vicious implements were armed with tiny dull fangs to increase the havoc of their already incredibly virulent bite. The despicable female had actually been forced to strain to defeat their potent springs and this action betrayed their awesome strength. 


Tanya glanced up to the male with imploring in her eyes as the woman closed in. 


"Just say you want to be ours, slave. I cannot ask you many more times before I am forced to deal with you in the most diabolic ways. I am trying to hold back, to give you a chance, but I cannot be this lenient forever,"  he said with a consoling and sympathetic tenor. 


Tanya sobbed in a morose fit upon seeing the tools. The far more adept torture devices made her recall just how awful their less effective cousins had been. She wondered if this was another trick, to tempt her into surrender. On the  other hand, was she really scheduled for execution or the more vicious forms of torture should she not comply within a specified period? 


With a sullen countenance, the female sadist set the clamps aside and started to pinch and pull at Tanya's nipples. Twisting and flicking them, she made the small morsels stand proud and erect to present themselves as an easier target. She used harshness instead of teasing pleasure, and the rough treatment was a paltry precursor to what the clamps would do to her. 


"Why are you being so foolish? I don't want to see you destroyed. I want to own you, make you ours. I want to discipline you as you need to be and care for you,"  he offered while his partner abused her teats       and then grabbed the implements. 


Tanya gritted her teeth and fought the awful effects of exquisite temptation. The steel maws were left above her nipples, hovering open as the woman held the fanged jaws apart. Tanya threw herself against the chair, trying to move her breasts out of their shadow. 


"Please, don't! You know I can't surrender. I can't betray the Order," she wept. 


Tanya's chest rose and fell with  frightened gasps. Her terror grew as the torturess let her cavort and prove how useless resistance was. The clamps continued to linger and were now a mere 


inch from their goal. 


"They are not here though, are they?"  he said soothingly.  "They've gone and forgotten you. Deserted you as if you are nothing. Like a pawn to be dropped off the board because it didn't do what the more powerful pieces told it to. They know better than to try to come here. They'll hold a brief service in your honour with polished breastplates, flags and swords raised, maybe some token melancholy and a crocodile tear or two if you're lucky. Then they'll turn to bullying far easier targets like bandits and cut-throats. But you aren't nothing, Tanya. You can still have a life free of pain and despair. You don't owe them such allegiance after they've abandoned you. They know you were captured and still they  won't come forth to even bargain for your life. They've washed their hands of their fellow knight. Tanya Veress is dead to them. Your burnished and arrogant compeers are happily sitting back, enjoying a feast, basking in their self-important glory. They know you are being tortured and they don't care. They are not       here, they are not experiencing things like this…" 


The paired implements snapped shut together. Tanya gasped in sudden surprise at their unbelievable ferocity before screwing up her face with a scream. The clamps added a fulgent tip to her already fervid and swollen assets. Her cry  vanished into the howls of her fellow sufferers and became lost on the sea of screams. 


Tanya jiggled helplessly in the raving delirium her bold stand against the Witch Queen had earned her. As she wailed to unsympathetic gods, her mortified stare caught a fleeting glimpse of a sculpted penis in the woman's grasp just before her eyes bulged when it was crammed rudely into her pussy. Her divided legs and the sheen of ample lubricant upon the toy gave her no chance to deny entry. 


The shot of infernal heat from the violation added to the ordeal and made her shriek afresh as the woman filled her to capacity. She nudged her deepest recesses with the stern sceptre and without any delay to let Tanya recover, the torturess started to equably rock it back and forth. The woman pivoted it upon Tanya's vulva and pushed the membranes to the very limits of what she could accommodate. It was as though the female beast were somehow seeking to expand Tanya's sex through sheer persistent determination. 


"Even the most mundane act can be harsh, or pleasant," he revealed. 


As soon as he said the words, his partner started to operate the dildo with more compassion. The shaft gently slithered into her and rubbed itself against her clitoris to  make  Tanya moan aloud and sink into the comforting security of her bondage. 


"If you give yourself over to us and forget these foolish notions of rebellion, we'll teach you so many things about pleasure." 


"Oh, don't stop," mumbled Tanya. 


She was scarcely aware of what she was saying. 


"Do you surrender to us, Tanya?" he asked. 


"I…I…" stammered Tanya. 


She was unable to  release the words and instead was choosing to stall for time as orgasm began to loom. The woman extracted the dildo with cold-blooded swiftness and brought       a searing end to the artificial ravishment. However, it proved to be a mere subtle precursor to a far more bilious attack that was yet to come. 


Tanya panted for breath and wondered how these people could do this to another  human being. Surely, even the most jaded and embittered soul would feel some pity or shame at  such actions  as  in violating and tormenting another person in such cruel ways. 


The male sadist waved his hand toward  the unseen area of the hall and summoned forth the slave. The servant bore a silken cloth and a large jug of water with her usual care and brought the desired objects to her rulers with another reverent bow. 


"You force me to be more stern with you, slave.  I have wanted to avoid such methods,  but you leave me no choice while you resist a fate that is not bad in the slightest. I know you want it, but I cannot show you mercy while you continue to obstinately defy us." 


As though this woman were no different to a normal table, the torturer selected the cloth from the supplicant's hands and tied it about Tanya's face. The material encompassed her mouth and nose,       but left her  eyes free to behold her malefactor in full. 


"You are a fool, and I hope that this changes your mind,"  he said softly and placed a single passable kiss on Tanya's forehead. 


Tanya respected strength, integrity, authority, and dedication. This tormentor had all four traits in abundance, even though they were twisted and malicious of origin. He was also handsome and she could not stop herself wishing only to drop her defiance and vanish into his arms. Yet still, her indoctrination and fear of this soul consuming side to her psyche was stalling her. 


A mere flick of a look to the slave had her lift up the jug in both hands. The leather-encased woman stood poised over Tanya's features while awaiting the command to begin the deluge. 


Tanya considered that if she did give in, would she end up like the slave? Would she be serving them their implements and assisting in the  destruction of rebellion in other captives? The gorgeous female despot selected a cane from the darkness behind the chair and swung the weapon in her grasp to test its flexibility and to inspire dread. The slender length swished with a deep, threatening tone. 


She lifted the instrument high to deliver the first stroke onto Tanya's helpless thighs. The torturess paused and looked to the male. Tanya wiggled and tried to slip away as she followed the stare and met the cool dark stare of her torturer. His face was calm and his eyes were locked to her. Without inflection or remorse, he uttered one word that was audible even over the wailing of the hall. 


"Pour." 


The servant began to tip the jug and caused Tanya's distress to swell with the tilt. Words of imploring arose in her throat.  Before she could speak, a sparkling trickle dropped and splashed onto the silk. It was soaked in an instant and created a barrier through which Tanya could no longer respire. 


Tanya's muscles tensed and pulled against their bonds in animal panic. She hurled her head from side to side to try to fling free the suffocating cloth. As she attempted to draw breath,  she only succeeded in gaining a meagre inhale that was stained with moisture to make her hack and  cough as her lungs reacted poorly to the influx. Tanya glared up at her abuser,  but could only regard the concealing mask of leather skin that leant the slave an infuriating anonymity. Her eyes were hidden by the shadows of her hood and the occasional blink or refraction of light upon the subdued pupils was the only clue that this was a living being responsible for making her suffer so atrociously. Such knowledge was       far from comforting, for it added even more women to the numbers that would quite happily watch her suffer in the most appalling ways. 


"Stop," he uttered. 


The slave paused and caused the torturess to act. With a downward hack, she placed a long trench of refulgent heat into Tanya's thigh. The welt drooled its ample suffering into the surrounding flesh and made her expel much needed breath on a pointless shriek of shock. 


Draining down through the fibres, the departure of the water eventually facilitated breathing. After sucking out the residue, Tanya wheezed in unhealthy gasps and coughed when she had a spare moment. 


"Pour," he demanded. 


The command gave Tanya a crucial moment to steal in a deep breath so she might better endure the renewed attack. With a sibilant hiss, the cane fell from above. It bit into her thighs and her  precious stash of air was lost on murmurs and squeaks despite her most desperate attempts to hold it in. Nevertheless, the woman was thrashing her for this very reason. The torturess wanted to increase the suffering of the water torture with the application of a caustic bamboo strut. 


As her air supply dwindled, Tanya tried to access what lay beyond the sodden curtain of the cloth. She sucked at the fabric to remove the obscuring moisture,  but until the flow ceased it was a vain effort. The descending waters always filled any space she drank free before a chance to breathe was gained. 


"Stop," came the subdued command. 


The word was a reprieve from a possible death by drowning. Tanya's face was already burning like the sun and her mind was pounding with a weak pulse. 


The fluid veil slipped downward within the cloth and her hasty inhales captured the last dregs. This restored her to retching fits and prolonged coughing to banish the droplets. As she began to  recover some semblance of normal respiration, the villain ordered the slave to begin afresh and denied Tanya any opportunity to even voice her pleas. 


The fight to stand against this nightmare took all her resolve. The woman deliberately made her lose her breath with the awful lick of the cane  while the male watched her and gloated. Each poisonous swat reduced the time of  recovery between applications and made the next session even harder to take. Gurgling, fighting to endure or break free, she squirmed and suffered every quantity that promised to end her. The waters repeatedly fell and the sporadic sheets let her breathe  less and less until she was a hysterical mass of tears, sweat, and burning thighs. 


Tanya's limbs were now unable to even move. The garrotting cord had successfully stolen away all feeling save a deep, bone-gnawing pound. The covert whispers told that the damage was permanent, that the woman had  purposefully strangled the life from her limbs by keeping the restricting mesh in place for too long. 


The prospect of such monstrous mutilation had Tanya's lacerated soul weeping  with added dismay. Her sorrow ate at her more ravenously than the cane. 


When her torturer finally issued the command to stop, and a prolonged cessation offered up the possibility that the ordeal was finally over, Tanya was barely aware of her surroundings. Her mind was swimming and her sight flashed with spots from the intense deprivation. 


A quiver ran through her body and settled into a sedate shuddering because despite the heat of the trial the water itself was icy cold. The excess  had soaked her entire body to leave her chilled and numb. 


"P…please…no…no…more,"       she mumbled with her eyes closed. 


Tanya opened them when she felt the fingertips of the torturer brush her temples. Tanya stared up into the calm and alluring face and watched as he lowered and whispered into her ear. 


"There, it's all over for the moment, Tanya," he said. 


Tanya began to snivel and weep as she contemplated a continuation of her dark seduction. 


"I…can't…I can't take…any more. Stop…Please…show pity." she stammered. 


"Oh,  but you have so much more to take, and so much worse, too. But that's the way you want it, isn't it, slave?" he replied and he gave some soft nuzzling kisses to Tanya's ear. 


"No…no…p—" 


"Ssssh, no more talking unless you want to admit what you require of us," he interrupted and placed a finger across Tanya's lips. "I don't mind torturing you, slave. I'd prefer to have you for other pursuits,  but I can take my pleasure just as effectively from your screams and tears. Isn't that what you want? Deep down in those areas the Order Eternal have boxed up and hidden away. Don't you want to please me?" 


"Of course," stated Tanya without realising. 

"Then you'll have to suffer, because you won't consent to being owned by us, in being trained by us to be our pet and plaything." 


The woman set the cane aside and again flicked her hand  toward the darkness. An instant later, another slave emerged and she was almost identical to the first. There were slight differences in build and height, but Tanya had assumed there was but one. She had never paid enough attention to the minutia of their  details to be able to distinguish which had been attending her to what abuses, and which was the one who had set up her dinner as a torment. 


Was this the eventual fate of those the Witch Queen stole? Were they broken and trained and then trapped in the  leather skins as perpetual servile? Was she undergoing the initial stages of such an induction herself? How many more of these leather-clad automatons existed outside of this room and was  her sister amongst them? Tanya's dwelling on such a reunion was forsaken when she saw the sublime viper begin yet another new chapter in her grief. 


The slave offered up her charges individually to allow her tyrant to slip her hands into them. The gauntlets were comprised of sections of brass and the metal had been polished to a glittering sheen. It had eerie carvings and strange  sigils  along each of the contoured panels. They were definitely not for use as armour because the metal was thin and sculpted to flow in elegant scales along the hands. They were almost certainly enchanted. 


"She is about to cause you the most profound pain, slave. Just one admission and she won't do it. She'll  kneel between those caned thighs and give you delights the likes of which you have never known. Not all here is pain. The dark arts can cause as much ecstasy as they can agony." 


"Please…don't make me…I…you're asking… too much of me. It's not in my power…show mercy…please, give me time!" 


Tanya needed the opportunity to process what she was feeling and going through. She was beginning to adore  her  tormentors. She was starting to delight in her restraint and punishment. She wanted to hand herself to them, but something unfathomable was stopping her. She hated that barricade, whatever it was. If she could just say a few pathetic words, then it would all end. They were sadistic lovers to be sure, but their actions would become a lot less mordant once she had capitulated to their will. The thought of being bound, being on a leash, being ravished by them and disciplined as she served them was something that embraced all she had learned in Sebastian's domain. Why then could she not end  this torture by admitting it? Tanya knew full well that she was stubborn, but her refusal was bordering on an act of lunacy and she had no clear idea why she was behaving in such a way. 


Stepping out before Tanya's helpless form, the woman seemed to  savour her opened and expectant position. The subjugation of another clearly gave her the most delicious euphoria. 


"Again, I offer the choice before we step up your education to new levels, slave. You have the option of pleasure…" he said, and nodded to the servant. 


The encased woman immediately settled between Tanya's legs and from a concealed slit, her broad and extremely lengthy tongue slithered into her. Tanya arched against her bonds and unleashed a quavering groan of rapture. The woman's organ was a cunnilingus athlete that churned her pussy with the most lavish and glorious delights. Sucking kisses to her  clit, a leather-clad digit that wriggled into her  anus, deep penetrating thrusts and long savouring licks all made Tanya squeak with bliss. 


"So nice, isn't it, slave? She's an owned possession,       too, and she admitted what she wanted very quickly. You could have the same fate, but you're more precious. We'll have to keep you out of the leather skin, dress you in sultry finery, and keep you all to ourselves. We'll  introduce you  to the rapture of  restraint, the delight of discipline, and educate you in carnal acts that could drive a lesser mortal insane." 


Despite the glory of the oral attention, Tanya's darkest side was craving abuse. The pain of her clamped nipples, the fresh recall of her asphyxiation, the stamping beat of the welts upon her body, all demanded discipline to spice her pleasure. It was not that she found the woman's devotion unappealing, quite the opposite, but to gain perfection,  she needed punishment. Tanya needed to be controlled, to be given her place by the will of another. The man's words were making such desires overcome her. She yearned to be dressed in exquisite clothing again, to be taken back into a semblance of her former life as a slave, to serve them and endure their rule. First, she wanted to suffer one last time, to go beyond her limits, to be pushed further than any other mortal and show them that she was indeed of superior stock. If she could take what was to come, it would break her last slivers of resistance and let her embrace slavery. There would be no more questioning of it. She would surrender completely and never have to suffer the malediction of doubt again. 


"I can't! Not while breath resides in my body!" she gasped. 


Tanya could barely believe that she had said  such words. However, this time it was not her rebellion that had spoken rather it had been her libido. 


"Then we shall extract such breath…on curdled howls!" 


The torturer stepped back with a sullen shake of his head. Tanya's commitment to this course of action suddenly faltered and she looked down to the woman. 


Throwing her hands to her sides as rendered claws, the female slowly lifted them upward. The metal erupted with crackling arcs of black electrical energy. The jagged serpents of  force wound about her digits and palms. They stabbed out from the metal and lambasted the air with their myriad forked tongues. Tanya's regret filled her as the slave moved away and stopped her succulent laps and kisses. 


Tanya tried to move as her terror bloated to gargantuan proportions and to her horrific dismay, she found her extremities lost to her. No matter how strenuously she concentrated or how truculently her mind roared, they remained slack and unresponsive. 


With a look of utter defeat and realising that her ruin was almost complete, she turned her gaze back to the demon responsible for it. Tanya's eyes were wide. Her pulse raced through her veins and her breath was chaotic. 


The reservoirs of arcane energy built into churning stars of opaque lightning and the woman hurled her arms forward to unleash the fury of the gauntlets. Tanya battled once more upon her unforgiving bonds. The split seconds where the crackling arcs bridged the gap between their source and her body were filled with berserk jeopardy. 


The first arcs touched her skin and their mordant caress made her spasm uncontrollably. Her entire body       was suddenly alive with unimaginable pain. The waters served to conduct the baleful  charge across her skin in dancing waves and her scream continued to run on in a singular pitch of soul torn agony. As she expelled the last of her breath, such was her suffering that she had no option but to continue. Her lungs tried to squeeze out every molecule and found nothing available. Her frozen silent scream prevented breath and promised a faint unless the lightning stopped and allowed her a chance to inhale. 


Her thoughts shrieked to the heavens for salvation. Every conviction and degree of faith called for divine aid, for surely no benign deity would allow one as devoted as herself to suffer so unspeakably. Nevertheless, no succour was to be granted. The gods had no place in this rancid hell realm. 


The tails of the bursts fled the brazen fingers  and burrowed into her. The pain decreased to less refulgent pinnacles, but they were still peaks where no normal torture could even hope to venture. This horror was constructed not of manmade materials as a rack or whip might have been, but was crafted solely from the blackest witch magic. It offered an aptitude for instigating the most excruciating woe that left every fiendish device of torture conjured by man a mere ticklish plaything in comparison. 





Tanya lay upon her twisted bed. She twitched and her breathing came in ragged and uneven gasps. She was in a state of acute shock and her body unleashed the  occasional wild paroxysm from the after effects of the terrible assault. Sweat, tears, and saliva dripped from her body to replace the waters that now rose up in lazy curls of steam while her fever banished them. 


Her teeth chattered constantly. Her throat was sore and her voice was gone. Never had she imagined that such pain could possibly exist. It had almost destroyed her. 


"Was that more to your liking, slave? Has your stubbornness finally found its match or do you require more before you stop this useless defiance of our will?" he quizzed. 


The crackling laugh of the opaque power drew up Tanya's attention and she was chagrin to see  that the process was about to repeat afresh. She tried to beg for a reprieve, but no sound emerged from her larynx, only hoarse croaks. Instead, she murmured her despairing pleas to her gods and wondered why they were forsaking her. The lightning  was stripping away her faith with a frightening ease. Every split second her holy pantheon failed to deliver her was another ocean of resentment levied against them and another hefty measure placed behind the burgeoning juggernaut that was the full sum of her algolagnic cravings. 


It was not as though the gods were idle forces. With magic rampant across the lands, the gods often applied their hands to meddle or intervene. Yet now, for her, they did nothing save watch and listen to her song of dismay. 


The lethal spit of the apoplectic gloves reached out once more and slobbered over her proffered body to make her wail in a muted shriek. Her flesh vibrated with such verve that the buckles groaned audibly as they sought to contain her. 


After an infinity of the hellish maltreatment, the stream subsided and she was again left as a quivering wreck. Her skin steamed as her perspiration vanished upon the heat of pain and panic. The odd weaving arc of energy ran across the slick panes as the tissues expelled the potent residue as flares of dark lightning. 


Every nerve was frayed and tender. The slightest movement created a pain that rivalled the worst flogging. The faintest twitch made the leather nodules push against her contusions and the raw state of her hide turned the gentle prick of their points into what seemed to be the sanguinary stab of a broadsword being crammed into the exact same spot. 


Was this to be the mode of her execution? She could barely       breathe       from her exhaustion. Another burst might kill her. Any subsequent applications  would assuredly finish her. The option of death to escape this sorcery was a welcome one, but to endure another assault! She would gladly undergo all she had previously experienced ten thousand times in preference to the discharge of the gauntlets. If the choice were a life of tortures, or death by the enchanted gloves, she would pick the former without hesitation, so much did she fear another taste of the enchanted implements. 


"I offer you the choice again, slave. As our property, you  will  never have  to face such destructive sorcery again. So long as you please us, you will know only dark bliss and the most debauched satisfaction," he said. 


Tanya melted into her bonds as though she had been liquefied when the spry tongue of the slave again rejoined her pussy. Panting, sobbing, Tanya  was unable to process the massive contradiction in the sensations that seemed as intense as each other. The bliss was almost too much to endure, as was the lightning. Tanya's mind felt ready to snap. 


A shadow  moved across the cracked red pane of her closed eyelids. With a strain of effort, Tanya managed to lift the leaden veils. 


A blurry collage of dark hues and crimson wisps rippled like the waters of a disturbed pond. The images gradually settled and revealed in greater accuracy the sadistic mistress looming over her. The marble carved features regarded her without any response and her eyes of ice and malice bored into Tanya's features. The beautiful woman was devouring her suffering as though it was her sole source of life. 


The male moved closer to her ear and his hand strolled upon her breasts. He circled the clamps that she could no longer even feel. 


"You cannot know what horrors you face, or what delights you could earn with just one simple decision. You will never leave here, slave. You are no longer a knight, you are no longer a woman, or even human. You are dead to the world outside. This is your afterlife, and rather than a judgement, you face a simple personal choice of heaven or hell." 


A brazen gauntlet reached across and brushed  its clawed fingertips across her cheek to leave shallow scratches in the blushed skin. The pain of the scratches and the sting of the salty sweat as it fell into them went unnoticed. It was not even a contender to rival the current torrents of ecstasy and lingering agony within her system. 


Tanya tried to vent imploring words in the hope of acquiring a respite, but the twisted female merely strolled away without any expression. Tanya turned to the man at her side. Her face was a mask of sorrow. 


He moved closer and his lips met hers. She opened her mouth and her exhausted tongue managed to emerge. She touched his length and the two curled upon each other before he pressed his lips tightly to hers. The kiss continued with passion. The titillation of the exchange ferried her toward  orgasm as one tongue adored her pussy and another explored her maw and danced against her own organ. 


The slave moved away and the cackle of the building power filled the air. Rather than resign herself to the inevitable, Tanya sought to escape instead of awaiting the impact. Her terror allowed her to ignore the well-proven fact that she was secure and trapped. Her bladder opened and she felt warm waters from her meal trickling from her belly and onto the chair. It piqued her humiliation and blatantly revealed her sheer terror. 


Her oppressor suddenly moved back to expose her to her fate. With a wild jerk, Tanya announced the first graze and then the power poured into her unchecked. 


Tanya squirmed and writhed. She was lost in a storm of travail few mortals had ever felt. Her heart swore to explode from her chest, her mind seemed to melt in her skull, every portion of muscle and handful of viscera became as jelly and her skin was transformed into a sheet of fire. 


Darkness swam across her sight and an allconsuming void began to eat away her thoughts. As she slipped into unconsciousness, she welcomed the escape with open arms. Tanya prayed with her tattered faith that her faint put an end to the ordeal. Should it continue then blessed demise and thereby escape was certain. She could not face the decision that was expected of her. She could not give in to the desires and vices that the Order had told her were so quintessentially evil. From within the blackness came another memory of old, a time associated with the mock drowning she had just endured. The memory was steered by the dark magics that still lurked in her cells and it flowed out because of this sibling to make Tanya relieve it in all its potency. 





Chapter Seven 




Tanya stirred slightly in the soft sheets of Sebastian's bed and decided to stretch after her long slumber. Her lethargic muscles demanded use but the action was brought to an abrupt halt when she found a manacle attached to her left wrist. Separated by a short length of chain, the other cuff was fixed to the stout metal bedpost by her head. 


With a gasp of alarm, Tanya grabbed the bonds and yanked. She was devoured by distraught panic and tried with all her might to pull free but she was far too puny to manage such a feat. She was about to scream for help when the  door opened to reveal Sebastian. He looked at her with a casual glare as though such an act of kidnapping was nothing out of the ordinary in his day. 


"Let me go!" she demanded stridently. 


"Of course, but first you owe me for the room and the meal," he said blithely. 


"You told me they were free!"       exclaimed Tanya. 


"I said no such thing!"  he answered with a laugh. 


Sebastian then ran through a quick tally upon mumbled calculations before announcing his total with damning glee. 


"Fifteen gold crowns, give or take a penny or three." 


"Fifteen! That's outrageous! No Inn charges such exorbitant prices!" she protested. 


"This is no Inn, Tanya. It's a brothel, or to be precise, it's my brothel. So until you've worked off your debt, I guess that means you belong to me," he stated flatly. 


"Never! I will not degrade myself thus for anyone!" she hissed with shocked disgust. 


"Well in that case I'll simply call the Watch, and they'll arrest you for       your debts,"       he pronounced. 


Sebastian then began to exit the room. 


"No, wait," she called out. 


Tanya knew that to be imprisoned was a sure death sentence. The  prisons were a thousand times more pestiferous and dangerous than the worst quarters of the most  degenerate city. In such a hellhole, she could only look forward to rape, torture, and a slow death from starvation or disease. Indentured servitude was a small price to pay to avoid such a fate. Because of desperation, she would have to accept this injustice to escape 


the greater nightmare. 


"I…I will do it,"  she said with a lugubrious hiss. 


Tanya was already trying to concoct a way to get free of this set up. 


Sebastian seemed satisfied with his plan and beaming with merriment, he left the room with a jovial stride. When he closed the door this time, he made sure to lock it. 


Tanya tugged at her bonds and pounded her fists to the wall. She had heard of such despicable tactics, of those who cultivated a debt and then made a hapless female work it off through the violation of her body. The debt was difficult, nay impossible to slough off, for the pimp charged his unwilling whore for her room and clothes and even the most minor duty. He took generous fees for his services that would make the debt evaporate at a sluggish pace or actually continue increasing it. 


Tanya knew that she could not gain her escape via toil, but by agreeing to his demands, she could possibly slip out at some convenient point and flee the city to merge with the nameless ranks of vagrants and beggars. She would then be more cautious in future to evade this particular variety of trap. 


Sebastian entered with a tray of food, which he set down within her confined reach. The man  casually brushed her rags from the stool and sat down upon it. 


"Eat, Tanya. You'll need your strength for your customers," he advised cheerfully. 


Tanya shot him a black look and drew the food close. Her instinct to eat whatever was available crushed the notions of rebellion by hurling of the tray at the swine. It was then that she detected the strange tang on her tongue and in her throat. Did he slip  something to make her sleep deeply, to drop her heightened senses and let him wander in and secure her? 


"Don't fret, it's  not drugged this  time,"  he uttered upon seeing her delay. 


Tanya frowned at him with rigour in her eyes. She was outraged that he had used such a plot on her, but it at least reassured her that her senses had not dulled to an extent where a stranger could enter her bedchamber and manacle her without her realising. The use of a sedative was strangely soothing and served to quell the anger in her heart. Suspicion that he might have repeated the tactic was still raging but she started to eat anyway. 


"Why would you want me? I have no experience. I am no voluptuous woman. What use am I to one such as you?" she muttered with a full mouth. 


"That silken tongue betrays your higher birth  for one, and many of my clients would pay well to work off their frustrations on a young lady of possible breeding," Sebastian answered frankly. 


"What do you mean?"  uttered Tanya with severe concerns. 


"I don't deal in mundane carnal acts, my dear. I cater to a select clientele who prefer, shall we say …more esoteric pursuits. Because the vast majority enjoy restraining the victims I provide, your lack of experience will only be a bonus because it'll have you whimpering and writhing to their consummate delight and my profit,"  he beamed. 


He relished her appalled expression as food dropped from her agape maw. 


"I will not submit to such depravities!" 


"My dear Tanya, you'll have no choice. This room is quite beyond the reach of any ear your screams might try to access, and the Watch are far more likely to believe me than some ragged urchin slut. Now, eat up, your first client arrives soon," he warned, and waved a finger at her like some scolding guardian. 


"Am I to attend him thus," she said. 


Tanya indicated her dirt-smeared body. If she could somehow gain access to a bath, the privacy and freedom required for it would augment an escape attempt. 


"Indeed, in fact, this is a client whose particular  predilection is to bathe his partner first. Normally, I've got to soil one of my ladies for his wants, but here you are, ready and grimy. How fortunate it was that I tore away your attire, else I may never've noticed your supple frame. Casting you back onto the street would've been such a waste of prime material. Still, after this session, you'll be sparkling fresh. A little sore maybe, but cleaner than you ever thought possible." He chuckled. 


After rising from the stool, he exited the room. He closed the door and she could still hear him chuckling as he was beset by amusement at this private jest. 


Left with only her concerns and plots to escape, Tanya tried to keep calm. However, the prospect of what was coming to her room soon had her tugging at her manacle again. She tried to draw her hand free and even sought to lubricate it with the scraps of butter or juice she took from her meal. The frantic fight chaffed the skin and added several contusions but did little else. 


Exhausted by her efforts, she dropped back into the covers. Tanya's body was damp with sweat and she whimpered softly onto the pillow. She continued to give small indolent tugs at the imprisoning device, but it still refused to let go of her. 





The door opened and a slender man stepped 

casually into the room. Aged in his late forties with a balding head of wispy blonde hair, he was dressed in expensive attire with a leather case held in one hand. It was clearly of great importance to him because the severity of his grip was making his knuckles bulge and turn white with strain. 


His eyes devoured her bound form and his pupils widened with hunger. His jaw trembled slightly and he swallowed to keep calm. 


"Perfect. Perfect. Oh so perfect,"  he muttered over trembling lips. 


His quivering hands reached out to her after setting the precious luggage aside. Tanya sank into the mattress to try to avoid his touch, but his hands made no attempt to grope her. Instead, they hovered a few inches away as though basking in some holy aura, as if  they were afraid to touch what he regarded as divine. Unable or unwilling to caress her skin, he stroked the outer limits of the invisible halo. His breath slipped into speedy pants through his nose and he dined heartily upon the pungent perfume of her unwashed frame. 


Opening the bag, he swiftly pulled on some gloves before donning a leather apron that he tied with fumbling digits. His enthusiasm was corrupted with clear nervous anticipation. 


Once protected, he drew out a bundle of iron 


restraints and moved back toward  her with the finely crafted shackles. The metal had been polished to a mirror sheen and was padded on the inside with soft leather. 


Tanya was terrified and shied away. Undaunted by this reluctance, the man continued his approach. Her resistance enthralled him, and a wicked gleam flickered in his eyes. 


With a scream, she began to kick out at him and try to fend him off before he immobilised her and left her helpless to his desire. He was visibly overjoyed at this response and skipped gaily back out of range. 


The client went to his waiting bag where he drew out a pernicious cat o'  nine tails. Tanya could see that the many woven thongs of coarse leather were frayed at the ends from considerable use. 


He began to run his fingers through the knotted strands and treated them gently, like old friends. Tanya began to wail for help. She screamed for the Watch, and then as he continued to caress the weapon, she howled for anybody. 


The cries metamorphosed into a holler of pain as he lashed into her with a growl of "bad girl'. The stranger delivered his weapon onto her pumping legs three more times to have Tanya fold them up to her chest and cower from his wrath in a tight ball. He did  not stop and  turned his  attention to a mercilessly whipping of her rear and thighs. 


Unable to seek refuge from the eager scourge, Tanya could only bury her head between her knees, squeal, and wait for him to stop. Every burning stroke made her spasm and haul at her restraints to get free. 


The assault ended and he kept the whip poised to ensure she did not forget the lesson. When she made no move to resist, he fetched the restraints to continue from the point where her refusal had stopped him. 


"Now, be a good girl. Remove your clothing and then lay on your front, or Uncle Denavat will have to punish you again," he purred. 


He applied another overhead lash to ensure her obedience and then wiped his brow free of sweat. 


"Or perhaps you'd like that eh?" 


The ardent  effects of the last stroke began to cool and allow her yell of distress to trickle down into a pitiful sob. With tears slipping down her cheeks, she exploited the meagre slack of her shackles and began, awkwardly, to strip away her last articles. Once she  was naked, Tanya shuffled around until she was in the position required of her. 


The words of the client were performed  as though he were involved in some manner of grim play. Each sentence was delivered with a verve  that betrayed his fanatical love for this specific enacted fantasy. With such forces motivating his actions, Tanya could expect no pity or response to her pleas, but it was also strangely reassuring because he was forcing them both into a separate role. Right now, he could not see a wretched vagrant, or a commissioned slut, rather he saw a petulant niece in need of correction. 


When Tanya thought on the role demanded of her, it liberated her unease. Playing this part allowed her to forget that she was herself, that she was a fallen, disgraced noble who had done the most appalling things to extend a loathsome existence. Now,  she was a wayward relative, in need of discipline from a stern authority figure who only had her best interests at heart and a secret lust in his loins. 


Drained by the whipping, Tanya did nothing except to  lay procumbent with her legs parted slightly. Her rear was marked with rosy lines and she shivered and awaited his continuing attention. 


With her face pressed into the pillow, Tanya hid her weeping visage. She was unwilling to see what was coming, but she also wanted to throw herself into the part and for that, she needed to try and concentrate. 


Tanya imagined herself a beloved orphan who had been adopted by the man. Denavat could now care for her, and her body would please him. She  had never managed to make her own parents proud, to please them in any way. Through this licentious enslavement, she could finally feel that she was having something other than an adverse affect on the world. Tanya could find an alternative to being a haughty noble sucking the life from the peasants and land that she fed on like a preened and satin swaddled parasite. 


The man slipped in and snapped a collar about her throat. He loosed her arms and bent them up her spine until they entered the high set manacles. The iron rings were held to the collar by a short chain that stopped her changing her prescribed pose. 


"Oooh, stop! Please! I can't do this!"       she mewled. 


Tanya's arms were aching from the contortion as he forced them around and up. Nevertheless, she felt more than a little hint of comfort in the treatment because she deserved punishment. Tanya had done so much wrong in her life. She regretted so much and she desperately wanted chastising for it, to pay a price she had never been forced to pay because of her noble birthright. She had been above the law of men and had exploited that fact on numerous occasions. Lives had been ruined through her petty pranks and childhood jealousies. People had been ruined because of her scheming and pointless backstabbing and slander.  Perhaps this servitude would be a way for her to expiate her sins, to ease her debts before she faced the judgement of  Gods rather  than that of bribable, corruptible mortal men. 


"Hush,  my love,"  Denavat crooned, and he leant a knee into her back to keep her still. 


Tanya's legs kicked and she whimpered in soft, trembling tones. With her weak       resistance quelled, she was truly subdued and her muscles and joints now smarted from the pose. 


Next, he took the remaining chain lengths and wound them along her legs. He tied them into a single compressed stem and left Tanya prone and open to his every whim. 


Denavat sat down beside her and his hands reached out and wandered upon her body. His digits had gathered  courage enough to stroke what he had previously worshipped and the clammy touch of the gloves traced her curves. 


He was captivated by her dirty visage and special attention was reserved for her hair. His strange fetish for the soiled was especially attracted to the scraggly cascade of locks. 


Tanya lay tensed and revolted, unable to believe that this was happening to her,       but secretly finding a sense of justice in her lot. 


A single knock upon the door penetrated the quiet where Tanya's stunned and shocked breath was lost under the quavering wheeze of her 


customer. 


"Enter," he announced. 

A comely woman slipped in. She was clad in the penurious undergarments common to most brothel prostitutes and she was a vision of salubrious glory. 


Tanya stared at her. She found her manner and her apparel exceedingly arousing and for  a moment, she completely forgot her bondage. 


To be dressed in such a way would be to spurn the society that had rejected her. Her disgrace in finding pleasure here would be the disgrace to her family name. Suddenly, Tanya was devoting herself to surrender even more diligently.  After all, what was the pain and humiliation that would be visited upon her compared to the far more grievous levels it would bring to her hypocrite family? 


"The bath is ready, sir,"  she said, and awaited dismissal before leaving. 


It was a favour that Denavat granted only after a momentary pause to test that she was maintaining the facade of servility to him. Once she had gone, he took Tanya up in his arms and slung her over his shoulder like so much luggage. He took up his bag, carried her out onto the short corridor, and took her into the room opposite. 


The chamber was a veiled scene because a solid bank of steam ruled the air to make every aspect  of the room indistinct and hazy. Twin oil lamps provided light and their warm glow glittered upon the thousands of gems of condensation that adorned the walls. 


An iron tub was filled with hot water. The rippling surface gave off fresh wafting columns as a brass bucket lay upon a small stove and heated up yet more water for the bath. In the corner lay a toilet and a stool lay near the bath. There was also a strange set of stocks rising up near to the tub. The pillory was       presented for horizontal confinement rather than the more usual bent at the middle  pose. These stocks pinned someone in a kneeling position, as though in prayer. Yet, the device bore only one large hole and it was an aperture far wider than any neck or wrist. 


Taking her to this contraption, Denavat set free the bolt  and opened the wooden jaws. Grabbing her about the waist, he easily lifted her light frame and suddenly inverted her and Slotted Tanya into the stocks. Her trim waist slipped into the groove and he closed the wooden slats before letting go. 


Tanya's hips were now supporting her body as her torso dangled from the underside of the pillory. After throwing the bolt to seal the jaws, her client took a length of rope from his bag. 


Denavat snagged her ankles and hauled them out and down until the front of her thighs touched the upper surface of the wood  with  her legs  stretched outward. He forged knots and then swiftly affixed the excess to her collar. 


Dragging in the slack, Denavat craned her forward by the link from ankle to throat until her spine ached from the unnatural contortion. Now secured, he unwound the chains from her legs. 


As a further torment, two clamps  were removed from his bag. Tanya could see that the devices each spewed forth a cascade of slender thongs from their rear. 


He snagged a nipple in a pitiless pinch of his fingers and pulled it up to its limits. Tanya groaned and shook. She bent herself forward with all her might to try to ease the stress being visited on the teats and then watched with alarm as he brought up the clamps. 


Denavat snapped each of them into place and the cruel pincers crushed the points of her breasts. They immediately       engineered a struggling anguish in the nuggets. 


"Oh Gods! Take them off, please! Please! They hurt so much!" she wailed. 


Denavat let go of the tools and left her hanging. Tanya immediately shook her body to the left and the right in a futile bid to shed them. The implements were too firmly set upon her and would dislodge. Instead, the motions only served to make the clamps dance and add to her stress. She clawed at her cuffs to get her hands out so she  could take them off but the shackles were too secure. 


"No! No! Don't!" she howled as he grabbed the bouncing cords and started to lift them up. 


"Hush!" he demanded. 


A yank on the strings operated her like a string puppet and the haul brought a sharp flare of distress to her poor nipples. 


"Aaaow! Don't! I'll be good! I'll be good! Just please, don't pull on them again!" she sobbed. 


Tanya was defeated by his instruction and the intensity of the lesson had been learned in full. Denavat gave another tug, just to ensure it had. 


"No! Oh! Ow! Why are you doing this to me? What have I ever done to you?"  she mewled as her breasts pulsated with havoc. 


"Such a complainer," he said with a smile. 


Denavat leant in and fondly patted her cheek. He then proceeded to bend each of her feet down whereupon he looped the cord over each big toe and drew in the slack. Slow, but unrelenting pulls towed her in and forced Tanya to crane herself forward as much as possible. The actions returned her to the position he had initially decided on. 


"Stop! I can't go any furth—aaaow!"       she protested. 


He cut off her words as he gave a more distinct haul. He stole more cord and her breasts were stretched out by the bite that grabbed their very 


tips. 


The man quickly snared the presented anchors with the thongs and tightened them. Whenever her twisted feet tried to move or straighten, her nipples would gain a burst of added pain. 


The steady throb in her breasts instantly rose to a searing crescendo with each attempt, and they were attempts she had to no choice but to make because her soles were rapidly being mauled by cramps. The internal tightening mayhem left her with virtually no means of alleviating it without hauling on her teats and each pull merely brought a rising dismay that continued until she was forced to desist and endure the bitter cramps instead. 


Trapped, she  whimpered in despair and wondered what was to befall her, especially with her rear so obviously opened to attention. Despite the pain and the fear, Tanya felt defeated, captured, and surrendered to a fate she no longer had any control over. She did not need to ferret for food, protect her sanctity, live to expectations, do the right thing, or maintain a gossamer impression of supposed honour. From now on Tanya would be bound and left defenceless, unable to affect what was done to her in any way. Those she had once oppressed and called inferiors and then despised for their refusal to help her would make use of her body for their most potent 


and pressing pleasures. 


"Now, let us clean you up. But before we tackle your hide, we had best see to those innards hadn't we? After all, who knows what nasty things you've been eating," he said. 


Denavat petted her  offered rump in mock contemplation because he was already resolved to the act. First, he began to remove his clothing. Denavat stripped down to his gloves and apron, and the leather bulged out with his tumescent member. Then he removed a large tin funnel from his bag and gently inserted the nozzle into her anus. 


Tanya yelled with outrage at this desecration of her body, but her choler only served to excite him all the more. 


Denavat turned the instrument and rode it up and down to further extract her freely expressed indignation. 


When he had tired of her noise, he marched over to the bath and scooped up a jug full of water. As he started to bring it back, Tanya pushed her muscles against the metal tube that was sheathed inside her. She tried to spit it out as her legs ached from their contortion and her breasts burned from the effects of the clamps. 


"No you don't, you bad girl,"  chuckled the man. 


After shoving the funnel deeper, he began to 


pour the waters into the gaping cone. 


Tanya wailed as she felt the warm fluids enter her body. They swelled within her and the new weight in the funnel denied her any chance of ejecting it. The reservoir began to bubble downward  as her tracts gulped down the full measure with alacrity. Only once the last dregs had vanished into her rear was another jug applied. 


This one was harder to ingest. Tanya's innards were already bloated from the previous quantity. However, the weight of the water and the influence of gravity made sure that it was forced inward. Tanya let out a drawn groan of suffering as the walls of her insides were stretched almost to their limits. 


"Please, stop. I shall burst should you continue," she begged. 


Tanya was sure that something would rupture with the addition of another single droplet. Nothing like this had ever happened to her before so she had no way to judge what she could hold and what she could not. 


"Nonsense, there's plenty more room in here," he said. 


Denavat massaged  her buttocks and then savoured her cry as he entered another jug. 


"Stop! You are killing me with this travail!" 


"Hush, it will all be over soon, and we have to 


get you clean don't we?" he uttered. 


"You are insane! Mad! Sick! Set me free, you monster!" Tanya howled. 


"I know you don't mean that, my sweet. You always talk thus when I'm cleaning you. So I forgive your rash words,"  soothed the man and again patted her rear. 


"We have never even met, stop this b—"  she began. 


Her words ended as she screwed up her face and clenched her teeth when another measure of hot fluid was thrown into the funnel. It made her rear strain to accept the new influx. 


"Just a little more. That's it," he said. 


The waters drained lethargically into her already bloated insides. The measure in the funnel bubbled as each new convulsion of her tracts opened more room for the intense internal shower. With an awful struggling presence in her body, Tanya could not even move. Her body was so effectively controlled that any attempt only managed to punish her even more. 


The last trickles entered her body, but Denavat waited to ensure that they were fully in before he acted. Every twitch of her belly caused a sudden gurgle to enter the funnel as a small portion of the ocean within her was forced back out. When this amount was finally gobbled up and stayed in, he hauled the funnel out and started to untie the 


rope. 


"There, that wasn't so bad  was  it?"       he announced. 


Denavat started to set her free of the stocks. The grip of timbers around her engorged stomach was an uncomfortable one that Tanya was glad to escape. Denavat set her on the floor, but declined to remove the cords. This caused every movement of her legs and toes to make her clamped breasts burn all the brighter. 


As she was reversed, the ocean within her fell downward to press against her sphincter. The feeble dam promised to collapse in an instant against the swell of irresistible force. She could do nothing about it because she was kept hunched over in a tight squat by the line that was stretched between nipple and toe. The pose made it even harder to keep the enema in. 


Denavat stepped back and looked across her twisted physique. Her young nubile body was controlled by his restraints and punished both within and without by his impositions. He was very pleased. 


"Please! Please take these things off! You've done what you wanted with me!" she groaned. 


Tanya shuffled from bare foot to bare foot as the ferocious effects of the water continued to increase. She felt a little guilty that she had broken character. If she had to be a whore, she wanted to  be the best one she could. "The best perverse slave whore in all of Desci'. That would be a title to shake her foul indifferent parents more grievously than anything the minions of the Witch Queen could ever do to them. Even the loss of  their precious riches and social standing could not even compete with such vaulted shame. 


"Not yet my pretty one, not yet. First, you have to dance for me a little and make sure you really scrub those insides," he said. 


Denavat reached into his bag and produced a leather paddle. The broad black weapon hummed against the air as he tested its structure. 


"Oh no! No! Don't beat me! Not again. Look, I'll dance for you! Just untie me and I'll do any dance you want. I know hundreds! Uncle Denavat, pleeeease," she falsely whimpered. 


Tanya was secretly glad that he was going to paddle her. Her client was going to slap away the guilt that she had just gained from disappointing him with her bad acting. 


"That's not the sort of dance I have in mind, little one. But here, I'll provide the percussion section for you. You can be responsible for the vocals and the steps,"  he tittered while stepping over       toward       her with the paddle held in readiness. 


"Help! Someone help me!" she cried. 


Tanya tried to run to the door with hopelessly 


curtailed steps. Her intention though was not to escape. There was no hope of that in her current ridiculously bound format. Rather she was trying to flee so she would inspire more severity in his actions. 


"Now that's not the song is it?" He smiled. 


Denavat swung around and delivered the paddle into her rear. The long weapon covered both buttocks and threw a shock of heat into the skin. 


Tanya sought to jerk upright but was stopped by the cords. The lengths twanged taut and made her jerk back down with a stern cry of anguish. 


"Oh,  Uncle! No more! I beg of you!"  she hollered, and added another strangled moan as he spanked her rear again. 


The target was so brazenly offered that there was nothing she could do to stop him. Tanya twirled on her feet. She tried to turn and keep herself  out of his range but her hampered steps were no match for him and Denavat followed her with ease. 


Clapping the tanned hide to her buttocks, he filled it with angry and prickly riots of sensation. Tanya's hands  pawed at her back as she scampered in small circles and strove to avoid him. 


"Don't you dare leak!" he warned. 


Denavat struck at the base of her thighs. The 


impact was easily the most grievous thus far and a brief trickle escaped her frantically barred sphincter. 


"I neeeed the toilet! Please,  Uncle Denavat! Please!" she cried. 


Little lines of fluid were escaping her opening and winding down her thighs as she shuffled and cavorted for him. Her hands wrung on themselves and tears rolled down her face. She could not hold out much longer. Her pose and the castigation of her cheeks were making every second a hell of an effort to hold the waters in. However, to eject them wantonly was such a hideous humiliation that she could not face it and she would readily endure the anguish of the internal pressure rather than humble herself so massively. 


"Not yet, little one,"  he testified and then ran his hands over the warm rosy peaks of her rear. 


"Pleeeease! Please! I cannot…I…I cannot hold it in any longer! Oh Gods, it…I," she cried as more minute trickles escaped her control. 


"Very well," he announced. 


Denavat slammed the paddle back across the assaulted fields of her bare smooth buttocks. He raised it to strike again and watched her cower before he grinned and merely set it aside. 


"But let me just release these first." 


Tanya was overjoyed to see him untying the cord at her toes. Fortunately, he  removed the  awful connection between feet and breasts. Unfortunately, he then started to use them as a rein and brought her upright by hauling at the leashes. 


Standing on tiptoe with her breasts stretched upright, Tanya whimpered and clenched her rear as fiercely as she could. The rise to an erect stance brought the full weight of the douche onto her harried rear. 


"Oh Stop! Stop!       I…I…Uncle! Oh!"       she stuttered. 


"Come on, little one. This way,"  he stated softly. 


Leading her by the elevated towropes, he took her toward the toilet. Denavat turned her around and stepped back. He then paid out the cord and held to the very ends. 


Tanya went to shuffle for her goal and found that he had denied her enough slack to reach the bowl. She was just out of reach and would have to punish her breasts in order to sit down. 


"I need more slack! Uncle! Please! I cannot hold this in any longer! It's coming out!" she mewled. 


"Well that's all you're getting my pretty thing. And anything you get on the floor, well, you'll be licking it up," he warned. 


"No! No! You cannot mean it!" she exclaimed. 


Tanya was  horrified by such a repugnant concept. 


"Well, you had best make sure you don't spill 


any then, eh?" He grinned. 


Tanya shook with       impotent rage and frustration. Her mind whirled with possibilities on how to handle this treatment and get through it with as little pain and degradation as possible. She was suddenly resolved when more fluid broke loose. 


Tanya strained back and dropped her rear onto the seat. Her head  jerked up and her  maw stretched wide as she released a full and hearty holler. The clamps hauled at her nubile breasts, stretching them out to a degree that had then churning with lucid waves of havoc. 


"Off! Get them off!" she howled. 


Meanwhile the bowl reverberated with the sound of a watery jet being fired from her rectum. 


"No, no, my sweet. They stay right where they are!" he announced. 


Keeping the leads to her breasts in a firm grip, the client savoured her humiliation as she was publicly scrutinised during the expulsion of the fluids. Tanya sobbed freely. The process of being studied as she performed this most private of acts tore at her soul as her assets were racked by the sadist. The feel of such degradation elated her sense of vindictiveness. If her family saw her now they would go insane with shame. In addition, the pleasure of releasing the fluids, of having to punish herself to earn her freedom from the  pressure was an enchanting delight. On top of all these new sensations and views was the sheer giddy thrill that she had shed her regret at failing him. She had retained her role, been punished for her fault and had even escalated it deliberately. That one portion of guilt was gone. What then if she could continue? What if she could sate customers and fulfil their dreams and fantasies like no other? Would that not alleviate every sin, banish all her niggling regrets, and earn forgiveness in her own mind for all that she believed she had done wrong? 


He waited for a full half-hour as she expunged every trickle and Tanya was too afraid to leave the seat lest she spill even a single drop. The endurance of the clamps was infinitely more preferable to the consequence Denavat had set down. 


Once he was satisfied with her performance, he emerged from the mists and took her toward  the bath. With a sudden motion, Denavat removed both of the clamps. 


Tanya shrieked from the sudden stabbing return of feeling. The experience caught her by surprise and doubled her up. Her hands fought the bonds to try to get out so she could soothe the assailed and squashed teats. 


"Oh thank you, Uncle. Thank you,"       she snarled. 


Tanya relished the distress because it was another part of her iniquitous redemption. 


Taking advantage of her distraction, Denavat gathered her up and dropped her in the bath. The hot waters had Tanya bellow and fight to get away from the unexpected heat. Holding her in with one hand, he used the other to remove a series of coarse brushes from the bag. Snagging one, he began to scrub at her with it. 


The abrasive treatment chaffed her skin. Tanya fought to get free as he attacked her with the scratching tools. When he wanted to attend her hair, he merely dunked her and nearly drowned her with his careless actions. Holding her head under and vigorously rubbing the strands to free them of grime, he paid little heed to her terrified struggles and chagrin underwater stare. 


When she tried to speak, he simply shoved her under. Cutting off her words, he polluted her throat with water until she learned the lesson and kept silent. However, as his attention veered aside to a new diversion, she again wailed and implored for mercy. 


Circular brushes were used to penetrate her pussy and anus. The stern cleansing caused significant distress. He shoved the instruments in and jerked them back and forth with a manic ecstasy in his eyes as the hairs grated upon her tender tracts. The use of soap irked her skin and  the internal application of such a cleanser proved even more unendurable. 


Tanya was sore and weak from his attentions and her mind hung in a groggy stupor. After all his deeds, the man's libido finally boiled over at that point. 


Denavat dragged her from  the bath and dropped her on the floor. Tanya floundered while she lay procumbent and bound before his lust. 


Denavat grabbed her hips and brought her close. He then dug his thumbs in to spread her buttocks and placed the head of his cock to her rear. 


Tanya hid her broad smile. At last, he was going to enter her and use her for his satisfaction. Her dalliances with sex had always been dark, inexperienced, or negative fumblings with equally inept partners. Because of this, she had unwittingly acquired a morbid fear  of  being inadequate at such a highly prized art. Now she would be the perfect partner. Helpless and used, this is what Denavat wanted and she was glad to grant him his wish. 


With a yowl of shock, Tanya squirmed under his ravishment. She endured the profane ravaging with new zeal when she felt him plunging into her. The feel of a hot manhood thrusting into her backside, filling her, and dragging at her sore sphincter was a strange sensation. It was part  pleasure, part pain and the two sensations merged to forge a dizzying hybrid. 


"Oh! Uncle! Uncle! What are you doing?"  she yelled. 


Tanya ground herself against him as he slapped his hips to her rear and such was his state of arousal from the strange ritual that he sated his desire after only a few more thrusts. The flecking of her innards with hot semen caused her face to shrivel in feigned revulsion when all she wanted to do was bellow her rapture and heap gratitude on him, but Denavat wanted distress not delight. 


Spasms from the tempestuous orgasm ripped through him and he reached up to massage her hair. Yanking at the tufts in tight clenches, he rode through his bliss. 


Tanya's face was pulled up from the floor and the surly flashes in her roots only added to her delectation. Her jaws were spread wide as she gasped and whimpered. The eerie plundering of her rear as he ejaculated into her felt deliciously depraved. 


Finally, he wished no more of her and let go. Withdrawing from  the fervid orifice he had decorated, his fingers were entwined with the follicles his harsh caresses had accidentally torn out. 


Tanya gave a long uneven moan with his retreat. Her opening was throbbing with a strong  pulse and she could feel his issue dribbling through the convulsing barricade. So many unnatural things had been forced into and out of her rear that it seemed to be in a state of shock as to what it should do. The flesh twitched and wriggled, and the raw membranes continued to flourish with waves of heat. 


Ruled by a strange daze, Denavat stood up and donned his clothes. He ignored the limp young woman at his feet and started putting his articles back in his bag. He left his restraints in place and staggered from the room as though drunk. 


Tanya lay upon the floor, her contused and penetrated body steadily drip-drying. Her arms pulsated from the twisted pose in which he had set them, but no matter what she did, she could find no position to ease her plight. She mulled over the ghost sensation of his phallus within her and the slow dribble of his seed as it emerged from her hot, raw, and ravished insides. 


The door opened wide and allowed cooler air from beyond to wash inward and chill her with the sudden contrast. Tanya turned her head and saw Sebastian in the aperture. A satisfied grin was entrenched upon his features. 


"You did exceedingly well," he announced. 


Stepping forward, he threw the door shut behind him and cut off the breeze. 


"Now, we had best get you back to your room.  You have another client due within the hour." Tanya closed her eyes with dismay at this unwelcome prospect. She could not handle another such encounter so soon after the rigors of her cleansing. If she chose to voice her protests, Sebastian might deem her capable of attempting flight from his carnal prison and confine or restrain her on a permanent basis as a precaution. 


Despite her newfound vices, she still wanted to escape. She resented Sebastian's       enslavement because if she really  did  want to do this, she wanted to do it of her own free will. 


Sebastian picked her up, threw her over his shoulder, and carried her back to her  small chamber. Her captor laid her face down upon the floor and grabbed one of the towels that had been placed there in readiness. Deploying the linen sheet, he began to dry her with a few cursory rubs. Tanya simply remained loose. She lacked the energy to fight him. 


"Such a find. Such a find indeed! You have a wonderful body, Tanya. So young and inviting," he commented as he worked. 


The towels wandered across her body and she noticed that after he turned her over, they began to linger at her breasts. Sebastian's libido was welling as he stroked her flesh. The act of soaking up the waters turned to slower movements and he began to caress before finally coming to a 


complete stop. 


Unable to resist temptation any longer, he tossed aside the towel and positioned himself before her face with his knees on either side of her head. 


"Wha…what are you doing?" she whimpered. 


Her arms strained against their bonds while they remained pinned under her body. 


"Let's call it vocational training," he chuckled. 


Sebastian unfastened his trousers with haste and released his bulging phallus. Presenting it to her lips, he grabbed her hair and started to guide her head onto it with main force. 


"No! No! I won't!" she barked. 


Tanya kept her teeth closed to bar entry. She shut her eyes so she did not have to witness this nightmare vision before her. She was a noble lady, supposedly chaste and ignorant of carnal matters, but in truth it was because she hated Sebastian and wanted to give him no pleasure. Yet, to be made to orally serve the man who had kidnapped her and made her endure this fate was so depreciating that she suddenly found an intense sense of ease. Sebastian was a beast, but he was a minor devil when compared to the misery her noble lifestyle caused. Having him pour his issue down her throat was a just reward for all the poverty and degradation her society life had brought on people like him. 


"Oh you'll service me, whore. You're my property, and you do as I want. If you even think of hurting me, you'll suffer in ways that will make Denavat's little vices seem like insipid kisses," he threatened. 


Locking the fingers of one hand into her damp hair to keep her head poised over the upright length, he snagged  her manacles and hauled upward. The sudden tearing flare of agony in her joints made her shriek. The rictus permitted him to sheath himself in her mouth. 


Tanya gagged as the tip jabbed the back of her throat. 


Using her hair as a rein, he performed the required movements. Sebastian steadily  grew more impatient as she failed to give the suction he wanted. 


"Suck," he growled. 


Sebastian again hauled up her arms. The correction caused her to lock her lips about the shaft and comply with the wicked demand. The whiplash in her neck grew with every rock of her skull as her oppressor dragged her head from root to tip in swift shoves. 


"Yes, that's better. Oh you have a mouth like velvet, Tanya. I'll have to make sure I teach you all the tricks of your trade. I haven't had a girl with this much prospect for greatness in a long time," he purred. 


His words were filled with rhapsody as he made her orally sate him. 


"Ah, now here we go. Get ready, slave!"  he beamed. 


His body stiffened and she felt him swell within her mouth. His length became harder and his motions accelerated until her head was diving back and forth. Despite her wish to gulp down every drop, when she felt the first wash of semen enter her mouth,  she wished only to spit it out. Before any such move could be instigated, he drew her fully down to an extent where she thought him capable of ejaculating directly into her stomach. 


"Swallow it," he demanded in an icy hiss. 


His speeding breaths caused the words to air on separate pants and through rapture-clenched teeth. Tanya knew that he would only harm her for refusal so she steeled her resolve and gulped. For a moment, she was nauseated by the sensation of the warm, salty treacle gliding down her throat, but a split second afterward,  she was wafting on silken breezes. Her sense of accomplishment was total and glorious. 


Flinging her aside as though she was some inanimate tool to be disposed of after use, Sebastian arose and started to fasten his clothing. The disdain he showed toward her felt perfect for her new found masochistic streak and  Tanya  licked her lips to taste him. Suddenly she felt herself course with a sudden concupiscence. She clamped her legs together and stared blankly at the floor. 


"Not bad. But you'll soon start to get used to your work. All my girls resent it at first, but we'll train you yet little Tanya. You'll eventually come to enjoy your sessions and then you'll be insatiable," he promised. 


"Never! I'll never be a pervert for you!"  she spat. 


The taste of him still ruled her palate and inspired her to demand more attention. 


"Such resentment! Oh you'll be a fine specimen to break, Tanya. All that noble haughtiness will be peeled away and we'll have you begging like a bitch in heat for anything a client wants to do to you," he laughed. 


"It is not possible! You'll never succeed!"  she retorted. 


Her body surged against her restraints as she yearned to feel him educate her some more in the ways of perversity and sexual servitude. 


"You think not? Any bitch can be trained to do tricks, Tanya. I've broken tougher slaves than you. Now, they'll bend over and spread themselves for me at a single word. You'll be just the same, soon enough, and       once you've outlived your usefulness, when you're getting past your prime,  I'll sell you off to a client as a permanent sex slave. I might even keep you all for myself,"       he promised. 


Sebastian strolled out of her cell and left her to wait for her next session of supposed degradation. The slam of the door and sound of the lock seemed to shatter the lubricious spell. Tanya was now with her own thoughts and not guided by the desires of others. The parts of her that were lost during the session reared up and hampered her newly discovered yearnings. 


Unable to expunge the taste lingering upon her tongue, Tanya licked at the floor to try to drag away the tang. The dust proved a welcome alternative. 


Her pondering on how to break out of this house drove away all the feelings her ordeal had constructed. The need to get away, left little room for pointless brooding and the fear that she would be broken before she could get free. The idea of being trained to such an extent was like a fire in her mind. All she wanted to do was go over and warm herself by it, but then she knew she would never be able to leave. She had to get free. Then she could enlist herself into the ranks of such prostitutes and still remain free while learning all she wished while she paid for her sins. 


Total immersion was a frightening prospect. Tanya wanted to go slow, whereas Sebastian  intended to cast her into the full heady power of utter  thraldom. Although she wanted it, she greatly feared both it and the effect it would have on her virgin psyche. 










Chapter Eight 




Tanya opened her       eyes and released a despairing groan when she realised that she was still alive,  destined for yet more attention. Her limbs pounded with a bruised beat. The wires had left spiral welts along the flesh, but they had failed to kill all feeling, as she had previously feared. 


Her dark angels of malevolence and seduction were looming over her while she lay sprawled upon bare stone. No other sign of instrument or device could be spied within the crimson spotlight that silhouetted her. The screams were gone and the absence of the piercing songs of distress struck her like a physical blow. They had been with her for so long, it was startling to find them absent. 


To be lost in the oppressive quiet was more intimidating than she would ever have thought possible. The lack of sound gave the arena an unsettling quality, as though it was a dream or figment of her abused mind. 


Only blackness dwelt outside the light. The  incarnadine beam issued from an unseen source above her. She was perfectly picked out in a small coloured circle that made her pale skin glow a ruby red. 


The male lurked in the border of the light, his contours hinted at, his bare skin glowing. The woman stood rigid and to attention over Tanya. Her hands were on her hips and her white flesh was stained a bloody hue by the light. The refraction's upon her gleaming garments winked like the eyes of demons. 


Tanya's eyes first locked to the poised heels that so often made her suffer and she ached to worship.  Then she flowed up with the curve of the tight leather and across the dense armour of her corset. Her deep inviting cleavage was next, and finally she reached the dark glower of the woman. Her harsh yet beautiful features were wreathed by her mane of spiked ragged hair and were as grave as always. 


"Do you wish to feel the spawn of the glove again, Tanya?"  asked the sadistic cur,  her voice saturated with malevolence. 


It took a moment for Tanya's dazed mind to accept and assimilate the words, but once they had sunk in, she wept and burbled her pleas with hoarse gasps. She  looked up along the towering woman's body and into aloof eyes of jet. The source of the light was a halo about her and this  lent the witch a seraphic aura of divine menace and power. 


"No, please, anything but that. I'll do whatever you want of me, just—" 


"So you would prefer me to bind you and whip you until you faint?" came an impassive proposal that interrupted Tanya's words. 


"Yes, yes, please. Just spare me the glove," she whispered. 


Tanya felt greatly diminished for having had to request the scourging. The words were no lie or fleeting acquiescence, she truly would  have subjected herself to any indignity or horror to evade her new and dreadful phobia. 


"She does not sound very sincere, or respectful of your authority. Perhaps another session under the black lightning  will inspire her to greater earnest?" offered the torturer. 


The woman's black lips curled back to reveal a white toothed smirk. The witch wanted to make Tanya suffer, and her partner was clearly all too aware of what such words would do to  their captive. 


Tanya dropped forward. She embraced the woman's feet and grovelled without any shred of dignity left within her. Her hands clutched the tight burnished leather of the woman's boots and her naked form pressed against them. With her cheek to the fabric, Tanya held to the leg, sobbed,  and watched her tears run onto the material. A strange sense of satisfaction suddenly passed through her mind. There was a faint tremor of relish in having been broken to their will, superior foe  defeating her. It was the same sense of pleasure she had gained when a renowned knight had beaten her during a sparring contest or joust in the Order. There was no shame in losing to the best and it was an honour  just to have had the chance to face them. 


The couple was being stricter now. Tanya had hoped that the threat of the glove had been used to make her submit, not to extend her suffering in a less supernatural manner. Perhaps they were being watched. Was their reputation as trainers of slaves now on the line? They had mentioned a time limit before. Had it elapsed? 


"Please, I beg of you. Whip me. Beat me until I collapse. I will do anything you wish of me if you will but flog me with all your might," she wept. 


Tanya was terrified of what might happen should she fail in this solicitation of the whip. 


"My title is Mistress, slave. Make sure you address me properly," she warned. Her voice was suddenly stern and irritated at the lack of respect. 


"Yes, Mistress! Please, Mistress, whip me!" she burbled. 


Tanya's fingers ran up and down the leather. The smoothness of the polished fabric rode under  her fingertips and tickled the skin. The scent of leather and the warm female flesh beneath it filled her nostrils and piqued a dark sense of arousal. Was this bizarre craving brought forth from the torture, or had she been influenced by the sorcery? Had the venomous waves of dark magic that rushed through her anatomy somehow corrupted it. 


"Ride yourself upon my boots while I consider your request, slave," demanded the torturess, and lifted her gaze up in an aloof fashion. 


"Yes, Mistress. Oh, yes, Mistress,"       uttered Tanya. 


She was suddenly frozen at the thought. The notion that maybe they were being scrutinised had a sudden  embarrassment creeping through her to stall her in her efforts. She longed to perform for the woman, to gain pleasure along the sultry leg of the torturess, but just what other agencies were watching from without and lurking in the darkness? 


"I advise you  to hurry, slave,"  growled the woman while she continued to look up and into the depths of the room. 


Tanya spread her thighs and knelt before a booted sultry leg. She shuffled forward and entwined her arms about the tightly bound limb. Cuddling up to it, she drew in a breath to acquire the smell of leather and caught the soft, delicate  perfume of arousal  from the woman's loins. Closing her eyes with elation in her heart, Tanya placed her sex against the boot. 


A slight shuffle traced her pussy against the curved surface. The leather rode against her and her lips parted upon it. She tickled her clitoris as it rubbed up against the vertical front of the footwear. The curling wash of feeling through her belly made her shiver and bite her lip. 


After all her pain, the lure of pleasure suddenly ensnared her and  she  started to put more effort into her work. Moving back and forth with dilatory movement, she rode herself against the boot and left a slick smear of her own juices as she became increasingly aroused by the  deed. The humiliation that had so often torn at her now thundered through her as a giddy sense of satisfaction that helped to spice the act. Tanya questioned just what was happening to her. She knew she should stop to avoid falling into their trap of servitude, but the pains and the cruelty they bestowed had left her lacking in willpower. Tanya just did not have the will to cease. Her instincts and lust were ruling her now. 


Soft moans of glee started to rumble in her throat and her thighs tensed as she continued to roll her sex along the boot. With eyes fluttering from pleasure, her cinch upon the leg became more genuinely adoring, despite the possibility of  witnesses. Her cheek rubbed against the fabric and nuzzled into it as her mouth dropped open and her  tongue spilled recklessly forth to lick at the surfaces. The fabric was like armour, an impenetrable layer that protected  the Mistress from the tainted touch of her lowly possession. 


"That's a good slave. See? Adore your Mistress. Adore the one who owns you. You need the torture don't you, my slave? You need it to teach you to fear me, because once you fear me, then you can obey me," said the woman. 


The torturess began to run her dagger nails through Tanya's hair while she licked and kissed the material and masturbated against her majestic limb. 


The ecstasy spilled through her frame and banished any hint of resistance. She wanted, more than anything,  to serve the Mistress, to nuzzle between her gorgeous legs and give her unbridled pleasure as a reward for enslaving her. Tanya had finally laid the ghost of her past to rest and was ready to embrace, fully, a lascivious and depraved future as a carnal slave in the Black Fortress. 


"Yes, Mistress," purred Tanya. 


The mustering eruption of climax gathered in her pussy. Her skin flickered with gooseflesh and her back arched while she held tighter to the woman. 


The torturess closed her fingers into a fist. She  then lifted up a little to straighten Tanya's hunched form and have her stare directly into the leather thong. Tanya looked down, abashed at being faced with such a sight. She felt unworthy of the woman who so methodically and expertly removed her reluctance. 


A light slap stung her cheek and she was jerked up to face the tight underwear as it held the hindquarters of the woman. The snug second skin of material plunged down between her legs and bisected her sensually inviting buttocks. The scent of her was overpowering and glorious. With every one of Tanya's pants, she channelled the aroma in through her nose and out through her mouth to capture as much of the divine odour as she could. 


"Stare," ordered the woman. 


Tanya fixed her gaze forward and into the triangle of leather. Tanya's own reflection was a distorted vague image in the fabric. Her eyes were wide with awe as her loins rode against the woman's boot. The welling bliss made her hunger to experience more  significant acts of coitus, service, or perversity. The thought of pulling down the veil of leather and launching her tongue up into the woman, in giving the torturess sudden pleasure was a sore temptation. If she  could service the woman, maybe it would temper her sadism. Of the two, the woman was the most  implacably vile to her. Was it because she assumed that Tanya only had eyes and desires for her partner and not her? They  could  safely assume an average girl would have reluctance about coupling with her own gender. Such things were considered abhorrent crimes and most foul deviance.  However, Tanya had been introduced to them in her time with Sebastian. She may have pushed such memories and urges from her mind as she sought the approval of the Order Eternal, but she knew she could enjoy being with another woman. 


The girls they enslaved were probably treated as she had been. The Master had seduced them as the Mistress tortured them. With someone of their own sex torturing them most diligently, they would run into the arms of the man who was scheduled to deliver them. Was the witch now entering a scheduled period where she tried to woo the slave as well? 


events with Sebastian's other girls crept back into her mind and revealed how a coupling with her own gender had helped soothe her own trials. It had helped to take her mind off the pain visited on her by clients. The association was deep and corrupted by the passage of time. It seduced Tanya into seeking cunnilingus with the woman who tortured her so mercilessly. 


Tanya had held out far  too long. The couple  were now being forced to adopt more stern acts of education to ensure her compliance, to be able to return to the state  where she could be again offered erotic slavery. Tanya had to be fully obedient and eager for whatever they offered if she wanted to acquire that offer again. This time, she swore that she would accept without reservation or regret. 


Tanya could not believe she was thinking such things, but under the heady trance of her masturbation, she was helpless to deny her long suppressed cravings. She was, and always had been a carnal creature of hedonistic excess and algolagnic indulgence. It was time to stop lying and deluding herself as to her true nature and live like one. 


"You want to kiss me there, slave?"  asked the torturess. 


"Yes! Yes, Mistress! Oh please! Mistress, please!" snapped Tanya. 


She was glaring into the underwear and fantasising about intimate oral caresses with every thought. She ached to taste the fare that filled her nose and captivated her libido. 


"You see what torture has done to you, slave?" inquired the woman. 


"Yes, Mistress," dreamily stated Tanya. 


The feel of orgasm as it gathered in her sex was making her  thoughts swim. The torturess had  changed the nature of her text. She was talking as though she had done only the most horrible things to Tanya. Had she been merciful after all and  as a result, her standing was on the line because of voyeurs without? Tanya had to be a perfect slave now to protect the Mistress from shame. 


"So you want more torture? You want me to train you with pain and show you how to be mine? You want to suffer until you're free of these foolish notions of rebellion?" asked the woman. 


She pulled Tanya in a little closer so  that the scent of leather and the woman's own arousal poured freely into Tanya's nostrils and intoxicated her. 


"Yes, Mistress, I will suffer anything to please you. You  own me utterly, Mistress. I am just property to do with as you wish," she stated with conviction. 


Tanya was only half-aware of what she was assenting to. Her mind occupied by the glory of riding her pussy against the woman's boot and in pleasing the dominatrix who she now sought to defend from dishonour. 


"But I am not alone, slave. Your Master is also here. Do you now spurn his ownership and seek mine?" she asked. 


Tanya heard a footfall and tried to turn to regard him. The woman gave her an angry slap to  the cheek and shook the hold in her hair. Tanya's roots flashed with mayhem. 


"Don't you dare look elsewhere! I gave you an order, slave!" 


By veering her stare away, she must have given the impression that she feared cunnilingus. Tanya snapped her gaze back and renewed her singular regard. 


"I'm sorry, Mistress. I did not mean to. I love staring at you." 


"Did not mean to? If you are so unable to control yourself how do we know if anything you say is truth? Perhaps everything you  have professed is fiction! Is that it, slave?" she snarled. 


"No, Mistress! No! I swear!" 


"Swear on what? On the Order?  On your Gods?" 


"On…on…my life! On my devotion to you both!" she announced. She had nothing esle. 


"And what is this devotion?" 


"I want to be your slave. Both of you. Please, accept me. I know I am not worthy. I know I am inexperienced. But please, take me,  make me yours, train me to please you both." 


"Very well, slave," she uttered gravely. 


The woman shoved Tanya back and moved away a step. Tanya swayed unsteadily. She was still weak from the torture and was now dizzy from the act of onanism. With her abdomen  quivering, she was tempted to drop her hand into place and finish her task. The imminent ravages of orgasm were horrendously close. A few swirls of her digit and she would have her release, but what would be the  consequences? Was climax worth the price  the woman would almost assuredly extract from her? Besides, could she disgrace the woman so flagrantly and publicly? She had a chance for revenge, to sully the woman that had been responsible for the worst of her pains, but Tanya was now besotted with her and so she stayed her hand out of respect rather than a fear of the consequences. 


"Lick up your mess, slave,"       snapped the woman. 


Putting the boot forward, she presented the lines of moisture. They sparkled like morning dew upon the hide. 


Still swimming in  carnal crapulence, Tanya draped herself forward and ran her tongue across the leather. Her nipples grazed the floor and rubbing them upon the stone kept her rhapsody strong and entrancing. Tasting of her own sex, Tanya lapped the surfaces clean. 


Simply by performing this deed, the derogation that augmented her arousal almost brought her to climax. Her hindquarters squirmed and rode against the air. She was hungry for satisfaction and she swayed her upper body to tickle her stiff  teats. Her breath became long and drawn as she continued to humble herself at the feet of her owner. 


Her Master marched around behind her and she heard the sound of him crouching down. A bright clap made her jump from the volume of its landing and she gave a sudden mewl of delight. His gloved hand had slapped to her quaking rump and suddenly the hand struck the other cheek before returning to the first. 


The hot flashes of sensation saturated  her buttocks and the spanking became a most gorgeous gift of feeling. After the abuse of cane and whip, a sound spanking was a minor and succulent event. 


Each warm palm print that he set to her rear made her shake with added titillation and her tongue worked with new arousal upon the leather. She squirmed as her Master rang applause upon her and then gave a croaking howl as she felt his shin press  between her legs. He knelt down and the vertical length of his boot provided a badly needed post upon which she  could continue her show. 


Tanya dragged her nipples left and right against the stone and her knees shuffled apart so she could bow her spine and rub herself up and down the leather. The possibility that she would be allowed to lap her moisture from her Master's  boots was even more alluring than her current act of abasement. 


His hands commenced their attack once more and the strong swipes left shocks of effulgence in her flesh. The skin grew ever hotter from his touch and the fires in her rear brought a corresponding increase in the inferno that was her libido. 


Tanya panted and whimpered as she poured herself up and down his boot. Her fingers clawed at the stone when several swipes to the backs of her lewdly splayed thighs made her convulse. The extra havoc had almost made her melt from rapture. 


"Good, slave. Now arise and stand before me," announced the Mistress. 


The Master drew away and deprived her of his hand and his boot. Tanya took one last lick for some extra bravado and moved back. She sought to rise with a huff of effort and found that her legs had been constrained for so long that they quaked and wobbled beneath her as she forced herself erect. 


The torturess walked around her. The click of her heels and the passing of her gorgeous frame before Tanya's eyes made the hunger for sexual release swell to ravenous levels. It took all her will to suppress the overwhelming prurient need. 


"Now, pinch your nipples, slave,"  ordered the 


woman. 


Tanya paused at this strange demand. The woman frowned at the delay and stopped behind her. 


"You wish the glove after all, then? You offered anything for a whipping, and this is what I shall require. Now take hold of your nipples and obey me or suffer the  consequences, slave,"       she growled. 


The Mistress walked passed her again and grabbed Tanya's wrists. She slapped the hands to her assets while her Master deliberately       and conspicuously stayed out of this matter. They were seeing if she could obey the Mistress with as much commitment as she could Master. 


With hesitant motions, Tanya started to comply. The points  were still tender from the clamps that had been so cruelly placed onto them for so long. Even a touch was mildly distressing. 


"Now, squeeze," demanded the Mistress. 


Mortified at  the prospect of the glove and humiliated by having to punish herself to gain a most virulent thrashing, Tanya began to close her fingers. The flesh ignited with all the heat that the clamps had secretly imbued and hidden away. 


"Harder," ordered the woman. 


She looked into Tanya's eyes as tears trickled down her cheeks and her body trembled from the self-abuse. 


"Harder!" snapped the woman. 

The Mistress stopped behind Tanya and rose up against her. The feel of the leather-clad form made Tanya quake with jubilation. The sensation of the salacious torturess brushing against her was a wonder and a treat. The woman's hands rolled around Tanya's hips and reached into her pubic nest. A finger ferreted into her loins and started to tease her clitoris. Dancing the digit upon the engorged and hypersensitive nugget, the slight scratches of her sharp nails added to the decadent charm. 


"Ooooh, Mistress!" choked Tanya. 


She was torn between her own self-inflicted anguish and the pleasure being carved into her womb. Against all reason, Tanya found herself increasing the strength of her pinches. 


"Legs apart, slave," ordered the Mistress. 


Tanya quickly shuffled  her bare soles and spread herself. She willingly opened her belly to the woman and leant back against her stern physique for support. 


Tanya's limbs shook and her knees quivered as she gritted her teeth. A choking cry rolled within her throat as her face withered into a reddening mask of grimacing strain because of the effects of her pinch. 


"Squeeze them harder or I shall boil you alive in your skin with black lightning!"  threatened the 


woman. 


The words caused Tanya to pinch with all her strength. The tendons of her fingers stood up beneath the skin as her flesh whitened. The pain was amply compensating for the pleasure so that the two forces fought one another for supremacy, but the speed with which the woman worked her pussy failed to counter, fully,  the havoc. The contrast kept her on the verge of orgasm, but left her unable to cross over into the heady regions of hindered release. 


"Harder. Squeeze harder  for me, my beloved and beautiful slave," she whispered. 


The Mistress sent the praise covertly into Tanya's ear so that no others might detect her affection for her property. The pitiful cries Tanya unleashed to try to ease her woe were soaked in despair. Her terror of the glove and her supreme need to satisfy her Mistress caused her to maintain a grip even though every portion of her psyche screamed out for her to let go. Every breath was thrown forth as such a howl and the darkness rang with the echo of her shrieks as she stood in the light, crushing her own teats, her clitoris being expertly toyed with to  leave her hanging in frustration and pre-orgasmic joy. 


"Stop,"  decreed the woman, and suddenly moved away. 


Tanya let go and dropped to her  knees.  Cupping the throbbing breasts, she continued to quake from her trial. Tanya gasped for breath and wept freely to spatter the stone before her bowed head with clusters of salty droplets. 


"So, what does the Master think? Has the slave performed adequately?" idly asked the Mistress. 


"I think that she has succeeded in earning what she wished for," he said. 


They were making sure that Tanya was fully aware that she had actually strove to acquire this forthcoming abuse with all her determination. 


The female tyrant cast a glance upward and prompted an immediate response. The cranking grind of a descending chain preceded its entry into the light and  the unexpected sight of an ebony pole that was fixed horizontally at the end. 


The Master beckoned into the darkness. A pair of slaves emerged with restraints presented in their gloved hands. 


"Put your back to the pole and lock your arms over it," he ordered. 


As though the instructions were issued from her own mind, Tanya's weary form hauled itself upright before she could even think and she stepped up to the hovering pole. Putting her spine to the cool rod, she reached backward and draped her arms over as commanded. 


"Now reach forward and put your hands over your stomach," added the despot. 


Tanya strained her joints upon the pole so she could reach forward. The slaves set leather cuffs to her wrists and connected them via a short, sturdy chain. Acting simultaneously, they each grabbed an ankle, lifted the leg forward, and bent it up toward her head. 


Tanya mewled as the weight of her body fell onto the beam and the acute contortion wrung frantic struggles from her enfeebled form. The slaves overcame her efforts to break free and quickly snapped  fetters to her ankles. They continued to hold her and easily locked the cuffs to the chain that was responsible for bearing the pole. 


The bondage had left Tanya's rear and  the backs of her legs blatantly open to assault. Her bent arms and ankles now virulently held her entire frame aloft. The ligaments of her legs were stretched and pulsated from their wrenching position. Her form  quaked and she tried to accustom or settle into the mayhem but was unable to find any way in which to lessen or grow used to it. 


The slaves backed away and two more entered the light. The arms of these servants were laden with weapons. Tanya could not make out the details because she was fighting too hard to try to accustom to her devilish position. 


Both Master and Mistress each selected a long  dressage whip that  they flexed in  their  stern hands. 


"Oh please, Mistress! Master! No! Not those!" Tanya shouted. 


Upon seeing the lengthy weapons, she could predict just how vehement their effects would be on her defenceless flesh. She started to struggle against the harsh confinement that held her aloft. 


The couple declined to answer and moved to either side of her. The Mistress was clearly intending to hack into the proffered targets. As she was in the process of drawing her weapon back to ensure Tanya's eyes were drawn to it, the Master added a surprise and diabolic swat. 


Tanya gave a wail that made her eyes screw shut. In that moment of distraction, the Mistress cast the huge weapon behind her back and lashed inward with heartless truculence. During the storm of agony, the Master added a less brutal stroke. 


The bite of the whips into her inner thighs and rear made Tanya jerk upon her bonds in a series of wild jounces. Her body was inundated with the most grievous anguish at this merciless thrashing. Her elbows felt ready to snap and part upon the pole that held her up and kept her most tender zones open to their pitiless efforts. 


Welt after welt was laid down.       The concentration upon  this most sensitive  zone  forged an intricate plexus of purple lines that soon began to merge into a single blotch of angry mauve. The offensive proved far worse than she had foreseen, but although she screamed with every crack of the whip, it was nothing compared to  the sorcerous attack she had successfully avoided. 


The whipping suddenly stopped to leave Tanya convulsing and weeping. With her eyes held firmly closed, she muttered gibberish to herself and tried to soothe her frayed sanity. 


Strong hands grabbed hold of a section of intersecting welts. Her head jumped up and she gave a snorting cry of response. The hand released the contusions and two sets of leather  digits started to meander up the backs of her legs. 


Tanya's howl rolled from her throat  as two very different sensations suddenly consumed her. The raging hardened cock of her Master fired into her to open her sodden womb to fill her in an instant. 


The Master pressed to her depths as his hands closed to her hips. Her owner then declined to use his own body to provide his pleasure and instead pushed her hanging form away before hauling her back onto him. As he charged into her body, the Mistress laid the head of the dressage whip to an upturned sole. The light flick of the weapon was turned into an outrageous source of pain because  of the sensitivity of the skin. Her soles had proven to be more susceptible to a whipping than any other part of her body. 


The ecstasy of having her Master enter her and have him swing her back and forth like a toy was incredibly potent, but so too  was the steady rhythmic flash of the dressage whip to her feet. 


Tanya curled the toes in as much as she could. She screamed and tried to defend herself, but the slender tip could find every chink and slash in to deposit a strip of lucid anguish. Each thrust of his manhood into her pussy had to be paid for with a stroke. It was a fee that Tanya gladly paid. 


While she howled with anguish and ebullience, her owners continued to savage Tanya. They dragged her mind through two events of contrary and excruciating might. A particularly vivid hack almost made her swoon as her world turned over from the terrible effects, but then the  Master galloped into her and summarily brought her to a cataclysmic orgasm. 


Squealing louder than she  had under  the whips, she barely noticed the next stroke. His cock rolled into her again to draw out the delight as he continued a stoical ravishing. 


Tanya seemed to dwell at this climactic level of sensation and thought she could go no higher until she felt him stiffen and swell within her. His cock gave a series of twitches and liquid heat  poured into her. Another orgasm gouged into her like a sword. Her  body lurched against the confines and she took exceptional pleasure in the next strokes of the whip. The harsh and succulent swipes rolled their  effects through her supercharged nervous system, and the agony was processed into the most delicious glee. 


When the Master fled her body, the extraction made her bounce in her bonds while her body seemed to erupt with a final echo of the climax. Both whips then commenced an assault on the molested areas. 


Tanya could still feel him within her as her body clung to a spectral presence of his manhood. The two dominants pushed onward without pause to continue the deluge  until Tanya was barely aware of what was going on around her. All awareness was completely taken up by the rhythmic savaging of the whips. 


The punished skin finally could withstand no more, and the whips began to open slim and tiny grazes. The wiry tips of the crops and their gruff application caused an instant end to the torture when this trauma was spotted. 


When the torrent of malicious blows subsided, Tanya was left emasculated in her bondage. She was limp and dripping with trickles of sweat and spittle. Her mind was drifting into hazy dreams of shock and she was flying on a blanket of 


hysterical ecstasy. 


The two people had no identity. They were simply  'Master'  and  'Mistress'. Not that they needed more, after all, they were now akin to her Gods. They were the only things she had faith in anymore. They were personifications of perversity, dominance, and control. Names were irrelevant, they were her owners, they were the beings that ruled and commanded her absolute fealty. 


Bawling with joy at having sustained her penalty for masturbation on the leg of the Mistress, the surging endorphins and her own refined masochism leapt onto the ordeal like a pack of starving wolves. They consumed it and found it to be a sterling banquet. Once again, as conscious slipped  away, her dreams took hold of old memories that fitted best with her current psychological predicament. 










Chapter Nine 




Tanya lied upon her bed and clutched her naked body while she wept with utter morose despair along with an elated feeling of purging. Another client had left her rear a mesh of criss-crossing cane marks. Her wrists and ankles were marked with chafed lines from the ropes that had bound her. The ghost sensation of a phallus in her belly was distinct and reminded her constantly of the ravishing she had received. 


The door opened and she looked up from her position to see a woman. The new arrival was perhaps in her mid twenties. She was tall and slender, with pert breasts that were left bare by her distinct lack of clothing. The long red hair of the woman fell about her shoulders as a curled wreath of tight spirals. Her face was comely and marked with token additions of makeup. Her lips were full and red. 


The woman wore  nothing save a set of underwear that crafted from leather. A waist belt held above her hips and threw a similar buckled  strip down between her legs. She also wore kneehigh boots and the leather footwear laced down the front and served to place her atop tall heels. Matching opera gloves of black hide spiralled up her arms,  the fingers removed to leave her ruby nails free, she held a tray with some small pots, a tankard of water, and a plate of broth that released soft twirling curls of steam. 


Sebastian moved in behind her and crushed Tanya's hope that she might make a spontaneous dash for freedom. 


"Dinnertime, slave. Eat well, you've got another client soon," he beamed. 


Sebastian closed the door and locked it behind the serving maid. Tanya dropped her features back into the pillow and beat her fist against the mattress. She wept freely at the knowledge that she was going to be used again for the licentious appetites of twisted leering men. She wanted the sessions, this was true, but she needed more time to recover so she could better enjoy them. Above all, she needed to escape. 


"You should eat," suggested the woman. 


"I don't want it!" snapped Tanya. 


The feel of the woman setting herself down at her side brought Tanya's face back up. She found the stranger sitting primly beside her. 


"You had best eat. It'll help you keep your strength up,"  she continued, and laid a gentle 


hand on Tanya's shoulder. 


"I don't care! I just want to die!" she shouted. 

Throwing off the hand with a moody shuffle, Tanya curled back into her pillow. The woman then noticed the vivid weals that now adorned Tanya's buttocks. 


"Oh you've taken quite a beating, you poor thing," said the woman. "I can help soothe that if you'll let me?" 


Tanya ignored her because she was barely aware of the words. All she could think of was what had been done to her and how she could engineer her escape. 


"Here, just let me help you. Lay still, and relax," she continued. 


Unscrewing one of the pots,  she moved onto the bed more fully  and knelt beside Tanya's whipped rear. 


Tanya's head jolted up and she gasped as she felt a cool gel slide across her cheeks. The woman slithered gently enough so as not to annoy her welts and the substance rapidly stole the fiery heat that dwelt in the contusions. 


"What are you doing?"  barked Tanya, and threw an angry glance at the woman. 


The maid was working a white salve upon the bruises and was regarding her with a pleasant smile. 


"Don't worry, I'm just here to help you. This  will assist in healing the marks. We have to look after each other here. After all, we're all each other have got," she said. 


The woman reached forward and ran her spare hand down Tanya's hair to fondly assuage her animus. 


"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to shout at you," Tanya apologised. 


The feel of the gel as it stole her pain and the tenderness being offered to her made Tanya far more amiable of temperament. This was just another slave, one doomed as she,  but also one who was more resigned to her lot. There was no need to despise her. 


"Part your legs. It'll be easier for me to do this," offered the woman. 


Tanya hesitantly complied and  allowed the woman to kneel between her splayed legs and continue the work. 


"Anyway, that's okay. No need to apologise. You've had a hard day," she said softly. 


The woman returned to easing the contusions with the salve. 


"And it's not over is it?" hissed Tanya. 


"Don't think about that. Just relax. Let me help you forget for awhile." Her fingers started to ease the gel more devotedly into the crease of Tanya's rear. 


"What's your name?" Tanya asked. 


Her eyes closed and she lowered herself onto the pillow. Tanya relaxed into the delightful feeling and held to the covers for support. 


"Amber," she said softly. 


The woman's hands gathered more of the gel from the pot and started to apply it more distinctly between Tanya's thighs. 


Tanya shivered against the feel of the woman's hand riding on her inner thighs. They brushed her pussy and rolled through her buttocks to paint her rear. The application was entrancing. It made her pant as  she started to become increasingly titillated. 


The pleasure of the soft massage made Tanya's hindquarters start to writhe slightly. She wriggled against the bed as the woman continued her act of charity. 


Tanya's mouth dropped open and she sighed softly. She was relishing the attention but as she detected the dampness between her legs, her fear of carnality crept back in. She questioned what the woman was doing and whether her motives were as pure as they seemed. 


"You're being a little thorough aren't you, Amber? I mean—oooooh!"  she groaned as the hand slid through her sex and frolicked against her clitoris. The gel complemented her own natural lubrication and allowed a digit to glide deep into her. The finger then retreated to 


continue a more distinct stimulation. 


"Please! Amber! What are you doing to me?" she whimpered. 


Tanya was unable to move. She was locked into position by her addiction to the pleasure but was afraid of the spectacle she must be presenting. 


"Don't fret, Tanya. Just relax, let me ease your pain," she purred. 


Amber's fingers worked with diligent attention and engineered the most agreeable joy for Tanya to absorb. 


"I…I've never…with a…I mean it's…not," stammered Tanya. 


Her ignorance of sex and her complete inability to cope with the advances of another woman made her fight to try to handle the scenario. She wanted to stop, but she also wanted to explore it more thoroughly, to extract something other than pain and degradation from her slavery. 


"It's okay, Tanya. It's okay,"  Amber uttered with soft mollifying tones and then her hand came away. "Sit up for me, would you, Tanya?" 


Palpitating, but unable to deny the one who had effectively bewitched her with prurient need, Tanya pushed herself upright and settled onto her haunches. Kneeling before the woman, she tried not to settle onto her aching rear. 


"There's nothing wrong with this, Tanya. You need not be afraid of me. Look, give me your  hands and I'll prove it you,"  she asked and then extended her own in expectation. 


With timorous sloth, Tanya placed her palms into those of Amber. The woman smiled sweetly and carried them toward her naked breasts. 


"No! I can't!" snapped Tanya, and gave a weak pull to try to get away. 


"Yes you can. Just close your eyes for a second," she suggested. 


Amber continued to hold Tanya's resistant extremities. She did not draw them in any further, but similarly she did not allow them to flee. 


"Go on. Close your eyes. Trust me. After all, what harm could I do you, and why would I do so, anyway?" 


Against all her wishes not to, Tanya complied. Lowering her eyelids, she shut off the scene. 


Amber waited. 


Tanya's eyes opened again for a moment and then lowered with more conviction. Her hands refused to offer any more defiance as she  placed them  against Amber's breasts. The feel of the smooth flesh was a thrill to her senses. 


"There, that feels nice doesn't it?" 


Tanya nodded and gave in to the lure of feeling the breasts with more interest and intensity. Her hands hesitantly traced fingers upon them, then started to cup the flesh and gently caress Amber's magnificent breasts. 


"Good girl. See? There's nothing to be afraid of. They don't bite," she beamed. 


The mattress shifted as the woman drew closer. Tanya released her hands, but she did not stop her handling of Amber's assets. The feel of another woman had hooked her intrigue and the lack of a view permitted a kind of anonymity that made it easier to take advantage of the moment. 


"Do you like the way they feel?" 


Amber's mouth was close to Tanya now. Her warm breath ran over the skin of her shoulder. 


"Yes," Tanya whispered. 


"Do you think I'm attractive?" 


Her  mouth moved close to Tanya's face. Her breath was sweet and succulent and it tickled her throat with soft gusts. Her features moved like a serpent to follow Tanya's body and let her exhales waft upon her skin. 


"You… you're very beautiful," uttered Tanya. 


"So are you, Tanya. Now keep calm and just surrender yourself to the moment. Don't worry, it's all completely normal to feel a little hesitant the first time. I'll be gentle and we can stop at any time you want,"       she said with  convincing softness. 


Tanya felt another woman's lips brush  her own. She  shivered from the light tickle. The tender connection skipped across her mouth for a brief instant and then left. 


When Tanya did not bolt or complain, Amber moved back and then  placed them together in a more prolonged meeting so she could gingerly kiss Tanya. 


Tanya was torn by what to do. She was afraid and yet was raging with lust while she felt the woman pecking softly at her lips. Amber started to run kisses across her and sought a commitment to their coupling. 


Swallowing for courage, Tanya held  on  to Amber's breasts for added strength and started, shakily, to kiss her back. 


"That's it!  You see? Nothing bad happened. Just a harmless little touch."  She smiled and reentered the exchange as their passion  began rapidly to escalate to more demanding levels. 


A tongue emerged and ran a tentative tip along Tanya's lips. Amber traced the perimeter of her mouth while it remained open on a wanton gasp. The tongue started to creep into Tanya's maw and traced its slippery surfaces against the poised but petrified organ lurking within. A few licks and Tanya was coerced into copying the motion. She let herself mimic and learn, and their lips connected and their tongues embraced. 


The organs squirmed eagerly against each other with playful swirls. The  delight of the feeling crushed all second thoughts in Tanya's addled brain. 


"Lay back for me, Tanya,"       the woman suggested after some long minutes of diligent kissing. 


"What if Sebastian comes back? What of my client?" she uttered fearfully. 


"Kharla is handling him for you. And Sebastian is off on some errand. Lucy is supposed to let me out, but I talked her into not coming in for a long time, yet. So we're all alone and able to enjoy each other as we want and forget about this place, at least for awhile," she stated. 


Kisses to her neck shoved away all caution and Tanya laid herself back onto  the mattress. Straightening her legs out around the woman, the discomfort of lying on her contusions nurtured her arousal by feeding her budding masochism. 


The woman held herself over Tanya and she supported herself by her arms. Amber's sex locked against Tanya's. The two tangles of hair tickled each other  as Amber rubbed herself against the humid sex of her partner. 


Tanya groaned and gasped at the feel of hard, roused nipples hanging above her. Amber's movements made them etch light lines upon Tanya's own assets and she could not help but give soft grumbles of euphoria. 


After teasing her with the subtle motions, she leaned in. Amber pressed her body to Tanya's and kissed her throat with tender affection. 


The kisses  started to lower. They migrated across her chest and rose to each nipple. A few testing pecks were placed onto each nugget and Tanya arched and exhaled with a long moan as they were gathered up in a sucking embrace. Amber's tongue flitted upon them. The suction increased rhythmically as her teeth gave the slightest of nips. Tanya's hands clenched into the covers and taking great grasps of the fabric, she held to the bed to try to endure the consuming storm of sensual rhapsody. 


Amber moved from teat to teat. She let her hand dextrously work the unattended point until she chose to move on into new regions of erotic exchange. 


The kisses  began to descend further and Tanya's breath quickened rapidly as she felt Amber's hands take hold of her splayed thighs. The tongue of the woman ran into her navel then started to surge into it and swirl around before continuing to home in on her pussy with devout purpose. 


"Amber, I…I'm not sure I can—" Tanya began. 


She was questioning whether she could do this. Amber resolved the predicament for her and buried her features into the warm folds of femininity. The tip of her nose slid up through the valley and ricocheted from her clit before letting a trailing tongue  plough in its wake and flutter on  the erect morsel. Tanya groaned loudly and then aired a cry of surprise as the flat of the organ dove against her. The sudden eruption of pleasure was like nothing she had felt or even imagined. 


"Oh! Oh! Oh Gods! I've never! I…I—"  she burbled. 


Tanya's chest rose from the bed. Her legs tensed and shook as the wet length continued to ride against her. 


The intensity continued to swell and filled her entire being. It grew more and more potent with every detailed lick and flutter. It was a gathering hurricane that suddenly embraced her and lashed her with bolts of astonishing ecstasy. 


Tanya jerked and wailed. She clawed at the bed as the eruptions brought forth by the  tickling tongue overwhelmed her senses. Her sight flashed and her thoughts dissolved on crashing waves of furious joy. 


The tongue eased its work and let her settle. Tanya's breathing was ragged and her heart was racing. 


The woman moved up and embraced Tanya in loving arms. Amber drew her in and let the hapless slave rest her head in her cleavage where Tanya was swiftly falling into a soft snooze as her body unleashed the odd flash of tension. 
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